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Addict
Lauren Crowder

From one addict to another.

The words slipped from his
mouth,

almost carelessly.

As he peered at me, with

knowing eyes

| felt myhard facade begin to
soften.

The facade | adopted at a young
age.

The mask others saw.

Because inside,

inside | was rotting.

But he, he too wore a mask.

We both chose a slow kind of
suicide,

the kind that is likely to not only
destroy us,

but others as We

Those we cherish, and who
cherish us,

watch us decompose in rapid
time before their eyes.

He, a smoker.

a popular choice of the slowly
suicidal,

allowing the speed at which one
bites the bullet

to slip slowly though the lungs
and through the lips.

I, choosing a less favorable
affliction.

For my body was a war zone

and starvation my ammunition.

Anorexia is never seen as
addiction.

But little compares to the blissful
high you feel from a lower
number on a scale,

or an empty belly.

But fromone addict to another,

we knew what we were doing
was wrong.

Not the wrong of an individual
who chooses deafness when
regarding the word no.

Or the wrong of those with an
overboiling vengeful wrath
sparked from greed or envy.

No, wrong because we were
betaying the one

and only

entity that vows to stand with us
until the end

our bodies.

The only temple we should be
loyal to.



For it cares for usaring us
from day to day in the most
loving way.

From birth it swore to stand
with us

through love and hearéak,

through aches and pains

through the good and the bad.

We took this love and scorned it
for years.

And as we recover, we ask for
forgiveness.

From our bodies,

from our loved ones,

from ourselves.

From one addict to another
evenyday is a battle.
But a battle worth fighting.

From this addict to the other,

thank you.

The words, the comfort, the
solidarity

allow me to take another breath,

dry my tears,

and take another step.

From one addict to another
you saved my life
thank you.
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Women in Astronomy Olivia Peppermuller

Woman
Athenx Lindlan

Woman, woman,

tender and full

of secret light

and emerald myth:

a language without words

but bound,
in holl ow crimsoné

by mands search for meanin



Letter of Recommendation:
Raccoon Eyes, Shirt Stains and, u
Athenx Lindlan

OWhatever makes you wei rdJnknawse pr o

| lovevearing dagld eyeliner. Two or three days old, even (yes,
sometimes | go that | ong without
any diseases) . I Il ove the rawness
result of what women are taught not to daogbeep without washing
their faces. For me, itds an act
to everyone | encounter that | anmn
following a recent conversation with a dear fiievidereby we
o0deconst r u ettad thére aceldays row whgn, | fish the thing
I want to wear off of my bedroom floor and, upon noticing the coffee
stain on it, | defiantly put it on anyway. And you know what happens next?
| completely forget about it. | enjoy the heck out of weagrnyitig that
feels good on my body and | get o
people | ooking at me sideways ove
magic there too, because once | stop editing myself so hard, | have no ide
exactly what peoplegr&i dgi ng me over. | 0m a t
coffee stain on my blouse;hutu h . | havenot shaved
that too. So which part bothers vy
sorry for not being sorry.

| was in B Grade the firsime | realized that others thought me
weird. The majority of my classmates mistrusted my atygidal
decidedly uncollove of school. If there were any who related to me,
they remained quiet about it, no doubt safely negotiating their own passag
throughthe shark tank. My teachers, far from welcoming my curious and
inquisitive mind, frequently lost their patience with me for asking too
many questions, announcing it whe
that cardinal sin: correcting them when they taogtething inconsistent
with our textbooks. And though |
(or couldndt) cede to the soci al

I was well into young adulthood when | consciously gave up and
stopped fighting folhiat most authentic version of myself. | gave in
albeit slowly, over tirfieto how others saw me, and began defining
myself based on the appearance | presented. It turned out to be one of the
most dangerous decisions | Oelfe eve
took me to a place of wanting to die: of being sotiredeexhausted



with the effort of trying to keep my true self hididemconstantly edit

and manage my idenfityny brain became fixated on the frightening idea,
and the overwhelming desire, thairamn my life was the only sensible

option. The only possible way to stop doing the same things over and ovel
and expecting a different result.

Today, I &m t oo busy Iliving out
others think of me. | have my hands full beingnapologetically fierce
feminist and a staunch advocate for all those who have an even harder
time than | do. And I 6ve just pl a
trut h. Theydre not commandment s,
with each othegnd ourselves, over and over, throughout history, and our
|l ives. Which is not to say that
power ful forces, and they exert
to be and who we allow ourselves to become. Butwhad m f i n di
through these small acts of defi
freer. Because whatdos waiting ri
thoughtstrangeof | et ting myself be seen
like to bé is the ralization that, while | may not have created those rules,
| get to choose whether | will seifforce them.

So, my fellow searchers, | say unto you: let us go forth and make asse
of ourselves. Letds put that foot
stained shirt and oO0smokyod eyes; |
welcoming it when people laugh or criticize. Because the alternative is
incrementally extinguishing the |
death by degrees; kowtowing to vetiaers think. And doing things that
scare uandoring us jofi things that other people might think wigiid a
deep, mindful breath where the alternative means slowly suffocating our
i nner most s eolt ¢liehg, but (sa far as s@ence cangell
anyway) we really do only get one
smudge up the glass of this wacky, wondeifuf e youdre | i v
yours, and you only ever need your own permission to make it one that
thrills you.

QY9 5 DO



Banality
BrandMartinez

To have your heart ripped

From your chest

Blood flowing, tears flowing

A gaping wound that

Will not heal

On an astonishing autumn Friday
With the fucking sun shining



Sorrows of Genesis
Sarah Stearman
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Summer in March
Brianna Reed

It was only after a year had passed when, sitting in traumayrecover
watching the glow of the EMORiI g h t | 6d realized
pull me from that cold, endless winter all along. Thebfttesi cold
finally seeped from my bones, and warmth fell in its place. Without so
much as stepping an inch in those months afterward, | was suddenly
flinging myself further and further from that icy winter. With every
painstaking breath that crackl ed
closer to the warmth | never realized | was missing.

But that wasnod6t exactly thsoftru
warmth that crept slightly closer on the dewy grass each morning. Summe
was the girl before me, who sough
Her hearshaped face was etched with concern as warnings spilled out
from her like honey. She was arntgoright flare lighting up my blank
and starless sky.

Do n &t shdlmmd wamédsver our steaming Starbucks mochas. Her
shoulder length hair, mousy and unkempt, was swept back with a tangle o
bobby pins. Her narrowed eyes scanned my body amilshete of
anything amiss. They paused a heartbeat too long at the nape of my neck
where | struggled to conceal the smattering of bruises dancing under my
scar f . Even back then, shedd know
freshly rinsed face wasarlg opposite to my own. | was a mirror
reflecting how my night had gone. Caky mascara splotched my chin, a
stream of eyeliner trailed down my cheek, and my classic ponytail now

framed my face in wild, black wates.k now hi m, Heen. Y «
pak hand reached out and cradled iffeeu | dn ot | be the
that?

