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Accumulation as Applied to the Body
Aly Gough

The first time a hurricane welcomed us to our new home
my parents boarded up every single window,
bought the destruction of oxygen to save our glass house
from water damage, or possible impalement.
As the storms and years passed through town, my father
learned that going straight to the source is more efficient,
so he cut down every tree in our one acre yard that dared
to threaten our roof, to cave our lives in.
The year the most premature hurricane since 1978 touched our land
was the same year I learned to love the body I’m in.
With no more trees to bring down, to count the rings
like the beer runs of our neighbors,
my mother tears down her self worth at the sight
of my burgeoning body. My father handily forgets
the subtle jabs that entwined my childhood,
but you could count my years by the rings of his reproach.
I ask myself: how can you ever be good at loving
if your blood runs thinner than cyclone sheets of rain?
So I practice, watching my shadow undulate under halogen streetlights
trace the parenthesis on my hips like rings of a peach tree.
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Soon, I’ll learn the ways of loving a mirror, to find the familiarity
of flaws and then tell myself I am worthy of the universe.
One day, I’ll be able to see the libidinous grace my lover does
simply laying together stripped in a twin sized bed.
For now, though, I still sometimes fall asleep thinking of those trees,
converted into scrap paper and carbon, having survived
decades worth of hurricanes. My father will always get his way and I know
he would fell the sequoias out west if they threatened what’s his.
Think of me as your home instead of the threat, I want to say.
No matter its outside, my body is made of weight-bearing beams
and Thanksgiving dinners and gas fire nights.
When it comes to choosing, choose to conserve
your first born, in all of her forms. I want to think that, if it came to them,
I could make this choice without hesitation. That I could say all this
to my mother who raised me in a household where diets were her compulsion,
who looked me in the eye and said, I do not love my body
And never thought to call me beautiful when it counted.
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The Sweetest Latch
Acrylic and Charcoal Collage
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42

Departure

Acrylic and Charcoal Collage
Akasha Buzov
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Belonging
Nick Grogan

“Ah shit, it’s the nigga Mike,” Rico said as Mike walked through the door.
Mike looked around the room. The rectangular space Georgetown officials called a dorm
room was closer to a prison cell than anything else. Devoid of a bathroom, the two desks opposite
each other left little room for the remaining two closets and bunkbeds. The cement floors were
covered with what they assumed was thin-thread carpet and the single window remained closed.
Tattered room as always. Rico and his roommate, Deuce, never knew how to keep a clean room.
If it wasn’t empty Papa John’s boxes, it would definitely be dirty socks or Rico’s girl’s clothes.
“What’s good brotha?” he replied, making his way to Rico’s side of the room. His friend was
on his computer as always, messing with some music making program.
“Shit, man, you know,” Rico replied. “Fucking with these beats. You tryna hit up Leo’s?
Mike gave Rico a cross look. He knew damn well Mike was up there so they could go to Leo’s
together. Lucky for him, Rico was fucking with him and was already making his way to the door.
“We gotta get Ced first,” Rico said.
Mike nodded. Their trip to the dining hall would not be complete without the other member of
their crew. Cedric happened to be next door to Rico, getting him was never a problem.
“Ay, yo, Ced,” the two of them screamed in harmony, “bring yo ass!”
Cedric opened the door and gave the two of them looks that Mike could
only assume was bewilderment.
“Why are you guys yelling?” he said. He grabbed his book bag, locked his door, and
continued to shake his head at them. Mike loved the dynamic among them. They were like the
three components of Freud’s theory on the psyche: Rico was the id, Cedric was the superego.
and Mike happily took ego.
Mike fell to the back as they made their way to the exit of Harbin Hall. He stared at their
backs. Their swagger gave an enormous feeling of confidence. Those feelings were happening
again. That sensation that he tried so hard to keep inside of himself began to spill out, raking at
his brain. Rico and Cedric were as cool as they come. Both social butterflies. Mike remembered
when he was like them in high school, so self-assured and dependent on no one. It wouldn’t take
them any time to find someone else to befriend. The confidence they possessed in their abilities
to make friends, Mike envied.
Fortunately, he lucked out and found these two. With them came a bunch of other amazing
people, but he wondered what life would be like without them. Probably worse than it was now.
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“Yo, Cass is going to meet us there,” Rico said.
Mike grinned at the name. Cass had always been such a sweet girl to him. She had some
understanding of what Mike was dealing with and she tried her hardest to make him feel better.
They were like brother and sister. “Ah damn, the poofballs are coming,” Mike replied. The extra
company made him feel less isolated.
Georgetown’s campus was relatively small in comparison to the state schools back home:
Chapel Hill and NC State. The Jesuit school could not compare in size. It was home though. He
had been in DC for a couple of months now and this place felt right sometimes. He didn’t have
to worry about being told his opinion didn’t matter, or that there was only one way to see life.
Useless arguments and broken hearts were in the past. He thought he had finally escaped that.
Their number grew as dinner at Leo’s dining hall went from a three person event, to nearly 12
people. Mike could not understand how all of these people just happened to be there and wanted
to sit together at the same time.
…
The conversation grew and laughter disrupted his silence. Mike was a listener. Not knowing
the right thing to say was his specialty. At least, it was his specialty now. Besides, he didn’t want
to say the wrong thing and piss someone off. DC was weird like that because he never knew
what may offend someone. Back home, homophobic or even heterophobic slurs could be dished
out by the truck load and someone would get a kick out of it. Back then, he could say whatever
he wanted and no one would fuck with him. Here he had to be cautious. Although he considered
them friends, he never knew what would trigger an undesired response.
“You good, man?” Demetrius, a great friend to everyone, asked Mike.
“Yeah I’m good, why?”
“You haven’t been talking, bruh. Just making sure everything is cool.”
“Yeah it’s fine.”
The food on his plate had grown cold. Mike pushed around the cold chicken finger, hoping
to put some heat and hope back into the meat. No use, it had gone stale. Pushing the plate
aside, Mike sat back in his chair and let his mind float away from the conversations. It danced to
various songs. One of heartbreak, an ode to home and a ballad of sorrow. He could hear his ex’s
voice screaming at him about how worthless he was and how she never loved him. He shook the
thought away. It had been like this for some time now.
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“—yeah I heard it’s going to turn up tomorrow,” Rico said. Whisked back to the conversation,
Mike’s attention was caught by the word “turn up.” Weekends were his saving grace, and Friday
just happened to be right around the corner. His problems of isolation, regret, and sadness took
a leave of absence for a couple of days. He believed that bitches and brews were the only things
that would satisfy him. The theory has gone unproven.
…
“Bring your best ‘fit tomorrow, Nigga,” Rico shouted as Cedric, he and a bunch of their other
friends entered the elevator. Mike lived on the second floor of Harbin and getting on the elevator
to go up one floor was sacrilege.
“I always got the classic outfits man, you know I’ll be fresh,” Mike replied. It was hard keeping
up with them two. They were so cool. All of the females revolved around them. They were
in shape and never missed a social gathering. They knew the right things to say and always
remained level headed. The last time Mike tried to do that, he spilled a girl’s drink on the floor and
passed out on the sidewalk outside of a pizzeria. A lot of people made fun of him for that.
Mike entered his cold room. His roommate was playing video games with some of his friends
from the floor. They all greeted each other briefly and quickly went back to playing games. The
tension in the room had been at an all-time high for a couple weeks now. It was best that they
didn’t say much to each other. Luckily for him, everyone was getting ready to leave and that
meant his roommate would hopefully stop opening his annoying ass mouth. God.
Mike played “Keep Ya Head Up,” by Tupac at a low volume. A mistake.
“Dude will you shut that off. I can’t concentrate on my work,” his roommate said.
“Here we go with this shit again. Every time I come in and do some damn work, you always
want to giggle and fucking play the Xbox, but let me listen to some music. Then your ass wants to
do some work.”
“Don’t even start with me, because you always do this. You always listen to your music and
skype people when I’m trying to sleep or concentrate. Don’t make this about you.”
“I’m not saying it’s about me. I’m saying that you never show me any damn respect, so why
should I show you any?”
His roommate sighed. “That’s why no one on this floor likes you man. You walk around here
like you are the hottest thing to ever come out of a public school and then you bitch about your ex
as if she has this strangle hold on your life. You talk shit about everyone on this floor and then you
expect them to continue to like you. That’s why they like me instead.”
Mike grimaced. “I could care less.”
The two went to bed in silence. Something must have been in the A/C unit again because it
made Mike’s eyes irritate.
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…
Mike didn’t have classes on Friday so he decided to walk around campus. Everyone else he
hung out with was still in class. The brick walkways shined in contrast to the asphalt path in front
of the campus buildings. The buildings themselves were amazing.
Healy hall looked like something out of a Harry Potter movie. Its medieval style, taking influences
from Gothic and Romanesque architecture with a clock tower positioned in the middle of the
building, accentuated the beautifully green lawn in front of it. The statue of John Carroll sat
comfortable in the grassy area as visitors gathered around for pictures. Copley Hall sat beside
its brother building and served the same purpose. He could have closed his eyes and imagined
a large medieval kingdom surrounding him. Mike smiled briefly at the two buildings and tilted
his head toward the ground. His hands were in his pocket while he trudged along to one of the
benches in front of Healy hall. It would be a good place to just… sit.
He wondered why Rico and Cedric were around him so much. It could not be stressed
enough how awesome these two were in comparison to him and he figured they just took pity.
Those two wore matching Halloween outfits, talked about people Mike didn’t know, and even
danced the same. All the while Mike was in the corner of every event silent. He just didn’t fit in.
Shaking his head. he looked up at the sky. What was it about him now that was different
than back then? I mean I am still pretty cool. She was wrong, no one takes pity on me. I will find
another girl and I have friends here. I think. I don’t have to worry about anyone trying to steal my
girlfriend behind my back, or telling me that I am not fit to be a leader. No one makes fun of my
weight or tells me how stupid it was for me to pick Georgetown as my college. This can’t be as
bad.
The silhouette of tree leaves took up most of his vision as he stared blankly into the light
blue world above him. Something so boundless about the sky made him feel inadequate. Maybe
everyone was right back home. Maybe he wouldn’t amount to anything.
“There you are,” a familiar voice called out.
“Hey Syd,” he said without turning his head around to see her behind the bench.
“Nice job skipping out on lunch with me.”
“I didn’t think you were actually serious.” He examined her as she moved around the bench.
She was gorgeous. The typical blonde hair, blue eye combination worked in her favor. In fact, any
other combination of hair and eye color would not suffice for such a beauty. But this wasn’t all.
Her physical beauty was rivaled and beat by her personality and intelligence. She was a biology
major who knew where she wanted to go in life and worked hard. If she wasn’t eating, then she
would be studying. Few and far between did she ever slack. She was the only girl, in all the
girls Mike knew, who could truly make him smile. If there was a higher power, he or she did an
excellent job on her.
“What’s been up with you lately?” she asked.
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“Everyone has been asking me that as if I have some problem.”
“You do, remember? You told me all that was going on. Your depression. We have discussed
our similar situations before. We are practically in the same boat.”
“Yeah, we are, I guess.”
“Don’t say it like that. Come on now. Why are you shutting everyone out?”
“I don’t belong here.”
“What makes you say that?”
Mike heard the annoyance in her voice. “Look at you all,” he said. “All of you were either top
of your class or scored like 2350’s on your SAT’s. I didn’t do any of that. And on top of that, the
guys I do hang out with are so much more fun than me. Everyone always wants to talk to them or
pregame at their crib while I’m just that fat kid who happens to be there.”
“That’s ridiculous, I’m sure they care about you more than you know. I can’t speak for them
but in my case, you are one of the best friends I have.”
“I think you all are just saying that to make me feel better.”
Mike left the bench with Syd still sitting there. Nothing she could have said would make him
feel any better at that point. It was clear his roommate was right. No one liked him. It was a harsh
reality for someone who used to live off the attention and his popularity. He felt lost.
…
The time had come for them to pregame. Cedric’s tiny dorm room in Harbin was jam packed
with people Mike never had the pleasure or gall to introduce himself to. There was of course
liquor and Hip-Hop music playing as people conversed amongst themselves. As he looked
around the room, everyone seemed preoccupied with whoever it was they were talking to. Ced
had taken interest in some girl and Rico was messing with his girlfriend. The other people who
were there continued their smiling and dancing while Mike just sat there on the bed. He looked
down at his cup. The red liquid sloshed about in its confined space, trying desperately to leave its
container and roam free. Mike saw the drink as his proverbial dose of courage and chugged it.
“Damn, Bro,” Rico called out, “Sip it slow!”
Mike looked over and feigned a smile. “You know how I do!”
“Yeah I know. That’s why you need to sip, nigga! I can’t have you calling your ex and shit
again. We are supposed to be past that.”
“Nah man I got it. Tonight’s the night.”
“For what?”
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“I’mma bring something home.”
Cedric jumped in, “You about to bring a girl home tonight?” His face stretched. White teeth
illuminated his dark complexion.
“You know this! I’ve been dry for too long.” Mike lifted his refilled cup into the air.
Cedric and Rico locked eyes for a second and raised their cups as well.
“Well let’s get it,” Rico said.
Many of the people were leaving the room as Mike’s group began to head out. They had
gotten word that a party was going on in Henle Village and it seemed like the best place for a
good time. It was rare that Henle ever had anything good, but a few times it had come through.
The liquor was settling nicely in Mike’s system. The night world became brighter, the air colder
and his steps less careful. Thoughts of women crowded his mind, leaving little room for simple
motor skills such as movement.
They made their way outside and were greeted by an addition to their group. Ari was as
Christian as they could come. Mike longed to take her up to his room and practice baby-making
skills with her but she would never do anything with anybody. Let alone him. She was such a nice
young woman, but something about her always felt off. He focused more on her body and refused
to acknowledge how differently she treated him from Rico and Ced. Her playful personality never
shined around him, instead she always kept her distance. Aside from that, Mike could not help but
to feel a certain attraction for her. She snuggled next to Cedric though, not even greeting Mike.
“So what’s the move,” Rico asked. His girl, Cass, locked in his arms.
“This Henle party first,” Cedric said. “If that doesn’t work we’ll find something else.”
“Word up.” Mike’s voice was loud and out of place. The four others glanced at him before
moving forward. He followed.
They entered the apartment building and just as everyone had been telling him at dinner, the
party was in full effect. The music was a loud ringing in his ears. The smell of sweat, perfume,
and alcohol of every variety filled the air. The lights were low, and the means for Mike to see
became even harder. His feet stuck to the flooring a bit with each step as he raced towards the
jungle juice. He grabbed another cup, yearning for another dose of confidence. He felt his high
wane earlier and wanted his fix. It would help him talk to some unfortunate soul tonight. They
would have to carry his baggage.
The liquor rushed down his system. His vision became hazier, his head began to hurt and his
mind raced. Instead of seeing the party happening around him, he saw images of his ex-girlfriend
and how bad their relationship had gotten. The cheating and arguments. The handcuffs were
once again back on his wrists and he felt the force of the police officer pushing him into the car.
His father yelled at him for being so stupid and not having the sense to just keep it in his pants.
And then… His mother. The image of his mother burned inside of him. Her look of contempt and
disappointment was one he did not want to experience again.
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Although he had made it to Georgetown and finished school out well, the year had not been easy
and he ran into a lot of trouble.
He found himself back at the party. The sweat rolled from his creased forehead. His body
was touching another body as it moved back and forth. The motions were not of him dancing.
He was being pushed. The rap music blared, pinching the roof of his nose. His eyes pulsed
with the music, his head skipped. The people he was with were all enjoying themselves. They
were dancing together. The music consumed them and Mike perceived them as physical
representations of it. Everything molded together and he was the outlier. His cup was empty.
The juice he had been drinking fell on the floor escaping its plastic prison.
As he looked around the packed apartment, everyone he came with fused with the crowd.
Why was he even trying?
He left the apartment. He could not stand it anymore. Everyone from his roommate to those
back home were right about him. He wouldn’t amount to anything and it was pointless for him to
even believe that anyone other than his parents cared about him. He wouldn’t find love, nor a
brotherhood to feel a part of.
The world around him was cold, spaced out and abandoned. It swayed slow as he walked
away from everything. The brick buildings were rocking sluggishly away from him. The alcohol
became his drill sergeant and commanded him to do something drastic. The emptiness he felt
within himself, the futility of him trying to get better and the hatred he had for himself finally came
to a boil. It overflowed and brought Mike to one last option. He was walking his own green mile.
He made his way to the Car Barn building on Prospect Street. The gigantic staircase used in
The Exorcist stood still against the night sky. People were all around him but he stood at the top
of the steep staircase, staring at its bottom. If he jumped high enough, he knew the fall would kill
him. About 75 steps in total.
Mike took out his phone and sent a text to Sydney, telling her how much he hated his life and
he wished things were better. Each time he pressed the screen his heart with thump faster and
harder. He was aware that she may see this as a cry for attention, but it was more than that. For a
long time he had been that guy that everyone loved. He was seen as popular, cute, and outgoing
by everyone. They fed his ego and made him a cocky teenager. He never received any of that
while he was here in DC and it never sat right with him. All the attention he lived off of vanished
and he did not know how to manage without it. His roommate was right, and to save him trouble it
was best that it ended this way.
“What are you talking about,” she replied. He told her that everyone else was right about him
and he was better off ending his miserable life. Closing his eyes, he tilted his head up and felt
his face burn. Fluid rushed from his eyes. That was it. Mike backed up slightly so he could get a
running start. The fall would hurt, but not as the pain he felt did. Mike’s phone rang, it was Rico.
“Where are you nigga?”
“I’m good man, I’ll see you tomorrow.”
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“Nah man where are you? One minute you were behind me having a good time and then you
just disappeared. We are worried sick bro, where are you at?”
“I’m good man, don’t worry about me, I’ll be fine.” Mike hung up the phone. He was about to
start running when it rang again. This time it was Sydney.
“Mike.”
“Yeah?”
“Turn around and go home.”
“I can’t anymore Syd. I just can’t. I’m tired of feeling like this.”
“Whatever you are thinking about doing isn’t worth it. People care about you and we don’t
want to see you dead or hurt. Turn around, and just go home. You’re drunk and not thinking
clearly, alright? What will I do without you? You’ve been my anchor.” Her voice was calm against
the calamity of his mind.
“I can’t. I—”
“Go home, Mike, please.”
She hung up. Whatever she said would not help his cause but he was interested now in how
everyone else was enjoying their night. People in suits were leaving the restaurant at the corner,
drunk girls and guys were laughing, talking about the night. People who didn’t appear to have
partied that night walked around the campus, enjoying whatever they were doing. Mike wanted
that. Then he saw them. He saw Cass and Ari dialing a number on their phones and soon felt
his phone vibrate. They moved from corner to corner, looking down every street and crevice they
could find.
He acted quickly and made his way away from the steps and around the corner of the Walsh
building. They did not see him pass by and he let his phone continue to vibrate. Eventually
they walked further away from him and met up with Cedric and Rico who were both pointing in
the direction from which they came. Each of their faces looked worried. Genuine concern had
replaced the fun, excited expression on their face earlier. They actually cared.
The blurry world began to solidify and Mike found himself looking at his phone. Each phone
call they had made to him tonight showed him something. The weight that was pushing him down
felt lighter and manageable. He thought about his ex again and realized that she may have been
wrong. Mike began to see through the mirage that was her importance.
He shut off his phone and walked back to Harbin. Mike knew that such a sadness would not
go away immediately. It would be something he had to work at. The room was quiet. Aaron was in
bed when Mike walked in.
“What’s up dude,” his roommate said. The tension between them lingered, Mike knew it
would be something he would have to work on.
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“Nothing, just bringing it in for the night.”
“I feels it. Hey, uh, yesterday was weird. Probably shouldn’t have told you those things. It’s
something that we could work on, for the sake of our whole floor.”
“Who knows man? Seems like a lot of things have been damaged lately. Mending takes time
and I can’t say that I forgive you so easily. I’m still pissed.”
“Yeah, I don’t expect that. Just… I hope you had a good night man. Don’t be too loud.”
Mike thought about everything that transpired. Another feigned smiled formed. Whatever was
in the A/C unit last night was still there.
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Liquid Light

