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Geraldine & Andy 
By: Abigail Sheaffer 
 

ootfalls over sagebrush and 
thicket, twigs snapping. She sits on 
an Adirondack chair facing the 

lake, swaddled in an afghan. A slight 
breeze off the water and the water looks 
still as a mirror. Somewhere in the 
distance, a loon coos and a cardinal sings 
up high in a scrub oak tree. She takes a sip 
of coffee while he sits beside her. The first 
thing she notices is his hands, hairy and 
riddled with liver spots. He leans back 
against the chair and sighs. His boots are 
muddied with soil and damp aspen leaves.  

He reaches out his roughened hand, 
coarse with time, the calloused blades of 
his fingertips delicately hold her soft and 
wrinkled hand. She notes the tattoo on his 
arm, a record-faced lady with her hand 
raised, faded baroque feathers. His limpid 
blue eyes—cool like water—gaze into her, 
prying.  

Warm tears come almost suddenly, 
and she hangs her head quietly. In his 
mind, she is still nineteen, and in his mind, 
he can still see himself at her doorstep 
when they were twenty-six. Her hair is 
gray now, and there are crow’s feet 
around her eyes. He can see it’s going to 
storm soon because they resemble viridian 
marbles. She curls her lips as he dabs away 
a tear from her cheek.  

 
He unloads the truck while she stands 

at the sink. The cool Colorado air filters in 
through the cracked window. Geraldine 
watches with a wry smile while a 
hummingbird flits his wings and ducks his 
long nose into the bird feeder. Beside her, 
in a black ashtray, her cigarette waits, a 
veil of smoke filling the air. Andy comes 
into the house, smelling of diesel and rust, 
the screen door clamps shut behind him, 
the rusted wires of the door whine.  

“Did we forget anything?” she asks, 
her hands dripping with soap.  

“Nope,” he says, opening the fridge 
and grabbing a beer. The aluminum can 
feels cold beneath his fingertips, and a cut 
on his thumb from unloading the hickory 
logs, smarts. The tab snaps back and he 
lifts his head back to welcome the beer 
into his mouth. Geraldine’s gaze is 
directed at the gravel road between two 
balsam fir trees where a possum wanders.  

He opens his mouth after a long sigh, 
the smell of hops and barley emit from his 
lips. She notes the indulgent curve 
between his pugnacious nose and the 
plumpness of his upper lip. He tilts his 
head down, gazing at the wooden floor.  

“We said we weren’t going to talk 
about it this weekend,” she says, placing a 
dish on the drying rack. She blots her 
hands on a paper towel and lifts the 
cigarette to her lips. She exhales and he 
furrows his brow. She shapes the ash 
against the tray. In the corner, near the 
radio, their bloodhound sleeps. His 
sonorous breathing and the quietness of 
the woods surrounding them is almost too 
much. She turns her back to him and 
watches the possum wander back into the 
woods. 

 
She collects the logs in her wool 

sweater and listens while an owl coos 
from a Douglas fir tree. Andy places 
water-worn stones from the creek around 
a spot in the yard. Maple and aspen leaves 
carpet the ground. Geraldine approaches 
in her old hiking boots and, kneeling on 
the forest floor, carefully places the 
hickory logs together with pieces of twigs 
and other kindling. She feels Andy’s gaze 
on her cheek, and for a moment, blushes 
while pushing back a strand of hair. He 
places his hand under her chin as she 

F 
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slowly rises up from the ground. She 
brings her face to his.  

They sleep under the skylight, 
beneath the cedar ceiling of their cabin. A 
wolf howls across the lake. He brings his 
hand to her spine, up under her nightshirt. 
She turns to him with a look of shame and 
guilt while he clutches for something that 
is not there. He makes love to her anyway.  

 
The dreams he has of her at twenty-

seven are vivid. She is young with a 
lineless face, her hair like charcoal, and her 
eyes like jades. Her breasts, two snow-
covered mountains, with nipples like 
cherries. He is twenty-seven, too, and they 
linger in his basement apartment in the 
city. She is real beneath him, the curves of 
her body piece perfectly with his. He 
kisses her, each kiss a wayward star—
existing and dying in the flicker of a 
second—and time moving even faster 
than it did before.  

Midnight, and her side of the bed is 
empty. The kettle hisses downstairs on the 
stove and panic fills him. He races out to 
the porch, his moccasins 
barely on his feet. The 
metallic taste of fear fills 
his mouth and his blood 
runs cold. She wanders 
barefoot, over the carpet 
of leaves, into the forest. The banging of 
the screen door doesn’t rouse her, nor do 
his screams. Deeper now, she wanders 
toward the main road where hysterical 
ridge runners drive their rusted Buicks 
maniacally; Andy cuts his big toe on 
gravel, nearly loses his balance while he 
races at breakneck speed to her; another 
ridge runner races past, a ripped and 
stained couch on the back of the truck 
slamming recklessly, barely tethered to the 
trunk, and Geraldine not so far behind.  

He reaches her, he shakes her awake, 
lucidity, if only for a moment.  

 

The other signs are like nicks to his 
heart. They were subtle at first, where she 
left her keys? Where she parked the car? Did she 
turn in that article on time? Did she remember 
the milk? So simple, so arbitrary, so benign. 
So she forgot that recipe for Sole 
Almandine, so she forgot the main 
ingredient in Coq au vin, or how she 
roasted fingerling potatoes. Anyone could.  

Then, she forgot his birthday. He 
thought she was being callous at first, 
taking a stab at him for spending too 
much time in the studio and not with her, 
but then her eyes had been so soft and 
vulnerable. Her eyes that day were not 
deep viridian or even jade, but polluted 
like river water, it was as though someone 
had turned off a light.  

There would be moments of absolute 
clarity, beautiful vividness, and then she’d 
flicker. She forgot their daughter’s 
birthday, the name of her grandchildren. 
Senior moments, she called them when the 
clarity came back. I’m just old, she’d say.  

At the end of July she didn’t show up 
at the publishing house. Margot, her 

secretary, called Andy, 
wondering if they’d 
taken a lovers weekend. 
The first pangs of fear. 
They found her in the 
Bronx near a bodega. 

She said she was looking for her 
childhood dog, Freddy.  

He took her to the doctor. Dementia, 
he said, in no uncertain terms. He suggested 
fresh air, lots of activity. He told Andy to 
be wary at night, to keep watch.  

Now they were here, and she was 
lucid, or she had been lucid, but the fabric 
of her mind was shredding, the linen of 
her thoughts inexorably torn. He’d 
stopped drinking heavily when they’d 
finally gotten together at the age of 
twenty-six, after their seven years 
separated due to circumstance. He’d 
wasted seven years with Matilda, the 
woman he didn’t love, out of fear and 

The kettle hisses 
downstairs on the stove 

and panic fills him. 
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self-doubt, all the while yearning for 
Geraldine. Then he got her, and they were 
happy and he wanted for nothing, but 
now the ache was back, and their time was 
limited.  

He showered her off, wrapped her in 
a soft, terrycloth bathrobe, and placed her 
in an armchair. He turned on the radio. A 
waxing crescent moon glowed outside the 
window, and in the moonlight, he saw her 
as she was at twenty-six. His heart roiled 
and yearning filled his veins. Angrily, he 
stared into his tumbler of Johnny Walker 
Black before draining the glass. She 
looked over at him, her streak of grey hair 
bold against her otherwise black mane.  

Lucidity, if just for now. 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

 
 
 
Abigail Sheaffer is the editor-in-chief of Chicago Literati and The Vignette Review. Her fiction 
has been published in Bird's Thumb, Bluestockings, Lit Literature, and Literary Orphans, and 
others.  
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Tunnel Vision 
By: Alisha Ebling 
 

ou pull a bag of frozen berries 
from your freezer and wrap it in 
a towel. It’s one of the super 
plush kind, bought at IKEA 

some time ago during one of those trips 
you two used to take where you strolled 
through the too-bright hallways and 
planned your life events: First, towels. 
Maybe later, a couch, an interesting lamp, 
a bureau with split drawers, three for each 
of you; eventually kitchen gadgets, a bed 
frame, a crib, plush toys in the shapes of 
vegetables, then getting ahead of yourself 
because IKEA has a way of doing that.  

You hand him the berries wrapped in 
a towel.  

I’m using those to make a smoothie 
tomorrow, you tell him.  

He accepts it wordlessly and presses 
it to his eye, the one that met the fist of a 
stranger in a bar a few hours ago. He leans 
his head against the wall behind him. 

So, the one I got when I was sixteen. 
Limited edition. I still remember the store. 
Willy’s, in Richmond, though. Not in D.C.  

You nod and listen while he holds up 
a De La Soul record, the cover of which 
has two cartoon figures holding hands, 
one white, and one brown, like you. He 
passes the record to you and you hold it in 
your hand and listen to his memory of 
buying it. The record isn’t special. Your 
mind drifts to the student loan payment 
due tomorrow that you can’t afford.  

Nice, right? 
Nice, you say. You don’t talk about 

his eye. Or the fight that caused the black 
eye. Or the number of beers he had 
before the fight. Or his best friend who 
died a year ago today, whose photo sits 
across from you on the shelf with his 
other hundred records, whose Mona Lisa 
eyes stare at the two of you sitting there 

holding things like a record and a bag of 
frozen berries. 

You yawn. You spent too much time 
tonight worrying that he’d been stabbed. 
In a few more hours, you’ll need to wake 
up too early to go to a job that you hate 
and that can’t pay the bills to support 
both of you. He yawns, too. You’re both 
tired, both have other things you try to do 
in the space between work and life 
because you both call yourselves artists. 
You’re both in love and sleep deprived, 
moving through the days like a dream you 
keep reliving and can’t get out of.  

And this one, he says, pulling himself 
from the couch with some effort (he was 
on the ground, the other guy on top of 
him, surely he pulled something in his 
back), this one here is a masterpiece. You 
can’t touch Dilla. You just can’t. You can 
try, but you can’t. 

You didn’t actually see it happen. 
You were talking to someone else, another 
guy. You don’t remember what you talked 
about. You sipped your beer and said Yeah 
my boyfriend’s the DJ loud enough so the 
guy wouldn’t think you were hitting on 
him because you know guys; and then the 
guy said something, and there’s a 
commotion, and then there he was, the 
man you say you love, on the floor with a 
bloody nose, swollen eye. 

Are you hungry? You ask him. I can 
make a sandwich.  

He tells you he doesn’t want a 
sandwich.  

The anxiety you felt earlier was 
diffused with anger, then sadness. It was 
an easy transition: terrified at first when 
he ran out the door and away from the 
bar, your movements too slow to catch up 
and follow him, the ensuing gut-tugging 
panic of not knowing where he was; anger 
when you saw him twenty minutes later, 

Y 
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his face smashed against the side of a 
police car, his wrists twisted at an odd 
angle behind his back, the cop saying Back 
up, back up, do you know this guy? 
Because you’re a screaming white woman 
and because he’s a black man and that’s 
how they treat black men in this city.   

Now the way he sits back down is 
sad, the way he winces when he touches 
his face is sad. The way he pulls his hand 
away when you try to interlock it with 
yours. It’s all sad. 

When you announce that you’re 
going to bed, it’s late, you have work in a 
few hours, you can’t take off, he stays in 
the record room, running the hand that’s 
not holding the ice pack along the cover 
of The Blueprint. Jay-Z probably had 
problems like this, you want to say. But 
the joke isn’t really a joke. It’s too 
obvious. You’re not very funny. 

You don’t really sleep but instead fall 
into a space where you can convince 
yourself you are, and when your alarm 
goes off only three hours later you’re 
already prepared for it, up and at ‘em. In 
the other room he’s asleep sitting up, his 
head back, his mouth open, the frozen 
berries soggy in their bag next to him, the 
towel soaked through. You pick up the 
bag, put it back in the freezer, grab 
broccoli florets, wrap them in a new 
towel, and lay it on his eye. 

On the train to work, someone talks 
about God and someone else asks for 
money. One says Please, I’m not a bad person, 
please. The other one says If you trust in God, 
He will show you the way. But you don’t have 
any change to give and you don’t believe 
in God so you turn your headphones up, 
lay your head against the window, and 

watch as the train rushes through the 
tunnel.  

