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Letter from the Editors
...

Dear Reader,

Does the passage of time ever strike you as daunting, or perhaps 
bewildering, or maybe amusing? How masterpieces survive long 
after their creators, how words from the ghosts of artists can stir 

us inexplicably, how the Earth still spins no matter the weight 
of the tragedy upon it. But even after the eternal clock douses 
the fire, the kindling remains. This year will engrave itself into 

the makings of history for as long as our tale is passed on. All of 
our communities, whether that is in George School, our cultur-
al families, or our homes, have been faced with hardships that 

once felt unfathomable. It may feel overwhelming or scary to be 
thrown into such an uncertain state. But if our actions will float 

on the perpetual wave of time, it is your choice what to write 
on the message in the bottle. Then in a few sentences we will 
leave you, but there is no need to be afraid, for the magazine 
holds your hand tightly through its journey. Our parting gift 
to you before you flip the page is an idea—one which you can 
determine the significance of on your own wish—from us, the 
editors, and Fyodor Dostoyevsky—“The darker the night, the 

brighter the stars, the deeper the grief, the closer is God!”

With love that will endure all time,
your editors



Thursday Morning
Kelly Banfield

The grass crunches under my feet
Surely leaving tracks in the frost
(But I don’t turn to check,
For I’m late to class)

I pull open the yellow gingham wrapper
Of four Lorna Doone cookies, 
(Savouring the crinkle
Of today’s breakfast package)
   
I take a bite of the sand coloured square
And listen to the sound of munches,
(A layered three part symphony
Of crunching, crinkling, and munching)



ARE TICK YOU’LL A SHUN
Julia Carrigan

Sometimes the subtitles in the movie of my life are off and 
the audience yells God, Damn It! Because they know that 
words matter and I mumble. And then God damns me be-
cause the audience is a people of faith. And then I think 
God, darn it. God, forgive me. And He does.



My Dearest Pyromaniac
Liz Merkulova

He lights a cigarette, dead and drowsy. He studies the tender 
waltz of the smoke, the breathless heave of the embers, the 
rough texture of the paper against his fingertips. He tosses it 
to the ground. It kisses the gasoline and spirals through the 
soaked hardwood floor. His beloved blazing flowers peek 
out from the ground with a smile. He sits back in his rocking 
chair and lights another cigarette.

...

I place the candle gingerly on my tongue, the tiger flames 
licking at my skin. Do I plunge the ashes down my throat? If 
I scream myself hoarse, if I beg on my tired knees and shed 
wretched tear after tear, if I outstretch my fingers and laugh 
and laugh again, will I be deserving of the destruction? Am I 
to deny the bubbling chaos on my lips, spilling and dripping 
through my wearied shrieks? If my urges drive me head-first 
to the bonfire, do I venture to my death with its kiss?

I hope the sound of striking matches follows me to the 
grave.



I know fire like an intimate friend. I know fire because it is 
intertwined in my most primitive self. I know fire because I 
have swallowed it, relished in the agony it brought, experi-
enced tenfold the desire to leap into the flames.

...

He is given a form and a black pen. He signs where prompt-
ed to and pushes the paper away. The concrete is cold. He 
longs for his scorching embrace again. He knows it will not 
come.



Song for Nomads / Heart Atrophy
Annika Crawford

I.
 

i am the girl who spends her birthdays in dreams.
and wakes up the reluctant souvenir.

a hollow bird: digging graves for melting snow,
hoarding nesting leaves for a hibernation that will never 

come; only inventing to mourn.
and searching, always.

circling the streets like a vulture at sunset,
for the scent of some scarlet lipped orphan abandoned in the 

grasses.
i was born to heal; to mother;

to envelop with my raven wings the outcast from the bitter 
wind; but always the world darts from my fingers like a fish 

into dark water.
and i watch the water plume red. and resentful.

and only i am left in need of generosity.
my ankles dangling over the dock, my brain and heart cur-

dling in my hands;
a martyr with no love to die for.



II.
 

do not mistake me: i am not lost, i am waiting to find.
but isn’t it the same? such is the distress of the lighthouse,

stoic in the center of the sea. understand me:
it rolls its giant yellow eye day and night without rest not for 

pity of the battered ships—
but to relieve its own loneliness.

same is the lost child paralyzed in the aisle of the grocery 
store.

for when his parents stumble into his arms beaten by anxi-
ety,

is he not also the saint who forgives their sin of carelessness
and welcomes them home?