Digital Photograph
Jordyn Summers and Jeffrey Bell
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Adelaide’s Room
Mixed Media and Found Objects
Audra Stang
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Greene Street
35mm Film
Brian Rosa

55

Foundry Study 1
Charcoal Drawing
Audra Stang
56

Tried So Hard/Got So Far

Chalk Pastel Drawing
Audra Stang
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Geometric Portraits
Digital Photograph
Caroline Martin
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I Fell Off My Bike
Mindy Dunn

The walls and roof don’t really speak.
I just say they do.
I’d rather the walls speak,
Than my spiraling sanity.
It’s not another voice inside?
I pretend the walls are shouting at each other.
Not the women who conceived me.
Not the man who kissed my Band-Aids.
The parents who said they loved me.
They’re so foreign. So strange.
Who sometimes even seemed to act like they love
They say they love.
They may as well.
I don’t love.
I don’t really hate.
I’m drowning, with a kind of apathy.
No longer gasping -- for a breath.
But I remember.
I remember the strikes.
The pulling, the tearing of the covers in the night, the screams.
I remember the impact.
The motion, of a “loving” mother’s arms banging down across me.
I remember the marks.
Objects flying through the air, whistling, clamoring down in the dusty light.
I remember being too angry to be scared
“I hope this makes you feel better,” I sneered, his belt ricocheting across my back
And I remember the colors too.
A speckling of red, and purple, and black.
I remember morbid mocking beauty
And at school the next day?
“Oh, this?,” I said, pointing.
“I fell off my fucking bike.”
But the real tragedy?
Yes, the real sapping truth.
They do love
They just don’t know how.
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Mannequin (4 of 5)
Digital Inkjet Print
Brittani Taylor
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Silence and Voice
35mm Film
Amelia Powers
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For My Maker
Aly Gough

Today, my mother told me that she hates
my tattoos; I have four.
The first two, I hid under shirt sleeves
like the scars of my youth,
until the secret ate holes through my love for her.
I think she cried when I showed them to her
The third tattoo, I got at nineteen,
one year after her mother died.
I tell people I had larkspurs
dug into my skin to represent
the life of my grandmother,
who raised four brilliant women,
and planted flowers through my childhood.
But really, I got it for my mother,
who made it through 39 years
alone, and then she made me.
The fourth one, she has never seen,
because it is scratched into the fifth
rib from the bottom and every time
she sees the skin of my stomach
she starts to cry. She says I am ugly
because I am fat.
I forgive her every time
because I remember
her self-directed rampages
the hatred of her body she passed on
to me like tightly wound genes.
I forgive her every time
because I have stuck needled love
inside my skin, in the only way I could learn how
to love this body
that she made.
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PREV. LEFT

June 2007

Lithograph and Watercolor
Audra Stang
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Help Me You
Stupid Animals
Lithograph and Watercolor
Audra Stang

Tension

Digital Photography
Briana Abrams
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Mannequin (2 of 5)
Digital Inkjet Print
Brittani Taylor
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Sexy Tina
Stephen Kagarise

The flesh-colored Band-Aid showed a pinprick
of blood, a dark red spot on her thumb, cocked
up in the air. ‘What happened?’ he asked. ‘Bang
it in a door?’ At last, he had stopped rambling. He took a sip of beer. ‘What a boob,’
she thought. Still, at this hour, she had to snatch
some kind of victory from defeat, snatch
a kiss, at least. Anything. Even pricks
like this, card-carrying members of the booboisie, were not complete and utter cocksuckers. ‘No,’ she said. ‘It’s just… I get rambunctious, sometimes.’ She smiled. His glass mug banged
against the counter. ‘Ever been to Bangkok?’ he asked. ‘Been once, myself. The girls snatch
you right off the street, into bars as ramshackle as this. Shady places.’ It pricked
her conscience, somehow. She gazed at her cocktail glass. Above the bar murmured the boob
tube, but no one was watching it. This booboo on her thumb, she got it petting Bangles, her cat. She also had a large cockatoo. If she held out food, they would snatch
it from her hand. But not this guy. A prickly pear would show more interest. ‘Like the Rams?’
he asked. ‘Good team this year. They’re on a rampage.’ ‘If not this guy, then who’ll be the booby prize?’ she wondered. Her left thigh was prickling from sitting too long. She spun the bangles on her wrist, hoping he would just snatch
her by the arm, press her close. A cocked
pistol, she felt tense, waiting. In the cocktail of emotions, desire, hate, and rampant fear. She could only hear in short snatches what he was saying. ‘You know the booby, right? The bird? It’s not extinct. It’s banging away, all right, still feeling life’s prick.’
‘This cockeyed fool,’ she thought, ‘talking of booby birds. What’s next? Ramses? The sports in Bangladesh? I’d like to snatch right off that prick.’
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Skull Subforms (3 of 3)
Mixed Media
Cambrin Culp
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Painted Room
Mixed Media
Diego Vergara
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The Many Faces
Ink and Pen Drawing
Cynthia Davis McKay
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One in the Chamber
Andrew Hachey

Sitting, finally at this bar
Been loaded in one like it before I suppose
Watching you turn, blue sweater, confidence,
Saying my name like a question. You had sent me to another
Bar, closed,
On the street, a metaphor I think you called it,
“Feel free to call it at any time.”
Shoot I’ve not been in this town before,
At least with no reason, or reason not for this to happen.
If I had seen then, thought beyond:
This breaking has its beginning in events I set in motion,
That much is clear. But from that point it is difficult
To tell as the arrangement
Was made with little thought of just where this would go.
As though nothing really shall
		
come from nothing.
I’ve been told by women far less attractive than you
That I have nice hair.
What I should have said after those hours
And drink is too lost on me now
What I should have said
Was lost even then when I looked straight to you and asked,
How politely, may I kiss you? May I take this moment for myself?
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There is no end to this terror, there is only its displacement
In waves like pebbles dropped in the creek
Behind the farmhouse I saw only once.
I was told then I would be fine.
I’m here and I still don’t believe.
I thought I had it, when waking for the fourth time, hand in between breasts,
Toes warm on thigh, I felt without breath and fine with that.
In the whiteness of the room and smallness of the bed I spotted the crack.
A fissure wandering, likely for years, across the map of your ceiling.
This is how it begins I said, this unraveling, this pressure pressed time and space
This, here, this is what I turn into. My breath came back
		
and I nearly drowned.
But the memory now I try to keep, even it’s grown distant
Clouded by others and drink:
What is the virtue of this? Why do I think it is good?
The second lie I ever told you was that I did not question,
The first now hardly seems relevant.
I said then I was longing for inspiration and there it was
Brought back to life here, you
Drinking a health of Bullet on the stool beside mine.
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Blankets

Gouache and Ink Drawing
Caroline Martin
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Brain + Ce//

Pen on Paper, Digital Manipulation
Dareus Graham
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To Sarah, On Yet Another Occasion
Andrew Hachey

I never told you how perfect it was
That us being us,
Left our two year house together
Drove to Flattop Mountain and climbed,
Instead of rising from the new couch
No longer a pair and accepting
That it was done. Still holding
Some shards you threw
In your excuse of a silence
That gave the space its name, dividing
Us into you and into me,
We drove, parked, and passed the young
families. Walked up.
I never told you how I thought
When we made the summit, stared
Not at each other but down earthen
Widow’s Valley, the open blue
That you, that this, was wrong.
A small city skyline, a frail white fence,

Smoke scaling like a rope, tightening.
When I realized all there was now
Was the slow track and falling
Back down the mountain
Something caught on
And the actual air, as if sensing my panic
Began to slow its breathe,
Settle around my head and lungs. The bird
That left its companions (you thought
It was an eagle, I a hawk) circled back
Looked at us, and I thought
More than once
Of jumping of how
It would have been easier that pierce
Of widow rock minding
Its own with no regard for me or my decent.
I think I know what the hawk was saying now.
When it found us again at bottom,
When it dove, swooped in its aloneness
Shrieking to the parking lot,
To the very dirt itself, caught my eye
And stared as if to say “Fuck you
You’re going to be fine.”
This, more than anything you said
Was why I got in your car,
Thought of home,
Said nothing.
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Sheep and Alpacas
Digital Pattern
Dingling Zhong
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Puppies

Digital Pattern
Dingling Zhong

Kate II

Oil on Canvas
Drew Anderson
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Self Portrait
Digital Media
Jasmine Best
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Destiny

Ceramic
Haley McKnight
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Aspect

Digital Illustration
Andrew Duke
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Paradox 1-Where Are You Going?
Digital Media
Isaac Smith
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Grocery Series: Fruit
Ceramic
Heather Fortune
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Grocery Series: Pastries

Ceramic
Heather Fortune
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Birthday Cake
35mm FIlm
Sebastien Carpentier
86

Connor

35mm Film
Sebastien Carpentier
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Don

35mm FIlm
Sebastien Carpentier
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Monsterballs