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

 
 
 
Alisha Ebling is a Philadelphia-based writer. Her fiction and poetry have been published 
nationally and internationally, most recently through The Head & the Hand Press, Stockholm 
Review, and Dhaka Tribune: Arts & Letters. Her work explores femininity, family, and the 
relationships that shape us.  
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How I Blew It in Washington  
By: Jaclyn Weber 
 
Sucking your presidential cock was such a letdown.  
It wasn’t even fat and I’ve had better steak at Sizzler, 
thicker and the meat fell off— 
the rising boner draped in national flag tie,  
a commander in heat sucking my oval office. 
**Presidential Dirty Talk** 
Sexy foreplay, role-play, blonde wig,  
white dress, singing Happy Birthday- 
Mr. President I’ll reenact your inauguration. 
Place my left hand on your pocket bible.  
Swear slang to my country, the oral majority.  
“Oh man, I'm still raw - she gave me a proper Lewinsky.” 
Use the hem of my dress to wipe cum from my chinsky  
Blamed, bashed, going down in history a piece of trash,  
skeleton in Clinton’s closet hanging alongside sport jackets. 
I love you, miss you and you will forever deny  
you felt my heart beat beneath blue dress. 
Fingering then pointing, “That woman.” 
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Pronouns  
By: Jaclyn Weber 
 

Editor’s Note: 
Trigger Warning: Sexual Assault 

 
A noun can be a person, place, or thing:  
 
Joe saw Jill. 
Jill was wearing a short skirt at the Sigma Alpha Epsilon party. 
Jill was drinking vodka Red Bull. 
 Joe noticed Jill was getting a little sloppy.  
 
A pronoun is a word that takes the place of a noun: 
 
He drugged her.  
He took her to the back of the frat house. 
He tied her up, pulled her ass up. 
She moaned, he thought this meant yes.  
 
She /ʃiː/ is a feminine third-person, singular personal pronoun (subjective case) 
 
We tell rape stories like they have set pronouns.  
Like pronouns don’t flip around 
 HE can’t rape HIM 
We ignore his statistical majority  
Numbers aren’t high enough  
to care about his percentage because  
 
He /’hi:/ is a masculine third-person, singular personal pronoun in English.  
 
He is too masculine to be raped 
He covers his mouth 
Drags him behind the bleachers  
 
He (subject) wanted it, His cock (possessive) in Him (object)  
 
He needs to shallow it. 
Needs to forget it ever happen 
because there is no grammar rape rule for 
A pronoun is a word that takes the place of a noun: 
 
Joe saw James at Sigma Alpha Epsilon. 
James was wearing a white T-shirt and Guess jeans, he was drinking vodka Red Bull.  
Joe saw James was getting sloppy. 
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Subject pronouns are used when the pronoun is the subject of the sentence:  
 
He drugged James, he took James back to his room.  
he tied him up, pulled his ass up,  
James cried, he knew James meant yes 
 
Who is a male  
or the pronoun (he)  
which is masculine  
IT cannot be raped  
there is no commonly used possessive pronoun for  
IT happened  
no "not another rape poem" 
there is no (he) raped  
no poetry streaming YouTube about his jeans ripping 
about his shirt stained with blood  
and tears when (he) called (him) 
"Bitch shut the fuck up" 
 
Bitch (a female dog or an immoral woman.) 
Not (him)  
Who still bleeds when (he) walks. 
Not (him) 
Who cries still when fast asleep. 
Not (him) 
Who can't glance at his own reflection. 
Not (him)  
who gets confused trying to write a poem 
with the correct pronouns.  
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Trimesters 
By: Jaclyn Weber 
 

 
 
 
 
Jaclyn Weber has been published in Bird’s Thumb, Bluestockings, The Feminist Wire, Pentimento Magazine, 
and Write Bloody Publishing. She has been featured at Peoria's lively Whisper and Shout reading series, 
along with performing at Cornell College and The University of Illinois Springfield and Upper Iowa 
University for their Fine Arts Series. She won the 2013 and 2014 Academy of American Poets Prize 
and the 2013 Civil Rights Poetry Competition at Bradley University.   
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On the Borderland Between Florida and Atlantis 
By: Anna Kay Sears 

 
n an out of the way cul-de-sac, the end of the road. The world comes to a close. Marshes hide 
the bones of our grandfathers; creatures from other millennia roam, still hungry. Their prey long 
since extinct, they settle for things that can never satisfy. And the fireflies glow, above all, 

illuminating; these our greenish embers grow.  
In the distance, like the sunrise, the rockets bloom. You'll regret this forever, you know, forever 

if you never get to see. We're going back in time; there is nothing to replace this. I try to warn the 
others, but they do not heed me. They do not embrace the little we've left. They believe in the blind 
future. I am reminded: 

“The first thought that I had when I got into orbit, was not something involving pioneering; it was, hooray, we 
Americans have another man in orbit, and now we're tied with the Soviets.”1 

How we long for the rockets' roar. Why have we done any of this, and how do we find 
ourselves here? Will we ever feel the same way again, as we did this past and passing decade? Did we 
come here out of fear? Afraid and so we blindly love. Blindly live. We feel foolish not to have 
realized. These children should have known. The lies that science tells the young. Is it even a thing 
that can be done? Our lives so heavy on our backs, can we even withstand the journey without 
forsaking the past we're roaming for? 

In my dreams, we make the best of each other. There is no other way we conceive. We eat our 
banquets, we tell our stories. Nothing sweeter, nothing safer. The laws of nature accept us into their 
fold. We make music only we are meant to hear. By and by, curious, the world hears, is shattered by 
our beauty. We bend down on our knees and put her back together.  

Tender, the little lambs grow sheepish. Crocodiles weep for them. Back by the quays, the 
hunters gather. Gun-wharfs glow in the mist. This is where it began, this is where it ends. This is 
where I wait for its return. The sun cracks my skin, burns holes in my vision. In the afternoons, the 
clouds gather and the sky weeps. I rely on this outburst. All other times I see through a shade, a dark 
film over the earth. A moment begins and ends, now and then, that I see, again, all the colors, all the 
sparkling light. I lift the darkness, foolish, cautious, and all is that much brighter and briefer, sweeter 
and— too much, the might; I close my eyes and see still. Shut so tight, they bruise. 

This kingdom come and gone. 
And afternoon, sleeping, dreaming, hiding in the haze, blankets and humidity. All of this ended 

before I was born. We have reached the highest heights, wax poetic melting, all that is left is the 
plunge. To remember golden, age gracefully into the dark horizon. The rockets stop, the alligators 
remain hungry, our palms sweating. The end of the road bends in on itself.  

If we're lucky, this land, and we, will sink into the sea.  
 

 
 
 
Anna Kay Sears is an artist & writer currently living & teaching in Japan, where she enjoys the 
company of armies of rabies-free stray cats. 
  

                                                   
1 Quoting the late astronaut Scott Carpenter, as featured in the short film “Story of Intrepid.” 
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Two Clowns 
By: Audrey Carroll 

 
For Mr. & Mrs. J 

 
No stranger pair born 
than the head doctor 
and her ward 
Tragedy granting the doctor 
every reason to fall 
and with a ward so charming, 
How could she resist? 
Years of attempted murders 
both have survived 
switching which side of the gun 
each was on, who got 
the last laugh 
And that's what today is all about: 
Laughter in the madness 
at the madness 
surrounded by enemies of enemies 
for a person who would 
kill or die for the other, 
laughing the whole way 
and her ward with the red 
smile, who mostly likes her 
Sometimes 
Never have such a perfect pair 
of clowns been joined 
To a future of many 
Successful plans 
Endless riches 
Smile upon smile 
And may you both 
Finally 
have that single thing 
you want most— 
Freedom to run the streets 
Freedom from the knight 
 
 
 
Audrey T. Carroll is an MFA candidate with the Arkansas Writer's Program and graduated with a 
BA in Creative Writing from Susquehanna University. Her work has been published or is 
forthcoming in Fiction International, Hermeneutic Chaos, Foliate Oak, Writing Maps' A3 Review, The Cynic 
Online Magazine, and others. She can be found at http://www.audreytcarrollwrites.weebly.com/ and 
@AudreyTCarroll.   
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A Synopsis of the Heart Every Nation Will Not Fail To 
Imagine 
By: B.B.P. Hosmillo 
 
 
We went to the central library to fuck. 
The tables were telling anonymous love 
and named hatred written all over their 
bodies and the chairs were gone. You, 
the spectral researcher, thus the panoptic 
head, have made this place the great 
preface to deconstruction and obviously, 
we were meant to put all the meanings 
we knew where they will not break down. 
We said they’re ours. They’re ours. We’ve 
dreamed about them: Hello Queer Citizens. 
They’re not like prized veneered burls of 
Pterocarpus, woods that get stronger as 
time proceeds the telling we’re a night 
before the future. They’re trapped and 
unrecognizable mice required to speak 
which part of the human is kind as 
suffering continues. This is how to see 
them: we ask a group of students to 
watch a horror film, we give each of 
them a good seat in the cinema, we give 
them foods, we ask them not to be afraid, 
we tell them the ghosts don’t know how 
to kill. Can you hear their screams 
breaking the bulb of a synthetic 
lighthouse where two men are outlined 
and kissing mistaken as ghosts? One 
curse, one-step outside the house we 
built, then what follows is the history of 
forgetting us. This is one history of ruin. 
This is how we suffer every time we 
teach desire to be love. Here is the 
monster that protects us. Here is your 
safety, your prayer for our ashes that bury 
a river. Your rally in which we can’t walk 
in. Your yuletide season greeting us to say 
goodbye, your yuletide recipe where our 
hunger is not included. But here we are 
again, telling love to be patient the way it 
made a Biblical sense. Or so how 
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common sense makes great nonsense. 
Great, nonetheless. 
              Meanwhile, the thickset book on 
the floor was called the Under-theorized 
Theory of Ruination and I thought I could 
re-write it, and as such it followed I could 
remake Jerusalem, I could bypass all 
penises in the world by not talking to 
them when they’re searching for clues 
inside me. The book you were writing 
was called the Genealogy of Pain because 
your case study had always been based on 
the want to have a body—this pronoun 
made possible by the invention of 
plagues which are nothing but words that 
mean the collapse of the world when 
pronounced. Is it possible? Not the 
collapse but the world where we are. 
Who wouldn’t want to have a 
hometown? Someplace to return to for 
the womb that is not a rain-digested 
grave. You keep telling us there’s a gum 
underneath our umbrella palate. You can 
see us behind the empty shelves chewing 
like goats, waiting to be meat. You can 
see us reading another book for the pages 
where our names are scattered policemen 
are gathering to be autopsied. Because 
you have the forceps. Because you need a 
martyr out of us, a teased man who 
should die before everybody knows why 
it’s bad to kill, that to lose him isn’t as 
important as the moment of having him. 
So I put him gently inside my eyes. He 
was twining blankly, seeking for the hose 
of the fire extinguisher, he was asking if it 
hurt, the fire didn’t hurt, the absence of it 
did, he was ready to blame you and you 
were running, I knew you were running 
to the water fountain outside. Did you 
drink? Did you vomit? Did you not want 
to see us wasted? Did you not figure on 
your way out how we would leave the 
space that made us determined? Did it 
talk to you? Did it tell you Get lost animal! 
Did you keep, again, the fear of believing 
we can be gentle and gentler and human?  



   
 

19 
 

                          There was a brightening 
portion of what you left that didn’t get 
severe damage: the stainless pen that 
keeps the run for words to survive the 
chemicals. I assume you want to take 
note of this, the empty contents that 
hazards tend to become. But how can 
you write without seeing us? If you’d say 
I felt the two of you, your lips against the teeth, 
would it be enough to speak of the past, 
that what you have is memory and not 
fantasy or the criminal you took charge 
of to expose a crime? If you’d believe 
that he trusted me, would you be 
convinced he didn’t refuse me, that he 
ended the fire not for fire’s sake but for it 
to be immaterial like destroyed birthright, 
like what you have given us, which is the 
illusion of a perpetrator’s kindness? If 
you’d affix that we are clean and decent 
men, would you echo the upended point, 
its brunt to attack, where you’re seeing 
the specimens? Where you are tired in 
giving respect beyond orgasm. Where 
you’re equally trapped and personal. 
Where you’re giving another lie an image 
of love. Where you are practicing up the 
generational habitudes which segregate 
sex from us, from its endless crisis. 
Where you are planning to go back on 
the last day of the holiday year to look for 
the man between a lover and a lover. 
Where you are continuously begging us 
Do me a favor. Do me. 
 