 
III.
 

like all prideless souls who drift the meadows of asphodel:
the gypsies reciting dehydrated prophecies in the stinging 

desert wind,
the stowaways rocking back and forth among the banana 

crates,
the slender throated calves born to die,

the rebels without cause:
for my tragedy i will be loved.



untitled
Anjali Amin

worn out wooden boards 
pieced together to form a raft
it’s shoddy, but it floats
barely

drifting out at sea
for days on end 
with nothing to do
and no sight of land 

but then the storms come
stirring the sea into a frenzy
the raft creaking and cracking
as the waves toss it around

until finally everything is calm
and all that can be seen
are broken pieces of wood
slowly drifting apart

-we couldn’t handle it





testimony
Annika Crawford

The Ancient Wisdom. Jagged black mountains sliced in 
ink on crinkling scrolls. And the proverbs, bubbling deep 
in spiced muddy tea, carved on slabs of stone on the shad-
ed underbelly of boulders, burned in branded curses that 
spring awake one in their sleep, sweaty and panting, painted 
on doorways, the epiphany of joining two shining marble 
pillars, white lightning bursting from the cracks, to clear 
and bear a frightening declaration, that uprooting nature 
of wisdom, that travels from past to future in circles, to the 
modern life of cities and bustling cars, the motif of mad sci-
entists, clasping a green vial in triumph after the cartoonish 
fog clears, their skin papered and white hair shocked, a con-
trast, an anomaly, to the clarity of that treasured emerald, a 
symbol too powerful to look upon then laugh, and remain 
unchanged.



Remnants, or quarantine walk 3/27/2020
Jiayi Luo

Golden leaves trembling in golden sunlight.
Dry and brittle as cicada slough.

Ashen woods divided by earthen trench.
Railroad ties—misshapen and rotten.

Long, parallel lines of steel. Stretching
into the distance, partially drowning

in welling pools of newborn clover.
Eutrophic ponds along the rail. Tails 

of small muscular fishes disturbed
the murky water, the algal bloom.

Dimmed steel lines ended in clearing. 
Robust tree, faded sign. History of 

George School and the Newtown Rail Line.
Beyond, the brick staircase covered 

in perennial moss, the vast lawn, 
the subdued buildings. Dry sky.



The Spiral
Liz Merkulova

I’ve forgotten how I drink my tea. On the first day, I reached for 
the kettle and poured the boiling water into my mug. My mug 
doesn’t have a handle anymore, although I can’t remember if I 
broke it. I’m not sure if it had one at all.

Steam was rising from the liquid, twisting in billows of grey above 
my head. I lifted the mug, reveling in the warmth it brought to my 
cheeks. Yet the tea froze my lips. I stared at my mug for a moment.

Was the steam spelling out a message?

I caught a string of letters in my hand. I stroked them gently, then 
blew them away. They shriveled up and dropped to the ground. 
I sipped my tea again and welcomed the chill that danced on my 
tongue.

I placed the mug into my sink and opened the closet to put on my 
work shoes. I think I’ve lost my work shoes. I think I’ve lost all my 
shoes. I stepped through the front door without shoes, in the end.

The door handle was silver. Was it always silver? It must have al-
ways been silver. I should remember if my door handle is silver.

I reached into my pocket for my keys. My hand came away wet. 
The keys were slick, soaked in a murky red liquid. Blood? Had I 
cut myself without noticing? It dripped onto my white shirt, my 



beige pants, my black shoes. I didn’t think to wipe it off. I had 
found my work shoes, at last.

I placed the keys in my mouth and swallowed. I called a taxi. I 
rode to work.

My coworkers seemed to be missing their eyes today. Yesterday 
they were missing their noses.

I stared into endless pairs of gaping holes in every meeting, con-
ference, conversation. I laughed. I laughed several times today. I 
preferred my coworkers when they couldn’t see me. I liked to pre-
tend I couldn’t see them, too.

It was like peek-a-boo. Was that the game children enjoyed? I used 
to have a younger sister, I think. She played the clarinet. Some-
times she was terrible. She only played the notes in reverse. When-
ever she played, I wanted to cut off my ears. My coworkers had 
done that a week ago.

I returned home and entered through my front door. It was a light, 
dusty pink. Had it always been? It didn’t matter anymore. I was 
practically feverish to have another cup of tea.

I sipped once, checked my hand. Five fingers.
I sipped twice, checked my hand. Four fingers.
I sipped thrice, checked my hand. Two fingers.

Was there a number between four and two? It didn’t matter any-
more. I had found my work shoes, at last. I smiled. I smiled several 



times today.

I gulped down the remainders of my tea. My keys were at the 
bottom of the mug. They were silver again, like my door knob. I 
glanced at my door knob. It was red. Yes, it had always been red.

I heaved the mug to the ground and waited for the sound of shat-
tering glass. I plunged my hand into the shards and waited for the 
sound of my own horrid, horrid shrieking. Five fingers, two trem-
bling, one invisible.

It didn’t matter anymore. I had found my work shoes, at last.