How would you know?want ed to fire back,
never reached out in the first pl

wedge into the cracks formingder our feet? Despite the tender and
comforting tone on the edges of her voice, | was too naive to take her
advi ce. Too stupid. I was , in Jac
wantedBe careful, Ren. There are people out there whavomahtleabird
halfj ok e d. Still |l 6d written off S
hedd effortlessly created between
hedd told me was another crazy, |
back of his closdt.was the image of his closet door brimming with
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skeletons that floated through my mind as the glow of the EMDR
machine hummed to silence and fell to black.

FIl oating out of my stupor, Il co
reached for the switches. Thermauecovery room was brought to life in
soft, golden light. With a click of her pen, she smiled at me encouragingly.
Though she hadndét been my therapi
different wavelengths, she knowingly took me under her gentle wing.

Through her drooping crowbds feet, a
with cataracts, she saw things as they really were.
OHow did that meditation go, de
| fumbled with my sleeves, unsure. It all seemed so foreign to me still.
0lt wenguabsPgh®dm hot sure | di
Suzanne chuckled and slipped off her reading glasses.
00h honey, thereds no right or
the path of the | ight, your brain

patterns helping you carvyour traumatolofge r m me mor y . 0
| nodded, still unconvinced, and reached for a tissue on the coffee
table between us.

OTrust me hon, 6 she soot hed. ovY
most, even. I candt i magi nher any o
notes into a manila folder before dimming the lights again.

OLetds end this with something
in your mind. o

With a glowing green flash, a bright line bounded along on the fixture
again. In my mind, | conjured a gittrmeadow brimming with flowers
springing to life. At its center, a lone teahouse stood on a pier in the
middle of a bubbling pond.

Suzanne broke the silence delicately and guided me through the
meditation.

0Step inside, hon. oWhastmedol ?yéo u

Green walls and the faint trickling of a nearby stream welcomed me
into the meditation. The sweet scent of brewing peppermint tea wafted
through the air, riding along the sounds of a steaming kettle. Golden light
drifted through the open windoassd fell onto warm, giant floor pillows.
Quiet, purring mews of a grey and white cat beckoned me into the room,
and | nearly felt fur brush up against my kidale deg@yzanne
instructedExhale even slower. This is the &agytpalnbuse walsvays
safe. It was always a calm haven waiting patiently inside of me.

| always left her office feeling as if | was waking from a haze of
dreams. She always ended sessions with her trademark reassurances.



0Be proud, Ren, 6 Shedd cYroouodnr ewia

As my heels struck the parking lot pavement, her creaky voice echoed
inmymindYyoudére alive. Youdre alive.

As hopeful as Suzanne was, | always lost sight of her words in the
haze of my nightmares. My bed was still plgrfeade and untouched in
the corner of my room just as it had been for months. | still fell asleep
fully dressed, shoes and all. Weapons still lined the hardwood floor. |
awoke in a panic each morning to screams caught in my throat. His eyes,
blue and cdl, held enough water to drown me in them. His hair, gold and
short, framed the edge of my view as | lay stunned on the tiles. His voice,
shaking with unbridled rage, still visited me at night in the form of sobs
andbegDondét go. Dondt go. Dondét go.

It all came to a head by our third EMDR session together. That same
glowing green light that pulled me into the safety of my teahouse now
ripped me violently through those early March memories. It brought back
his steely grip as he reached for more, urdas bnuffed out of my own
existence.

Just as effortlessly as ever, | was reduced to nothing more than a bow
of rice as he took spoonful after spoonful. After gorging himself, all that
was left of me was an empty bowl discarded on the table. Then, | was
nothing more than broken china. | was his splintered porcelain shards
after being shattered against the wall.

His hands had snaked their way under my skin and dragged me down
until | was worn to nothing. His face was merely inches from mine with
hazardousyes crisscrossing back and forth, searching for a chance to tear
into me. With each shift of the green light dancing along the machine, he
mutated from his charming fagade, to his unhinged persona, and morphed
into creatures that werendt even

He was suddenly the robotic, emotionless police officer mindlessly
typing away at forms. He became his criminal defense lawyer, dressed up
in pristine Armani and offering up a devilish smile before hurling insult
after insult through overbleached teethle was in the courtroom,
pressing his seething lips to my ear as he spat carefully crafted lies. The
judge sat in front of wus, gazing
emotionless stare and-strietched smile.

Before | even spoke, the machiiekel off, bright lights swept the
room, and | struggled to catch my gasps. Tear marks lined the cushions
under my nails. Suzanne searched
she murmured. 01 8dd have stopped i



youd. waved her off, feeling my f ac
gasped. O0This is good, right?¢

She smiled sadly yet kindly. 0Y
than you can handl e. 0

Suzanne clambered to her feet to pull for the light switch again.
OHow6s about we do one more go? R
who helped you. 6

| nodded, too out of breath to answer. Wordlessly, | shrunk back into
the couch as the office was swept back into darkness. The glowing line
hummed back to life anddea back and forth, but | was at a loss. Those
who helped me? | remember seeing his dog, Bex, growling and snapping
his heels. | remembered how Jacob and | laughed together that morning a
we tucked cherry blossoms behind our ears. The promise of summer
tumbled along the cold breeze as the dead branches sprung back to life.

From the tiny blossoms, | thought back to the coffee shop where | sat
across from Summer with mochas warming our hands. My memories
spilled out chaaotically, like watercolors spilling onto blank canvas.
Throughout my experiences, Summer simply shiftaah.irshe
transformed into a multitude of women that bound us all together. We
were tattered threads woven back stronger after being undone. She
morphed into the invisible hands reaching out to catch my fall on the
hardwood floors of his darkened room. ®lifeesl from the worried, five
foot-tall German girl to the concerned faces of the nurses at the assault
exam, where their cameras captured all the hidden, broken parts of mysel
Their arms were thick fiproof blankets that absorbed my aftershocks.
Summewas more than just that. She was the battalion of tireless
advocates that followed me with linked arms into each courtroom. She
became the sgiery, reeheaded lawyer with chipped gold nail polish who
held her head high. Traces of her were in eatthagibkanched out to
build bridges afterward when it became too much, or when his face
loomed overhead and his arms were outstretched for more.