 
B.B.P. Hosmillo is a Southeast Asian queer poet. He received research fellowships and 
scholarships from the Japan Foundation, Asia Research Institute-National University of Singapore, 
and the Republic of Indonesia. Anthologized in Under the Storm: An Anthology of Philippine 
Contemporary Poetry (2011), he is guest poetry editor at Cha: An Asian Literary Journal and nominated 
for a Pushcart Prize in 2015 and Best of the Net Anthology 2014. His poetry has appeared or is 
forthcoming in SOFTBLOW, Toe Good Poetry, Kritika Kultura, OCHO: A Journal for Queer Arts, 
Quarterly Literary Review Singapore, Mascara Literary Review, Sundog Lit, Alice Blue Review, The Missing Slate, 
The Ilanot Review, and others. He is the author of The Essential Ruin (forthcoming). Contact him at 
bryphosmillo@yahoo.com.  
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The Day My Dad Died 
By: Larry Vazeos 
 

 
 
Larry Vazeos is a fun loving guy who likes to make art. He lives in the South Bronx with his cat 
Tina and enjoys playing tennis. He has plenty of friends all of whom think he is terrific. He thinks 
they are terrific too. Larry feels very fortunate to live in NY because “there's so much great stuff to 
look at here.”  
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Purple Rain 
By: Brooke Bailey 

 
he first time all systems were go and you finally came, I screamed “Victory!” and did a 
naked dance of celebration that probably made the gods think I was praying for rain.  
Six months later, when you asked why our male friends didn’t invite you to their orgy, I told 
you it was because they knew you were straight. You nodded. You looked away. That night 

you wanted me to straighten your Gene Wilder curls. You wanted to borrow my jeans. I circled 
expensive apothecary soap onto your face with tiny bristles and coated your highbrow, your hooked 
nose with serum. At your request, I helped you exfoliate the old you away. At the end of the night, I 
was in a pile of sloughed off skin clogging your drain. The rain finally came.  

I tried to leave you because I knew you wouldn’t do it, but your dad had a heart attack that 
same day. We pretended it didn’t happen, and that night discovered that grief might not be an 
aphrodisiac like they claim. While you were inside me, you thought of our friend with the beautiful 
hands—his bald head, his handsome cock under corduroy pants. When you went soft after focusing 
back in on me, there were no distractions from your father or from your sexuality, just my breasts 
under your hands. You clawed at them; you shook in the worst kind of way. I tried to hold you but 
you wouldn’t have it. Instead, you cried into my feet and I kissed my way around your heel and ankle 
because they were all that was available to me. I could not wipe the grief off your face. 

We were to one another a closet with a revolving door where I could hide in you and you could 
hide in me. You left me spinning alone when you took off with no warning except a call on the way 
to your mother’s to tell me I lacked feminine sensitivity, whatever that’s supposed to mean. 
Knowing a challenge when I heard it, I went to our friend with the beautiful hands and let him pin 
mine to a wall. I let him do the work to “Call My Name.” When I came, the stereo in the corner 
played “Purple Rain.” 

 
 

 
 

 
Brooke Bailey is a slam poet with too much caffeine at her disposal and a graduate degree she 
doesn't use. 
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War Poem 
By: Chloe Firetto-Toomey 
 
How do I respond to you? 
A war Zombie in Bagdad Hospital, hypnotized- 
the smell of copper on the walls. 
Where a one –eyed Afghan sat with you  
a blood-budding poppy  
on his head bandage.  
Now you’re at college 
have a side job  
fitting Jewish boys into tailored suits. 
I know you don’t believe the old lie 
Dulce Et Decorum Est  
tattooed on your chest.  
Why do you think of going  
back when Wilfred Owen got  
shot the second time round?  
You’ve come home twice. 
G.I Joe dreams of saving the world  
are killing us but I like how you  
smell my hair before we go to sleep.  
Once a killer  
always a killer 
watering our window plants, 
beer breath and cloaked  
in stars and stripes. 
The typewriter you got me 
for Christmas destined  
to live by your war chest, 
my dream catcher  
sways from the air con 
as I find myself looking  
past your pillow and  
straight down the barrel 
of your revolver on the dirty laundry basket. 
 
 
Chloe Firetto-Toomey published a collection of poems in 2001, by Loebertas Publishing, in her 
hometown, Bristol, England. She graduated from the University of Surrey, London, in 2003 with a 
Bachelor of the Arts in Creative Writing and moved to Miami in 2008. Chloe is currently a first year 
MFA candidate of poetry at Florida International University and has recently been published in 
online literary journals, Every Writer’s Resource and Fish Food Magazine.   
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The Patron Saint of Crying in Public 
By: Christine Angersola 

 
ll eye crinkles and being awoken 
from a dead sleep by you pressing 
warm pain au chocolat in your 
palms. How we squeezed a balloon 

between ours until it burst and it was like the 
big bang ("we’re disturbed enough 
already"/spectators shouldn’t suffocate with 
scrutiny) 

How your wheel got stolen so red wine 
back to mine (Lukewarm, how you could 
perform an unsupervised autopsy of cryptic, 
outgrown innards whereas all I could do was 
glue a broken saucer together try and decipher 
or exhume my future fortune from patterns in 
strewn tea) 

Hempstead Harbor, a recording of you 
reading Finnegan’s Wake. I confused it with 
‘poor old Michael Finnegan-begin-again’ and 
Fingal’s cave. (Why the hell didn’t I take any 
photographs? We were on a boat from the 
bird sanctuary and we had shortbread and the 
captain played the Felix Mendlessohn 
Overture and the ocean got quite choppy and 
it was probably the best moment of my life so 
far)  

That time I bumped into you and you 
had a black eye and leaned me under the 
Willow Oak. That time I bumped into you 
outside the Frick and you were typewriting 
stories for strangers’ donations. And it’s funny 
how at Easter I said; “Hey, no pressure (my 
hero Giles Corey; More Weight, More 
Weight) but yeah you make me wanna wear 
colors” 

(Owning twenty one black dresses and 
feeling like an ugly duckling in each of them) 

Then on your last night of being twenty-
four how you saw me looking at the lone 
couple dancing and grabbed me out of the 
blue to drag me out in front of everyone then 
drove us home clinging on for life that 
suddenly did feel quite dear. Then on the 
chair and again after eating hazelnut butter we 

nearly demolished the kitchen and in the 
morning three men with chainsaws were 
cutting down your sycamore and the sawdust 
came through the window onto our naked 
bodies like snow. You ate eggs and sage from 
a pan, I had green grapes, and you said you 
could store shower water in the hollows of 
your clavicles and how you left your laptop in 
a crate of cherry tomatoes. 

And ‘Hey sorry I’ve been in prison. x’ 
and forgetting to mention you were off to 
Austria. When Stevie unsympathetically wiped 
away my tears with his thumbs and said, “It’s 
just like glitter, it’s just like glitter” 

And if you remain just a stranger I will 
remember your pale back with freckles (not to 
have not to hold) I will remember how it only 
took me six weeks to wash you off my wall. 

Phoenix, igneous, haven’t you learnt your 
lesson? Thou shalt not seek validation. 

Thou shalt not seek validation from any 
creature on the face of this earth. 

I have always been obstinate: 
“Careful, you’ll crack your head open,” 
I cracked my head open. They had to get 

extra nurses to hold me down. 
The river never taught me to swim; I just 

had to learn once I’d jumped in. 
 
She’s a marooned sea urchin with 

opinions that come down like iron curtains. 
She will eat your grief like Urdu’s gham-

khor. 
She will bellow your sentences like 

Flaubert’s gueuloir. 
I’m a marooned sea urchin with opinions 

that come down like iron curtains. 
I will eat your grief like Urdu’s gham-

khor. 
I will bellow your sentences like 

Flaubert’s gueuloir. 
Spit blood until the sonic core. 

A 
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Give me the strength of a seed pushing 
up through wet earth. Break me like every 
dawn. 

Let’s sit on opposite sides of a soccer 
field and try to envisage a new color. Let’s sit 
in a dark room and see if polo mints really 
light up when you snap them in half. 

I may not have acupunctured the map (I 
would like to have spent my summer doing 
something other than being a copywriting 
Cinderella, but my coping mechanisms require 
military planning and precession), and there 
may have been times I was so lonely I had a 
fantasy that you were the one, but I have a 
bruise above my navel from Prosecco corks, 
and I swam in the marsh and a swan came 
along and I tried not to think about that myth 
with Zeus, and then someone yelled that there 
were pike in there, but what did I care? What 
did I care? 

And I may have got petechia from 
retching and sobbing but now you’re a car 
alarm at 3 AM. 

You’re light pollution cloaking 
constellations. I didn’t want to stick a flag in 
you. 

I remember phone calls when I was in 
Boston. I remember you dressed as a plague 
doctor. I remember you pulling my hair. I 
remember iSpy bicycle books. And furtive 
looks. Boring into me like a worm, I burn. My 
fingertips on light bulbs. I am impatient. But I 
would have waited (the lifespan of several 
insects.) I would have learned you slowly, read 
you like something I didn’t want to finish. I 
just wanted an inch. 

No encore for atrophy (upside down 
inspecting my toes in a dark alley) but rope 
swings and the ripeness of things. Blessings in 
disguise; your mind is the horizon and these 
thoughts are just racing clouds. 

I guess I’ll forget the lipstick marks I left 
on your Danish pastry, eventually. 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

 
 
 
 

 
[Bio unavailable] 
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An Old Coat 
By: David Subacchi 
 
She gave me her old police coat 
No use to me now she said 
May as well have it she said 
It’s an old one, before the quality dropped 
Shame for it to be doing nothing 
Looked like it would fit me 
The sergeant’s stripes removed 
But the metal buttons remained 
I wore it countless times 
Before the fashion changed 
 
With my long hair and flared denims 
And a Ban the Bomb lapel badge 
Her old coat kept me warm and dry 
On protest marches, at the match 
And in some crazy places 
Sometimes I’d pass her in the street 
And she would just ignore me 
Other times she’d frown 
But never say anything 
And just the one time I caught her 
Looking away and grinning. 
 
 
David Subacchi lives in Wales (UK) where he was born of Italian roots. He studied at the 
University of Liverpool. Cestrian Press has published his two poetry collections First Cut (2012) and 
Hiding in the Shadows (2014), He writes in English, Welsh and sometimes in Italian! 
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Words 
By: Ellen Noonan 
 
he prefers: scrotum. 
Bitch. Fuck. I prefer 
rut, not stuck-in-a, 
but rutting: doe, buck, 
procreating hard; pelting 
rain; guns & quivers be damned. 
Rutting & thrumming, strumming, 
maniacal string-plucking. Horns 
crack, self-anointing. Ut, um, uck: 
defiant. Out in the open. Nothing’s 
 
clandestine, clever. Animals  
rut. And after, rive. 
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Midnight 
By: Ellen Noonan 
 
Gossiping constellations get that the end is near, 
their stellar whispers longing for an audience, 
even just one receptive ear, but their 
myths stay fixed, their dippers, dogs: their bears. 
 
Would seem all the great stories do end 
in disaster, whether major or minor, the priests 
and crooners say so, but tonight the moon looms 
orange-large and overfull. Your mind’s trickster 
eye suggests you could palm it, though why 
would you? What might be, what might not be: 
 
certainly not as lunatic as what is. 
 
 
Ellen Noonan earned her MFA at Emerson College and is a lecturer in the English Department at 
Northeastern University in Boston. Her writing has been published in the University Reporter, Spectrum, 
Beacon Street Review, and Eunoia Review. She has work forthcoming in Pine Hills Review. She also 
attended the inaugural session of the Ashbery Home School in August 2014.   
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Satan_Detriot 
By: David Thompson 
 

 
 
 
 
David J. Thompson is a former prep school teacher and coach who has been traveling since 
October 2013. His interests include jazz and minor league baseball. His photos and poetry have 
appeared in a number of journals, both in print and online.   
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God Costume / The God of Bad Days 
By: Alex Vigue 
 
I didn’t want to be me anymore 

The god of holes in pockets 
-heir to oppression 

                                             Of towed cars 
-soldier without leave 

                       Missed connections 
Don the god costume 

        The god of micro- 
-become feral god 
    Aggression transactions 

-flight and fury 
The god of skinned knees 

Despite the guise 
Of being late to work 

I’m still 
 Losing people  

ME EVEN 
 
 
 
Alex Vigue is a Washington State writer who is currently torn between homes, cities, and genres. 
He is a lover of fabulist fiction but sometimes poetry takes over his fingers and demands itself to be 
written. Alex has been published in Phantom Drift, Hermeneutic Chaos, and Jeopardy Literary Journal. He 
is currently writing tweets to his favorite authors in attempts to force them into being his friends.   



   
 

30 
 

Fat 
By: Gigi Romano 

 
ize 18 wakes up to her blaring alarm 
clock, a bright blinking 7am display 
bleeding cool blue light into the room. 