35mm FIlm
Sebastien Carpentier
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Waterlilies
Digital Pattern
Dingling Zhong
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Waterlilies Zen
Digital Pattern
Dingling Zhong
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Pull Here Only in Case of Fire
35mm Film
James Clawson
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Hartwell Farm
Christian Swearingen

When I was a boy, it was my father who ran Hartwell farm. There wasn’t much to the place:
just two paddocks of sheep and a small chicken coop, with a greenhouse in the back still intact.
He built the fences and the shelters himself, working in the sun from the time it rose to the time it
set, and he never asked no one for help, said the only way to live with some dignity in this world
is to take your own scrap of dirt and make everything you can from it. “Don’t let go of what you
get.” Feels like a long time ago. I guess it was.
The house was bigger back then, greater, or at least it seemed so to me, like the walls inside
were farther away from each other. I think they just got darker over the years. I know the trees
have gotten overgrown. The limbs come right up to some of the windows, and most of those
sheds out back are starting to fall in. The one nearest the house is liable to collapse any day now,
looking at the way that roof sags and how the posts have rotted. It takes a lot of work to maintain
what you have. The shed might not be perfect but I’ve built six barns in addition to the two we
started with, and they’re sturdy things. I’m proud of that. I think my father would be too—he’d
know I’m trying.
Last Saturday I was working out in the barns with my boy Jeremy and young man named
Wade I hired about a month ago, working to get the sheep crap off the ground, when I saw this
great ball of yellow-white lying outside the barn in the middle of the field. It wasn’t moving. The
rest of the sheep were trodding around the paddock, some of them rubbing up against the fences
the way they like to do, but this one was still. Wade was pulling up a pile of crap with his pitchfork
while Jeremy carried another pile to the edge of the barn, dumping it onto the back of the trailer.
“That’s enough for right now,” I told them, and they placed the shovel and forks down, panting, a
dust-cloud from the manure still in the wind.
We walked over to her, and I saw that it was Berta. Her eyes were hot and dry, her mouth
open and still. I knew she was dead at a glance—nothing moved. For the last few days, we had
been giving her medication for worms, which were common at times, but we didn’t notice how
bad she was until it was too late, and by then the medicine couldn’t do her any good. “I hate it,”
I said. “I really do.” I scratched my head, feeling the blisters from the sun, and then looked at
Jeremy. “Help me get her up. The heat’s gon’ cook her and then we’ll have a mess.”
“Can I get some gloves first?”
“Don’t test my patience,” I said.
He looked down at the ground, nodded, and we lifted Berta onto the trailer.
I pulled the truck to the back and parked it by the incinerator, where we had taken to burning
the bodies (burying them had become too much of a chore). Jeremy and I pulled Berta off the
trailer while Wade opened the door to the rusted, cylinder furnace, not complaining with me about
it. But Berta was too big for the opening, her neck pressing up against the outer edge of the door.
I just wanted it to happen easily. I worked with her neck, looking at her dried up eyes, and it was
as if she was watching me, wondering what was happening.
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Finally she fit, falling inside limply, curled up, like going into a womb. I shut the lid and cranked
the furnace, and the heat bent the air above the vent. Later, I’d come to open the furnace to
make sure everything was finished, and I’d see nothing but ashes inside. I put a bad feeling in
my stomach, as it always did, when I saw those ashes, the only thing left of the sheep, and I
understood in some regrettably understanding way that she had not only died, but vanished.
“Remember to wash your hands,” I told Jeremy. “And get some water.” He nodded and left,
slouching in the heat despite his youth.
Back when my father was still alive, we almost never took breaks—that’s what made them
special. On occasion, if the weather was particularly hot, he would stop work and ask me if I
wanted to ride with him somewhere. Of course, I always said yes, and I hopped into the back of
his white pick-up, the one everybody knew him by, and we’d go down to the hardware store or
visit the market a couple miles away to pick up watermelons.
It didn’t matter to me where we went. I would sit in the back of the truck, feeling the wind
come up against me, and I felt real cool even in that heat. Sometimes, my father would slide open
that back window and holler at me to sit down, or else I’d fall over the side onto the road, and I’d
sit down. When we passed by the gas station, we saw the hands on break, sitting on the benches
and the grass next to the pavement where the pumps were, eating crackers and drinking water,
or sometimes Pepsi. My father, as he drove by, would wave to them, and when I saw him do that,
I’d wave too and holler in the wind. The men, eating their crackers, would shout something to us,
and even though I couldn’t hear them, I could always see that they waved back.
It was about dark when Wade’s mom came by to pick her son up, since he didn’t have a car
of his own. “Thanks again for the help, Wade,” I told him, pulling out my wallet. I handed him sixty
dollars cash. He thanked me, then got in the car, cutting the air conditioning on, and I waved them
off as they left.
Kim was waiting for me inside the house. As I came up the front steps, I saw her through the
window, sitting at the dining table where she kept her computer. She had kept herself locked in
there most of the day, only giving mind to leave at about nine o’clock to take the truck down to
the market for some food for the sheep, and later during the day to make sure I hadn’t gotten
too thirsty. She looked tired, seeing her through the window like that, but that glass was old and
rippled and it was too dark inside to see her face well enough. When I got inside, she glanced at
me, then looked back at the computer screen, a white light across her face.
“We lost another one,” I told her.
“Oh,” she said. Her voice was like taut wire. “Was it Berta?”
“Yeah,” I told her. “There wasn’t anything we could do for her. It’s just how it is.”
“I know,” she said. She rubbed her temples with the tips of her fingers, the veins of her hands
sticking out like a tangle of hoses.
Jeremy came through the back door, going into the kitchen, and I stepped a little closer to
Kim. “Thank you for getting that sheep feed earlier,” I said quietly. “They really needed it.”
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“I know they needed it,” she said. “They needed it a week ago.”
There was a noise from the kitchen, and I saw Jeremy pulling a jar of peanut butter from the
pantry. He slammed the door shut, then threw a knife onto the counter, sat down, and started
making a sandwich.
I came around behind Kim and started rubbing her shoulders. They were hard and stiff like
wood, and my hands were too tired from shoveling with the fork to work out the knots. She was
looking at the website we had set up for the farm, checking emails from customers, which were
few. “It’ll be alright,” I told her. “You don’t worry about all that.”
“Hard not to,” she said.
“Let’s just focus on getting the farm clean for the Muslims on Thursday. I don’t want them
thinking we keep the lambs in their own filth. Now shut that computer off. You’ll strain your eyes.”
“You’re right,” she said, closing the laptop and standing up. “I think I’ll go to bed now. You
don’t be up too late.”
I watched her walk down the hall into the bedroom, where she closed the door behind her,
leaving the house very still. Jeremy sat in the kitchen, eating his sandwich and drinking a glass
of water from the sink. Our sink-water tasted like iron and smelled of eggs, and I smelled it from
where I stood.
Jeremy took slow, quiet sips, with the kitchen light glowing quietly on everything around him.
“I bet you’re glad we’re done with that shelter,” I said.
He nodded slowly, his neck halfway stiff, chewing a mouthful of peanut butter. There was a
rough sunburn on the tops of his ears.
“What about that boy Wade?” I asked him. “I don’t think he liked that work too much. What do
you think?”
“I guess not.” His voice was quiet, and he kept taking big bites of bread and washing it down
with water.
“Hey, you did a fine job. Maybe we’ll finish that barn tomorrow and work on something else.
I don’t want you slipping something in your back and walking like me before you’re twenty. The
ladies probably wouldn’t like that too much, huh?”
“Probably not,” he said.
I stood next to him for a moment, watching him chew his food. He kept his eyes on the table.
“Well,” I said. “Don’t be up too late.”
“I won’t, dad.” He glanced at me real quick, then kept on eating with his head down.

95

My eldest son, Brandon, moved away ten years ago, after he graduated from college. I told
him, before he left for his freshman year, that once I got too old, the farm was his. “It was my
daddy’s place, and it’ll be yours,” I said. “That’s how it is.”
“What should I do with it?” he had asked. “Well, it’s yours,” I told him. “Do what you want.” I
thought it was done with, thought eventually I’d retire and move away and he’d come back home
to the business I’d built for him. But Brandon never did make contact much after he left. He got
himself a place out of town after he graduated and never visited, never really called much either.
After so long I started to wonder what he would do with the farm and the house if I died, whether
he would really come back or if he’d just sell the damn place for everything it’s worth. The thought
unsettled me, like it was all for nothing. The farm is a part of the family. I’d be damned if I’d let
Brandon sell it. He could keep it and let it rot, but at least it would still belong to a Hartwell.
I went to the living room and took my boots off, something of an ordeal because of my back.
Usually working takes my mind off it, but even then, my shoulder still bothers me just about
constantly. Each time I pick up a shovel, or toss the feed out to the sheep, I can feel it, this
grinding deep inside, like there’s gravel stuck in there just working its way through, eating the
ligaments away, leaving it rough and stiff. I relaxed on the couch to take my mind off it, listening
to the branch of the oak tree tap against the window (I never did get around to cutting it), while
Jeremy kept himself in the dark of the kitchen, eating his sandwich and drinking that iron water.
Come Wednesday I was working with Jeremy finishing that barn, and he was working just as
fast as ever and not complaining or nothing. Wade was there too. We had just finished the south
half of the barn, getting the trailer full, so I told the two of them they could take a break for a little
bit and that we’d come back and finish dumping the trailer before calling it a day.
I thought we might go sit near the garden, but Jeremy, he was walking out of the barn so
quick I could hardly keep up. I wanted to say something to him, but he kept going on, until he
closed the gate to the paddock behind him and walked on to the house. I suppose he
needed to cool off.
Wade was still standing in the barn, leaning against one of the posts and drinking from his
canteen. “I really appreciate you coming out here,” I said. “I know it’s tough work.”
“Yeah,” he said. “It’s tough finding work.”
“I know it is,” I said. I watched out at the house, wondering if Jeremy was going to come back
out, but the screen door stayed still.
“My mom likes it that I’m working like this,” he said.
“Working like this?”
“Yeah, just working with my body. She says work should be hard. It’s not meant to be fun.
She wants me to sweat, use my back. It’s her principle, I guess.”
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“I reckon your mom’s a good woman. Though I wouldn’t say it isn’t fun. It’s sort of satisfying,
in a way. Cleaning shit is cleaning shit—it’s hard work and it smells—but it’s like wiping dust off
your table, making it clean again. It’s instant gratification.”

“Yeah,” Wade said. He pulled out his phone, searching for something in it, and I looked at the
house again, waiting for Jeremy to come back.
Then, from behind the woods, I saw a small black object hovering, a hawk that was coming
up over the trees and over the paddock. “Look at that,” I told Wade, pointing. It was a pretty thing,
the hawk in that time of day. The sun was just still up, cutting through the shortleaf pines and
shining orange against the grass. And that hawk, it was glowing. It looked like its feathers had
turned to embers in the light. It ducked down and fluttered past this bright dogwood near the edge
of the fence and came back up to a reddening sky. Wade put his phone down and observed. We
both stood out by the shelter and watched.
The hawks rarely came out. I had seen a few when I was a boy, and I’d always take a minute
to watch it go over us. I’d even take a minute when I got older. I’d pretend it wasn’t nothing
special to me, like I was just taking a break and catching my breath, but to be honest, when a
hawk comes by, or even a crow, and the breeze comes in and the sun catches the bird just right,
there’s something special about that. My father once saw me watching this great big one swoop
down and land on the barn, and I heard him stick his fork into the grass. “It’s beautiful, ain’t it?” he
said. And I told him it was.
Then Wade said, “should it be circling like that?” I noticed it too, how it wasn’t going nowhere
in particular, but just circling over, kind of low-like. Sure enough, I looked down to see one of the
sheep lying out in the field and this little white ball next to her. I didn’t see her before. I knew it
was Hilda when I saw her because she had been close to labor for what seemed like forever.
She must have given birth that very day. That baby lamb was lying next to her, with her face just
planted there in the grass all relaxed, and the hawk was hovering above her watching. Then it
dove down and touched the grass, just standing about twenty feet away and trodding toward her.
“Get Jeremy,” I said. “Tell him to bring the gun.”
“Are you gonna shoot it?” he asked.
“I don’t want to risk losing another one,” I told him.
“Are you sure we can’t just scare it off?”
“Did I ask you for your opinion? Go to the damn house and bring me my son. Tell him to bring
the gun.” He turned around and ran to the house.
I wished it had been Jeremy out there who got to see the hawk with me, not Wade. I thought
maybe if Jeremy got to experience one of those moments I had when I was his age, and saw it
the same way I did, he’d open up, take something in.
He came from the house with the gun ready.
“Let me see it,” I said, my arm stretched out. He looked at me, but he kept the gun in his
hands. Then he looked down the sights and shot that hawk dead on the grass, all the while with
this sort of calm, tired look on his face. The hawk cried out and fell down, its wing twitching, then
went still.
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I watched all the sheep scattering about the field, some running into the shelter, others
pressing themselves up against the fence. Jeremy lowered the rifle, walking to the hawk to
pick it up.
“No,” I said. “You let me do that.”
“Why?” he asked.
“Because you shouldn’t have to be doing that,” I told him. “You let me worry about it.”
“I really don’t care.”
“Go inside,” I told him. “Don’t argue with me.” He went on inside, taking the gun with him,
and I watched him until he shut the door behind him, After that, I picked up the hawk by its wing,
carried it across the field, and tossed it over the fence into the woods, then went home feeling like
I had licked something sour.
On Thursday, the Muslims came to visit. It was the end of Ramadan, and the Muslims were
buying lambs as part of the end of their holiday. We had agreed on two hundred and thirty dollars,
but when they saw how a tuft of her hair was missing on her back, they wondered if something
was wrong with her. I told them there was nothing wrong with her. “She’s skinny,” the father said.
“They’re all skinny.” I told him that they were just fine, that we took care of our sheep very well,
because I knew how picky they were. Then the son made a comment on my shelter. “It looks like
it’s going to fall apart,” he said. I told them I could cut down on the price, but they went too low,
down to one-fifty. “I can’t,” I said. “I can’t do that,” but when they wouldn’t agree on anything else,
I had to settle, and eventually I took the money and helped them load the lamb into the back of
their truck. As they drove off, that damned bone-thin lamb bleating as it left, I thought to myself,
dirty, they’re just dirty.
When I came inside, Kim was bent over halfway in the refrigerator, looking for something to
heat up for lunch. I went past her into the living room without a word. I was so agitated, I had to
shut my eyes and rock back in forth in the rocking chair, letting the sweat dry off me, the fan by
the table blowing the collar of my shirt up against my neck. It was the middle of the day, but as I
sat there, it began to feel more like dusk, as if it were time to wind down, to let the bones rest, and
relax into your bed for hard sleep. I opened my eyes halfway, looking through the window. Jeremy
was still outside stacking a few bales of hay into the shed.
“I was thinking we might get a hay baler,” I said. I grabbed a glass of water and sat down
on the rocking chair in the living room. She didn’t answer. “What do you think?” I asked.
“What do you want to do something like that for?” She was hollering from the kitchen,
hardly able to hear me.
“We should be making our own hay. We shouldn’t have to pay the others every couple
months. It’s costing too much. We’ve got enough land for it.”
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“Are you planning on taking out a loan for this?” She slapped a pan of mashed potatoes
wrapped in tinfoil onto the counter. I could hear her breathing with that slight rasp she gets when
she’s been in the heat too long.