0Breathe, Rend Suzanne coaxed.
| watched the light as it faded to black, feeling somefhietly shift
inside me. After | shook off my s

braved the crisp, fresh air. All at once, | felt miles away from last spring
than | had before. Outside, rain poured thick and heavy without a trace of
cloud in sight. stepped into the golden rain and felt the warm droplets
cleansing my skin. With each stronger footstep, | held my head a little

hi gher as Suzanneds same mantra e
heartbeat. 6 m al i ve. I 6m alive. I d6m al i
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Post-Haunted House Meditation
Liz Steppe

For any way | 6ve har med
through my thoughts, words or actions,
| forgive myself.

| forgive myself.

for eating the edible

and going to the Guinness Book of World Records
longest haunted house

and threatening the actor

in the bloody bunny suit.

| forgive myself.

For slamming my hand so hard

over the child actors head

that the plywood vibrated,

and my fingers tingle

with spinters for fifteen minutes. | forgive myself
for any thoughts, words, or actions.

And for clinging to theghirt of a teenager
with a lisp and a bladder problem, | forgive myself.

For any way |1 06ve har med
through my thoughts, wordasr acti
| forgive myself.

someone

someone

1€
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V (the no fun Persian)
Brenton Dudden

Fizz you ol d eyes this
A boys in your head
which sounds like a file inn.
It buries in sound.
Sometimes silent, fairy strange.
Its fast and flake.
Youth heard it by now

The ball room oinconsistency in
our foe cab blue airy is dumb.
Yet we dondt re bolt
like a ball can it explosion.
Instead we sit like the stupid face on your shelf.
(thief) proof in stubborn
ltéds just you, with a b
Why hath it?
tithe nether liked it.

Packs innate it,

change Persians,
| oat against it entirely

Editords Note: We recommend reading



Nutty Gal
Lauren Crowder

The slight friction of the lid. The enticing groan of plastic against
plastic. The pull of the cheap waxy paper that maddeningly never pulls off
in one attempt. The initial aroma of dry roasting, sugar, and what | can
only assume was pure love in an eftibie The first spoon plunged into
its stunningly smooth layer, untouched, unbastardized. The moment right
before the cold silver dives into the alluring substance, hands will hesitate,
to marvel at the satisfying piece of art that lay before theningalish
the sensation of fatty, sugary, delicious joy that the first, second, and last
bite promises to give. All these sensations allowed my shaking legs to
buckle, strong facade to break, and tears to fall freely.

Peanut butter, a funny thing to thinkattright after the man that
you loved for two years, the man that you gave your heart, your soul, your
everything to, told you, over the phone, that he couldn't do this anymore.
That the fighting was too much. That you were too much, and he wanted
out. Mast people would call friends, tell family, hell, cry into a pillow. Not
me. | sat there, on the stoop of my parent's backyard deck, looking
dumbstruck, feeling as though a joke was pulled on me. It had to have
been right? A jokéust a joke, and heric,would come walking out of
some backstage and yell "Got ya, baby!" He would not end -geatwo
relationship over the phone. Would he? He wdiudas a vengeful thing
really, the peanut butter. It had been taboo to me for years. Eric, you see,
was allgyic to peanuts. Not deathly so, but enough that they made him
itch. Thus, | was not allowed to have peanut butter near him, nor eat it.
This taboo is what compelled to me to get up from my stoop, grab my
keys, and head to the grocery store.

The aisle istill crystal clear to me, a whole aisle of assorted nuts that
had been roasted, sugared, blended, and packaged. A simple concept to
many, a foreign one to me. How long had It been since | had even seen a
jar of peanut butter? Long enough for me to leetaldistract myself by
looking, no exploring, each one of them. Trying to find the perfect one.
The one that would ease the pain | refused to feel, the one that would
entice my hunger, for there was a rock that settled where my stomach use
to be, the onthat would turn back time. And then the crashing realization
that finally allowed me to pick a jar came. | was broke. Snatching up the
ninetyninecent jar and praying | had a dollar in my wallet | headed
toward the counter. Choking back pain, ignorarg,tend replaying the
words in my head repeatedly. "l can't do this anymore”.

1€



The first bite allowed every emotion | had been fighting back to spill,
all my hard work foiled by something as stupid as peanut butter. The first
bite was lusciously smoothemwhelming my taste buds with a nutty
sweetness that reassured me. Almost as though the jar could speak,
remarking "Sweetheatrt, it's okay to cry." The second bite a masterpiece of
new textures, for | had broken through the first buttery layer and hit the
chopped peanuts they had left behind. Each bite filled me with a
reassurance and new emotion as | played through our phone call over anc
over in my head. First, "I can't dessthnymore." Second "This is too
much, we haven't been able to stop fightingeld,Téimd the most painful
"l give up." Each bite a bittersweet symphony, that continued until |
looked down and realized | had eaten half of the jar. My counter stained
with puddles of tears. My chest aching from the hitching of my breath. My
stomach full bpeanut butter and distress; | waved my white flag and
retired to my bedroom. It was time for me to sleep.

A week, and thragnetyninecent jars of peanut butter later, my
worst fears had come true. | had been avoiding him adamantly for a week
Duckinginto hallways, bathrooms, and behind shockingly tall freshman
whenever | saw the streak of his red hair and the swagger of this walk. |
was determined to be a ghost. And yet, despite all my diligent efforts, he
cornered me and asked if we could chatddisses that day. The rock
that | had been living with instead of a stomach somehow became heavier
(not even peanut butter sounded appealing) It was as though someone tol
my heart: "hey demonstrate that famous Michael Jackson song and we'll
give you miibn dollars”, my palms sweat, and | began to tremble. My
anxiety, that Eric so deplored, the chemical imbalance | had battled with
since | was just a girl, had come crashing in. And yet, | agreed. | spent the
rest of my day in a haze of panic attacks,jmpppand out of class to
catch my breath or have a power cry in private. All the work | had done to
put myself back together that week had come undone with a few simple
words and the twist of his smile. | was a wreck.

| found myself, after class, aiftin his hot car, refusing to look at
him for | was sure the tears would come. The tears | would fight all
through our relationship, all through the last week, and all through the day
If I glanced at him. They would come. He peered at me, his gazk hot an
easy to detect. And when the words poured from his mouth, they felt like
acid rather than buttery sweet that | had become so accustomed to in the
past few years: "I miss you". He missed me? "Listen," he said as he cuppe
my chin and turned my face towlisl The gesture empowered my tears,
they persisted, | urged them back. "I haven't been able to sleep, or eat, I'v



gotten sick, | miss you." He breathed a sigh that sounded as the heavy as
the rock that lived in my stomacBut | don't know what to dat, may

be too late for us to get back together. Maybe if it was a day or two after
the breakup it would be different. But it's not. What do you think?". What
did | think? | thought this may be some sort of odd trick, | thought the car
was too hot, | thodd | might vomit. Instead of vomiting trembling words
escaped my barely parted lips, "l don't know". A more exasperated sigh
escaped him this time, "you don't know huh? Okay, well when you do,
give me a call would ya?" And just like that, the conversasiawver. |
reached for the door of the sweltering car so quickly | thought | would
tumble out of it rather than step. He drove away. | stood watching his
retreating vehicle, thoughts flooding my already cramped mind. Too late?
He missed me? Did | miss Ritnwant peanut butter.