The digital blanket mixes with early morning 
shadows that leak through the cracked blinds. 
She rolls over and hits the raised button, 
creating silence. She retracts her hand back 
under the covers and tucks it under her chin. 
Her shivering fingers come to rest against the 
softness, and she sighs. She slowly kneads her 
knuckle into the skin protruding from her 
neck. She swallows dry air and feels how the 
plump skin ripples over her throat. She 
pinches it and wishes it away.  

Size 18 starts most of her mornings like 
this, prodding her body and wishing it were 
not hers.  

She quickly finds the pieces to her outfit, 
smoothing out the wrinkles as she pulls them 
taut over her body. She does not turn on a 
light. Her eyes avoid every reflective surface, 
but just before the t-shirt is put on, she sees 
herself. Size 18 scans her topless body in the 
mirror. She lets herself soak in the multiple 
mounds of fat, an especially prominent one 
flooding over the waist of her jeans. She drags 
an uneasy hand over the dimpled skin, 
pausing to grab it. She squeezes it until the 
skin around her cuticles flashes from red to 
white, and the pinched skin screams. She 
finally lets go once she feels a tear travel over 
her swollen cheeks. 

She brings her cramped hand to her face 
and presses it against her eyes. Not today, she 
thinks. But of course, it will happen today; it 
happens every day. The uncontrollable tears 
and destructive thoughts drown her. She 
pleads to whomever to make it stop.  

Why was I made this way? 
Why can't I just be thin? 
Who will ever love me? 
Why can't I love myself? 
Size 18 sighs deeply and finally turns 

away from herself. A low sob vibrates out of 

her parted mouth. She drags the back of a 
trembling hand across her face in a failing 
attempt to dry her face and wipe her mind. 
Eventually, she straightens her back and yanks 
the shirt over her head, flattening her 
dampened bangs to her forehead. She then 
grabs the frayed hem and stretches it out and 
down, letting the rumpled fabric hang loose 
over her disappointment.  

She then spends an extensive amount of 
time doubled over her shoes, breathing 
heavily as her stomach presses hard into her 
diaphragm. Size 18 then stands up and places 
her fist against her plush waist. She waits for a 
moment, trying to catch her breath.  

 
Size 16 walks into her favorite corner 

coffee shop while clutching her beige 
messenger bag against her hip. The strap digs 
into her shoulder as she approaches the sugar-
stained counter. She keeps her eyes low as she 
orders her regular drink and muffin. Once she 
has paid and received her food, she turns to 
head to her usual table by the corner window. 
Size 16 hesitates; she notices a group of 
teenage boys and girls crowded in a booth 
next to her table. She sighs deeply and takes 
her normal seat anyway with her back to the 
group.  

The teenagers rise and fall with chatter 
and gossip, but Size 16 can relatively tune 
them out. She keeps her focus split between 
the cars whizzing by and her muffin as she 
tries to keep her bites small. Once she is 
finished with her food, she takes a tentative 
sip of her over-sweet coffee and reaches in 
her bag for her magazine. 

Her gaze floats through the glossy pages 
as she uses the dampened pad of her index 
finger to flip through. Her attention snags on 
full-page image of young woman standing 
with her feet spread and her hands on hips. 
Confidence oozes off the page and hovers in 
Size 16's lap. She grips the edges of the 

S 
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magazine and brings it closer to her face, 
drinking in the captured beauty of the model. 
She drags a finger along the accentuated 
curves and down an exposed thigh. She then 
sets the magazine on the tabletop and places 
her heavy head in her hands. I'll never be that 
pretty, she thinks. I'll never be that thin. 

Her head raises to the sounds of plates 
and silverware being dumped in a bin. A lanky 
boy is bent over a booth behind the main 
window, briskly wiping down 
the fake wooden surface with a 
stained rag. Size 16 feels a flush 
rise through her cheeks, and she 
brushes her hair off her neck in 
an attempt to cool her 
embarrassment. She steals 
another look as he effortlessly flips his golden 
fringe from his forehead.  

The pounding in her ears just begins to 
subside when she hears snickering coming 
from the booth behind her.  

“Fatty has a crush on the bus boy!” 
“They're both so pathetic, but he's still so 

out of her league.” 
“I couldn't imagine her fat ass with 

anyone.” 
“I bet she cries herself to sleep every 

night, that lonely fat bitch.” 
Size 16 feels the heat crawl back behind 

her eyes and push forward in tears. It marches 
down her face into her neck. She presses her 
palms against her eyes to cease-fire and hide. 
The giggles and comments continue; the 
slaughter continues. She risks a glance up at 
the boy who had moved on to the next table 
closer to her. He catches her red-rimmed eyes 
and sends her a timid smile. Out of pity, she 
thinks. His lashes flinch as his attention flicks 
over to the rowdy teens.  

Size 16 doesn't wait to see his reaction. 
She shoves the magazine and the perfect 
woman back into her bag. Abandoning her 
mostly full cup, she gets up and does 
everything she can not to run as she leaves. 

She never came back. 
She is not just Size 16. Her name is Riley.  
 

Size 20 strolls through the carpeted aisles 
while dragging her manicured fingertips over 
the varying fabrics draped across plastic 
hangers. Pop music drifts down from invisible 
speakers, accompanied by the click of shallow 
heels in the adjacent section and a faint 
beeping of distant registers. She floats 
through the racks of denim and cotton, her 
eyes scanning, but not yet selecting.  

Soon, she finds a display of hanging 
dresses with a red sale sign 
pinned to the top. She files 
patiently through the small 
black numbers painted on top 
of neon tabs. Eventually, she 
locates the biggest size, the only 
one left in the back of the rack. 

She grabs it as a satisfied smile stretches 
across her face. She holds the hanger at eye 
level and pulls the fabric of the blue and white 
striped dress tight. She rubs the soft material 
between her thumb and middle finger. She 
tugs at the elasticized waist to judge its 
stretch.  

This is it, this is the one, she thinks as she 
folds the dress over her arm, looking for the 
changing rooms. Size 20 bounces through the 
small spaces between racks, her hips snagging 
on a floor advertisement as she rounds the 
corner. She closes the dressing room door 
with a loud clang and locks it before hanging 
the dress on the metal hook to her right.  

She turns and makes eye contact with 
herself in the floor-length mirror. This is her 
fourth time in the cubicle that day. Her 
optimism is depleting, but her determination 
has yet to waver.  

Size 20 drops her eyes and quickly 
undresses before reaching for the dress. Her 
hands begin to tremble as she raises the crisp 
fabric above her head. She brings it down 
over her eyes, chest, stomach, and hips.  

It doesn't fit. 
The baby-doll sleeves cut into her upper 

arms. The fabric is stretched thin over her 
chest, distorting the pattern and showing 
through to her bra. She can barely breathe. 
The elastic waist is stretched to capacity, but it 

“I bet she cries 
herself to sleep 

every night, that 
lonely fat bitch.” 
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digs deeply into the soft flesh of her waist. 
The flowing hem of the dress still flares out, 
but it only just makes it over her hips, 
covering nothing. Her dimpled thighs are 
completely exposed.  

It doesn't fit. Nothing fits.  
She yanks the bottom of the dress up and 

off her despicable body. She forces her 
clothes back on. Size 20 then sits on the small 
bench of the sad, gray room, the walls closing 
in on her. Her sweater clad arms cross in 
front of her, hugging her stomach and 
pinching at the skin hanging above her 
elbows. Her lids fall shut, fighting back the 
inevitable tears. Her lungs squeeze out 
wheezing breaths. She finally shoots a glare 
over at the rumpled dress tossed into a pile in 
the corner of the dressing room. She leaves it 
there as she pushes off the bench and out the 
door. 

She never came back. 
She is not just Size 20. Her name is 

Heather. 
 
Size 18 throws herself a last glance in the 

mirror. She takes in the way her stomach 
protrudes through her shirt, the way her baggy 
jeans bunch around her knees, the way her 
face looks dull against it all. 

Fuck it if anyone cares. Fuck it if she's 
late. 

She steps away from the mirror and rips 
the shirt over her head and the jeans off her 
calves. Her shaking fingertips reach for the 
closet doors and throw them open. They 
search for the unworn black and white dress 
crushed in the back. They shake it out and 
pull it down over her curves. They smooth it 
out over her skin.  

She sweeps her hair over her right 
shoulder and now looks deliberately in the 
mirror. She flicks a mascara wand against her 
curled lashes and pulls a bullet of red across 
her lips. Her feet take her backward and her 
eyes scan over her body. She takes in the way 
her dress wrinkles into the smallest part of her 
waist, the way her thick, strong thighs peek 
out from under the hem, and the way her skin 

stands out against the monochrome of her 
outfit. 

She is not just Size 18. She is me, and I 
am Beautiful.  

 
 
 
[Bio unavailable] 
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Grampa’s run-in with the lawn mower 
By: Jodi C. Williams 
 
                Your thick twisted fingers reached  
                        for the glass seeking solace, and I  
                  ignored your remark about getting  
                        another cold Schaefer from the icebox.  
                   
                  You didn't even know 
                        your blood dropped like tart  
                  cranberries across the floor.  
                   
                        “Fine, just fine,”                   
                  you reminded me again and again  
                        relating how your dad lost a few  
                  fingers in the bailer when you were  
                        ten, and didn't even go to the doctor.  
       
                  After I call my Mom on your old rotary phone 

we head out to the yellow and  
                  chrome Cub Cadet tractor still running by the  
                        edge of the driveway. "Damn bugger,"  

you mutter after finding the end 
                  of your shoe on the lawn.  
             
                  And the next day still numb from  
                        the beer, you curse about the friggin’  
                  tractor that cut off your toe, never  
                        acknowledging it was your fault  
                  because you removed the guard and  
                        staggered; planting your foot under  
                  the just sharpened blades.  
  
                        "I don't need my big toe",  
                  you gruffed after tipping  
                        the aluminum opener on  
                  another can of beer, “some things  

attached to us you just don’t need,”  
you say sourly. “Really, what the christ do you  
need a big toe for anyway"? 
 
 

Jodi C. Williams lives in Maine, loves to write, garden, play different instruments, and create all 
things artistic. While at work, she is immersed in the other side of her brain teaching information 
science and studying the creation, dissemination, and processing of all things information with a 
focus on human computer interaction and interface design. 
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Requiem for Pluto  
By: Heath Brougher 
 
You stumbled along the edge,  
little one, smiling that faraway icy smile 
printed and painted on all the charts and textbooks.  
 
For seventy-six years a celestial celebrity, 
you blinked in and out of sight as we blinked back at you, 
sometimes missing you but always aware  
that you swung in your long frosty circles 
somewhere far off in the star-studded blackness. 
 
And you still do! They have merely demoted you 
for being so turbulent and not playing by their rules.  
They have changed your status, dwarfed you,  
but they can never dethroned you. 
 
For you still Exist! Only in a different arbitrary man-made category 
which concerns you nothing at all, not one ounce-worth of an icicle, 
for you still dance at the solar edge, distant as ever, 
with your companions Charon and Nix,  
etched forever into the minds of three generations. 
You are still very much grand and alive, my cold little one, 
still spinning in a deformed rotation  
in the vast distance of the darkness. 
 
Let the astronomers scratch their heads. 
For you will do as you please! 
 
 
 
Heath Brougher lives in York, PA and attended Temple University. He has just finished his first 
chapbook with two more on the way, as well as a full-length collection. He is also writing a book of 
philosophy. He has work published or forthcoming in Diverse Voices Quarterly, BlazeVOX, Mobius, 
MiPOesias, Van Gogh's Ear, Stray Branch, Of/With, Inscape Literary Journal, 521 Magazine, Carnival, and 
elsewhere.  
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Unfortunately  
By: Michelle Askin 
 
I. 
I had not wished to stay with the tutor and learn to read, 
not even my most favorite narrative poets chemically  
charging in my swallows like a runny battery in heat. 
I wanted to preach. To holler in the loud hailer 
the hellish stories for the slothful and selfish.  
Repent now. The fiery rake would weed us all out soon. 
Not even storm water harvesting would save us from drought.  
There was too much pain in the world to celebrate marriages  
between baby blue wearing boys and girls. This is why  
I did not wish to sit idly by the hypocrite’s window, calculating  
the soft snow and pine needle fall over the WASP church  
or well-bred polo match. But I sat there anyway, getting off  
to their tan, male bodies beginning to shiver to the echoed  
halleluiah with no redemptive somberness of choral— 
only a joyful beauty for their hunkish brutality. 
 
II. 
I did not mean to remain homosexual for your memory. 
I wanted to cream candy-like suck his dick 
the dawn before he went off, heroically, 
into the just war. Pink sashed-homecoming queens 
would all gather in admiration as I wept  
and saw him off to the steam locomotive  
because they knew it was my bodily sacrifices  
that strengthened his own. I did not want 
to become a heartbroken, sexual pacifist.  
I wanted his strong, blonde sons 
to be like Christ dolls marching on the hem  
of my gray wool coat or to be mechanical,  
that need for a medium to carry everything off and away— 
the water for its foamy wash out of wave. 
 