I kept rocking back and forth on the rocking chair, sipping my water. My head felt light. I told
her, “I thought about it.”
“That’s a lot of money you’re talking about, Norman. It’d take a while to pay off.”
“That it might.”
She came into the living room with two bowls of mashed potatoes. She handed me one of
them and sat down on the couch with the other, looking at me over her spoon. “There ain’t no
‘might’ about it. That’s over ten grand, you’re talking about, at least. That would take a long time
for us to pay off.” She watched me for a moment, as if wondering about something. “How much
longer are you really expecting on doing this?”
“Doing what?” I asked.
She stared blankly at me.
“I’ll tell you what,” I told her. “You let me worry about all that and don’t trouble yourself.”
“I can’t just do that,” she said. “Can’t afford it. Sometimes I wonder if we should
even be here.”
“There’s no use in talking about it, alright? Lord knows, we’re too old to do anything
else now anyway.”
“We could still sell it and move on.”
“I can’t do that,” I said.
“And why not? It’s worth more to sell it than it is to keep toiling like this. Lord knows,
we need the money.”
“The farm belonged to my father,” I said. “He wouldn’t want me throwing it away like that.”
“Is that really what you think?”
“It’s not a matter of how I think.”
“What do you think’s going to happen when we’re dead, Norman? You think Brandon’s going
to move back into town so he can go throw his back out working outside? He’s got a desk job
now. He’s past all that.”
“You say that as if I’m eighty. I’m not gon’ die for a while.”
“That still don’t change Brandon.”
“So Jeremy will take the place.”
“Norman—”
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“I don’t want to hear about it anymore,” I told her, raising my voice. She went quiet and put
her head down, still chewing her food. I looked out the window, where the shed was, and Jeremy
was sitting down, taking a break by the hay. “I’m gon’ get a hay baler, I think. I’ll see about one
this weekend.”
She didn’t say nothing, eating her mashed potatoes, and the two of us kept eating in silence
until our bowls were scraped clean. Then she got up from the couch and took mine and went
back into the kitchen.
“We need to start thinking ahead,” she called. “Working in the heat ain’t going to make
you twenty again.”
I watched the door to the living room where she had left, listened to her scrape the bowls off
into the sink, while the fan blew against me. The air was cool on my neck, but I felt no better, and
the sweat stayed, making my shirt stick to my aching shoulders.
Jeremy and I went near the back paddocks, cutting down the limbs that hung over the fences
at the edge. I had been meaning to clear them out of the way for months, but there had just been
so much work that I could never get around to it. So we finally got to working on them. But after
about half an hour of running the chainsaw, my shoulder started to hurt, and I put the chainsaw
on the ground and just left the tree-limb hanging there halfway.
It got real quiet without the motor running, and Jeremy quit dragging the limbs for a
minute and looked at me.
“What do you say we go for a ride?” I asked him.
“What for?”
I licked my lips, which were drier than they had ever been. “Let’s go on down to the bank.
I’ll deposit the money.”
“You want me to go with you?” he asked.
“Sure. We’ll just take a break for a while.”
“Don’t you want to finish the limbs first? That one’s liable to fall on the fence.”
I wiped the sweat off my head. It was burning my eyes. My head felt light again.
“It don’t matter,” I told him.
We drove downtown, heading along the main street through the shopping centers, and on
the right was this strip mall. Jeremy was quiet all the way to the bank, breathing heavy with the
window down, letting the sweat dry off him. I deposited the money we had gotten that day into the
bank and thanked the teller, then we headed back, passing the strip mall again.
“College is coming up,” I said. “You excited?”
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“Like you wouldn’t believe,” he said. That made me smile. “Nervous too,” he said.
“What are you nervous for?”
“I don’t know,” he said. “It’s going to be different.”
“It’s a big world out there.”
“I guess so.”
“What do you think you’re wanting to do?”
“I don’t know yet for sure,” he said. “I just want to keep my options open.”
“Ever think about coming back here in a few years?”
“Back here? You mean just to stay in town?”
“Well,” I said. “I mean you can live in the house and keep the farm going. If
you want it, it’s all yours.”
“Alright,” he said. I watched him, waiting for him to look at me, but his eyes
wandered out to the field outside as we drove past.
“It’s just something to think about.”
Up the road, from around the curve, I saw this white truck passing quickly between the corn
stalks, riding toward us about to pass the farm. For a moment I nearly thought it was my father,
coming to pull into the farm and take me with him. The road was steaming, with those pools of
heat rippling up over the asphalt, and the truck was passing through it. All the while I of course
knew it wasn’t him, but the truth is, I don’t think I would’ve known it, because, just right then, for
the first time, I couldn’t remember my father’s face.
The truck kept coming, past the farm, blocking the yard so I couldn’t see the house no more,
and as it got closer, I saw that it wasn’t like my father’s truck at all, but this great big eighteenwheeler bringing the produce through, new and glossy and clean.
The driver was staring forward at the road, expressionless. I waved to him, but I don’t think he
saw. He passed by me, rocking my truck with all that wind he was pushing, and went on down the
road without a glance.
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Unhindered Bliss
Solarized Silver Print
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Condense With Me
Ellen Maclean

Dance like a man on fire,
casting shadows in idle thought.
Throw black furniture on the wall
to tremble: Imposters.
But I sit in that chair
just to watch you laugh.
Illuminate gray hours
before I fade into wood floors.
Getting lost in rough grain
topography, I bushwhack burs
and arrive with mud on my shirt,
just to watch you again.
Pull me out of the plaster
with your crystalline eyes,
like warm breath on the window pane.
Distill me from horse hair,
shaping slender limbs between palms,
so I can dance too.

103

Deep Sea

Digital Print on Satin
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Ography
Cyanotype
James Clawson
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Birt Burt
Plaster
Shockley Traub
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Pudge

Plaster
Shockley Traub
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Who, Me?
Plaster
Shockley Traub
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Whew

Plaster
Shockley Traub
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This Room
Collage on Fabric
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Saturday Night Ritual

Fabric Collage
Jasmine Best
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sourdoughboys
JT Lachausse

All the boys are running for Ginsberg,
leaping at the gates, their cloaks
thrown wide open, raw wheat and something
petrified, a knocking at their chests
where the heart would be, where
the flatbread peels back and the yeast
rises up, hisses and erupts into psalms
of counterfeit squalor;
the crumbs of the sourdough,
battered and scorched at the gates
of their baker, their cloaks collect mold
and are left for the buzzards, the wolf
of this borderland, my boys left to rot
between a place to be heard
and the place to be listened to.
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80’

Digital Photograph
Jordyn Summers and Jeffrey Bell
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Opa’s Tackle Box

Gouache on Paper, India Ink, Charcoal, and Pen
Krista Culpepper
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Because He Left the Light On
Jacy King

He runs, frantically
counting the lines in
the carpet like he
always does. He flings
open the door, catching the tail of the
black cat. The cat yowls
these catnese obscenities into the clean
white cabinetry of
a galley kitchen.
He tucks his shoes into the crevice where
the door frame meets the
countertop with a
.15 inch anxiety.
He steps once, twice, thrice-He steps once, twice, thrice-He steps once, twice, thrice-He begins once more.
At the door, he steps.
It only takes him
55 steps and
4 attempts to walk
to his room. He touches the door handle
with a black, silk, handkerchief. Once, twice, thrice-He makes a mental
note to wash that hand
and the handkerchief.
He touches the bookshelf. He touches the
hanging frame. He then
adjusts the hanging
frame. After all this,
he turns off the light.
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Firedance Flora
Digital Media
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Trail

Handmade Paper on Stairs
Kelly Rambo
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Art is My Addiction
Digital Photography
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118

Piece of Work
Taylor Truitt

Gentle Atrocities
dull but never hidden
almost wishing he could hit me
that would make it easier
to leave.
We stole from each other,
he grew greedy. And I—
depleted
Using his rickety brushes to paint my soul
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Creature of Comfort
Single Pressed Monoprint
Lena Rodriguez G
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Township of Quick Fixes
Triple Pressed Monoprint
Lena Rodriguez G
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TSB

Marshall Wagoner
Otsego is the kind of place where everyone believes in ghosts, but no one would ever claim
to have actually seen one. Whether this makes the belief more or less reasonable has been
endlessly debated among the town’s teenagers since its founding sometime during the Grant
administration. The paranormal was regarded a reverence that made half of us more than a little
uncomfortable, as if the other half had forgotten the other two thirds of the Trinity, but eventually
every resident’s passions faded as they grew into adulthood, with both mindless belief and
mindless skepticism transforming into a dull acceptance that the idea was one of the fewthings
that made life here less tedious.
Although our opinions on the subject were divergent, Brian and I both attributed the
fascination with the paranormal to the town’s abnormally high rate of suicide. Whether the acts
were done to induce or avoid the supernatural was only debated when Jess was present, as she
insisted that an encounter with a spectre [as Brian would say whenever quoting her sarcastically]
could drive someone to desperation, further decreasing the fear of death that’s already dulled
by everyday life in Otsego. He would counter that it’s widely known [Brian could never recite
the phrase in this context without rolling his eyes] that one of the ways one becomes a ghost is
to die in a particularly terrible way, which was the obvious motivator. Out of mutual respect for
opinions about the “literally unknowable,” the issue was discussed only for about an hour after
a fresh suicide, and then only to fill the space where it had removed the possibility for any other
conversation.
One such conversation ended just before were released from school to enjoy the
Thanksgiving break. Rumor had it that the man had been found in the bathtub with both wrists
slit in the company of a toaster, two radios, and a lamp - what it lacked in dignity it more than
made up for in sheer determination. Brian divulged this opinion before the familiar invitation
that I still had uncertain feelings toward. He lingered by the door of the schoolhouse, maybe an
unnecessary measure to prevent me from leaving without him, walked with me about halfway to
my house, lazily made sure that there was no one around to overhear.
“Wanna go look for ghosts?” It was made with the same lack of enthusiasm as it always
was, although as our hunts gradually became less focused on ghosts he seemed somewhat less
displeased about them. My response was the same one-word utterance as always.
‘Sure.’
“Okay.” The conversation seemed to be over, but he kept walking with me, either trying to find
the right words or just to delay going home for a little longer. Eventually,
“I know you don’t believe in this shit, but if it’s real this has gotta be a case where somethin’
turns up, right?”
I decided to ignore his projection of his own opinion on me, even though it was true. ‘Hm.
Even the atheists in this town are superstitious.’
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He shot me a wounded look that only lasted as long as his next sentence. “C’mon, man, you
know I don’t like that word. I’m just saying. In any case, it’s not like we got anywhere better to be.”
‘Yeah.’
“Six okay?” I nodded, then realized that his focus was on the street, not me, and made a
small affirmative vocalization not unlike my only response to the event that had sparked the
conversation. “All right.” He stopped and crossed the street to his right without looking, eliminating
the block between him and the river before heading in the opposite direction to his own house.
We always went out just before it got dark, just to make sure no one would see us and start
asking questions, and more importantly so we would never have to worry about running into
anyone else. I didn’t know what he did between school and the ‘hunt,’ but the best I could come
up with is that he just sat around at home like I did. Fortunately it had happened during a time of
year that minimized the time spent waiting at home.
In the meantime it was time for yet another rendition of that exchange between parents and
children that occurred perhaps millions of times before and billions of times after. I opened the
front door. How was school? Fine.
I’ll be in my room. Dinner’ll be ready in an hour. I’m eating with Brian. I didn’t know if it was
true, but minimizing contact with my parents was worth the risk of going to bed hungry. Right?
I dumped all of my school stuff on the floor and gathered my ghost hunting gear: One
(1) flashlight. That left a solid two hours to do “absolutely fuckin’ nothing” which were
indistinguishable from the other tens of thousands of them. To think, there was a whole world
outside this room and I lacked the imagination to find anything more fulfilling than waiting for six.
It didn’t bother me that much,.
I left the house at six fifteen through the bedroom window since we’d evidently
underestimated the rate at which the earth rotates. Despite being on the first floor and doing
it a dozen times before, it hadn’t gotten much easier, which seemed to be true for everything
I did. It was only a couple minutes’ walk to where Brian and I always met, underneath the
highway overpass that connected the two wherevers situated east and west of Otsego and
ran perpendicular to the river and railroad that connected the ones north and south. Being
(somewhat) socially competent, he apparently didn’t have to worry about the initial awkwardness
of seeing someone you know and not knowing when to acknowledge them. Maybe he was just a
good actor, or maybe the problem didn’t actually exist for anyone else. Thankfully he interrupted
the thought before I could run through any other possibilities.
“Hey.”
‘Hey.’
We stood there in silence for a few minutes, watching the trees on the other side of the river
turn from dull green to gray, the traces of dim orange on the water to black. The hour was one
in which we felt like we might really belong in this world, two wraiths in a pool of shadow. But in
the darkness, do we feel at home or do we disappear? When the sun rises, are we silhouetted
124