Prussian Blue
Kelly Banfield

I peer through my bathroom window
Into the thick morning haze.
Misty indigo fog cloaks roofs in a soft gloom,
Two glowing eyes of a truck creep from behind the house 
hills,
The soft scarlet halos of that dragon’s gaze winds along the 
streets
& two warm white orbs of light gleam in the distance:
One in the north & one in the east
Like lighthouses towering over the navy sea.



evanescent

you hold me like the night hugs the stars
begging me not to leave you in the dark
but when the day comes, you vanish
and i am left to wonder why i stayed

Anjali Amin



The Sirens
Heather Thaler

 Have you ever talked to a cloud? I have. Once. Well, I guess I 
didn’t do much of the talking. But you know what I mean. Clouds 
are chatty that way. Not that I have a great sample size for that 
claim, or anything, but I’ve met a few other people who’ve talked 
to clouds and they all said that their clouds could go on for hours 
on end. I’d be willing to bet that most of them are like that. If you 
only got to talk to a person once in your entire life, I bet you’d have 
a lot to say, too.
 I’ve never been able to tell quite how long we talked. I don’t 
wear a watch, but if I had to hazard a guess, I’d say the conversa-
tion lasted an hour and a half. But that’s never quite lined up, ei-
ther. You see, I’d left for my walk around 6:00. In the morning, that 
is. It was late autumn, so the sun hadn’t risen yet. And by the time 
I came across the cloud, it was probably 6:30. The sky was still 
blanketed in dark blue, but bits of orange light were peeking out 
from the horizon. But I 
remember very distinctly that after the cloud had bid me goodbye, 
the sky was not yet completely orange. 
 I digress. You haven’t come to hear about the sunrise. You 
must think I’m a cloud myself, with the way I’ve been chattering 
on. Anyway, as I said, I’d been walking for half an 
hour when my cloud found me. I wasn’t going anywhere special, 
just my normal path. On a whim, I decided to go down to the little 
creek. 



 Usually I would pass it by. You may think that this was my fateful 
choice, the single deviation from my routine that led me to meet 
my cloud, but I don’t think so. You see, I had been to the creek a 
few times before with no incident. Also, I doubt a cloud would 
reveal itself to just any stranger who happened to venture down 
there. I figure I just happened to be in the right place at the right 
time. 
 As I was saying. The creek. It had originally attracted my 
attention because I’d heard ducks quacking from its general di-
rection. But, as I approached the water, there were no birds to be 
found. At the time, I didn’t find this especially disturbing. What I 
was disturbed by, however, was the creek itself. In some spots, its 
shoreline was perfectly rounded. In others, craggier than a cave. I 
couldn’t remember if it was natural or manmade. Who on earth, 
given the opportunity to carve out a body of water, would make it 
so ungodly irregular? But, if it were natural, how could it possibly 
have come to look so disjointed? I wrinkled my nose. I didn’t want 
to look at the creek anymore. But I didn’t want to go back to the 
main path, either. 
 So I just laid down. In the grass, where I had been standing. 
Even in the faint morning light, it hurt to look at the sky directly. 
I pressed my hands over my face, rubbing them back and forth 
slowly, slowly but forcefully, so forcefully that I could hear my eye-
balls squelch as I pressed them a little bit deeper into my skull. But 
I was afraid I would inadvertently lose a contact lens, so I stopped. 
With my eyes still closed, I continued to lay in the grass for a 
while. 
 At some point, I cracked an eye open. A cloud, orange with 
morning light, looked back at me. Well, I should say, I didn’t know 
it was actually looking back at me quite yet. There were a few oth-



ers scattered around, but they were too wispy and small to merit 
much attention. 
 My cloud, on the other hand, was impossible to miss. It was a 
cumulonimbus, I think. But I’m not a meteorologist or anything. 
It looked like someone had shot a beefy pile of shaving cream into 
the sky. (Whenever I tell this story, someone usually asks me what 
the cloud was shaped like. I say it was shaped like a beefy pile of 
shaving cream. And they say that’s not a shape. And then I say 
what do you want me to tell you, it was an isosceles triangle? And 
then they say no, like a fluffy bunny or a hamburger or something. 
And then I say it was shaped like a beefy pile of shaving cream. 
And then they say that’s not creative. But it really did look like a 
beefy pile of shaving cream.) 
 I stretched my arms back above my head and yawned. As 
they were coming back down towards my sides, I heard a voice. 
“Hello there,” it said. I sat up instinctively and looked around. 
There was no one around. Not that I could see, at least. (Still no 
ducks, either.) 
 “Where are you?” I said in response. 
 “I’m the cloud right above you.” 
 “Really?” 
 “Really.” 
 “Huh.” In retrospect, I probably shouldn’t have believed him 
so quickly, but it had already been an unusual morning. 
 “You can ask me any question, and I will give you the honest 
and complete answer,” the cloud said. “I’ll give you some time to 
think about it.” 
As you’ve probably gathered, I wasn’t exactly operating at full 
cognitive capacity. But I still stand by the question I chose. It had 
plagued me for years, and, as it turns out, there’d’ve 