Arriving home was something out of a dream, numb legs carried me
to my white Corolla that | so dearly loved. The one he and | took for a joy
ride the night | bought it. A hazy mind directed me home, a route | had
taken millions ofimes, resisting the instinct to take a right toward his
street rather than a left toward my own. Watery eyes saw the silhouettes ©
my loving parents as | arrived home. They appeared like watercolor
paintings rather than the physical form they reallyliweas. surreal.

They noticed the pale complexion, the watery eyes, and shaking limbs anc
immediately engulfed me in the warmest, most loving hug | had ever
received. Before | knew it, | was sitting on the floor of our beautifully
clean kitchen, my motharwoman who would gladly kill for her children,
stroking my hair. My father, the most loving and compassionate man that
walked the earth, scooping out the largest tablespoon of peanut butter
anyone had ever seen. Sprinkling it with dark chocolate rahigisigerly
handed it to me. They sat on the cool floor, listening through sobs, and a
peanut butter haze as | recounted my story. They had no advice, no fake
reassurances, nothing but love and compassion to give. Who were these
people, people that | hadréally seen in two years because | was always
with Eric's family, never with my own. Who were these lovely people | had
so foolishly abandoned? They assisted me up and allowed me to sulk to
my bedroom, wishing to be alone for a while. | took the pedtert b

| sat, for what felt like hours thinking but could only have been
minutes. | stood not knowing what to do or how to feel as | peered into
the mirror. At some puffy faced, curly haired, freckly girl who | almost did
not recognize. Who was this divas a girl who covered her beloved
freckles with makeup, straightened her hair, and never ate peanut butter
because she knew that is what he preferred. But who was peering back at
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me? Our differences were striking, but as | peered at this unknown girl |
saw more than just the girl Eric had trained me not to be. Through slight
remarks about my crazy mop of curly hair, or the unwillingness to touch
me when | hadn't any makeup on. | saw a girl who was uniquely and
unapologetically herself. A girl | had dbaad, not unlike my parents,

when | met him And though her face may be puffy and her skin uneven
she held a clumsy kind of beauty that was alluring to me. She had secrets
behind her misty blue eyes that beckoned me to flow and explore who this
girl waswho | was.

The text was a difficult one to send. With shaking fingers, | typed,
asking him to meet me after class. | would not do this over the phone. |
would be better. | walked through the day in a haze as | had done before.
But not through tears, apdnic, but a lighter step and a new confidence |
had not felt in years. | walked to the building that had housed our place for
years. The place we would meet in between classes, and for meals. The
place where | would explain that | did not want to behwittany longer.

A place where his angry dissatisfied retorts stung but did not defeat. A
place where a new girl was reborn, a girl who found a new love for herself
her family, and for peanut butter.
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Beautiful
Jeffrey Suggs

Beautiful

A thousand mirrors

fist shattered with rage

would not reveal the beautiful
he named in her.

A thousand shards

reflecting on her shell

could not divulge

where love had dwelt.
Through the cracks in her vanity
she could only look

skin deep.

Seei nd atnidrde 6 s
blind to the grace

his heart did see.

Rose and Violin Amber Ortiz
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Would You?
Brianna Reed

| think you are absolutely stunning and | would like to take you out to
lunch. Maybe just text? (222D835

I unfurled the folded index card out from its wedge in the door
handle of my tiny white Nissan and felt my stomach curl into itself.
Was the universe just trying to i8bcis n@&fo, Alex, you, and
now this. This was the cherry on top of the constant
bombardment. My shaking legs carried me across campus until |
stumbled to the tiny white haven of my car, only to be met with
s 0 me o n a@lime hpphazdedly stashed, like a secret, in my
door handle.

Was this supposed to be cute? Was this akgpposdedicoetter?
Is the idea of someone watching me climb out of my car supposed to turn
Have me yearning and falling all over myself to text him?

| traced the fading grey indent of the ink scrawled across the
paper . He 6 d t raeeaeddrneath lesmamber, big mi | ey

it just felt mocking. Sardonzon 6t | | i ke that he
away my tear s? Do-apply myleyelinérfter t hat
crying it all of f? Dondt | l i ke h
ths make me feel better?

The crooked, faint squiggle of

privacy. It dragged off to the side and sharply down, almost as if he
was projecting his anxiety into it. Looking at the expressionless
dotted eyes, | sat there in atthe sheer ridiculousness before
bursting in tears. My shoulders shook weakly with laughter, but tear
after tear rolled onto the index card. His smiley face rubbed away
until nothing was left but a blurred smear of blue ink. Erased.

| threw it aside anglrked out a laugh before slumping over
the steering wheel. The past hour kept spinning itself endlessly
through my thoughts. Your bright blonde hair caught the sunlight
in rays of gold while your dark red beard framed your face and
cradled your relaxezghsygoing smile. Dark blue aviators
concealed your stare, but | could still feel your eyes licking flames
down my spine.

Despite the distance, your shadow effortlessly towered over
me like always. | was suddenly on the inside of fogged glass and
unable teescape, like a fading firefly bashing against its glass jar.
Your footsteps echoed after mine as | ran inside the glass doors of
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the library and, just like that, | was frozen. | turned around to face
you, waiting.

You appeared in front of the glass, @jles searching until
you met my gaze. They hardened to a cold, dead stare when they
met mineWhat were you thinking when you saw me from behind, ponytail
bouncing with each step, faster and faster when | realized you were trailin
What did you thimken | pressed my phone to my ear and tugged my jacket
tighter to me? Did you like my dress? Could you remember complimenting
on it inside the airport gift shop all those years ago? Could you spot the dc
dangling fr om mpehimderdé my nghtstandPow vy o
Could you even remember anything? Did you want to talk to me? Repeat |
much you missed me? Would you tell me how much you wanted to talk to
each night while you sobbed in bed?

Would you think to apologize? Wowabitrented at all? Would
you apologize for the death threats? Would you apologize for leaving driec
blood, snot and tears on my dashboard? Would you apologize for the sext
assault examination | needed? Would you apologize for the lies you littere
througtut your court testimony? Would you apologize for the nightmares? |
the fear drenched like ice in the frosty sinews of my bones? For the flashb
and nightmares rotting me from the inside out?