against it or does it dissolve us? We eventually floated up to the highway from the far side of the
hill, pausing at the halfway point.
Even this early in the evening the town was practically dead. There were only a handful of
streetlights, so the only sign that there was anything there besides darkness was the dim glow of
lamplight filtered through thick curtains. The sliver of moon not hidden by clouds faintly reflected
off the water. When we were children it would reveal the presence of another set of tracks
that ran parallel to the river whose memory was now cloaked by rust and disuse; erosion had
steadily weathered the distance between it and a watery grave, a warning which fewer and fewer
engineers left unheeded. The bridge on the horizon was not yet abandoned, but like Otsego its
abandonment was only a matter of time.
I leaned against the concrete railing as Brian produced two cans of beer and set them
between us. We hesitantly opened them, taking tiny sips, guiding the fluid as far away from our
tongues as we could. After a few tense minutes we performed a libation over the side of the
bridge with the remaining half. He threw the empty can out into the river with little enough effort to
make it look natural but enough to make it obvious he was trying to impress me. I simply dropped
mine over the side and watched them enter the water simultaneously, producing identical,
miniscule splashes. Dutifully,
‘You shouldn’t pollute.’ Dutifully,
“The fish need it more’n we do.”
Satisfied, we continued to the opposite side, him turning my flashlight on, walked into the
woods. Evidently he had a destination in mind; he kept the beam straight ahead, occasionally
looking back to make sure I was still following. After a half hour of navigating through branches
and stumbling over tree roots we came to a clearing, at the center of which was a power
transmission tower, cables stretching out above the trees to places whose existence was only
theoretical. Brian sat down at the base of one of its legs and produced the other four cans.
Joining him, I took one of them and opened it, trying to keep the opening pointed away from me.
‘So this is it.’
“You always make it sound so final.”
‘I don’t guess we’re going anywhere else?’
“Just here. I figured, you know, maybe there’d be a connection. In theory.”
‘But not in practice, or at least we’re assuming.’
“Is it an assumption when you’ve tried it dozens’a times with’e same result?”
‘It is when you intentionally choose a method you believe is wrong.’
“I don’t believe any of it’s right, but I still tryto prove it. Isn’t that better’n the alternative?”
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‘I know you’re more objective than other people would be, but this is something you still
have trouble with.’ I laid my flashlight on the ground, the beam pointing out into the woods from
between our legs. ‘You didn’t even give ‘em a good way to find us.’
“So what, the ethereal projection’a the human soul would still rely on the point one percent’a
light that humans are able to sense?”
‘If it takes a form that’s able to interact with the, uh, corpus, then I guess it would.’
“What’s the point of bein’ a fuckin’ ghost if you still have the limitations of a living person?”
‘Doesn’t have to have a point, it just has to happen.’
“So what, ghosts are formed by the same process’a evolution as people?”
‘Well, since one comes from the other, I’d say that’s pretty much a given. Theoretically.’
“But they exist in completely different forms, so that goes out the fuckin’ window as soon as
evolution stops. That’s like sayin’ we humans gotta be the same as an amoeba cause we evolved
from ‘em.”
‘Well, we do have the same basic functions. The form changes, but they’re still there.’
“The mind ain’t anything like an amoeba’s got. Or, you know, the soul if you prefer. What
happens when that’s all that’s left?”
‘That’s not a new function, though. The mind is just a more sophisticated form of organizing
the senses. There’s no inherent difference between the minds of different humans, or humans
and animals, or the “soul” and the mind, like there’s no real difference between black and white
TV and color TV.’
We both went quiet for a minute, the gap filled only by the sound of Brian crushing his nowempty can between his hands and tossing it somewhere in between the tower’s legs.
“Did you just Bugs Bunny me?”
‘I don’t really keep track of whose opinion is whose.’ That made him laugh.
We sat in silence for a few minutes, watching dust drift through the light and back into
darkness. He sat up and took the flashlight, turned it off and rolled it toward me. “Sorry, but that’s
really botherin’ me. It freaks me out, thinkin’ how someone could see me when I can’t see them.”
‘Afraid of the dark?’
He laughed shortly, bitterly. “Screw you. It’s the light that makes it scary, not the dark. If it’s
dark everywhere you’re on equal ground, but usin’ a light makes it unbalanced. You can see
maybe ten feet in front of you, but everything else knows exactly where you are.”
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‘Should I also stop talking, then?’
“I know you’re joking, but I have to answer that or it’s gonna bother me.” A pause, as if he
were reconsidering. “Only thing worse’n broadcasting your position is doing it alone. Irrational as
it is, I like knowin’ I’m not alone.”
‘But the reason we’re out here is to be alone, right?’
“Imagined risk is better’n real risk.”
‘Can I quote you on that?’
“G-d, no.”
‘Hm. How ironic that we’re most afraid to speak up when someone might hear us.’
“How philosophical.”
‘Ouch. If that were from anyone else I don’t know if I could take it.’
“Yeah, good thing you found the one other teenager who ain’t afraid to take things seriously.”
‘Not afraid to be serious, but afraid to be challenged.’
“That’s not-”
‘I know, I know. I’m not trying to insult you. It’s just human nature.’
“Hm. Sorry, I should know better by now. Guess I still have a long way to go, to being…
objective.”
‘Good one.’
“Whatever.” He shifted slightly, then decided that he might as well stand. “Think we’re about
done here?” It wasn’t really a question. He turned to look at me, and it took several seconds
to realize that he had no intention of helping me up. No reaction to me staring at him for a
few awkward seconds. Being polite or being oblivious? “Hate to make a liar outta myself, but
I changed my mind. One more stop before we head home, okay?” He started not quite in the
direction we came from. I jogged the short distance between us, hoping it didn’t sound too needy.
He didn’t react, so apparently I put my hand on his shoulder as confidently as I pretended.
We ducked more branches and stumbled over more rocks for a while before arriving at
another clearing, this one to make room for the train tracks that crossed the river, managing to
catch some light to reflect. An excuse to stop touching him, I guess. Brian turned toward town.
He was careful to only step on the gravel part of the tracks, which seemed like the less logical
choice. Not that there was any real reason to prefer either over the other, the discussion would
begin and end. Instead,
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‘Trains must scare the hell out of animals, huh.’
He didn’t answer. His silhouette turned slightly to either side, then toward the tracks. Finally,
“Yeah.”
We kept walking.
Logically, the bridge that the trains cross would be built to handle more weight than the
highway, and thus safer, but it was hard to feel that way when it was a quarter the width of the
highway and had hardly anything to prevent a human-sized object from falling over the edge.
I tried to occupy my mind with the question of whether the bridge really would have to handle
more weight, but after only a few steps I realized that I had none of the information to perform the
necessary calculations and was left only with the problem of how best to enter the water should a
train actually come through. It was left unresolved similarly quickly. Brian’s body language didn’t
change as we crossed. It wouldn’t be surprising if he had done this before, although the idea of
him not inviting me stung a little. Don’t be so insecure, he might say, which didn’t help since it
was just me thinking it. I don’t think other people’s insecurity even registers with him, actually.
The view of Otsego is somehow even more dismal from that direction. The light from the
few places that were still active made it seem less like it was simply asleep and more like an
insomniac chained to their bed. I watched it for most of the way across the bridge only to avoid
the gaze of the only significant landmark within several miles. I had always assumed it was a
steel mill, although it could have been practically anything for all I knew. The thing’s sheer size
and the mystery of what its various parts could possibly be used for commanded awe. Its main
building looked like a barn, or maybe a warehouse to store them. There was a door at the top if
the wall that faced the river where the two sides of the roof met, and the only way to get inside
was to climb three stories up a staircase that could only probably support a small child, as long
as they hadn’t eaten recently, which made it more secure than the several hasty additions which
hung on the facade like so many tumors. The whole plot was a tangled mess of pipes and metal
beams that seemed not to actually go anywhere or have any purpose. Some particularly large
pipes had their own scaffolding which led somewhere above them which couldn’t be seen even
from the elevated position of the bridge. Some pipes stood by themselves, having their own
private ladders and scaffolding, as if the foreman required meticulous inspection of every square
inch of their surface. The thick layers of grime and heavy rust indicated that this was not the case.
Some of the buildings seemed to be made entirely of pipes, with the occasional chute serving as
a wormhole between sectors of dark matter. The main attraction was the row of smokestacks that
announced their presence by making the world a little less pleasant every day during operational
hours, lest we forget them. Fascinatingly, they seemed to not be connected to any other part
of the mill. Perhaps the smoke was produced elsewhere and then transported to the stacks for
dispersal.
Brian leaned over the bar that ran across the bridge at just below chest level, one of the
remaining two cans in his hand, the other pointed at me. I didn’t know how much more it would
take to make me owe some serious apologies the next morning, but I took it anyway, of course.
He wouldn’t be happy having to drink even more of it. As do all things, the scene on the highway
repeated itself.
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He was quiet for a while, opened and closed his mouth a few times as if reconsidering what
he was about to say, but finally said, barely audibly:”Welcome to the rest’a your life.” His disgust
was almost palpable, which seemed to please the monstrosity.
‘C’mon, don’t be such a pessimist. Anything could happen in the next six months, right?’
“That’s… technically true. But I think both of us know how this turns out.”
‘I’ll go ahead and not repeat what your parents would have to say about that.’
“I dunno, man. I wanna believe that something about the rest of my life is gonna be
meaningful, but….” He shrugged imperceptibly.
‘Well, you know, even just living is meaningful. Other people appreciate you just bein’ around.
Or, uh, so I’ve been told. In any case, you really shouldn’t worry about it so much.’
“Not what I meant, but I appreciate it.”
‘I know what you meant, man.’
“So what, just a preemptive strike against me tryina kill myself? Awful sweet’a you.”
‘Can’t help it, you’re just such a dope sometimes. No offense.’
Brian shortly exhaled through his nose and turned away in his signature half-amused, halfdepressed way, something whose meaning I think was along the lines of “I’m glad you care about
me, but you caring makes me feel bad.”
“Pfft. Don’t talk to me like I’m scared of bein’ offended. If I’m makin’ a mistake I deserve to
have it pointed out to me.”
‘Heh. There’s a lot to work with there, but maybe it oughta wait till you’re in a better mood.’
“Okay. Sometime that’s, uh… not.. now”
‘I’ll be looking forward to it.’
“Was that sarcastic?”
‘C’mon, man.’
“All right. I’ll call you or whatever when I’m free.”
‘Big plans?’
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“Yeah. I’ll see what I can do to fit you in, but no promises.” We eventually found our way
across the rest of the bridge, slid down the incline near where it met the other side and onto a
patch of coarse gravel. We crossed the distance to town in silence and parted with a simple
“See ya later.” The sound of a window sliding open, shut.
A minute later I was standing alone on Main Street, Otsego, in pitch darkness. A situation
I’d never been in or prepared for. Its freedom brought with it a mental paralysis that held me for
what seemed to be an eternity. Brian would definitely be disappointed if I squandered this, at least
when I was speaking for him. A quick reevaluation of my supplies: A flashlight and my own wit.
Useless. No tools or nerve for vandalism. No motivation for theft or petty destruction. Actually, my
flashlight was still in the woods somewhere. I started walking.
It’s not my fault there’s nothing to do here. In any other town you could blame this on my lack
of imagination, but here it’s justified. I wondered if Brian would be as disappointed at the flimsy
rationale as I was. The dark became disorienting, and I stumbled off the sidewalk into the street.
That was… something. Not many people owned a car in Otsego, so the chance of being run over
was nonzero, but rounded there. And at night? I waved the thought out of my head; I would let
myself have this small act of accidental rebellion. Stepping further into the street was satisfying,
pathetically.
By the time I was halfway home I had wandered over to the middle of the street.
Unfortunately, there was still plenty of time to come up with something better to do. Not that there
was any reason to go straight home, but without that limitation the night was too great a burden
to bear. I stopped at the intersection of Main and Division. Standing in the middle of a four-way
intersection is unnerving even when you’re completely sure you’re alone. The negligible risk of
being run over is the smaller part of the feeling; most of it came from a lifetime of being told that
unless you were crossing it the street is off limits, a piece of advice that teenage rebellion allowed
to rule unmolested.
That thought and my location merged together to form what was probably the most powerful
feeling of being a complete tool to ever possess a person. I searched for something to think about
instead of that, but nothing came. An action, instead? I realized that those two and a halfcans of
beer were just about completely digested and ready to be disposed of. Actually, it was more than
two and a half. I shouldn’t have lied, especially not so obviously. I could probably hold it in until I
got home, or…
Despite a ninety-five percent certainty that I was alone, I scanned the street around me. By
this time my eyes were fairly adjusted to the dark, enough to see that the town was about as busy
as expected. Someone could be watching from one of the storefronts’ windows, of course, but
someone who watches people urinate isn’t much higher up on the social ladder than the person
doing itt. Even if caught it would be easy enough to claim that it wasn’t me, but the act still made
me uncomfortable. It felt pretty good to get the excess liquid out of my body, though. With the
faint sound of running water as its only backdrop the stream hitting the asphalt sounded like a
majestic, if acrid, waterfall. I reflexively racked my brain for things that sounded like urination to
place the blame on in case I got caught, and
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I lingered. Blood rushed to my face, then my groin. Jesus, this is a terrible idea. My fingers
were freezing and the whole thing was more than a little unsanitary. The initial shock was as
bad as you’d expect, but there’s a reason they tell you to put your hands between your legs to
keep them from getting frostbitten. They also say the armpits are good, but that’s no fun. I don’t
typically enjoy it very much, but thanks to the alcohol the stars aligned and for a period of about
ten minutes everything seemed right in the world. Thinking about Brian didn’t hurt, of course. I
closed my eyes and felt like a pond someone had dropped a stone in. Everything was going to be
okay. I never felt quite like that again, but I’m content with that. I tried to quote White Nights but
couldn’t remember the words. The feeling moved from my chest and the top of my head, upward
and gradually downward, until biology got what it wanted and I realized that I had been leaning
against something that had been swiftly kicked away. I only narrowly avoided collapsing into what
I had just done, although I may have gotten a hand wet catching myself. Surely this pardon of a
fitting punishment meant that I would be faced with an even harsher one somewhere down the
line (even the public masturbators in this town are superstitious). For now I zipped up and went
home.
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Just the Thought
Chine-Colle Etching
Lena Rodriguez G
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Another Thing That Did Not Occur
JT Lachausse

Last night, you noticed how strange it was that
the pulp in your juice got stuck between your
teeth, the hallway light flickered when you
walked, the thermostat seemed to rise up
all on its own.
You stepped out into the yard to bring out
the trash, but how strange it was that the
garbage cans had moved to the street, that the car
was running and inside, a strange man waiting
for you to come in.
Last night, you noticed how strange it was that
the bed seemed to sink beside you, the television
turned on all on its own, and you found yourself
within someone else, and yet no one was there
to be within.
How strange it was when a tongue reached in
and plucked out the pulp, some strange force
playing with the lights and the heat and your body
as you lied in the bed and could not seem
to feel me.