been no other way for me to find out about it. Isn’t that really the 
best you can do with an opportunity like this? 
 “Will they ever actually clean up the Gowanus Canal? You 
know, in Brooklyn?” 
 “The Gowanus Canal?” 
 “Yup.” 
 “Sure, I can tell you about the Gowanus Canal. The short an-
swer is no, it won’t ever be cleaned up all the way. But I won’t cheat 
you out of a good story like that. 
 “In the year 1872, a man named Jacob Henry Dixon emigrat-
ed from England to the United States. He soon settled in Brook-
lyn, near the recently built Gowanus Canal. He was 
unmarried and childless, having just graduated from university. 
Jacob was adored by his professors; he was a prodigious classical 
scholar. His professors did not know, however, of his 
secret passion for alchemy. Like most alchemists, he wanted to 
find the secret to eternal life–– the philosophers’ stone. Neither 
Jacob nor any other had discovered this secret, despite centuries 
of attempts by many different people. This was because, Jacob de-
cided, the right natural materials were simply not available in Eu-
rope. Nor in Africa or Asia, where other alchemicalsocieties had 
long existed, as well. Where else might they be? America. So there 
he ventured. But, before I tell you of his adventures in America, I 
must first let you inside the mind of our hero. 
 “So how, exactly, did Jacob Henry Dixon come to be involved 
with the Gowanus Canal? Well, as I mentioned, he was a classical 
scholar. He had a particular fondness for Greek epic poetry. In 
fact, he took his copies of The Odyssey and The Iliad with him on 
his long boat voyage to America. One stormy evening, cooped up 
in his cabin, he decided to reread the tale of Odysseus and the si-



rens. (Stormy evenings were always dangerous in Jacob’s room, as 
he could not open the porthole to ventilate the fumes of the mis-
cellaneous alchemical concoctions he was brewing.) Jacob took an 
unusual interest in the sirens, allowing himself, much unlike Od-
ysseus, 
to become entranced by their sweet songs. Maybe it was fume in-
halation, maybe the noted lack of romance in Jacob’s life, maybe 
sea sickness, even I do not know. But, alas, entranced he did be-
come. In these sirens, Jacob thought, was the key to everything his 
life had been missing. One night soon after, he came to a revela-
tion. Perhaps the sires called to men because humans were truly 
meant to live in the ocean. Perhaps life underwater was the key 
to immortality. Perhaps the only way for a philosophers’ stone to 
be properly used was underwater–– thus explaining why no stone 
had yet been discovered. For the remainder of his voyage, Jacob 
could scarcely be seen outside of his chambers, too obsessed with 
his ostensible stroke of genius to do anything but plan feverishly 
until he arrived at Ellis Island. 
 “Why the Gowanus, in particular, of all the waterways in 
New York City? Well, principally, land was cheaper, since––like 
today––few people actually wanted to live near it. It was more of 
interest to factory owners than individuals for its use as a means 
of cargo transportation. So, Jacob was unlikely to be bothered by 
neighbors as he performed his tumultuous experiments and tested 
them in the already-polluted canal. 
 “After much self-experimentation––and many strange rash-
es–– Jacob Henry Dixon finally discovered his philosopher’s stone. 
A moderately dilute tincture of arsenic, he found, granted the user 
the ability to breathe underwater and a general invulnerability of 
the body. Of course, his projects had too short a timespan to prove 



that this was indeed immortality, but he had faith that his arsenic 
would prove true. 
 “Jacob, despite his many faults, was an honest man, and felt 
that he should conduct a proper trial to certify his findings before 
he shared it with his fellow alchemists. He put up fliers in many 
a Brooklyn alleyway, calling for intrepid men and women to take 
part in a medical experiment. Soon, Jacob had amassed a cohort 
of fifty two.After a few preliminary swims in the Canal, he dosed 
them with his arsenic tincture and sent them to live underwater. 
After two years, all of Jacob’s subjects were still healthy, living in 
the Canal full-time. In fact, they had constructed homes and com-
munity buildings on the canal floor, and several healthy babies 
had been born. Although Jacob had to send them down supplies 
from time to time––including, of course, the arsenic tincture–– 
the community was largely self-sufficient, and showed no sign of 
potential collapse.” 
 At this point, I broke in with a question. “So, is Jacob still 
alive?” 
 “Alas, he is not. He decided, most nobly, in my opinion, that 
it was unwise for him to grant himself eternal life. He figured that, 
no matter how careful he was to get a new birth 
certificate every 70 years or so, some official would eventually 
catch onto him and his sirens would be left unprotected. So, aware 
that his experiment would likely outlive him, Jacob wrote to some 
of his old classmates from university who had shared his interest 
in alchemy, imploring them to come to Gowanus and help the 
project live on. Four accepted his invitation, and they had soon 
formed a trust to protect this community, which Jacob had taken 
to calling ‘The Secret Sirens of the Gowanus Canal.’ To his great 
surprise, one, William Lee Griffiths, was already living in New 