III. 
I did not want to lament all day in verse by lazy hills  
in orange sky Virginia. I wanted good working hands  
to do medical work so I could live in the Mary cult house  
with all the other sad celibates, repairing the broken bodies. 
But I didn’t even have the skill to make the bread levitate. 
The hungry would starve or eat burnt stones,  
so I had no vocation. Some days I dream, foolishly, 
I am back there boiling them codfish.  
You are with me; you are always with me again.  
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And the British Columbia rainy sky lets in a moist freshness  
or a story of graceful penance— something lush teal and lovely;  
swan seaside and so very far from the rush of it all. 
 
 
 
Michelle Askin’s poetry has appeared or is forthcoming in Beecher's, The Lindenwood Review, Willard 
& Maple, Ray's Road Review, Split Lip Zine, PANK, and elsewhere.  
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Watercolor 14" x 17” 
 

 

His True Colors 
By: Richard Vyse 
 
 
 
Richard Vyse is an internationally collected artist featured in New York and Hawaii galleries. He 
has studied at school of Visual Arts in New York and taught at Pratt Institute said in Brooklyn. His 
art can be found in The Art of Man #19 and the Leslie+Lohman Museum in New York. “My passion 
is to celebrate man in art with watercolor!” Visit manartbyvyse.blogspot.com for full bio and art. 
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168 Swallows 
By: Jane Flett 
 

 
look in the mirror and my eyes are 
wide like wolves. 

I lean in; I want to whisper to the mirror 
about the small nice things that came about in 
the day. But I’m distracted. A flap of 
reflection that looks ripe to tuck my 
fingernails beneath and tug distracts me. I 
whisper to myself: stop. I say, look at your 
eyes, Jane. Fall into the company of feral dogs 
and moon time. 

But before I know what I’m doing, I’ve 
reached a hand to the glass. 

While I take the glint of mirrored self 
between two outstretched fingers, there are 
swallows clattering and racketing around the 
bluest of skies. Last week, on the balcony 
while we drank strawberry daiquiris, gleeful 
and pink in the sun, my 
lover told me stories of the 
birds. The point where the 
acid kicked in and they 
watched the swallows 
plucking insects right out of 
the sky—how, as they itched 
and scratched their swollen 
bites, they seemed like 
talisman, saviors even. 

Even now, they said, whenever they sees 
swallows it’s as if everything’s going to be all 
right. 

This is what is in the forefront of my 
mind when I start to pull. It’s strange, the way 
my reflection warps. My mouth becomes thin 
and liquid. But it’s okay, say the swallows, and 
I pull harder, right at the point where my 
jawbone bends. Or rather: just below that, just 
towards the neck. 

I’m trying to think more about the parts 
of our faces that have no names. No more 
fixating on noses and lips; what about the 
curve between the bottom lip and the chin? 
The spot on a cheek where a handlebar 

moustache would curl, if the face had a 
moustache, although the cheek is bare? 

In the hole behind my face, where the 
reflection comes away, it looks like whole 
galaxies are plotting. 

I’m not afraid. I’m still thinking about 
nice things, like last night when the boy in the 
pink vest said my story was made of 
rhinestones and we stood in the kitchen 
swooning over the thickness of my lover’s 
thighs. Like the new house where we’ll make 
muffled stories in the night. 

Getting through the glass is hard. But I’m 
not afraid; I make a fist wrapped in a silk scarf 
covered in dragonflies, and I barely feel the 
shards as they spatter my knuckles crimson. 

Schwalbe. That’s the word. I’m trying to 
get better at being here, 
where words are like 
globules that catch in your 
throat. So many promises to 
myself, but when my friend 
tells me we’re getting better 
at everything, I choose to 
believe him. 

In the place behind my 
reflection, there’s a small field with a unicorn 
made out of white fur and rainbows. No. Not 
a unicorn. A pegacorn: the kind that has 
wings. I learned this word from my student, 
who told me they’re the best kind of mythical 
horse. I believed her. If you keep listening, it 
is possible to learn things from everyone. 

That’s the important thing, I think. To 
remember: there are so many funfairs we 
haven’t queued up for yet. 

The pegacorn is whinnying, and every 
time it tosses its mane, the air around it turns 
pink. Candyfloss and strawberry daiquiris. 
There are no bugs swarming in that hot 
summer sky, no mean angry bites for the 
swallows to ward against. 

I 

In the hole behind my 
face, where the 

reflection comes away, 
it looks like whole 

galaxies are plotting. 
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Still. Even though it looks good in the 
other place, I pause before stepping through 
the broken hole. 

I don’t believe them when they say that 
one swallow doesn’t make a summer. But 
even if they’re right, there’s been whole 
swarms of them recently. Sometimes, I can 
barely hear the pop music over the screeches 
of the birds. 

The better place, with all its promises: I 
just don’t know. 

I step back from the mirror, trying not to 
cut my dirty feet on the broken pieces. I think 
I’ll sweep it up in the morning, when the 
dustpan will still be waiting. They look so 
pretty, like pound-shop rhinestones, glittering 
in the last of the sun.  

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

 
 

 
 
 
Jane Flett is a philosopher, cellist, and seamstress of most fetching stories. Her poetry has been 
featured in Salt’s Best British Poetry 2012 and is available as a chapbook, Quick, to the Hothouse, from 
dancing girl press. Her fiction has been commissioned for BBC Radio, performed at the Edinburgh 
International Book Festival, and published in PANK, Word Riot and wigleaf's top 50. She is one half of 
the riot grrl band Razor Cunts and a founder of Queer Stories Berlin. http://www.janeflett.com/.  
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[I smear the lipstick] 
By: Jessica Cogar 
 
I smear the lipstick from your mouth with my thumb, hold your jaw steady and ask, “how do you 
say ‘girl with the honest eyes’ in French? What’s the word for ‘wet chamomile pressed against a 
porcelain cup’—” Glass marbles fall to the floor, clicking against the tile and each other, like your 
fingernails would sound ticking against the Formica, if you had any. 

Everything is happening to me here, in this kitchen that is now a car, and the first voice I hear isn’t 
my own; it’s you, telling me to believe in the moon but to keep it simple. I am seeds in translucent 
amber; I am tied neatly to a beam in the ceiling, suspended in a peroxide dream. 

Can I undress you here, or are you afraid the light from the other room might see the white of your 
smile? There’s a wrinkle in your sweater on the small of your back. This I can fix. It was only a dream, 
you said. You will not fake anything with me. I am not wearing my seatbelt. The water is boiling. 

 

 

Jessica Cogar has poetry is featured in Sun and Sandstone, Small Po[r]tions, Cactus Heart, The Boiler, and 
elsewhere.  
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the product of studying the boy swallowed by the 
whale 
By: Jessica Robinson 
 
Jonah, you fucked me 
now I have to live forever— 
you were never interested 
in forgiveness 
so, in your name, 
I’ve learned to beg,  
and to ask, and fear 
 
you were crouched  
knees over ankles, 
throwing dice at a crumbling wall, 
wondering what numbers 
you might roll (if the house 
hadn’t always been stacked against you) 
 
you were hanging out the window, 
just your shoes caught on 
the radiator, the only thing 
keeping you on this side of the wind, 
and you kept asking them to let go 
 
(and how could I be asked 
to sacrifice something else, 
when it implies that you weren’t 
everything?) 
 
Jonah, was it really so 
unbearable here? did living  
really feel like drowning? 
tell me, Jonah, when the water 
you swallowed made your organs 
feel like they were floating 
inside of you, did you smile? 
were you grateful? did you 
forgive whatever sick god sent you here 
in the first place? 
 
everyone cried over the ocean, 
and I just thought about you 
sitting in the desert, just you 
and the worm 
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Jonah, weren’t you better than this? 
(maybe you were, maybe  
that’s the point) 
 
Jonah, you fucked me 
now I have to live forever— 
what I mean is, now I  
have to live for both of us 
 
 
 
Jessica Robinson is a young Canadian writer based in “The City Above Toronto,” who spends her 
time people watching, trying to do them justice on paper. She has had poetry published with 
Bitterzoet Magazine, The Furious Gazelle, and Room Magazine, and is currently a contributor for The 
Lambda, the Laurentian University newspaper. You can find her on Twitter @hey_jeska. 



   
 

44 
 

If I Didn't Care 
By: Jodie van de Wetering 
 

It would be so much easier if I didn't care 
lie back 
endure the fucking 
wash your scent away 
and leave. 
 
There aren't enough fags in the world 
to smoke away that smell 
or booze to wash my mind clean. 
 
How do I turn off the part of me that cares 
When I know you don't 
can't 
won't 
care back? 
 
I want to tear into my aching brain with cheap cask wine and a razor blade and rip out the fuse that 
keeps me loving. 
 
Let that light go dark. 
 
 
 
Jodie van de Wetering is a writer, talker, and storyteller based in Rockhampton, Queensland. Her 
work ranges from journalism to standup comedy, via short stories and poetry.   
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Coffee Cards 
By: Brad G. Garber 

 
 
Brad G. Garber lives, writes, hunts for mushrooms and snakes, and runs around naked in the Great 
Northwest. He fills his home with art, music, photography, plants, rocks, bones, books, good 
cookin’ and love. He has shown his paintings since 1997, in the Portland and Lake Oswego, Oregon 
area. His photographs have made it into the juried Seattle Erotic Arts Festival in 2011 and 2012, 
onto the front cover of N: The Magazine of Naturist Living, Vine Leaves 2014 Anthology, Gravel Magazine, 
Off the Coast, and Foliate Oak, Sexy Scribes Show, and Nina’s Nook.  
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The Invisible Plane  
By: Joseph Reich 
  
wonder woman we hear  
               stammering  
                    slurring her words  
over the home-shopping network  
                    having spent  
  her night taking shots  
               at one of those  
                       chain restaurants  
                                 on the strip mall  
with leroy from  
“fame” fame 
              asking if they may  
       have any remaining  
of those ricochet  
                 bracelets or truth lassos  
        to make things right again 
  from all those relationships  
gone bad 
                left her feeling empty & hollow  
     & deserted & abandoned  
                   (no man  
                         on the border  
                                  of borderline  
                                        & munchausen) 
                    abuse a real-life  
             (lowlife) vicious  
& repetitive cycle  
         leaving you running  
                round & round in circles  
                     with more questions than answers 
                                    desperately searching for patterns 
                                    but deep down inside (not wanting 
                                    to admit it) just the fucked-up  
                                    shit of human nature...  
constantly taking it                                             
   out on yourself  
          asking what did i do  
                 to deserve this?  
                          eternally stranded 
                                   with heart broken  
                                        & soul shattered  
                     (futile & forsaken) 
                            that invisible plane 
                                      still running  
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                                            with kickstand  
                                                     down 
                 outside her split-level  
          suburban home 
 spitting jet fuel 
         like some souvenir  
                    conch shell 
                          at the end of the world  
    all the kids next door  
               floating on top the pool  
                           from drug overdoses 
       while no one in the neighborhood notices 
obsessed with their perennials 
  
she wonders 
(thus her 
derivation)  
  
3 easy payments  
5-7 business days  
sounds perfect 
  
can make this  
her recovery 
period. 
  
 
 
Joseph Reich has been published in a wide variety of eclectic literary journals both here and abroad. 
He has been nominated five times for The Pushcart Prize, and his most recent books include, A 
Different Sort Of Distance (Skive Magazine Press), If I Told You To Jump Off The Brooklyn Bridge 
(Flutter Press), Pain Diary: Working Methadone & The Life & Times Of The Man Sawed In Half (Brick 
Road Poetry Press), Drugstore Sushi (Thunderclap Press), The Derivation of Cowboys & Indians (Fomite 
Press), The Housing Market: a comfortable place to jump off the end of the world (Fomite Press), The Hole That 
Runs Through Utopia (Fomite Press), Taking The Fifth And Running With It: a psychological guide for the hard 
of hearing and blind (Broadstone Books), The Defense Mechanisms: your survival guide to the fragile mind 
(Fomite Press), and A Psychological Hx Of Charles Atlas (Punks Write Poems Press). 
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An Interview with Craig Ferguson  
By: Lauren Moore 

1. I admit that on many occasions after spying a friend in public I may have leapt behind a clothing 
rack in the department store or stack of cans in the supermarket to avoid an unexpected 
conversation. Once while shopping at the grocery store I fled from my own father after spotting 
him at the far end of the aisle. It wasn’t because I didn’t want to see him, but because I didn’t want 
to see him unexpectedly. It had nothing to do with my father. It had everything to do with the 
unexpected. 