133

Embryonic Lizard
Etching, Squatint, Drypoint
Logan Hamilton
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Flyswatter
Natalie Hendrickson

It’s not just used to kill the flies
as one would think it’d be,
but naughty children, too, it’s used,
to whip so mercilessly.
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Venus Space
Collage
Marie Neal
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Following droplets of rain w
fIngertips while in the back of
a quiet car
yonic_chronic

I scroll
through Instagram
stop for a second
keep going
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Subtle Movements
Digital Photograph
Madeline Jones
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Ramen Noodle Girl
Digital Media
Olivia Gunther
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Untitled

Ceramic, Mixed Media
Mireya Garcia
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Coral Pink (1)
Digital Photograph
Zakara Spencer
142

Coral Pink (2)

Digital Photograph
Zakara Spencer
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As She Melts
Ceramic
Mario Thomas
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Beta

Ceramic
Mario Thomas
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InfInite

Acrylic on Wood
Joel Gainey
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Constipation and Stool Softener

Porcelain, Steel, Hydrocal
Mark Craven
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Buffalo
Mixed Media
Mireya Garcia
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N 29

Ceramic
Mario Thomas
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The Skating Clown
Iron
Mark Craven
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POINK!

Cast Iron, Crystals
Mireya Garcia
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Self Portrait
Charcoal and Acrylic
Clay Yarborough
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Birth Day
Stoneware
Quinn Hunter
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This too, Shall Pass
Quinn Hunter

I don’t want kids
And it’s not because I don’t like them
I love children, and that is why I cannot have them
Because my children will be black
And there is not a damn thing wrong with being black
But this world is not ready for them
This world is unfit for their beauty and innocence
It is unfit for their grace and charm
And I am unfit for their love and affection
And because I cannot bear to loose them
I will not have them
Maybe it is selfish of me to make such a decision for them
But I am their mother
And I know what is best for my never to be born children
My daughter will never know what it means to hate the skin your in
She will not be taught the ideals of white beauty
Or revolt the kink in her hair
She will forever in my mind love her curls and complexion
My son will never be 1 in 3,
He’ll never know what incarceration means
He will not fall into the path that the judicial system has set for him
He will forever in my mind be the apple of his fathers eye
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And neither of them will know how much I love them
And how much I cannot stand to let this place hurt them
They say if you love something enough you’ll let it go.
So I have let them go
I am not strong enough for them
I cannot be the strong icon for my daughter to look to, because she deserves better
I cannot be the independent woman my son strives to find, because I am weak
I don’t want to explain what racism is to them
I cannot explain why the world hates them, because I don’t know
I don’t know
I know why the caged Negro sings
It’s been a long, long time coming
But I know change gonna come
It’s just not here yet
I want children,
But I cannot have them
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Catch Me If You Can
Stoneware
Quinn Hunter
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Biscuits, Gravy, and KKK
Earthenware
Quinn Hunter
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Bleach Makes Soiled Skin Clean

Stoneware
Quinn Hunter
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BFFs

Lithograph
Rachel Siminoski
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I’m Going For a Run

Charcoal Drawing
Rachel Siminoski
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Smoking Mountain
Charcoal Drawing
Rachel Siminoski
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I Think (Therefore I Am)
Preston Harrell

I am in the living room.
Everything is cloudy. Mom has friends over
for a party. I’m standing by the window. Mom
goes downstairs and gets more wine.
As she comes back up the stairs,
she looks at me, but turns away quickly.
I stare out the window. There’s a funnel forming.
I yell “Tornado”
but no one looks up from their conversation.
It slowly forms on the ground,
then tears up the porch.
My old dog, who’s been long dead,
smashes into the window. A glass shard
screams with the force of a train
into my wrist leaving an open gash,
suffocating my skin in blood.
Spicy, my dog, turns her head.
She whispers to me, “You should have
pressured her more to tie me up.
Wouldn’t have gotten hit by that car.”
She slides down the window.
People take notice once she’s out of sight,
and what’s left is the blood scatter ed on
the cracked glass into words: Pay attention to me.
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Empty Your Pockets and Join Me
Mixed Media Collage
Chemo Hines
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Cousin Ron

Digital Photograph (Guerilla Americana)
Randy Harris
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Little Island
Pen and Ink Drawing
Sheena Rose
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The Lonely Obeah
Pen and Ink Drawing
Sheena Rose
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Missing Home
Pen and Ink Drawing
Sheena Rose
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Stranded

Pen and Ink Drawing
Sheena Rose
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Two Giants
Pen and Ink Drawing
Sheena Rose
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Dreams

Lithograph and Concentrated Watercolors
Syd Blackwell
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Alluded Memories
35 mm Film
Tanner Messer
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Overlook

Lithograph and Concentrated Watercolors
Syd Blackwell
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Stop Breakin’ Down
Desmond Moeller

“What are you still doing there?” Kathy’s voice sounded muffled on the other end of the line.
“The storm is going to make landfall any hour now.”
The flat sat on top of a bar situated on the corner of the crossroads of the two busiest streets
on the island. Always partaking in drunken stupor no matter what city he traveled to, Keivan
wanted to be sure he was never more than fifty yards away from a good source of liquor, so he
bought the bar and renovated the owner’s former upstairs apartment to have better acoustics for
his guitar’s sound, and then deemed the residence his primary retreat. A permanent vacation of
sorts.
He got up from the chair and looked through the windows facing south, his eyes skipping
across the empty road and past the wall of palm trees that formed a sort of barrier between the
Atlantic and civilization, then on through the wet sand and out beyond the shore through the black
waves up towards the horizon where tempestuous gray clouds huddled together.
“I’m looking at the bloody thing myself right now,” he said. “Newscasts still say she’s a day
away, maybe two.”
“Good,” she said. “You’ve still got time to pack and come see me.”
“Hmm…,” he shifted his gaze from the impending storm to the stacks of liquor cases in the
corner of the room. “…nah, I’ve got all I need to weather it here.”
“Well,” she said, “I could just come to you. A flight to Miami’s how long? Five hours? I could
be there before dawn.”
“You should, that would be nice,” he said as he sunk back into the chair. “Things are about to
be real bad here, though.”
“Exactly! That’s why you should leave. Everything I’ve seen said to expect the storm surge to
flood the island,” she spouted.
“Nah.” His earring made a clatter against the plastic husk of the phone as he shoved it
between his shoulder and ear. He picked up the hollowed out tube of a desk pen and plunged
one end into his nose and the other end into the small pile of cocaine on the mirror-topped table.
The snort was quick and shook him like when your esophagus spasms and the body forces the
lungs to gulp down a gust of air for no apparent reason.
“They say that every year, but the locals here are stubborn. Evacuation or no evacuation,
if they stay, I stay. I’ve been here long enough to act like a local.” He stuck his finger down into
the middle of the pile, rubbed his gums, and then let the phone slip down back into his hand. He
fumbled around with the cigarettes in his shirt pocket before managing to light one. “So what did
you think about the new record?”
175