York, working as an aide to the city’s mayor. 
 “William proved tremendously useful to the Sirens’ Trust, 
using his connections not only to clear the project with the city 
government, but to pass a public health bill declaring that arsenic 
was poisonous to humans so that the key to immortality would 
remain safely with the five alchemists. Additionally, he obtained a 
license to dose the Gowanus Canal with arsenic regularly to keep 
the sirens healthy. As you may be aware, the Canal, to this day, has 
a concentration of arsenic about 60 times greater than the pur-
portedly healthy level, which Jacob and his colleagues found to be 
optimal for human survival. 
 “Ever since, the sirens have been guarded by the descendents 
of the original Trust members. No siren has yet died, except those 
few who have opted to return to land and live out the ends of their 
natural lives. Many new generations have since been born. They 
have established a civilization atop the sea bed, rich with a culture 
distinct from that of any other human society. 
 “As for the current members of the Sirens’ Trust, they work 
tirelessly to protect the community in every way possible. Some 
work in local, state, and federal government, others as marine bi-
ologists, still others as sociologists, and so on. Together, they make 
sure that no operation to explore or clean up the Gowanus Canal 
probes too deep, and keep the water 
‘polluted’ with arsenic, among other things, to prevent the public 
from swimming in it. That’s all there is to it.” The cloud went si-
lent. 
 “Well, thank you,” I said, not really sure of what to say. 
 “You’re welcome,” the cloud responded. And, with that, it 
started to rain. 





Walking Mummy
Anjali Amin

I can’t pretend like your words don’t hurt
As much as I wish your bullets
Would bounce right off me
They’re molded to pierce my skin
To inflict the deepest wounds
That no bandage can cover

I can’t pretend I’m not a walking mummy
Trying to hide the bullet holes
With transparent dressing



That I think is opaque
With a flimsy smile on my face
To mask my melancholic mind

I can’t let you get to me
Even though all I do is prove you right
Your words don’t matter 
Except for when they keep me up at night
You left me covered in scars
That I don’t think will ever fade



Stage Directions
Kelly Banfield

One of the four electric candles on the cabinet is out
The doorknob stage left is loose, about to fall off
Clutter is strewn about: paints, plastic boxes, et cetera
The mantle holds picture frames, matches, and a dead jas-
mine plant
Light only comes from the laptop, the television, & whatever 
bleeds through the kitchen

I must be the audience
Because I am too stagnant an actor



Little Stranger
Liz Merkulova

I glimpsed a figure at my door.
I screamed at him to disappear.
He slithered down beneath the floor,
He tangoed with the atmosphere.

His shoulders broad and eyes all hollowed,
His mouth agape, suspended there.
And when I walked, he always followed.
Watching through the frozen air.

He waved at me from out my window,
Peeked in from the corners, too,
He played a tune on my piano,
And wore my coat, my gloves, my shoe.

He wrote me notes above the mirror,
Smeared in vicious, midnight blood,
And when I glanced up, he was nearer,
Swarming in a shadowed flood.

I am the figure at my door,
He swallowed me forevermore.



Winterthief
Annika Crawford

How the fields chimed with wedding bells.
Mocking chorus of the stars. The notes reverberating.
Like waves swelling to infinity. All electric white.
I could’ve laid there forever, on my back like a gutted fish,
the white wine pouring out of me, you dabbing your mouth with a 
napkin,
you sliding your butterknife across my piano teeth.
You always knew the way the night rubbed the salt and pepper 
from my heart,
massaged the muscles raw, like lamb meat in some rundown Paris 
basement.
Yellow lights flickering. Halo of flies. Cinderella’s clock strikes 
twelve.
A child’s heart is not a toy. But it’s easy to mold into a ball. And 
swing.
I don’t think you ever knew. How much you hurt me.
When you slithered your fingers up the skirts of other girls.
I don’t think you knew. When you looked at me,
The tree in my chest burst with scattering birds.



Lip Therapy®
Kelly Banfield

My dog sniffs my Cocoa 
Butter Vaseline.

“This is lip balm,” I say,
“You don’t even have lips.”



King Cobra
Liz Merkulova

Your hands are not your hands if they touch clammy, pallid skin,
And cross the letters in your name that you’ve engraved into their 
wrists,
And drill your laugh into their heads until it’s half-remembered 
and half-forgotten.

You tie your sneakers with drained veins that wrap around your 
swollen pupils until all you can see is yourself,
And you sigh.
“Woe is me!” you cry,
As your allies drop dead from the spears in their chests that you 
know have your fingerprints on them.
You grasp for the halo on a mannequin just out of reach and you 
beg on your knees and scream “please!” until your throat is filled 
with granite and sand and you decide you feel pathetic enough.
Go home.
Breathe your own air and spit your own slurs and melt into the 
cordial embrace of metal bars. Devils have no meat to tear in iso-
lation.

The rumbling beneath your feet grows tenfold and you sit beside 
your reading lamp and scratch your head and ask, “what’s wrong?”
You lick the tip of your finger and flip a page as your carpet splits 
in two and the sickening yawn of the cavern beneath swallows you 
and your rocking chair whole with a satisfying gulp.



How does it feel to be ignorant?
Gullible?
Blind and obedient to the figure in your imagination that bangs on 
the walls of your mind and shrieks until you do as you’re told?
Eat the words they’ve all regurgitated and let them digest and pre-
tend you’re proud of how far you’ve come.

Violent, vile thing with pointed teeth and timid claws... have you 
no shame?

You may smile stupidly and write in your journal and mask your 
horror with your pretense of perception, but in the file cabinet 
which you choose to ignore and the cracked mirror which you 
tape over are the shadows of the names you’ve scratched out of 
your head.
Go home.
Go home.
Go home.