2. During my high school years my parents, in desperate need of a car, scrounged up a 1995 maroon 
Plymouth Voyager for 400 dollars, and my brother and I named it The Ferg after you, Craig 
Ferguson, our favorite late night talk show host. 

3. I could and have sat watching you interview guests for hours on end, one video after the next. I’m 
sorry to say your skits, jokes, and musical numbers have little interest to me. They are static, white 
noise, the drum roll before your interviews. I don’t care much for the information relayed or the 
person being interviewed (though I do have my favorites). I just like to watch the conversation play 
out, two sometimes-strangers, having what feels like an interesting and authentic conversation in a 
matter of minutes. 

4. At five years old, my mother had a conversation with me, she said, “Lauren, when I introduce you 
to one of my friends you must say hello, not wave hello. Say it, don’t wave it. They’re going to think 
you’re mute.” But what, I wonder, is so good about saying? I prefer to wave. 

5. I’m not so naïve. I know that those “interesting” and “authentic” conversations are often scripted. 
Perhaps this is a sign that conversation isn’t as easy as people make it out to be. This should be 
comforting to me. It’s not. What it means to me is that interesting, authentic conversation isn’t made 
in a matter of minutes. 
 
6. Not you though, Craig. You wouldn’t script your interviews, right? You always rip the cue cards 
up at the beginning of the interview, toss the scraps of the expected up in the air, white confetti over 
your shoulders, let the party begin.  

7. Before calling a business, or doctor on the phone, I sometimes rehearse the conversation in my 
head for hours prior. I feel the conversation looming over me for days, sitting on top of my chest 
like a cat suffocating me in my sleep. When a conversation doesn’t go well, I have been known to 
cry in whatever bathroom stall is closest. Do not, however, make the mistake of thinking I give up. 
Next, I come out and I try the conversation again. The second time is sometimes the charm. But 
why can’t the first time be the charm? 

8. You speak as if speaking to me: “I remember talking to someone early on after I was sober about 
how I suddenly felt awkward at parties. They said, 'Well, you're supposed to. Everyone feels 
awkward at parties.' It's an appropriate feeling to feel.” I don’t drink. I’m always sober. 
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9. If only I could rip up the cards and toss them over my shoulder. 

10. In kindergarten, sitting next to a little boy, he leans over and asks the teacher: “Why doesn’t 
Lauren ever say anything?” 

11. You, on your role as a late night talk show host: “I’m a terrible interviewer. I’m not a journalist – 
although I have a Peabody Award – and I’m not really a late-night host. What I am is honest.” Is 
that my problem? Dishonesty? Is that where I’ve gone wrong? 

12. What does it say about me that I am having this conversation with you, this conversation that I 
am not, in fact, having? 

13. One night when your guest is stuck in traffic and doesn’t show, you amble on camera chuckling 
and admit you don’t have a guest. Instead, you call Lisa Ammerman to the stage, Ammerman being 
the woman who was responsible for getting the guest to the show that night, a pedestrian, a woman 
who has never been interviewed before. The interview is slightly awkward but Ammerman handles 
the conversation gracefully, laughing and reaching up to touch her face only occasionally. I am 
enamored with this clip, sit watching it over and over, searching for an answer, a key to the 
communication, but alas, nothing. Three times and nothing. 

14. This conversation is not real, the ultimate dishonesty. This conversation I have shifted around, 
making sure that it’s in the order I want, changing the numbers, changing one word to another, 
rearranging, planning. In conversation, not so easy. 

15. What kind of advice would you give me if I could sit down on the couch and ask you? 

16. You describing your interview with Archbishop Desmond Tutu: “I'm crazy. I know I'm crazy 
'cause Desmond Tutu told me, and he's very clever. He said, 'You must free yourself, be more of 
who you are. Be more crazy.' And I’m going to.” 

 

Lauren Moore is a writer originally from Schenectady, New York. She is currently an MFA 
candidate at Minnesota State University, Mankato. 
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Machina Post Ignem 
By: Richard King Perkins II 
 
You thought that I would be the opposite of a kiss— 
a machine of deprivation 
who pressed an insatiable metallic face upon your mouth. 
You’ve seen me speaking intimately with fire  
but there’s no need to be jealous 
because it’s got no past and no future. 
 
Jaws clenched, I would grind your teeth to powder, 
leaving roots and amalgam shavings— 
remembering how I once danced beneath  
the dulcimer starlight in a rave of unseen creatures 
around a bonfire of seductiveness that endured  
through the purest all of night. 
 
You found instead that my lips were a gateway— 
parted so that we could pass safely through, 
flickering unexpectedly in code. 
I’m beginning to agree with your suspicions 
that I’m unaware of what ignites me. 
My thought-stream subsides to inaudible. 
 
I’m filling in the perforations of my precious life 
with cacophony circles and shadows of fidelity  
only because it satisfies me 
and then I will unite with fire and burn every bridge, 
every landscape, every pocket of breathable air, 
ignoring the screams of a zephyr temple breeze 
 
because this is my genetic destiny, my condition; 
committed to flame and tortured skin 
the substance of a clockwork kiss 
and now that I’ve unleashed myself, 
all you can do is close your eyes and weep when  
the moon does not follow willingly upon your shoulder. 
 
You ask me when my irises became steel machines— 
interloping bulbs of illusion, 
agnostic orbs seeking an alien sun, 
a new reckoning of time, following a comet’s trail— 
barren and blazing, smoldering alone in purity gone, 
where the deepest flame is the most unsafe of all. 
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Richard King Perkins II is a state-sponsored advocate for residents in long-term care facilities, 
who lives in Crystal Lake, IL with his wife, Vickie and daughter, Sage. He is a three-time Pushcart 
nominee and a Best of the Net nominee, who has appeared in hundreds of publications including 
The Louisiana Review, Bluestem, Emrys Journal, Sierra Nevada Review, Two Thirds North, The Red Cedar 
Review, and The William and Mary Review. He has poems forthcoming in the Roanoke Review, The 
Alembic, and Milkfist. He was a recent finalist in The Rash Awards, Sharkpack Alchemy, Writer’s Digest, 
and Bacopa Literary Review poetry contests.  
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Star searcher 
By: Marlena Chertock 
 
My astronomer forgets 
to eat dinner,  
the gaseous stars fill her up. 
If I had 62 percent 
more gravity, would she revolve  
in my downward force. 
 
She scrutinizes starlight, 
it keeps her up at night. 
Presses her face to scoped pinholes 
to see tens of trillions of miles away. 
She names constellations  
and ones that don’t  
exist yet. Name me tonight. 
 
My astronomer spends eight hours a day 
filing amicus briefs, neverending 
paperwork. On the margins she sketches 
hab designs and orbital transfer equations. 
She's grounded, always dreaming ways to escape 
 
her atmosphere. My astronomer  
looks for quirks in the light,  
impossible bends that reveal gravity, 
another planet pulling light close. Closer, 
bend into me. 
 
My planet hunter, star searcher, my multiverse 
muller whispers how much she'd weigh  
on Mars as she lies awake.  
How much would we both weigh? 
She tracks the waxing moon  
in her skylights. Track me waning  
as she sleeps on cloudy nights. 
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On that one-way trip to Mars 
By: Marlena Chertock 
  
If I didn’t have a bone disorder 
I would go to Mars 
and never come back. 
 
I would go to Mars, 
send an application to NASA, 
tell them my coding is so-so, 
I’ve never peered into a robot’s circuitry 
but I’d like to learn how. 
  
I would go to Mars, 
someone who has to 
look and write and revise  
to understand. Someone who believes  
there’s other life out there, 
not because of scientific proof  
or a god told me, but because I want  
humanity to feel less lonely. 
  
I would go to Mars and send back news  
of the Sols. I’d create the first  
Martian newspaper, publish  
the first book of Martian poetry, 
paint the Martian soil with my words. 
 
I would go to Mars if I wasn’t too short  
for NASA’s height restrictions. 
I’d tell them you can fit more short people 
into a rocket. Don’t worry  
about my bone deterioration rate, 
I had arthritis at 13. Walked like an old lady  
at 20. It’d be nice to float  
and give my bones a break. 
 
I would go to Mars 
if I didn’t have bones  
clicking against each other, 
if I was a jellified blob. If the genetic  
letters within me 
didn’t spell out feeble, 
different, unfit for space travel. 
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Marlena Chertock is a graduate of the Jiménez-Porter Writers' House. Her articles have appeared 
in The Washington Post, Marketplace, NBC News, WTOP, Communications Daily, USA TODAY, and The 
Gazette. Her poems have appeared in Lines+Stars, The Little Patuxent Review, Fukushima Poetry 
Anthology, Medical Literary Messenger, and Stylus. Find her at marlenachertock.com or @mchertock. 
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Rebirth 
By: Adorable Monique 
 
Adorable Monique received art instruction abroad in fine arts where she was given merit awards 
and the opportunity to exhibit solo and collectively, which has offered new opportunities and 
irreplaceable experiences. Growing up surrounded by different cultures has enriched her overall 
view of life. She is continuously pursuing success in personal, professional, and artistic endeavors as 
well as in artistic education and the artistic experience itself. 
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Excavating Dream From Nightmare 
By: Mark Blickley & Amy Bassin 

 
  Know your place those that dare to 

dream as the fall is heavy with 
wonder over your sense of 
entitlement that asks what makes 
you so special pummeling against a 
suffocating rim in ecstatic abandon 
jubilating in the peculiar sense that 
surrounds you inside a suffocating 
plastic womb as you listen to the 
fluctuating wails from the tendrils of 
the wind slithering along ancient 
pitted walls to the mating ritual 
melody of romantic waltzes and 
pelvic thrusts that vibrate and 
stretch in angelic writhing 
unleashing a gale of erotic energy as 
percussions of sound carry you 
through different symphonies of 
movement that creates a longing for 
touch until such a need builds to 
echo your name inside the dark 
synthetic tunnel slick with sweat 
fighting to grasp the luminous 
bursts of light just beyond my reach 
as I fill my lungs again and again 
gasping for air while I dream of 
your hands and my memory of you 
in the ripple of a dance and the 
smell of sunshine that sends a 
thread of pleasure aching for 
contact until I can only pant in short 
gasps that threatens to smother me 
before I can implore you to come 
back to me and save me by taking 
what is already yours given freely 
under a liberating light of hope and 
passion you refuse to extend. Mark Blickley is a widely published author of fiction, non-fiction, drama 

and poetry. His most current book is the story collection Sacred Misfits (Red 
Hen Press) and play, Bed Bugs & Beyond is currently running in NYC.  
 
Amy Bassin is a New York based fine arts photographer and co-founder 
of the international artists collective, Urban Dialogue. 
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Stories of a Mountain 
By: Mike Jewett 
 
 painting # 1 
 
colors slap 
red hawk soars brush strokes 
rojo kanji 
 
violet worm 
& pumpkin sea dragon 
share space 
apart 
 
bamboo stalks bleed roots 
 
hear the hwonk hwonk 
canadian geese 
 
hear honking cars on 
heavy nights 
that fall like dominos 
 
stories maybe 
of a mountain 
 
 painting # 2 
 
eight hands holding 
your heart together 
like hands held 
together 
taut as a tight rope 
 
 painting # 3 
 
tarantula 
eight legs fill with air 
 
the sound 
inside a seashell 
 
do you listen? 
kiwi seeds, 
blueberries, smashed 
by the sun 
sol 
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spread jam, but the corner: 
bottom left 
egalitarian 
 
 painting # 4 
 
when can we speak again, 
brave limbs? 
filipino dredging up 
 
phantasms 
 
verdigris moonlit streak 
a horizontal vertigo 
 
and the taste metallic 
of a tuba mouthpiece 
and the taste your skin 
 
your purple hair 
trails through (& through) 
& through 
 
wintry eggs 
 
the ones we laid 
behind gravestones 
 
love,  an afterlife 
 
 painting # 5 
 
saint augustine 
juan ponce de león 
 
& coquina 
 
 painting # 6 
 
robins 
foxes 
 
ex 
exes 
 
x 
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all in a row 
 
 
Mike Jewett is editor and publisher of Boston Poetry Magazine. His work has been published, or is 
forthcoming, in Yellow Chair Review, Clarion, Pankhearst, Coup d’Etat, Orion Magazine, and The Bitchin’ 
Kitsch. He roosts with his punk rock wife and punk rock son. 
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The Watchers Sow with Metal Seeds 
By: Nolan Liebert 

Far away, an alloy of titanium-22 and vanadium-23, 
weaponized for aerospace,  
waiting for Orson Welles’ blessed voice. 