Would you think sorry is enough?
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Chemtrail Sky
A Villanelle
Elizabeth Smith

| taste metallic nanobots on my tongue.
Preprogrammed to eaty taste buds away.
| swallow metallic spittle.

Poison crosses in the sky, been eating all my clouds since | was
young,

Silver lining for breakfast, gold lininglfmrch, my brain becomes
theircheese soufflé.

| taste metallic nanobots on my tongue.

| breathe the smart dust embedded to become part of my lung,
as sound waves in my head grow louder by the order of the day.
I swallow metallic spittle.

| ate those Nanohips thercoughed up their egg foo yung.

Steel grey birds of prey leave their eerie glow as zombie pilots
crochet.

| taste metallic nanobots on my tongue.

They feasted up tomorrow in long rows casually flung.
| look around and wonder if anyone else knoat are they?
I swallow metallic spittle.

Sky writing toxic messages in graveyard rows among
the churning blue sky into ashen gray.

| taste metallic nanobots on my tongue.

I swallow metallic spittle.
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Time Traveler Siv Limary
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Anxiety
Destiny Jones

Leg bouncing,

Hand resting on his head,

He fidgets in his seat

panic internalized,

His eyes dart about

pinpointing every noise and every breath made,
Can't focus,

One thing, one person

too hard,

Words go in and out of his ears,

Most of itmuddled by the sounds of pens clicking,
The teacher calls his name,

Sweat falls from his face

like waterfalls

he expects a river rafter to fall from his brow,

A question was asked,

He can't make it out

because the sound of necks creaking

as students turheir heads to him

is all too distracting,

Breathing becomes heavy like he was in space,
Floating, spinning, gravitation less

he waits patiently to be fed into a black hole,
He sputters | don't know,

Another kid answers,

The teacher is satisfied and tuhesrtback,
Everyone's necks crdzdck into place,

He remembersow to breata
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Road Trip
Victoria Long

I candt recall what | was doing
and told us the news. | was only seven or eight, so the mundane
memories are a litflezzy. | do, however, remember the moment
of stunned silence when she told my aunt, grandma, and me that

shedd be taking me and my I|ittle
in just a few hours. We had all been sittinginmylgraa 6 s r oo m
together watching T h i | e | |l i stened to my a

I had been living with my aunt and grandma the last couple years at

this point. My mother and her husband, my stepfather, were both

addicts and unfit to raise a child. The periods of time when | was

forced to livehem with them were full of abuse and neglect. |

could go days without anything to eat because all of their money

was shot up their arms. | was lucky enough to sometimes be

all owed to live in my grandmads h
| was safe and real for.

That all changed that night. We got no warning. There was no
planning involved. No date set in advanced. No time to let things
sink in or even time to pack all of my things. My mother and
stepfather had just decided that day to buy a cheap R¥ @md
the road before the night was over.

It was my aunt who finally broke the silence. She was angry.
She kept asking why they were just telling us all now, why they
hadndt thought this through or at
they had to take metiwithem. | was in the middle of a school
year, she told them. All of my friends were here, not in Colorado.
She told them it was cruel to rip me away from all that. My mother
argued back, saying | was hers and she could do whatever she
wanted with me. Thaty aunt needed to mind her own business.

My grandmother was quiet.

| begged my mother not to take me with her. To let me stay
with my aunt and grandma. But there was no winning an argument
with her. Her mind was made up. | had no choice but to grab what
few things | could before we had to leave.

| felt like | was in a daze while | packed my bag. My vision was
blurry from all the tears. | felt such a heavy weight on my tiny
shoulders while | stifled back sobs. | put what little | could into the
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small bag. Aew changes of clothes and a couple stuffed animals
were all that would fit.

It took all my strength to lift my bag and turn to walk to the
other side of the house where my mother was impatiently waiting.

Every step | took felt like | was wading throtngtktmud. | took

my time walking what felt like a death march. There were so many
things about my Grandmads house t
memory in case | never saw it again. | memorized every detail |

could from the way the carpet felt under my stwesaked to

the texture of the ceiling. The posters that hung crookedly on the

wall above my tegovered bed. The old bedroom door | had

plastered with an array of stickdise faint yellow hue of the

hallway given off by the aged light fixture. Thyelmlored wood

of the kitchen cabinets and the countertops that were filled with all

our favorite snacks. The fridge covered in magnets that the family

had been collecting for years. The old, warped wood panel wall in

the dining r oo msdaMyellogrflaverdormed s hi d
curtains from the 70s that created a backdrop for the large dining

table. | even tried to remember every little crack in the old paint on

the walls, the grease stains on the oven, the sound of a TV coming

from another room.

Most of al l I remember the | o0k
faces, heartbroken and apologetic, when | stepped into the dining
room where they were waiting for
with tears.

OQur goodbye didndt | astmy ong. I
aunt to give me her Walkman and a couple tapes with our favorite
songs and to exchange final words and hugs before my mother was
pulling me out the door like a cheap ragdoll dragging behind her. |
could only faintly hear my aunt crying over the soung ofvn
sobs and my motherds heavy f oot st

We stepped out into the cool night air where my stepfather
was waiting with the RV. It may as well have been a hulking
monster that | was about to be fefed to. A tomb of anger and
misery, a weathered, dankon cell with no hope of escape. It
stood shrouded in the shadows of the night, silhouetted by the
light of the moon behind it. My stepfather stood in front of it, his
face illuminated by the cigarette in his mouth and marked with an
impatient scowl.
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The rest of the night is a blur, marred by my own grief. The
sounds of arguing from the front seat and my brother snoring in
the bed next to me, as if he was completely unaware of the awful
situation we were now stuck in, remain with me. | see the moving
lights and shadows from a parking lot streaming in the window
when we stop for supplies for our impending road trip. The orange
street lights flash by as we drive down the empty, lonely highway.
The ONow Leaving New Mexicoob6 sign
crossthe state border.
The sign was the final nail in the coffin. Whatever shred of
denial I still held onto was gone. All thoughts that maybe this had
all been a bad dream were left behind the moment we passed that
sign. The quiet hum of the engine offeredamfort as | wrapped
my arms around myself and cried, desperate for the feeling of my
aunt 6s arms around me and the sou
into my ear. But she wasndt there
pulled the Walkman from my bag andddrie music on. That
night | cried myself to sleep with nothing for company but songs
filled with bittersweet memories
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Shoes
Jessica Jones

Childrends feet are bar
Free

Without a cage

As you grow

You lose this freedom

Your feet crput

Wanting to leave this cage

From your first pair of shoes onward

Your feet will never feel this freedom again
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Forgotten
Carly Dilbeck