Silly spider, who devours her prey and wonders why they won’t 
return for a cup of tea.

You flick your fingers east and west but everyone else’s point back 
to you. You grip the telephone poles for one last time and laugh as 
the rust comes away crimson.

Why are brutes kept in bitter cages of numbing grey, of frigid iron, 
of lonely earth and lonely locks?

Go home.



“I’m not finished yet!” you retaliate, and you stumble up the stairs 
to the stage and deliver your monologue, squinting in the blinding 
spotlight of balmy pearl.

The audience throws you flowers, and you kick them aside. You 
think the applause is not meant for you. You think they pity you. 
You think they despise you. You think each adoring smile is twist-
ed and warped and corrupted and mocking and sick and revolting 
and awful and grotesque and you start to weep, and you turn to 
the limitless rows of seats in front of you and you permit them to 
laugh at your tears.

Stray, beaten, brutal beast, unleash your talons with the blood and 
dirt underneath with a guttural shriek, until the flaring scrapes on 
your neck are not painful anymore.

Feed them your rage and stuff it down their throats until they 
choke.

Listen.
Listen to the tender tune of your image reflected back at you and 
absorb it all with a grin on your face.

Don’t you love the form you’ve been given—your tough teeth to 
chew and arms to strangle and legs to punt and hair to pull out in 
clumps of silky panic?
Your vessel to create torment to twinging?

Cup your stone heart in your trembling hands. Smile. Smile. 
Smile. Smile.



Can you hear me?

Are you listening?

You stir your soup with stolen bones that jut out in certain angles 
and wither away in your palm until it’s stained ivory, and you wash 
it all away like you are always oh-so-inclined to do. With your 
hands tied and eyes covered and ears hidden, anything you refuse 
to accept simply...
Disappears.

You slink with hushed footsteps on the sidewalks of the city you 
sit atop, all the kisses of the wind belonging to you and the giants 
of glass belonging to you and the shine from the street-lamps be-
longing to you.
You wonder why mothers clutch the arms of their sons and daugh-
ters and draw them away. You wonder why children stop to gape 
at you, frisbee in hand with their mouths open and hesitant. You 
wonder why everyone parts to form a path just for you.

You pump your arteries with gushing graphite to flood out the 
venom but the faint traces are still there, flickering and twitch-
ing and unavoidable. Your danger glows green in the veins in 
your eyes and everyone sees it. The ribbon obscuring your sight 
is a trivial caution—their vision reaches past pathetic fabric and 
peeling skin to the vulnerable and unshielded rawness of your de-
praved spirit. Neon scleras. Dusky tongues.

Are you ready to be real?



You try to scrub off the hazard sign on your forehead.
Haven’t I told you?
Haven’t you paid attention?
Put down the towel and join me outside. I’ve poured you a cup 
of coffee, four sugar cubes with a bit of milk. It’s getting cold and 
you’re wasting my time.

You’re ignoring me. You shut your windows. You walk away.

You notice the stains on your hands from the day before and turn 
on the tap. You study the ink as it flows from your fingertips to the 
sink drain. Clean again. Clean yesterday, today, and tomorrow.

Maimed animal who loves to pose, loves to pretend, loves to imag-
ine,
Are you scurrying to evade the pounce,
The dive to your quarry that you act as if you do not relish in,
Basking in the mark you can see is yours,
The satisfaction that assures the chains have been stripped from 
your ankles,
The wicked grin that adores the music on your guilty hands?
Predator to prey to predator to prey.

You are not clean enough.

Go home.
Rest.
Wake up tomorrow, draw the curtains, and let the performance 
begin.



quarantined
Anjali Amin

it’s hard to be inspired 
when you’re trapped inside your home
my bed is yelling at me
to get off it and go somewhere
i can’t i explain
the bed just sighs and goes back to sleep
then my phone tells me to put it down
but i have nothing else to do
my phone shakes its head
yes you do, you’re just lazy
fair point, phone
but how can i feel motivated
when my walls are closing in on me
i’ve fallen into this pattern
of existing and not living
and i can’t seem to break out of it



Blooming
Rhianna Searle

Blooming
What a glorious day to seize!
A million salutations and farewells
to be said
by girls and cherry trees.

Years spent watching the earth
(mother)
slay and birth
gracing ever-busy lanes
with lush daffodil dames.
(bulbs cling to dark dirt)

Not thrust
                 d
              e
           t
       f
    i
but  l
into womanhood.
Basking in the majesty of sunsets
too beautiful
to be burdened with fear
of what the night will rear.



I too
am a pretty thing
with enough curls
and sweat
and hips aburst
to feed the world
and quench my own thirst.



I Should’ve Checked for Cracks
Jillian Nord

Some time ago I went to the park and stumbled upon you 
sitting alone on a seesaw. The sky was blue and the wind 
seemed welcoming so I asked if I could join you. With a shy 
nod you agreed so I plopped down on the empty seat in an-
ticipation. We sat on opposite ends for a while in silence. 
Awkward glances filled the time until I took my chances and 
pressed my legs against the ground - up. 