Launched across light-years, this cosmic buckshot 
leaks alien biology everywhere 
from Gelise Six-Six-Seven-C to the heart of Scorpius. 

We, one port of any. Future conquest, research project, 
perhaps, good God, 
an alien Hail Mary, full of desperation. 

The long fall through the void carried life inside,  
outside, anywhere 
with stars, incubators for the universal womb. 

Life is coming, missile-like, comet-like, sperm-like,  
a blaze of BB pellets 
to pop our isolation like toy balloons. 

 

Nolan Liebert hails from the Black Hills of South Dakota where he lives with his wife and children 
in a house, not a covered wagon. His work appears or is forthcoming in Gone Lawn, ExFic, Plasma 
Frequency, An Alphabet of Embers, and elsewhere. He can be found editing Pidgeonholes or on Twitter 
@nliebert. 
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Warm and Bitter 
By: Oliver Rad 
 

Cass 
Descartes flicks the ashes off the end of 

his cigarette and I watch them rain down into 
a puddle of sludge on the pavement. He shifts 
his weight from one foot to the other, scuffs 
his boots at the ground, and groans. “Get off 
your fucking ass, kid,” he spits as he looks at 
me, slumped against a brick wall in a back 
alley next to an overflowing dumpster. I’m 
not sure how I know this man is Descartes. I 
only read about him once in high school 
world history; he’s the ‘I think, therefore I am’ 
guy. I always figured that was just a lot of shit 
anyway. But here he is, towering above me 
with a violent green mohawk and a leather 
vest screaming with crust punk patches telling 
me to get up because who knows why. 

“Girls like you shouldn’t be hanging 
around here this late, you know that? It’s not 
safe.”  

There we go. Enlightenment my ass. 
“I’m fine,” I scoff, even though I’m high 

out of my mind and disoriented and lost in 
more ways than one. My jaw tenses. “I can 
take care of myself.” A door opens next to me 
and a man with liberty spikes pokes his head 
out.  

“You coming, Matt?” The thrash and 
grind of the music bombarding us from inside 
almost renders him inaudible. 

“I’m finishing my fucking smoke first!” 
Descartes shouts. “Besides, I found a kid.” 

“I’m not a kid!” My fists clench and I 
jump to my feet. “I’m a lot of things, but I’m 
not a kid.” 

Liberty Spikes shrugs. “Suit yourself.” He 
dives back into the heat of the music, no 
doubt to break someone’s nose in the pit. 

Descartes takes a drag from his cig and 
exhales towards me, grinning as the smoke 
clouds my face. My eyes water when they 
make contact and I cough a long, hacking 
cough that racks me deep into my diaphragm. 
“Fuck you!” I manage to spit out. “I have 

asthma. It’s not cool to just blow smoke in 
someone’s face if you don’t know if they have 
asthma.” 

“And I told you it’s not safe here for girls 
at night.” He eyes me up and down, me with 
my ratty street hair and my ratty street clothes 
and my shoes that make it harder to walk than 
they should. His hand reaches to his neck to 
scratch it, and I see he has a wrist tattoo of 
the Black Flag bars.  

Super original. 
“That hoodie looks warm,” he frowns as 

he flings his cigarette to ground and stamps it 
out with his combat boots. My hoodie is thin, 
tattered, and full of holes. I shiver at night, 
but I know I’d shiver more without it. 

“Yeah. So warm. It’s practically a parka.” 
He laughs and removes his vest.  
He dangles it in my face. 
“You want it, kid?”  
I frown. Descartes gives me this look, 

mouth downturned, eyes pleading, like he 
needs to give me this vest, like if he doesn’t, 
it’ll haunt him forever. My body tenses. I 
stare. He thrusts it out even closer to me. 
“You fucking want it or not?” 

I shake my head. “What’s the catch?” 
He just laughs and throws it at me. When 

I catch it, it thumps warm against my chest. 
Hints of whiskey and cigarettes tickle my 
nostrils and I try not to sneeze, though I can 
feel it building in the bridge of my nose. 
There’s something oaky there, too, which is 
probably how a barrel in a wine cellar would 
smell like if I ever found one. 

Descartes opens the door, the music 
assaults us once again, and I think I hear that 
song by The Exploited playing. Fuck the USA, 
fuck the US, USA! It’s old now, dated. At 
home, all the way back east, my friends and I 
used to get all nostalgic about a movement we 
were all too young to be a part of, pretend we 
were there to see Sonic Youth or Huggy Bear 
or Bratmobile or something. We liked bands 
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like The Front Bottoms on one end and 
Ghost Mice on the other, and we spent way 
too much time arguing about how we’d afford 
gas money to drive to Syracuse and see 
Perfect Pussy. Descartes stares at me and it 
takes a moment to realize that he’s waiting for 
me to put on the vest.  

I shove my arm through one hole, then 
the other, and the weight of the Crass patch 
on the back feels wrong somehow—a legacy I 
don’t have the right to and don’t want the 
right to. Descartes shrugs at me. Not at 
perfect match, but it’ll have to do. 

“You like The Casualties?” he asks. 
“No.” 
“Good.” 
He walks back in and slams the door and 

the chants of fuck the USA disintegrate into 
the air and freeze my earlobes. I stare at the 
door, trace every grain of the wood with my 
eyes, and barely register as my hand reaches 
for the knob. My knuckles tighten around it, 
but I hesitate for a moment before pulling it 
that extra inch. Then I think that I already got 
the fuck up, so why not?  

I wrench the door open and evaporate 
into a haze of music and whiskey and 
cigarettes. 

 
Matt 
I pour myself some burned coffee. We 

don’t have it much around here, but Crate 
swiped some grounds from a shipment 
coming into this yuppie restaurant. He wants 
to Robin Hood it or something, but I actually 
really like coffee. It’s not very punk of me; at 
least he would say so. He’s gonna wake up 
and smell it and call me a poseur, but only 
half mean it. We don’t have cream or sugar—
one’s dairy, which we don’t eat, and one’s 
produced basically with slave labor, so we 
don’t buy it. I mean, coffee is too, but I’m 
gonna tell myself that it’s fair trade or 
something, just this once. We have a machine 
anyway, repurposed from someone’s trash. 
We might as well use it. 

“Hey, fucker.” Crate comes up behind 
me with a smirk. He wraps an arm around my 

waist and kisses me on the cheek and his 
liberty spikes almost take one of my eyes out, 
but I don’t really mind. “That’s my coffee.” 
He doesn’t call me a poseur and I’m actually 
pretty happy about it.  

“Yours? Since when?” I joke. “This 
belongs to corporate fucking mobsters.” 

He laughs, grabs the mug, and takes a sip. 
“Aw, fuck, Matt. You burned it.” 

I have this really funny response ready, 
but he stops joking and looks me up and 
down, eyes wide, a deep frown settling into 
his face. “Where’d your vest go?” 

“Hmm? Oh, my vest? I gave it to that 
homeless girl.” 

“But that vest is your story!” 
I shrug. “She was freezing. Couldn’t have 

been older than eighteen. It’s dangerous to be 
out alone like that.” 

His look softens. He smiles a little. “At 
least I fell in love with someone with a heart.” 
The disingenuous grate to his voice leaves me 
frowning and light headed. 

Izzy walks in from her room and 
breathes in deep. “Sometimes I miss that 
smell so much. You don’t even understand 
the ridiculous amount of coffee I used to 
drink.” She rips my mug from Crate and takes 
a sip. Her nose wrinkles and she struggles to 
swallow it. “Fuck, Matt, you burned it.” 

She grabs Crate’s arm, throws it around 
her shoulder, and nuzzles into his neck. He 
doesn’t stop her, but smiles into it and shifts 
away from me. He pretends he doesn’t know 
that I know. Or maybe he pretends he doesn’t 
know at all. Whatever the fuck it is, he puts 
on a good show. 

I take a sip of my coffee, then stare at my 
feet. “Mitch from Fucking Lawyers said they 
wanna play here in a few weeks.” 

Crate’s face lights up. “Really?” 
“Yeah, man.” I look to him. I smile. 

“This little punk house of ours is really on the 
map.” 

Izzy frowns. “They aren’t vegans.” 
I scowl. “Neither are we.” 
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“Hey,” she says, pointing a finger at me. 
“Speak for yourself. Crate and I decided that 
the whole house is going vegan, right Cratey?” 

My fingers clench around the handle of 
the coffee mug. Cratey stings my ears. “You 
and Crate?” My voice grates. I look to Crate. 
“Is that true?” 

Crate scratches the back of his head and 
looks down, then to me, and then down again.  

The floor tries to devour me when he 
doesn’t answer. 

“Crate!” I shout. I can feel the vein in my 
neck pop. 

“Yeah,” he says. “It’s true. We’re going 
vegan. And Izzy’s right. We can’t have a band 
that isn’t vegan play at a vegan house. We’re 
getting Breakneck instead.” 

My mug slams on the counter. It shatters. 
I don’t even notice the searing coffee on my 
hand, or at least I pretend. 

“Breakneck is nothing but a collective of 
fucking racist, misogynist, queer-haters!” 

“They’re vegans,” Izzy chimes in. She 
takes a step towards me and glares through 
my eyes. “Don’t you care about the earth, 
Matt?” 

“Of course I do, but--” 
“Listen,” Crate sighs. He rubs the bridge 

of his nose. “There aren’t a lot of vegan bands 
left around here.” 

“Yeah,” I roar, “that was over fucking 
ages ago! What are you, hardline now? You 
think girls who get abortions are murderers? 
You hate queers? You don’t wanna suck my 
cock anymore, huh? Is that is?” 

A sharp sting collides with my cheek. 
Izzy’s hand is raised, ready to hit me again. I 
grab her wrist. I squeeze. Hard. 

“He doesn’t wanna suck your fucking fag 
cock anymore!” she shrieks. 

  
It’s been years since I sat in a coffee 

shop. A few customers stare at the green 
mohawk, but honestly, people in this city see 
weirder every day. My espresso is warm and 
bitter and nutty, but most importantly, it’s 
good. I know I must look stupid as all hell 
sipping it, but I don’t even care. I’m 

apparently homeless now and I’m going to 
need all the caffeine I can get, or maybe 
whiskey. Either way, I need something. 

The scratch of chair leg against floor 
vibrates through my bones and I look up as a 
woman sits down next to me on the chair. 
“Hey, punk boy,” she croons. 

I don’t answer. Her sweater, her scarf, 
her skinny jeans, and her brown boots, they’re 
all so average and I know she’s just here to 
point and laugh at the circus freak.  

“I haven’t seen you around here,” she 
tries again. “I’m Em.” 

I look up and exhale. “Matt. I’m Matt. 
Now leave.” 

“But we were just getting to know each 
other!” 

“I’m not interested,” I growl. 
She takes a sip from her mug. “I’m not 

either.” 
“Like, I’m gay.” 
“Me too. Pan, actually, but you get the 

point.” 
We sit in silence for a few moment. The 

hum of the air subsides in my ears and I take a 
sip of my drink. 

“Listen,” Em says. “I’m sorry. You 
looked like you needed a friend or something, 
so I thought I’d say hi.” 

She pushes her chair out and it makes 
that nails-on-a-chalkboard sound against the 
floor. 

“Wait,” I say. “I sort of fucking need a 
friend. I just got kicked out of the house I 
technically own because my boyfriend went 
hardline and dumped me for this girl who 
lived with us.” I down the rest of my espresso 
and wipe my mouth on the back of my hand. 

Em nods, frowning. “Yep. Been there. I 
mean, not exactly there, but you know. People 
suck.” She takes a sip of her coffee and her 
eyebrows furrow as she thinks. “You know, 
one of my high school friends lives in a queer 
punk house on the other side of town.” She 
grabs a napkin and whips a pen from her 
pocket. In just under a second, she hands me 
a scrawled address. “Head over there and tell 
them I sent you. They’ll be cool.” She swipes 
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the napkin back and furiously scribbles a 
phone number. She hands it back to me. 
“And keep in touch. It was nice meeting you, 
Matt.” 

She gets up and smiles at me. “Now, I 
have to go to work and be the adult I never 
wanted to be.” She laughs and walks off, 
leaving me and my empty cup of espresso to 
figure out how to try again. 

 
Em 
Sometimes I take out my guitar and play 

something chugging and aggressive, the sort 
of thing that bores holes into your ears and 
your skull and charms the pants off your mind 
against its will. Mostly I just stare at it in its 
case and I figure it that it probably spends 
most of its days wondering why it so rarely 
sees the light.  