“Oh, come on,” she cried out. “Why do you care what I think?”
“I’m just vain, is all.”
They both shared a laugh. He looked at his watch and turned giddy. His dry, demon-red
eyes widened and a smile formed.
“So, anyways, I’ve got an appointment with some people here in a tad.”
“I imagine you’ll be too pissed to make the trip up, so I suppose I’ll just have to come down.
I’ll call Erik’s agent, he’ll figure it out. I’ll call you back in a couple hours, Keivan.”
“Great.” He had just gotten the word out before she had hung up. Stepping over to the liquor
cases stacked in the corner, careful not to tumble over any of the guitar cases he had strewn
about the floor of the room, he peered into the boxes only to find that most were just empty
cardboard. Salvaging a bottle of tequila from one and a bottle of gin from another, he swiped his
leg through the rest of the boxes, scattering them along with the guitar cases. He moved to exit
the room, but stopped mid-step in front of a platinum record framed on the wall, one of several
hung in his flat. He leaned in real close to the glass case that framed the record, perhaps trying to
peer into his soul through his reflection on what protected the evidence of his worldly value.
There was a knock at the door. He sat the two bottles of liquor on the bar and stepped to
the record player, placed on some slow-tempo blues, then opened the door. Two young women
stood before him. He greeted them and they giggled and acted bubbly and asked him questions
about fame and what that does to people and he tried to tell them but swore that he would only
be able to show them, so he proceeded to plow them with booze and cocaine until they smiled
with the serenity of absolute numbness. And all of a sudden they reminded him of the countless
hours he spent driveling away in hotel rooms flooded with entire river basins of liquor and enough
substances for a roadside druggist.
The phone rang all night but no one ever took notice.
~
Keivan awoke in some kind of stupor, disorientated from the shining light coming in from the
four rectangular windows lining the wall beside the bed. He couldn’t bear to look out of them.
Rubbing his eyes with one hand, he ran the other up under the mound of pillows at the head of
the bed and pulled out a pair of black sunglasses. The small room was overbearingly bright, with
light reflecting off of the crème linens and the ghost white leather of the two lounge chairs at each
end of the bed.
On the wall at the head of the bed was a painting of a villa on the edge of a canal, with
a sailboat tied up alongside the properties’ waterfront edge. The villa itself was only two
stories. Dark window panes lined the walls of the structure, leaving the interior a complete
mystery, however, there was a raised terrace connected to one side of the villa, with a tabletop umbrella visible from the painting’s perspective. He sat there and wondered about the kind
of masqueraded pain the inhabitants of that villa must undergo every time they basked in the
sunlight up there around that umbrella. Probably the same ilk that muddled his mind at every
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poolside canopy that he lounged under. It was the one string of familiarity he felt in this bedroom,
which he did not remember falling asleep in.
Braving to look out the windows, he only saw gray steel screeching across a canvas of blue
and white at five hundred miles an hour. He stood up, slipped into some trousers that were laying
across one of the chairs, and stepped out of the room and into the main cabin. The entire Boeing
had been redone by some fatback investors.
“Hey, man, get on over here,” cried Erik, the band’s vocalist.
Erik was sitting around a table in the far end of the cabin with the group’s rhythm section,
Charlie and Finn, their manager, Samuel Cole, and the two stewardesses. Except Sam, everyone
at the table was in their skivvies. One of the stewardesses had on Charlie’s branded leather
jacket, the other was sitting on Finn’s lap with nothing on. Erik wore an oversized white shirt
with bloated lace sleeves, his hands and wrists adorned with metals and stones, an image fit for
a seventeenth century pirate king. On the table was a tambourine and a pair of ganzá shakers
purchased during the group’s last tour through Mexico. Beneath it was a Cuíca, a Brazilian friction
drum, and a Native American water drum.
Keivan stepped in behind the bar and pulled a chilled glass out of one of the mini-fridges.
He grabbed the nearest bottle of tequila and carelessly emptied it into the glass. Sucking it down,
he moseyed on over to the table where the group was in the middle of a conversation about the
rituals of peyote dances in Native American heritage.
“You look like shit, mate,” Samuel said. “Here.”
He pulled a vial of cocaine from his shirt pocket and tossed it into Keivan’s lap. Keivan
sighed a nod of relief. “You’re welcome,” Sam said.
Keivan used the tiny scoop to shovel the powder up each nostril, again and again, then
capped the vial and sat it on the table.
“Say, man,” Erik started in. “You should meet these folk. Hey ladies, come on over here!” He
motioned towards the congregation of strangers on the couch across from them. Three women
rose and waltzed over. The one donning the fur-laced poncho sat on Erik’s lap, and another
scooted in beside him at the table. The third one sat down on Keivan’s lap, forcing him to cradle
her. She was barefoot, but had on a gold-colored top that resembled a bikini piece. There was
a pendant that looked like a red bow from a gift on Christmas morning in the center of the top
between her breasts. She let her hair hang down, brown waves that swiped her lower back every
time she turned her head from side to side. Keivan couldn’t help but breathe in her scent with
every expanse of his lungs, something with a strong musk of amber and creamy vanilla. He could
feel the fragrance pass through his numbed nose with each cold breathe, and his body would
writhe along with it each time.
“Hi,” the girl said. “I’m Kathy.”
Keivan perked up. “Is that short for anything?” he asked.
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“Mhm,” she started to smile, revealing a small but discernible gap between her two front
teeth. “My mother named me Kathleen, but people don’t really call me that.”
“Well, it is good to meet you, Kathleen.”
Erik sat a brown unmarked eye dropper glass onto the table in front of them and said,
“We’re all turning on right now. Won’t you join us?”
The stewardesses started giggling when he said this. Kathy picked up the bottle and
suctioned some of the clear liquid into the glass tube and held it up to illuminate it in the light,
brandishing the treasure inside. She tilted his head slightly back and let two drops plummet
into each eye.
“This’ll fuck you up,” she said.
“That’s the spirit,” Erik had yelled, sounding a little off-center, like everything had already
kicked in for him. “Let’s make some music.” He handed the ganzá shakers to Sam and Keivan,
and slid the drums with his feet to fit in between the legs of Charlie and Finn. He grabbed the
tambourine for himself. It wasn’t long before there was a great momentum going. The two
stewardesses had gotten up and started dancing together, at first swaying with interlocked hands
to and fro, but soon devolving into a whimsical shuffle with the addition of the three other women.
The women stopped existing as individual beings and began to elope as a single entity. The
group surged with the intensity of a dizzying whirlwind, limbs flailing and mouths wailing, all trying
to resurrect some fragment of happiness buried deep within themselves.
Kathy motioned for Keivan to rise up and join them, but he couldn’t be bothered by the
debauched circus taking place in front of him. Perhaps it had all been too much, because Keivan
heard a quaint ringing in his left ear that was an annoyance at first, then after a moment grew into
an intolerable piercing that left his head pulsing, like it had tuned into a white-noise frequency.
The ringing continued, causing blood to seep from his ears out onto his shoulder. Before long, his
vision blurred into a blinding white light, and then, like someone being exorcised, his eyes peeled
open and he rolled over onto his back, reached out onto the nightstand and picked up the phone.
“Who the fuck is calling?”
“It’s me,” Kathy said. “I’ve been trying to talk to you all morning.
I’m checked into the Sheraton.”
“Oh,” he mumbled. “What time is it now?”
“Quarter past noon.”
“Mmm,” he moaned. “You’re not the call I was hoping for. Hold on.”
He opened the bedside table’s drawer and removed a rustic Lucky Strike cigarette case that
sat on top of a Bible. Inside the case was a teeny handheld mirror and razorblade, but the small
baggie was empty, only faint traces of residue left on the inside of it.
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“Shit,” he sighed, and picked the phone back up. “Listen, I gotta handle something. Why don’t
you come on over? I’ll leave the door open for ya.”
“Fine, I’ll be there soon.”
After they had hung up Keivan began dialing another number. He sat nodding, drumming his
fingers along his chest, anxious to hear a voice on the other end. There was a click and some
rustling, then a grainy voice echoed through what sounded like a blender, “Yeah, hello?”
“It’s Keivan.”
“Sweet,” the man said. “How you holding up, man? You okay down there?”
“Oh, I’m peachy. The thing hasn’t made landfall yet,” said Keivan as he grabbed a cigarette
from the pack on the bedside table. “So,” he paused to light it. “You almost here?”
“Um, I want to talk to you about that. I can’t make it.”
His heart palpitated a little.
“What do you mean?” he asked.
“Well, I mean I can’t make it,” the voice said. “I’m not taking a chance of getting caught in that
thing. But you needn’t worry, I’ve got somebody on it.”
“Wha-what does that mean, you’ve ‘got somebody on it’?”
“It means I’ve got someone going in my place. Don’t worry, they know where to leave it.
I’ve instructed them to call me after they place it so-”
“Goddamn it,” Keivan interrupted him. “I pay you so much because we actually know one
another. How can I trust your proxy? You know I’ve got a record. The last thing I need is some
narc slinking up in here looking to pad his career.”
“Cool it, brother, cool it,” he swayed. “Check it, my guy’s calling me on the other line, give me
a sec.” There was loud clatter, then about ten seconds of silence before the line crackled back to
life. “So hey, he said he’s delivered it, so it’ll be in the usual spot, just stop by and pick it up like
you always do. I gotta go, though, man, lots of business to attend to before things get crazy.”
“This better not be some kind of fuck-up, mate.”
The voice on the other end laughed and said, “Take care of yourself,” then it went dead.
While waiting for Kathy to arrive he meandered about the flat, scooping up any rubbish
that lay scattered about. Feeling a tad bit better about the flat’s state of affairs, he unlocked the
deadbolt on the front door and slipped into the shower. When he came out, Kathy had already
let herself in and was sitting on the couch. She looked disinterested, one leg over the other
in black jeans and some lacy shirt patterned with flora. She still let her hair hang down even
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though as she got older most of her peers cut their hair shoulder-length or shorter. Her oversized
sunglasses adorned her face as she stared out the balcony windows.
“Damn, Kathleen,” he said, a wry smile forming. “It’s really good to see you.
You haven’t changed any.”
“That’s not true,” she said removing her sunglasses, eyes peering over her bare skin.
“I’m not as radiant as I used to be. I feel dim.” She sighed like it was something that seriously
bothered her.
He stepped around the bar and up next to the sink, filling the coffee pot then emptying it into
the machine along with the grounds
“Well, I’d offer to perk you up with a line but I’m fresh out. Going to have to make do with this.”
“Aw,” she crooned to him. “Your voice almost broke there at the end. Can’t you just go
get more?”
“I can,” he said lighting a cigarette. “But I’ll need you to drive me.”
“Just where exactly am I going to have to ferry you?” she asked him.
“Come on, forget the coffee, we need something stronger.”
Urging Kathy along, the two stepped from the flat to the streets below. The sky started the
morning beaming streaks of silver, but now it was the color of slate. Wind gusts were constant
and heavy, carrying spray from the sea’s raucous crashing all across the island. The abandoned
roads made traveling a breeze.
“Follow the street here,” Keivan motioned.
Kathy tampered with the A/C dials. “It sounds charming.”
“What does?”
“Your album—what little I’ve heard anyway.”
“So you do like it?” he asked.
“I only heard what little Erik listened to of it.”
“Maybe I’ll put it on when we get back,” he said as he lit another cigarette. “So why’d
you want to come down now, in the middle of this?”
“I don’t know,” she said. “Someone has to take care of you.” She didn’t take her focus
off the road.
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“That’s funny,” he said, “because I specifically remember you telling me, on multiple
occasions, that you weren’t going to take care of me anymore.”
“Yeah, I know,” she sighed, “but if I didn’t no one would.”
Holding the wheel steady with her left, she shoved her right hand into her purse searching for
her cigarettes. She pulled one from the pack and Keivan reached over to light it for her.
“Erik and I had another fight.” She said this in the moment of silence while stopped
at an intersection.
“You’re the one who might need care-taking then.”
“You might be right,” she said. “It happened the day before yesterday. He left afterwards
and never called, so I called you.”
“I’m glad you did,” he smiled but it faded before continuing. “I’ve missed you.”
“Oh, yeah,” she said, “do tell.”
“I don’t know, I had a dream last night about the first time we met. I mean, it was
like a straight recreation of my memory of it. I think it’s because I’ve been thinking about
you more lately.”
“Jeez, that was so long ago. I’m actually surprised that you remember that. You had just
woken up and everyone started plying you with drugs.” She started laughing.
“You were one of the ones doing the plowing, remember?” He began laughing too.
“I suppose I was, wasn’t I?”
Kathy had stopped laughing, and was looking out the window at the blur of passing palms
and street signs. She pushed her sunglasses further up her face. As they traveled across
the island, the sky continually darkened, now resembling the color of hot asphalt after a midafternoon rain in the summer. The road carried them to the center of the island where the
town’s cemetery sat. Divided into sections over many acres, there were two roads that led into
the cemetery and branched out into several smaller roads, creating a maze of crypts, tombs,
columbarium, mammoth headstones, raised stone sarcophaguses, and sculpted crosses that
loomed over everything in sight. All of it was in a state of decay that the city neglects to ever
do anything about.
“Okay,” Keivan said, “you see that tall white cross right there…” he stuck his finger against
the glass of the passenger window. “There’s a small stone bench in front of a raised grave with
that white cross jutting out from it. Someone left an unmarked envelope underneath it. Could you
be a doll and go retrieve it for me? I’d be eternally grateful.”
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Kathy pulled the sunglasses from her face and stared at him with a dumbfounded expression,
mouth open, pupils in a squint, before finally saying, “So I’m a mule, is that it?”
“Kathleen, plea—,”
“You really won’t go and collect your own drugs?” she cut him off.
“I’ve got a history, love. They’ll revoke my citizenship if they catch me again.” The timbre of
his voice turned tattered. “Once bitten, twice shy.”
“Keivan, honey, you mean the world to me, but I won’t do it. I will walk with you, but I will not
go by myself. In all my time with him, Erik has never asked—”
“Fine,” he said pushing the door open, “let’s go.”
There were a couple disjointed rows of above ground sarcophaguses that separated the
car from the white cross. As they skulked between the graves, a myriad of names and dates
passed before them, all adorned with garlands. There was a stone bench in front of the grave
embellished with the cross.
“There’s no engraving on this one,” Kathy said as she ran her hand across the
sun-bleached grave.
Keivan felt around underneath the bench. “That’s ‘cause it’s mine, and I’m not dead yet.”
~
The drive back to the apartment saw the weather pick up, with rain beginning to flitter across
the island. The tide still rested in the same spot along the beach when they returned, but the
ocean’s churning was louder than when they left.
“What are we going to do if the water rises?” she asked him as they entered the flat.
“I don’t want to drown here.”
“Well,” he said, “I’ve got an inflatable raft stowed away somewhere, but I don’t think you need
to worry. The balcony is twenty-something feet off the ground, I doubt we’ll drown.” He poured
a glass of gin.
“That’s so reassuring. If I’m going to die here, it can’t be while I’m fucking sober.”
“Want one?” he asked.
“Sure.”
He poured her a glass before pulling the envelope from his back pocket and emptying the
contents onto the bar. There were eight resealable plastic bags crammed inside, each one filled
about a fourth of the way. One of them had a black “X” across its side, but all the others were
unmarked.
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“Is that ecstasy?” Kathy asked, sipping her drink and pointing at the black sheep.
“Yeah,” he said while he grabbed the bag with the “X” and tossed it towards her.
“I’ve never gotten it just as a powder,” she said. “I’ve only taken it as a pill.”
“The powder is just the pure form of the MDMA found in the pill. Stuff’ll bust your brains out,
baby.” Like a vulture circling a dying creature, his hand hovered above the seven bags before
picking one up and emptying a quarter sized mound onto the bar. He reached into his wallet and
rolled up one of the notes inside.
“Can we do some?”
“Are you sure? I mean,” he stopped to light a cigarette. “You were just asking me what we
were going to do if the island goes under, and now you’re wanting to take this drug in the midst of
what could be a very bad tropical depression.” He climbed into one of the bar stools. “Only a fool
tests these waters with both feet.”
“Oh, come on,” she said as she climbed into one beside him. She grabbed a cigarette and
lit it before picking up the marked bag. “I drove you and walked with you to get this, I think I’ve
earned a little bit. Let’s just have some fun before the sea comes to claim us.”
“Fine, but I don’t want to snort it; let’s parachute it.”
She chuckled a bit. “Please, tell me what the hell ‘parachuting’ is.”
“It’s simple,” he said. “You take a single sheet from the bog roll and peel it apart. Then you
take the powder and pile it in the center of the sheet. Pull the four corners up to make a sort of
pocket, tie them together, and voila: you swallow and the sheet will have dissolved by the time the
thing hits your stomach, allowing the powder to seep into your bloodstream faster.”
“Jesus,” she exclaimed. “That actually sounds interesting.”
He brought out several pieces from the bathroom and began concocting. When finished he
raised his up as if to toast it, then plopped it in and forced it down. She followed his lead, and they
washed their dope down with gin, and went to rest on the couch, waiting for it to kick in.
“How long do you think we’ve got?” she asked him, propping her feet up onto the coffee table.
“Probably fifteen, twenty minutes.”
“Let’s put some music on,” she said, getting up from the couch. She began perusing Keivan’s
record collection. “Anything new?”
“Yeah,” he said, “my new one is in there somewhere.”
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She took a sip of her drink and flipped through the vinyl with one finger until she found his
latest. The needle scratched across the vinyl before finding the groove, beginning the side’s first
song. She danced her way back over to the couch, kicking her shoes off before sitting down,
telling him that this is the song she had heard before with Erik. They sat there, not speaking for
a moment, listening to the echo of his pain. Counterpart to the music, the rain had kept falling,
and was now pattering against the roof and walls of the flat in a continuous whirring sound that
blurred into the background noise. The waves no longer slid smoothly across the shore, but
made a churlish impact against the wood of the boardwalk and the concrete of the ground. The
waterline had crept its way up the beach to the palm trees, whose trunks were all bent over in one
direction, convulsing around like corkscrews in a frenzied fervor.
Though the world raged around them, they had not taken notice. Instead, they were resting
on the couch, feeling the vigor that pulsed through their bloodstream with every new oxygen
molecule that entered it. Any source omitting light that their eyes grazed over left a trail in them
similar to a camera’s long exposure shot. They started to paint pictures with their pupils, each
noticing the other’s strange radiance under the effects of the drug. The muscles in their bodies
loosened and relaxed, and their limbs started to pulse and tingle, soon crawling inwards and
surging up the spine, where it began to numb the muscles in the neck, making the skull feel like
an unnatural burden. Soon, their pulsating hearts caused their body temperatures to rise, and
they shed their clothes. They lay sprawled out on the couch, skin pressed together, as if the warm
radiance would melt them into one another. When the record finished, there was just the faint
sound of the needle running through the spiral thread again and again, barely making a clamor
against the sound of the storm raging outside.
“You remember the time we spent in France? In that little cottage on the cliffs overlooking the
Mediterranean? We were both so lazy that neither of us would ever get up to change the record,”
she said. “You remember that?”
He was staring at the blank canvas of the ceiling, tossing over in his mind images of strange
beds and couches that he had slept on before. Hundreds of hotel rooms over a decade all blurred
and blended together, none leaving an impression on his memory the way that the month in that
hillside cottage did. He remembered the time spent there, suspended from the worries of the
rest of the world, cradled in a state of mind that couldn’t be shook. After collapsing onstage from
a botched injection, it was there in that cottage that Kathy had successfully nursed him back
from a three year dance with morphine. It was also there that they made love every morning and
evening, and laid as they were now, naked and pressed together, gazing out of the cottage’s tiny
windows overlooking where the Mediterranean met the orange glow of the sun on the horizon.
Looking out the window of his apartment, all Keivan could see was darkness.
“I do,” he answered.
“I wish we could go back,” she said.
“Life was better there,” he said, running his fingertips up and down her arm. “We escaped on
that little farm for what felt like forever. We were so naïve, thinking it could last there.”
“You couldn’t stay away from the stuff,” she said, turning herself to look at him. “There, you
were golden, but once back on the road…,” she trailed off. “I just couldn’t handle the heartache.
184