With my legs dangling in the air I crossed my fingers hop-
ing you would return the favor so I wouldn’t come crashing 
down. To my delight, you joined in. Hesitantly at first, but 
you did. 

The next day, I could tell you were waiting for me. You didn’t 
want to admit it but something about our rhythm felt just 
right. I thought I felt it too. So we bounced up and down, 
smiles curling up at our cheeks. It went on like this for a 
while. Some days, just for a moment, we were weightless. 
Suspended in midair. Our legs above the ground with laugh-
ter streaming from our mouths and the feelings of friend-
ship pouring into our hearts. We were happy. 

But one day I waited for you. 

When you arrived, your eyes didn’t quite meet mine. The 



wind whipped at my hair and suddenly the sky seemed more 
grey than blue. I gently began to push but you pressed against the 
mulch with a force I didn’t know you had. Something had changed 
but all I knew was you and the seesaw. So I kept coming back. I 
made myself stick on the ride even though I could no longer trust 
you to keep whatever we had going. Just when I thought I was 
safely in the air, you forced me back down to the ground - down.
 
Did you steal those precious moments of freedom to pull me 
down or bring yourself up? Did you want your fingertips to grace 
the sky or my smile to be tarnished with dirt? 

One day, I fell off the seesaw. But I dusted it off, got back up, and 
blamed myself. I just wasn’t being careful enough. You looked at 
me with an empty expression and mocked me for my stupidity. 
But still I kept on swinging. 

Before I knew it, you’d only bother to visit the seesaw every once 
in a while. I’d sit there staring at the seat in front of me waiting for 
someone I wasn’t sure I even wanted to see. And on the days you 
would show up, you rocked the seesaw with all your might and 
made its hinges creak to a tune so unbearably lonesome but I was 
too afraid to tell you to stop. At long last, I realized it was over. We 
would never swing in harmony the way we once did. 

And then one day, it was I that never came back. 

You still claim that I’m the one who broke the seesaw. In reality, I 
was simply the one foolish enough to tirelessly try to repair it. The 
funny thing about seesaws is that both people have to put in effort 



to make the damn thing work, anyway. 

In my mind I replay the day that I watched through my window as 
the workers removed it from the playground. Its frail body thrown 
into a garbage truck and driven far off into the distance. It took ev-
erything in me not to chase it. 

Sometimes I miss the seesaw and its rusted frame. I also wonder if 
it was always like this - if that fateful day I sat down on something 
that was already broken. Maybe its weak foundation was never 
meant to support something like us. Maybe it was built knowing 
we would never last. 

But maybe, just maybe, I should’ve checked for cracks. 



Grippy Socks
Kelly Banfield

My feet are warm
My socks are green
& Their soles have
A rubber sheen



He Didn’t Even See the Gas Station
Julia Carrigan

A man checked his watch. It was half past ten. Half past, he 
thought. It’s half past now. He took a deep breath and kept count-
ing down.

He had read an article, a long time ago now, that said the length 
of time of grief is the same length of time you’re with a person. He 
read an article before about how to loosely define grief. Not just 
the death of your mother, but the loss of a friend, or fiancé, or self.

The man considered himself to be well-read. It was one of the 
words that, if his friends asked him, “Hey, Tom, what three words 
would you give to describe yourself?” he would say. But he didn’t 
have many friends, at least not the kind that asked that kind of 
question. The other word is dedicated. The other word is a secret.

Tom took the ticket in his pocket out of his pocket as he heard the 
loudspeakers announce his train’s departure. He walked across the 
busy station. He stepped in some gum. 

Tom is a man of many secrets. One of his secrets is that he saw the 
gum in his path. The other word is lonely.

Tom is visiting his mother because she is going to paint the walls 
in the kitchen again. He is going to help her choose colors this 
weekend. Next weekend, he will come down again and help her 
paint it. His mother doesn’t want to paint it herself and she doesn’t 



want to hire painters. Despite it all, she doesn’t like strange and 
new people in her house. Besides, she likes the company of her 
son.

She has secrets too. She gets lonely too. But that isn’t the real se-
cret, the real secret is it’s been going on much longer than since 
her husband died. The real secret is she forgot to bring flowers. 
She nearly forgot to wear black.

Tom likes to sit by the window on the Acela. He likes to watch as 
the world whirs by. The Acela is fast, and Tom doesn’t need to go 
fast. But the Acela is expensive, and another secret Tom has is that 
he doesn’t have a lot to spend his money on. A secret is that his 
bank account makes him lonely. People think he must be generous 
when he gives money to all the guys on the street but they don’t 
know the half of it. Tom likes to go fast on the Acela because not 
many other parts of his life do.

He looks out the window and counts the number of things he sees 
that start with g. Grass.

Grass is all he can find today. He was hoping for a goat but wasn’t 
so lucky. Tom doesn’t feel like a lucky guy but that part is not a se-
cret. It can’t be a secret if you can see it from across the aisle of the 
Acela. He wears it like a coat of paint. But then again, if we go by 
those rules, his loneliness isn’t a secret either.