A commercial stirred me from a cozy afternoon nap, a
checkered blanket was draped over my lap. Before and after
pictures shuffled across the screen, balding men and women
transfor med, confidence restored.
selling Rddeaiynd'!hi Wtkatodl Inext ?6 Si l
rhetorical questioh, t hought for 9suLiedalRPeédd
called as | moved from my recliner in front of the television and
shuffled off down the hall way. 0N

doingi n here?6 | entered the Ilittle
potds contents boiled past the |
my head and chuckled to myself, 0
the stove on. 6 | cluckedfomy tongu

the nob. Clicking the burner off | shuffled down the hallway,

further into the small apartment, passing long forgotten memories

on the walls. One of the frames caught my attention. Linda wore

her grandmotherds dress, tIl rememb
day.SobeautifalLi nda? 6 Conf usiWhereisett | ed
that damn worfatwin bed and dresser greeted me from the

doorway of the bedroomg Linda in sightauddled around, and

approached the last place to look for her, the bathroowckdd

gently on the door and the door swung open easily. The medicine
cabinet was open, orange bottles of various sizes littered the small
counter space. | grabbed the nearest bottle and read the label.
DONEPEZIL, ONE TABLET WITH FOOD TWICE A DAY.

Disarry swept over me. oLinda? Linda
bottle in my hands unsettled in my own confusion. The doorbell

rang interrupting my puzzled thou
high and | ow for you!dé The young
head o t he si de, |l ooking at me wi t h
evening Mr. O86 Toole. 6 She said i
a blue uniform, grocery bags overflowing from her arms. She set

the bags down in the kitchen and

takem your medication today?d She a
hand a kind squeeze, leaving me in the kitchen. Alone again.
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A Touch of Navajo
Janessa Guerro

I held my motherds hand as we w
We went through set of big doors, turned right, walked down the
hallway and stepped down the stairs. My mother looked down at
mesmiling.She ol d me i n Navajo, O0OAre yol
fun | promise.o6 | nodded in agree
door opened. Aady with wavy hair, big smile and soft voice
greeted us. | saw other children laughing and having fun, so | felt

relieved. My mother told me in Na
Lori.o6 | smiled as | shook her ha
allthekidg at hered in front of me. Lori
sense of security even when | did not understand what she was

saying. My mot her , once again in

school by yourself now. Everyone is nice and safe. | know you
dondt k neyare saying yet, lutigive it time. Learn because
it is good for you. 6

I was surrounded by moving lips, laughter, and movements
unlike what | was used to. After what felt like forever, | slowly
began to understand what their lips were saying. Littteeply li
was learning this new language called English. Time flew as the
years went by. | found myself adopting English as my new
language. It became the only language | spoke. At home, the adults
spoke in Navajo. | understood their conversations, bup&obin
it by using English.

Years went by, school went by, and so did the Navajo as it
faded from my tongue. Until one day, my mother and | went to a
presentation at the Chapter House. All the kids from school were
to give a presentation of what theylbached. It was only a few
minutes from home. When we arrived at the Chapter House, | saw
eyes. All eyes feged on me and parents coreelis Navajo. As
the other students presented, they started with an introduction in
Navajo. They shared the four slémat define them. A cloud of
nervousness now shadowed me. | turned to my mother and asked
her to remind me of my clans that | already knew. | rehearsed them
repeatedly in my headhdd met the front of the line. | stood next
to my presentation with swghands and a red face. | opened my
mouth and began to introduce myself in Navajo. The room now
filled with parents smiling as if they were about to break out in
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laughter. | ignored it and finished my presentation in English. On
the drive home, | asked mo m, OWhy were the par
when | said my introduction in Na
expression, she smiled at me and
Bilag88na (Anglo) trying to talék
Navajo became an embarrassmenhtheadred over me. My
family now found my native language as humor. | refused to be
mocked for the next few years.

I am unable to recall an event that changed my perception
about my Navajo language. Somewhere amidst the humiliation, |
decided to face therbiar that separated me from my family. |
taught myself to walk with a shie
in Navajo without a Bilag88na acc
who sought humor in my tongue.

My efforts and time defeated my enemy. | wasledvine gift
of two tongues. They served as a passageway between the two
different worlds | was now a part of. Every now and then, | use
them both at once when | talk in English. You will catch me say,
0cGotheso6 instead ofcombimihgonyhes. 6 |
worlds. Nevertheless, it is incapable of displacing me of my place in
the world. These two languages make me who | am. lesjeend
daywith a touch of Navajo.
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The Lease Said No Pets
Scott Wiggerman

By which | assumed no mammalianfpets

no cats, no dogs, no pigs. Nothing that

requires walking, a leash, a pooper scooper.

But goldfish in a bowl? Finches in a cage?

And then thereds my boyfriend, wh
| treat him like an animal. | admit that

I do call him Poodle when | pat the couch

for him to snuggle up to me, shaid

at him when he doesndt foll ow my

| once put his dinner bowl on the floor

after he barked at me for no good reason,

but whatever | mad#dlook like kibble,

and, nonetheless, he wolfed it down

asthoughitwashe | ast meal hedd ever ea:
I n trut h, heds more of an ornery
I highlightNo Petsn the lease, in case

someday | need to prove that he must go.
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To Live Forever
S.P. Murphy

Have you ever known a soul who was too sensitive for our
world?

I have.

Deep inside | 6ve always known t
too good for this world. His name
matteristhatalr ound he i s one of the be:
known; an opehearted blondbaired blueyed soutrnboy
with an unmistakabl e accent. He d s
if heds awake heds smiling from e

You know those extremely caring, naturally empathic people
who never try to hide it because
him.tHedEirst person | dve met who
work in his spare time. Maybe his spirit compels him to feel like
heds making a difference; |l 6ve ne
Either way, he always spends his free time volunteering at a
homelesstelter or some youth program; the guy always seems to
be doing something right.

Many years later he visited me in Denver. | remember that he
was all excited about his latest volunteer project. He and a few
friends were trying something new. It was cafleddie exchange
and it was a big deal. He 1 ived i
about the idea; a couple of peopl
understand it and he patiently explained how it was saving lives and
maybe one day those peoplelwdu 6 get <c¢cl ean. 6

I still didndét see why it was w
good laugh from some of his stories. Not only was he now creating
his own volunteer work, but there was a group of them acting like
clandestine vigilantes, operating in tadahs, trying not to get
caught by the police. The image of him and his friends doing that
really cracked me up,

-you go buddy!