Seeing the life drained from your face every day, I couldn’t keep going like that.”
Keivan had stopped rubbing her arm and shuffled out from underneath her.
“Then why are you here now?” he asked.
“You’re easier to handle in smaller doses.”
“Smaller doses? Fuck you,” he said as he got up. “You told me I was the love of your life, then
I found out you were fucking Erik.”
“Oh, fuck you, Keivan,” she said sitting upright. “You know that wasn’t happening until the
very end, after you decided to spend every moment you were conscious getting fucked up.
Besides, you weren’t faithful, either.”
“I’ll be the first to admit, there were no rules to the thing. It was a wild time, I know, but
dishonesty was never part of it. You lived on a whim, and I loved that. But you said you loved me,
and then you stepped out on me.”
“Oh, please,” she said. “Don’t act like you weren’t there every time an orgy broke out.” She
was slipping her shirt back on.
“Being there and taking part aren’t the same thing,” he said putting on his shirt but leaving
it unbuttoned. “The temptation was there, every minute I was awake it was there, but I never
dived in.”
“Wh-what do you mean, ‘you never dived in’, Keivan?” her voice was beginning to raise, her
judgement overflowing with heightened sensitivity to her emotions. A pair of tears raced down her
cheeks when she blinked. “You dived in and never came back out; you poisoned yourself every
day, and you still are! You’re going to fill that grave of yours any day now.”
Keivan stood up, tugging his pants back up his legs and buckling his belt. The wind railed
against the exterior walls, creating a low whistle engulfing the flat, which had combined with the
thudding of the rain, and created a wall of sound that was constantly crashing down around them.
The swelling of the sea swept across the streets where it began flooding the bar below the flat
and surging up the streets towards the center of the isle.
Keivan went into his bedroom, opened the bedside drawer, and pulled out a Gideon Bible,
the words “Holy Bible” stitched into the dried leather cover in gold coloring. He returned to Kathy,
who had finished putting her shirt and pants back on, and dropped the Bible onto the glass coffee
table. There was a bookmark poking out from the top.
“You ever actually read the Bible?” he asked her. “Go ahead, open it up; they should
be underlined.”
She clawed the book open, and turning to the bookmarked page she noticed the verses he
had mentioned. Her eyes skimmed through them at first, then crept slowly upon rereading.
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“Right before the group’s first tour of Europe, my mother purchased a Bible and had my name
engraved into it,” Keivan said. “She gave it to me and told me to read it if I ever felt lonely. After
the second tour, I stopped carrying the thing with me on the road. No matter what country I was
in, there was a copy of the thing tucked away somewhere in the room. I’ve spent many sleepless
nights pouring over these pages in rooms around the world, and I’ve found those verses to be
what stuck with me the most throughout my life.”
He took a long drink from the bottle of gin on the bar before continuing.
“Now, I’m paraphrasing here, but it went something like, ‘In the futility of our minds, a-and
the foolishness and emptiness of our hearts,’” he bent down and snorted from the cocaine still in
a pile on the counter. “‘Our morality is darkened and our reasoning is clouded. We are alienated
and self-banished from His benevolence, because of the willful ignorance and spiritual blindness
that is deep-seated within us, because of the hardness and insensitivity of our hearts.’”
He took another swig from the bottle.
“‘And we, in our spiritual apathy, have become callous and unfeeling, and have given
ourselves over to unbridled sensuality, eagerly craving the practice of every kind of impurity.’ Now,
I’m pretty sure that’s how it goes. I might’ve embellished a bit, but that’s how I remember it.” His
eyebrows shot up and a smirk popped onto his face.
Kathy listened to him and sat there thinking, going over the verses again and again. Certain
words were circled in red for emphasis, others circled in black, all of it emphasized at the end by
the words ‘my life’ written and circled in the margin. She sat the Bible down onto the table before
asking him, “So, what, you live your life in a glorified funeral march because you think…” she
paused, “…because you think it’s your destiny, or something?”
“Destiny is tacking it on pretty strongly,” he said, “but I would say so, yes. No one visits me
for the camaraderie. They all just want to get fucked up. You’re doing it now, you’re only here to
numb yourself. I can’t escape it. They’ve got me locked into this image, Kathleen, an image like a
ball and chain.”
“Keivan, honey,” she lulled, “it’s not an image, this is really you.”
The storm raged away for hours and didn’t relent until just before dusk, after the clouds had
wrenched every last drop of water from their reservoirs out into the sea and across the island.
When the storm had broken, a calm settled back over the island. The water in the streets rose
high enough to submerge a standing man. Stepping out on the balcony, Keivan and Kathy could
see grey dolphins meandering through the flooded streets, the first to enjoy the new reef in their
usual swimming grounds.
“Have you ever thought about getting clean for good, Keivan?” she asked him. “You’ve done
it before, I know it’s in you.”
“That’s a scary thought,” he joked, putting on his sunglasses as sunlight broke through the
cracks in the clouds.
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“I’m serious,” she said, gently pulling the shades off of him. The dark skin around his
bloodshot eyes creased as he squinted to see her, pupil’s a black mass between his eyelids.
“Keivan, I never lied to when I said you were the love of my life. You were, and you still are. Why
else would I put up with this?”
“Then why aren’t you here? With me?” he asked, looking from the balcony to the dolphins
that passed in the water below them.
“It’s because you’re always trying to get wasted. I can’t be with you if you’re never here.”
He closed his eyes and leaned against the railing, rolling over in his head what she just said.
“I think I’m going to join them,” he told her, motioning at the dolphins and climbing up onto the
rails of the balcony. “I always feel cleansed afterwards.”
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Brian Rosa was born and raised in sunny South Florida. He is currently studying Geography
and enjoys walking his camera.

Clay Yarborough is a sophomore at UNCG. He is currently studying Studio Art and
Art History. He would like to thank everyone for thinking he looks nice enough to be put in a
magazine.

Lena Dominique Rodriguez is a UNCG Drawing/Printmaking BFA Senior.

Enlightened by her multicultural family, trekking through the woods, and crossing many state
lines, she makes a studio out of any environment. Lena is passionate about learning ways to
challenge prospectives while never limiting her pallet by style, medium, or outcome. She strives
to record life’s influential moments, the surviving stories of her ancestors, and the lives of those
closest to her. She focuses on process as a survival need, as a opportunity to swim her stream of
consciousness, and as a medicine for the people and herself.

Akasha Buzov is a graduating senior at UNCG. She was born in Mannheim, Germany and

moved to the United States at age four. Akasha’s need to make art enveloped her at a young age
and has never left. Also, Lauren Roche is a dope ass human :)

Alexis Michelle is a fellow UNCG art student who can be a bit scary on paper but greets
you with a smile. I’m from the home of the NC Zoo and I enjoy long walks on the beach, any
animal with with four legs, and any product made by Trolli.

Amelia Powers is a sophomore at UNCG and studying for a BFA in Photography. She

enjoys her quiet home in the mountains of Boone, North Carolina, and believes coffee is an
acceptable choice as a meal. Though photography is her passion, her true calling is to win
Sarcastic Person of the Year. Training for this award consumes most of her time because, as with
most intense sports, you must practice daily if you want to be the best.

Andrew Duke is a senior at UNCG, currently studying New Media and Design. Founded in
1993, he enjoys shredding the gnar on the trusty foundry scooters and slamming down Chipotle
like there’s no tomorrow.

Anna Rafalowski Bananas are so in right now.
Ashley Johnson is a UNCG graduate, fervent busy body and horrible bio writer who is
obsessed with jellyfish, human contact and being the change she wishes to see in the world.

Jillian Milazzo is currently on safari in a dimension where travel costs no money. She is
deeply intrigued by the textile craft, a trade which constantly informs her work in both principle
and practice. She loves cave country, tacos, and other constituents of the physical world. If she
returns to the land of long leaf pine, her stay will certainly be brief.

Brianna Abrams is a senior at UNCG. She is currently studying Psychology, Spanish, and
Photography. Avid adventure seeker and lover of Chai Tea, Brianna enjoys poetry, good music,
and traveling.

Brittani Taylor is a senior at UNCG. She was born a Baltimore, Maryland and is

currently studying Studio Art with a concentration in Photography. Besides photography she
enjoys reading, eating, and trying new experiences.
“Art is not in the eye of the beholder...its in the soul of the artist.” -Unknown

Cambrin Culp is a Senior at UNCG. She likes comics, characters, cartoons, .GIFs, good
writing, video games and long walks on the beach.

Cynthia McKay is a super senior at UNCG studying New Media and Design. She was born
in a basic small town but after traveling she unearthed a not so basic world. Through her journey
she discovered her passion for art and culture with a broad understanding for what this world has
to offer.

Dareus Graham is currently a Freshman at UNCG. He enjoys gaming, short walks in the
park, and sleeping. And is probably about to do one of the three.

Dingling Zhong (Ling) is a senior at UNCG who cannot wait to be graduated in this

coming May. Ling is an international student from Suzhou, China, so-called Venice of the East.
Her current concentration is New Media and Design. She falls in love with patterns recently, and
hopes to keep creating more and more beautiful patterns for share.

Haley McKnight is a junior sculpture student at UNCG. She is a liar, cheat, and known
horse thief. Bounty set at $400.

Heather Fortune is re-evaluating what ‘good’ art means.
James Pierce Clawson is a Junior at The University of North Carolina at Greensboro.
Currently pursuing a BA of Arts and Sciences and diving very much into the photographic world.
His main influence for his work are Hannah Hoch, Francis Bacon, Kwang Mo, David Lynch,
Christopher McKenney, and Jack Clawson. If he could have a campfire picnic with any dead
celebrity he’d pick Dennis Hopper.

Jasmine Best is a mixed media artist who works with textiles and time based media. She
enjoys film history and sewing corsets.

Joel Gainey is a recent UNCG alumi. He enjoys horror stories, psychedelic music, and
poorly translated video games.

Tanner Messer is pursuing a BFA in photography, and is currently in his Junior year at

UNCG. In his spare time enjoys talking to people’s pets at house parties, and getting kicked out
of your local IHOP at 4am. Keep your eyes peeled America, he told Sheena Rose he’s going to
be a star.

Krista Culpepper is a Sophomore Art Education major at UNCG. She was born in Dallas,
Texas and she enjoys riding horses, playing volleyball, and fishing. She obsesses over dark
chocolate, embroidery, and the smell of fresh cedar wood.

Madeline Jones is a junior at UNCG. She majors in photography. She enjoys long walks
on the beach and food. She wants to travel and photograph the world.

Mario Thomas: This is my mind in three dimensions. marioarsvita.com
Mark Craven After a 45 year career in business, Mark Craven is finally chasing his teenage

dream instead of money. Follow the journey of “Pops” in his quest to become a sculptor...the best
is yet to come.

Michael Gates: Graduated UNCG may 2001 after studying abroad in Australia. I now

live in the NC mountains near Banner Elk. When I’m not turnin and burnin I spend a lot of time
hanging out with my 6 and 2 year olds, playing in the rivers and snow. I grew up in Hickory
NC and I come from a long line of Reinhardts, German potters and settlers of the Catawba
Valley region between Hickory and Lincolnton where I still dig my clay and wood-fire pottery in
groundhog kilns with the community of potters there.

Mireya Garcia is a creature composed of stardust, was raised by wolves, and creates

beast made out of fabric and clay. She is a recent graduate of UNCG and wants to make art and
play with mud for the rest of her life.

Rachel Siminoski is a junior studio art major. She loves her cat, Thumper, and her
boyfriend is OK too. www.rachelsiminoski.com

Christian Swearingen is a short fiction writer from Morehead City, North Carolina,

currently seeking his bachelor’s degree in English at the University of North Carolina at
Greensboro. His work primarily draws inspiration from his interests in film, television, drama, and
English literature. He has been published in The Coraddi arts and literature magazine for his
short stories “Car Ride” and “Hartwell Farm” and, in addition, currently works as an intern with
The Greensboro Review. He plans to begin a novel before he graduates.

Randy Harris is a graduate of UNCG and works as a freelance photographer. He refers
to his work as Guerilla Americana and he lives in Greensboro with his two geriatric feline
roommates.

Sebastien Carpentier: “see these ice cubes, see these Ice Creams”
Sarah Slusarick lives for corned beef hash and Sunday mornings.
Sheena Rose is a Graduate student who received a Fulbright Scholarship to pursue her

MFA in Studio Art at UNCG. She was born in Barbados,and she loves the beaches, hanging out
with friends and family. Sheena loves to travel to many countries and that’s where she gets her
inspiration from.

Wynn Bristow is a Junior in the BFA program with a concentration in Sculpture and

Ceramics at UNCG. He grew up in the Graham NC, a dashingly handsome young man that want
to understand the world around him. Loving and having a great talent for Science, chemistry and
math but knowing that studying Art was where he need to be to learn the most about the world he
lives in.

Christian Swearingen is a short fiction writer from Morehead City, North Carolina,

currently seeking his bachelor’s degree in English at the University of North Carolina at
Greensboro. His work primarily draws inspiration from his interests in film, television, drama, and
English literature. He has been published in The Coraddi arts and literature magazine for his
short stories “Car Ride” and “Hartwell Farm” and, in addition, currently works as an intern with
The Greensboro Review. He plans to begin a novel before he graduates.

Ellen is a senior completing her Bachelor of Arts in English. She has spent her last year

attempting to find her poetic persona as a New England author and young woman. She was
inspired to write poetry by Terry Kennedy, an enthusiastic and authentic literary professor here
at UNCG. She will graduate in May of this year and go on to be a graduate student of Clark
University, pursuing her Master of Arts in Teaching degree.

Nicolas Grogan Born in Virginia, but long term resident of North Carolina, I always

had an interest in crafting stories that many could read and enjoy. My inspiration for storytelling
developed from the many different video games that I played over the years. I believe that each
game has a compelling narrative that enhances the personal experience of each player and I try
to enhance that same experience in my writing. I am very fond of the human mind and everything
we go through whether it be good or bad. My goals are to attend graduate school and progress
my writing further. I hope that someday my words will reach an audience that will learn and grow
from the stories I write.

Alysoun gough: *drops mic*
Stephen Kagarise still remembers that time in Halo 2 when he was playing multiplayer

and all his team members quit. It was him against the entire enemy team, and all he had was
dual pistols and the will to survive. So he was crouched behind some containers, trying to
move slowly and stay off enemy radar, when this guy came into the room with a rocket launcher.
Stephen knew it was kill or be killed, so he jumped out and over the rocket as it sped past, killed
the guy with a few shots to the head, then took his rocket launcher and killed another guy who
was flying along on a Ghost. He couldn’t hear the enemy’s comm channel, but he knew they
were in shock and no longer gloating. From then on they hunted him down like a dog until he fell
off a ledge into the water.

(Marshall Wagoner)
Natalie Hendrickson needs to worry less and be happy more. She’s a 2016

graduating senior at UNCG with a major in English, a minor in Sociology, and an ambition to save
the world one tree at a time. She’s aiming to land an editor’s position at a publishing firm in the
near future and hopes that in the meantime, her sucky retail job will give her a raise. Most of the
time she’s awkward, but sometimes she’s funny. Also, goats are cool.

Aleksandra K: vomiting in an effort to demonstrate digestion
Taylor Truitt: Give me nice people with a mean sense of humor. I want a frabjous day, a
callooh, a callay

Andrew Hachey Originally from Toronto, Andrew is currently an English major at UNCG.

He is a graduate of the National Theatre School of Canada, and a founding member of the
international performance collective, 404 Strand. His work has appeared on stages and screens
in Paris, Pittsburgh, Madrid, Montreal, and a handful of others. He lives in Winston-Salem with his
son, Abbott.

JT Lachausse serves as the co-founder and Editor-in-Chief of The Matador Review and is
an associate editor at Hotel Amerika. His work has been featured in Foliate Oak and Quail Bell
Magazine, and he has work forthcoming in apt, Enizagam, Praxis, and Polaris.

Isaac Smith is a senior New Media and Design student with aspirations to go into animation
or continuing in digital arts as a career. Along with an interest in color and graphics, his art also
tends to have a focus on the human mind and the human condition. Isaac likes to go deeper
under the surface and explore what is the essence of what makes us, us.
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THANK YOU!
To our incredibly dedicated and hard-working staff, volunteers,
and judges, who make this publication possible every semester!
To Rose Field, for such an EGG-cellent cover design!
The University Media Board, The Gatewood Studio and Art Department,
WUAG, The Carolinian, and Spartan Printing, for always supporting our dreams!

GOODBYE TO OUR GRADUATING EDITORS!
It has been an amazing three years-- and now it’s time to bid bon voyage
to Anne Rowland Kidd, Ashley Hallenbeck, and Taylor Rutledge, as they
continue their creative journeys in the real world.
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