Sometimes when Tom gets board of counting things that begin 
with g. He repeats all of his favorite jokes in head. 



He laughs to himself because he likes the moment he forgets 
where he is and forgets how he feels and is happy. He likes to laugh 
to himself because sometimes, if he is lucky, he laughs so hard he 
cries and then he gets a moment of crying out of joy. He doesn’t 
get a lot of those anymore, he cherishes them, holds them close 
and very, very tight. But Tom doesn’t feel like a lucky guy, and he 
isn’t one today.

Nevertheless, he closes his eyes and thinks. The best thing about 
Tom’s head is it’s entirely his own and there is no one to tell him 
that his jokes are too corny or stupid or don’t make sense.

He usually starts with the knock-knock. It is mapped out in beau-
tiful detail:

A man walks up to a house in the suburbs. This house is yellow 
and has a concrete walkway and three steps. And a doorway with 
a doorbell. Above the doorbell is a sign that says “no solicitors.” 
In Tom’s mind, the handwriting is beautiful, someone who took a 
class in cursive. The man who walked to the door is wearing a but-
ton down shirt with a red grid pattern. He knocks. He hears foot-
steps, then a voice from inside. It says,

“Who is it?”

The man replies, “Billy Bob Joe Penny.” To which the voice replies,

“Billy Bob Joe Penny who?” This confuses the man. For one, he 
wonders why this person doesn’t open the door. It is customary 
these days for one to open the door while they speak with some-



one. For two,

“Seriously, how many Billy Bob Joe Pennys do you know?” he 
heard himself ask. At first there was a bit of silence, it smelled of 
mulling. Then the voice from inside declared,

“Three.” Billy Bob Joe Penny did not believe it. He said,

“Name them.” To which the voice replied in a tone that can be de-
scribed in no way other than smug,

“Billy Bob Joe Penny. Billy Bob Joe Penny. Billy Bob Joe Penny.”

Tom hadn’t thought of a clever way to continue it. Sometimes, he 
thought of this when on the Acela, but for now, only having re-
leased a brief chuckle, he continued on to the next joke of his list.

This one was much simpler and it was simply a scenario:

His cousin, at the time no more than 12 years old, has received a 
pedometer for his birthday. Not the kind on a watch or a screen 
like nowadays. The kind that  just clips to your belt and has a 
number which says the number of steps. It only has three settings. 
When the boy received the present, he asked his mother, 

“On average, how many steps should I take per day?” The mother 
told him about 12 thousand. At the end of the night it is time for 
Tom’s cousin to sleep, but his pedometer only reads 10,788. He 
walks quickly in a circle and says,



“I gotta get my steps in, Ma. I gotta get my steps in.” His mother 
says,

“It is bed time, Henry.” He says,

“I gotta get my steps in.”

Tom cannot remember what the three settings are and sometimes 
this recollection or imagination is how he spends his 45-minutes 
of Acela ride, but today, something in his mind draws him to the 
third joke: 

Jessica sits across from him at the diner. He asks her if anything 
interesting happened in work today. She says,

“Well, it’s a good thing you mentioned it, because I received the 
strangest call. The phone rang, like any other call, and I picked 
it up. I said, ‘this is Williamson Wood Products, how may I help 
you?’ And the voice on the other line said, “I’d like to make an or-
der please,” and so I thought nothing of it yet, I thought, ‘This is a 
client.’ And so I said, ‘Yes, what is it?’ And then the voice said very 
slowly, ‘A penguin.’ And I said, ‘What?’ And it repeated the same, 
and then, I said, ‘With whom am I speaking?’ And the voice said, 
even slower, ‘Mars.’ And then it hung up”

And Tom was laughing very hard, and he said,

“Wow, I can’t believe it!” And Jessica said,

“Neither can I” And Tom is still laughing and he says,



“Really?” And Jessica says,

“No. I just made that up.” And then she starts laughing too and 
then Tom laughs harder and they are laughing together in the din-
er and all of the old customers are looking at them but they don’t 
care because they —

Tom catches himself. Her laughter echoes in his head and it is 
sweet like coffee with 10 Splenda. His heart hurts deep and bad 
and he understands the term heartache because he can feel the 
pain squeezing out his insides like wringing a rag. He has under-
stood the term for a while now. It’s passed half past now.

He is crying. And it isn’t from joy. Tom doesn’t feel lucky today 
at all. Tom takes the travel sized tissues out of his backpack. The 
part of his mind that drew him here is the same part that takes 
the blame for why his new sneaker is now stuck to the floor of 
the Acela. A fact Tom is reminded of when he tries to stand up 
to leave the car. He wonders why that joke is still in the rotation 
when he forgets the last part. This just makes him cry more and 
turn to the window. Grass. A tunnel reflects a face he does not 
want to see.

It is in these dark moments on the Acela that Tom ponders the 
second word, and asks if he is really more dedicated than lovesick.