We kept in touch through the years, but | became increasingly
busy and hedd been busy idince the
eventually get arrested for relentlessly doing something that he
believed in; trying to save junkies. | felt proud of him for taking a
stand, and my buddy and his friends actually won that battle
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because in the end, the city of Seattle started aaxebdlege
program.

Not long afterward, what turned out to be our last
conversation was something | will never forget; it was like a
poignant scene from a movie:

| remember feeling disoriented and confused. My buddy was
standing next to my bed watchingsteep. His skiglue eyes were
mesmerizing.

I nstantly irritated, | sat up a
What have you done?6

Hi s eyes smiled at me: OHey, it
understand. 0

Tears began pooling i nhomy eyes,
could you?o6

He was so cal m: OWe both know t
miss you. 6

Over whel med, [ started stammer.
| €6

He gave me the best smil e, t hat

And then he blurred away to nothing.

I woke up with a jolt and actual tears in my eyes. | rolled over
and curledip, desperately hugging my pillow because | knew he
was dead. | could feel it in the pit of my stomach, that sinking
sickeningsensation, and it was backed by every fiber of my being
telling me that | would never talk to my friend again. His voice was
gone.

There was no going back to sleep after that. And what was that

anyway; thatds not supposed to ha
emotionally powerful, and at the same time, it watawnerible
because it happened. That was no

Another thing that kept me up:
him? Those three small words got wedged inside my throat like a
sharpedged brick; they hurt. People should be able to say that
without fearing some stupid shameful social stigma.

Our world needs more people like him, not less. Why is it so

di fficult for such people? 1td6s n
When his mother called a week |
me, it was mor e actwdallyspokdnbeftreet we dd

that moment. But in a peculiar way | felt ok because he had
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stopped to say goodbye, but I did
even begin to explain something like that?

His mom and | talked for a while and then she asked me if |
might have his Bible. She said it had been in their family for several
generations and they couldnot fin
years and |1 6d have found it if he
look through my storage unit just in chsthose days | was a
partner in a seco#dthnd collectibles shop and had way more stuff
than | could keep track of.

Would you believe | found that Bible at the bottom of a small
box of old hardcover books? He must have left it when he visited a
few Summaerback, and not knowing it was his | tossed it into a
box of older books that ended up
phenomenal that | still had it all those years later; almost every
book we received was donated to a thrift store or the local
womenodos shelter.

Even though wedd known each oth

a single picture, and now I had h
that | hung onto it for a week or so. Then | let it go, or maybe | let
him go, or maybe 101l 1| ttahisvays mi ss

family with a profound sense of closure. Somehow, it has always
felt like | was destined to have that old Family Bible just to make
sure it safely made it back to his family.

Have you ever met a soul on its way back home?

| have.
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Flowers and Peace
Sarah Weiler

Her cheeks were crowded with constellations, clusters of stars,
almost an infinite amount of them. The color of herXigted in
the peonies that wefiaund around the world, and in her eyes were
like every precious stone that lied under the dirt and the oceans.
Even the tears that rolled down her face were the great waterfalls
hidden in public places and the places that were hidden, behind
thick sheetsf trees. She was Mother Earth. She did not only rule
everything, but shea®verything. She had seven children, and of
those seven, was Antheia.

Antheia raised her head from the grass which it laid, with a
large flower crown draped upon her golden .[Bloksslowly stood
up and walked across the small area of forest that hid her presence,
the nature around her right away waking her up, almost like
whispers in her ears. She felt the existence of all the plants around
her, their energy refreshing her. 8bk in a deep breath and
pushed aside the branches and vines she used as a door. She
walked carefully on the balls of her feet to the river that rippled
softly. She appreciated her reflection in the water; her beauty was
among the flowers themselves. ldatures were perfect, she could
enchant any human, and her skin was so delicate.

Antheia was surprised to hear faint footsteps behind her. She
turned her head around and saw a man. Her best friend Iris had
warned her about strangers, but this one hadrtbka god. He
was too beautiful to be mortal, and even the air around him
seemed to glow. The flowers that Antheia had grown herself were
even reaching out to the man. She felt inclined to stand up and
introduce herself, but she fought the feelingc@hd feel the
flowers at her back urging her to arise, so she did just that. The tree
roots under the ground guided her towards him.

Ant heia reluctantly spoke the w

He turned around to meet her gaze. Her eyes shone like stars

andhe figure was el egant, al most |
butsmileo Yes madam?56
0l couldndét help notice how my

towards you. They have not done that for anyone except for
myself. | am curious why they find such an iniergsti. Are you
a mortal 2?0
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He | et out a smal |l | augh, oONo,

fruits of the earth, 6

He gave her a small bow and aga

acqguainted. ¢

She smiled and gave a respectfu

Antheiadaughter of Mother Earth, and caregiver to nature and
peace. I am also joyful to be

oCaregiver to peace, that is
worl d. o

oOVery much.

ol would thi

After a smal
having to part so soon, but |

She gave a tight lipped smile, looking down at the ground,
although butterflies rushed in her stomach.

ol am hereag eatvetrhye nroirni ng. o

He bid her adieu and said to
madam 0

As the butterflies in her stomach did not rest, healthy ferns
grew plentifully in her surroundings. She trimmed the greenery
around the area, still with the thoughittis in her mind. From
then till dusk she continued her daily activities with the feeling he
gave her in his presence. She had never met a god before other
than her father, and he was very harsh to Mother Earth and her
daughters. Attis seemed quitesd#int.

I't is a blessing
nk so. o6
I

The next morning, Antheia arose from her grass bed, and
pulled the vines aside to reveal the river from afar. She hurriedly
went to the river and enjoyed the sound of the moving water,
waiting for Attis to arrive. She waited and waited, butraasoo
she heard the near whispers of the flowers, she knew he was there.
She turned around and soon saw Attis walk into the natural
courtyard from the rest of the wistful forest.

She gave a small wave, suppressing her smile.

0 He mddam 06

Thistmeshe oul d not hold back her
With that, a fl ower crown grew
help but blush. Attis laughed and gestured to the spot of grass
beside her.

oMay 1?60
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She softly nodded her head, so he sat beside her. He handed
her a small bundle. Once she unwrapped it, it had a small piece of
bread and round fruit. She first ate the bread, then soon took a
single bite of the fruit. Once she had, her eyes lit up and she
immediately looked at Attis.

0l have nevergtaatkd a fruit s

He told her thahe had grown it himself, and that there were
many more that he could bring to her. She instantly accepted the
offer. She was never able to grow fruits as well as she was able to
grow other plants and flowers. After she had &dibkr fruit he
said that he must be off. But before he left, he planted a seed in the
middle of her courtyard. He said that it was the fruit that she said
she had loved so much, so she would never run out. By the time he
exited the courtyard, a tree eraérigom the soil, it grew foliage
and fruits. As many fruits as she would ever want. It would not be
something that she could forget.

Attis began visiting every day. They would sit by the river and
Antheia would eat a fruit from the tree he had planézy tme
he visited. They would talk about their childhood, their families,
the stories of their adventures, anything. It was only a matter of
time before they knew everything about each other. They fell in
love, it was inevitable. Sometimes inevitaldeddhe best kind of
love, this was one of those times. The surroundings of the forest
had never been more prosperous; a flower crown was always about
her head, and ferns were filling every corner of the courtyard.
The blissfulness their relationshild heid not last long
without disturbance. Antheiads f a
relationship. He was outraged. One morning, her father came
raging into the courtyard. The flowers and the plants immediately
wilted slightly in fear at his arrivaltbma could almost hear them
plead. Attis quickly stood in front of Antheia to protect her.
Antheia stuttered, but tried again.
OFather what are you doing here
She immediately recognized the anger from her father like in
her childhood. Her mother appehrea f t er hi m. 0 Ti me
he would not.
Antheia knelt down on her knees and clutched her hands
together. She bowed her head down and held her eyes shut. She
whispered silent prayers to peace. The louder her father spoke, his
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booming voice filling théraosphere, the harder she prayed, and
the more the plants wilted.
Mother Earth was losing her patience. She tried her best to
calm him down, but he kept on, just like he always had. Time
swung a large arm at her, and left a mark on her shoulder.
A n t h madthar@réed out in pain. Meanwhile, Father Time turned
to Attis and swung at him. Anthei
continued to pray to peace. Before Time was even able to lay a
hand on Attis, a gust of wind came from the forest spiraled around
Time The wind filled Mother Earth and with one blow at once,
Mother Earth hit Time. All that remained was dust, that floated
away in the wind. Antheia dropped to the ground, now tired. Attis
stood shocked.
Attis asked Antheia, agthes a car e
power it gives do such a thing?6
Ant heia raised her head and sai
how peace is achieved, but only to ask peace to do the deed
however it may be. 0
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The Lake
Kristina Seraphin

The screen door bounced against its frame, rattling and
grumbling, until | slapped the handle with my hand. The door
sl ammed into place, glaring back
already running across the back yard. The sun was warm on my
face and | cdd see the water, sparkling like a million diamonds,
waiting for me like an old friend. The great lake was too cold to
swim in most of the year. But once the mercury started reaching up
the thermometer, | would wade into the cold, slimy water. We had
to waar old tennis shoes because of the rocks and chunks of
random debris mixed in with the muck. You never knew what you
would find: a sparkling piece of beach glass, polished smooth over
decades of tumbling amid the sand and muck; a tin can, rusty and
fragile barely clinging to lifé&/here did you comeHatiha?shell,
missing its owner, gave me adjed smile. A chunk of
driftwood, on its way to some other party, waved a little hello, then
goodbye as it floated awdshere are you going?

The old couple, who lived at the shore-saard, told me
about the storms. The oreeeryfewdecade storms. Storms so
intense that the waves crashed against the base of the cliff,
hundreds of feet from the beach. The ones whose force claimed
entrewei , dr agging them out into dee
sai d, Ot hereds a well out there w
warning only made the lake that much more intriguing. Like the
forest. Like any place | could escape to for a few minutes of
sanctuary. Where the others did not follow. But not in the dark.

That was their time.

Sometimes we went out in the little boat. The outboard
sputtered to |ife and we woul d sk
safe to go out any dnamybedeeone We dd
or two little perch. The neighbors had a bigger boat and would
come back with a bigger catch. | cringed when | watched my
friendds father clip a Iive fish
stomach. The perch flopped and struggledeiftoloding away as
it stared at us. | had seen that look in the eyes of the victims before
they hurt them. Desperation. | wondered if | looked that way when
theyhurtmeDon &6t scr eam. Dondt | et thei
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The waves lapped against the shore while | cestelhrge

towel. The sun was starting to sink behind me, opposite the water.

But there was plenty of light for now. In high summer it stayed

light until almost ten. A flight of small birds flew overhead, a

sudden burst of activity. Then it was quieha8aftly, the waves

kissed the beach. The water whispered and sang, a special concert

just for me. Come join us, sang the carp that shattered the calm

surface. They left only ripples, vanishing back into the murky

water. | thought | could still hear thehispersCome join us. They

candt hu tsiftedythoough thenfipensand, sparkling bits of

history falling between my fingers. | climbed the short road up to

the house and slammed the screen door. It would be dark soon.
Somehow, | was not aftal learned to lock away the fear.

Every bad thing went into a little box, hidden away. That way |

could stild]l enjoy the sunshine. [

voice whisperingtoméou 61 | al ways have the ¢

Thedarknesocul dndét penetrate my hopes

hope like a warm coat. It protected me. | learned to forget the

demons, until | fell asleep. Then, would the nightmares remind me.

The whitmpped waves broke as they struck the cottage. Wave after we
umrelenting. | watched the water crash against the glass window panes. Th
not break. The waves overtook the house. The valsaiilltbeod.
frontdoof.he car woul dndot start. The w
left.| watched thaves overtake the little house. The flood encompassed
everything. The car. Me

| woke up choking and gasping for air, lying on my bed under
a warm blankegafe. A thousand miles away from the Plast.
ni ght mares about t he Tlhaké vdo méte nc
replaced by other terrors. Nightmares about being buried under
musty leaves in the fallow earth, withessed only by the mottled
birch and spikey pine trees. Sometimes | dream about the burning,
or the needles. But, the ones about the bigisakg up are still
the scariest. The extreme power and relentlessness of the waves;
the impersonal death under muddy, murky Weteste no one would
ever knoBut | know.l know why | am Hemen here to tell the
story, for thostebevabse mycvaige B 6till s pe ak.
strong. They tried and tried, but they could not silence my song. |
sing because | caind the monsters will never stop me.
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In a hurry
Venkat Nagaswami

Every morning in a hurry,

when making coffee, toasting bread,
I long for the arms of the lofty pines,
gently waving, adding breeze.

Every morning in a hurry,

looking for shoes, socks with no holes,
| envy the turtles resting on dewabd,
on the duck pond, in no rush to move.

Every morning in a hurry,

dressed in shadeflifeless grey,

| yearn for the sight of flowering plums,
adding color against clear blue sky.

Every morning in a hurry,

packing my bag with pc and mouse,

I think of the swans gliding in pairs,
sparrows chirping, little robins feeding.

Every morning in a hurry,

dodging roadrunners crossing my path,

I laugh, égBluodudbwmi r d,
you dondt have to catch a bus.
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