Then something about today was special; 
something about meeting that punk made me 
think yeah, I can do this, and so now, I am. 

  
I take my acoustic 

guitar to the park. The 
sun blares down into my 
eyes until all I see is that 
white-yellow burst of a 
barrier that my mom 
always warned me about as a kid. Don’t look 
into the sun, Emmy dear. You’ll lose your vision. A 
patch of grass draped in the shadow of a tree 
stares at me from a hundred feet away and 
before I even know what I’m doing, my feet 
pound into the stone walkway as I make a 
mad dash for it. The guitar case strapped to 
my back makes running cumbersome and my 
stride is more of an awkward skip.  

Then my shoulder throbs and I stumble 
forward and manage to catch myself before I 
faceplant and some emaciated blonde girl in a 
punk vest is looking at me with a scowl. “Oi, 
fuck off,” she shouts, her grey eyes blank and 
apathetic. She wavers where she stands and I 
see tread marks on her arms through the holes 
in her hoodie. The girl stumbles off and 
suddenly, I don’t quite feel like making music 
anymore. 

Peyton’s head bobs between my legs as 
she devours me. I have had too much to drink 
tonight and the pressure of her tongue, her 
lips, her sighs, is simply that--pressure. Empty, 
careless, haze. I am surprised I remember her 
name and at least internally applaud myself for 
that feat. Did I want to get wasted tonight? 
No, but sometimes, it just happens. It actually 
happens a lot. At least she’s cute, I figure. At 
least she’s nice. At least when she adds her 
fingers to the mix, a bass drum pushing inside 
of me, the feeling finally kicks in and engulfs 
me all at once, too fast, too slight in result for 
me to even notice much of it at all. 

I already did her, so she crawls back up 
my body and looks at me with those warm 
dark eyes, and I want to kick her out, I want 
to tell her I don’t do sleepovers, but then she 
places the softest, gentlest kiss on my mouth 
and then snuggles up behind me. Her breasts 
press pleasantly against my back and she hugs 
me around my waist and doesn’t seem to care 

about my hair splaying 
out over her face.  

I blink a few times, 
pull her arm around me 
closer, and drift off. 

 
Peyton chops all of 

zir hair off and gets a septum piercing because 
ze says it helps zir feel less terrible. I find 
myself in awe of how a single person can be 
so attractive presenting as multiple genders. 
Ze explains genderqueer and non-binary to 
me, and I don’t quite get it at first, but I 
accept it because these past three months 
haven’t been so bad, comparatively speaking. 
Ze plays with the ring in zir nose, pushes it 
back and forth absentmindedly as we talk.  

“...and it’s so weird that I’ve fallen this 
hard for someone I hooked up with at a bar, 
you know?” 

Zir words jar me from the back and forth 
of the steel between zir fingers. “Fallen for?” I 
ask. 

“Yeah. Fallen for.” 
I take a second to think and ze doesn’t 

seem to mind. By now, ze knows the way my 

I find myself in awe of how 
a single person can be so 
attractive presenting as 

multiple genders. 
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mind works, that the extroversion and 
charisma are mostly just a façade, that really 
most of the time I can’t tell up/down from 
left/right. I inhale. My fists clench. They relax. 
“I mean, I must love you,” I say, voice 
trembling a little. “Why else would I be here?” 
Anyone else would be offended. 
Underwhelmed. Disappointed. But ze knows 
me. Ze gets it. 

I eye my guitar, then look at zir, and note 
the spiral traveling down my back.  

Ze laughs.  
Ze gets it. 
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Lift 
By: Taylor Irezumi 
 
 
Taylor Irezumi is a 25-year-old poet and artist who focuses on social commentary, intersectional 
feminism, and confessional/dramatic works. Taylor lives in Fairfield, Iowa where she attends school 
at MUM full time in their Creative Writing program.   
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Bremner, you fucking asshole 
By: R. Bremner 
 
Bremner, you asshole! 
What makes you think 
we’d want to read your shitful poem? 
Get that shit away from us! 
Let the real poets take over! 
Don’t waste our time, time 
that we could spend reading 
the poets we like, who suck up 
to us and kiss our asses and 
pay for our workshops and so 
get into every fucking anthology  
and review and win every fucking  
contest we throw! 
Not like your shit! 
Get out of here with your shitful poems! 
We don’t want to hear ‘em 
We don’t want to see ‘em, 
We don’t want ‘em fucking up 
our important lives 
or our important publications! 
Begone, shitful one! 
(Of course we know that 
your rejected poems are much 
better than anything we pub-lish,  
 but those are the poets 
we know and love, even though 
they lack the brilliance and 
creativity you have in abundance…) 
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Poetry submissions wanted 
By: R. Bremner 
 
Wanted: emerging and established id bundles 
with sallow neck, belligerent ear, and flawless hands. 
Ruined bodies ok. Plunging feet a plus, as are plunging  
necklines and dogma choked with hyacinth. 
No accursed eggheads, please, nor functionals.  
Were you the last child picked up in aftercare? Then 
it’s probably best to submit elsewhere. Shrinking and 
gnarled at end of day? Try some other venue. 
But if you’re boxed by the sky, or a mesmerized  
alcoholic, send us your poems, please! 
 
 
 
 
R. Bremner, a former cab driver, truck unloader, computer programmer, and vice-president at 
Citibank, lives in Glen Ridge, NJ, with his beautiful sociologist wife, their brilliant son, and puppy. A 
regular contributor to poetsonline.org and Poetry Super Highway radio, he has appeared in International 
Poetry Review, The Journal of Formal Poetry, The Holocaust Remembrance Day Anthology, Paterson Literary 
Review, and elsewhere. His ten eBooks are widely available online, and he is often mistaken for the 
mythical Jersey Devil. Visit him at http://www.pw.org/content/r_bremner.  
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Here We See 
By: Rebecca Teich 

 
ulbous purple on legs, arms, delicate 
hands. Wrinkles that fold in on 
themselves. Skin that breathes in 

over-hydration, breathes out dehydration. 
This, yes, his body. But also, yours, mine, 
theirs. Ours. These, our bodies, slowly falling 
in on themselves. One last push, exhale, 
respiration. And then, rising again, like some 
god pinching a rounded mountain of flesh up 
into being. In sleep, his body guides the 
blankets up and down. 

“So, what’s the political climate like in 
Syria?” 

That’s him, that’s him. We found him, he 
was always there. Under those blankets, 
intertwined with those plastic lines, within 
those walls, all things glaring white and sterile, 
he was there. Look out 
the window, rich greenery 
spilling over its bordering; 
two bridges like sutures 
connect the lands. The 
Hudson River flows south 
still. 

Exit us all, visiting 
hours are over. Enter the 
Whitecoats, guiding their ducklings so eager 
to learn. Shh, don’t worry, he’s sleeping. Let 
the observation begin.  

So they declare: “Here, we see a patient 
who has been taken off everything, except 
vitals” 

“Here, we see a creature who we feed 
sugar water like he’s a hummingbird sipping 
from a flower” 

“Here, we see a sack of flesh with blood 
oozing beneath ever-thinning skin, with eyes 
sometimes fluttering open, with lungs that 
squeeze out freshly converted CO2 in hard 
pumps” 

“Here, we do not see a man. Here is our 
refusal to see man. Here is body here are vitals 
here is white sheet white mattress white bed 
white wall” 

The phone rings back home. He heard 
every word, understood it all, and, with 
atrophied muscles filled with rage, can’t quite 
recall how to breathe, can’t quite recall if he 
ever could, can’t quite recall if this hot anger 
blocking his lungs was part of his diagnosis 
too or if that can’t make sense because bodies 
can’t feel they can only be, and it’s bodies that 
matter after all as they say, right? 

If I could get my hands on those 
Whitecoats. 

“He’s not a fucking moron, you fucking 
morons. This man can know, better than you” 

“He’s sharp as a tack; his mind could 
poke a hole and deflate your air-heads” 

“One day you too will bear witness to 
your beloveds’ bodies decay and then your 

own. One day you will 
bear witness to how the 
downfall of mind and 
body never seem to 
synchronize. Here this 
man is, his body caving in 
on itself as his mind races 
through global affairs. 
Here she is, his wife, 

walking laps around these floors, unable to 
remember what day it is and unable to 
remember that she is unable to remember. 
Someday you will feel the brutal tug apart of 
all these things and then you too will feel—
beyond your oxide’s and rate ofs and sterilized 
touch.” 

Before giving a telling of her story, the 
Hebrew School forced his wife to say she 
forgave the Nazi’s for all they did, the 
robbing, the rounding up, and breaking down. 
In such a world as this, it is now that we 
demand too much humanity? 

We are back again and his room is too 
small, so we alternate who is inside the 
intimate, beeping glass cocoon (who gets the 
plastic chair and won’t someone help 
Grandma find her glasses again?), and who is 

B 

Enter the Whitecoats, 
guiding their ducklings so 
eager to learn. Shh, don’t 
worry, he’s sleeping. Let 
the observation begin. 
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outside (who, with tapping feet, debates if it’s 
worth it to get a deli lunch or just lets the 
vending machine suffice). We fall softly into 
these rhythms, patting and rubbing his 
shoulder, repeating simple words over and 
over, cyclically trading off roles until the 
people become the refrain. Each will return, 
over and over, until they don’t. 

Look out the window again, at this side 
of the shore dotted with vehicles flowing up 
and down. Reds, blues, greys, blacks. Some 
taxis scream out their yellows. Stare out too 
long and your eyes lose focus. Colors fuzz, 
blur, and fade into background. The window, 
its shine bright from frequent scrubbings, 
glistens back a reflection of the room. 
Layering the out and the in. Stay still, don’t 
blink, don’t breathe out, and let your eyes and 
lungs burn with too much air and image. Hold 
it out, just a moment, until all you can see is 
the window itself, until your throat aches for 
release. Then collapse, lids and lungs and all. 
Let some water seep out. It is cold on skin. 
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The Thoughts that Force me to Practice my Breathing 
Exercises 
By: Selia Linowes 
 
i slide the moldy glass door open 
invite myself inside your naked  
whole-body-heaving for yet another 
self-loathing self—oh wait 
i don’t give a fuck 
i‘m not   your goddamn    therapist  
session of shower floor shaking  
 
so many nights I’ve spent 
holding you while you cry call yourself 
“shit mom” 
nights i should have been  
teasing the unsuspecting flesh of my paramours 
with the tip of my tongue 
smoking grass among the fresh graves 
of the cemetery down the street 
instead i was telling you to take your pills 
to bring   your lunch   to work 
reminding you how beautiful you are. 
 
did you know that after each mannerism 
that has evoked an exclamation of 
“oh, you’re so much like your mother” 
i’ve immediately resented those parts of myself: 
how i imitate the distinct swagger of your walk 
the way you throw yourself at a lover, 
how you linger in my brother’s doorway for 
a little   too long    on a school night; 
traits that i adopted accidentally 
 
have you noticed the way my body slightly curls 
away   from you   when you swear? 
 
did you know that i stopped wanting 
to be in your home when i was seven? 
when i ran out to lay down on our gravel 
driveway my freckled face soaking up salt water 
gravel chips jutting into and then  
falling away from my flesh with each  
tiny writhing movement  
i threw myself at the ground 
so that I was seemingly toe-to-toe with the stars  



   
 

72 
 

and screaming 
for the bearded man I still believed  
lived   behind   the clouds 
 
for years i watched as the world burned in your 
bedroom, only going out when doused in bath water 
that had soaked up your sins 
 
have you noticed how my brow furrows  
every time my father’s name escapes in 
one   soft   breath 
from your cracked lips? 
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My Bedroom is a Lost and Found 
By: Selia Linowes 
 

“I’m nothing great. But I’m a rose…I’m a rose whether I’m admired or not, I’m a rose whether anyone’s crazy about me or not…Like I 
said, nothing great. Just a rose…But, do you know what it means to be a rose, my friend? Being a rose means ‘freedom.’ It means not existing 
by the praises of others or not ceasing to exist by their disapproval.” 

-Serdar Ozkan 
 
i. 
the carpet is cluttered with footprints 
of ex- male lovers, 
and my sheets wreak 
of after-sex-cigarettes. 
i close my eyes and count to ten. 
by seven, i can remember  
my father’s voice 
and the way he always tell me, 
not to touch women with my  
grandfather now watching 
(even though he doesn’t believe in heaven). 
yet, every time i’m slipping into slumber 
the names of the girls in my english classes 
crowd my mind, and i imagine setting their skin  
on fire with the flick of my tongue. 
 
ii. 
i learned to love from my mother 
who was always to damn kind  
to my step-father in the way she would touch him; 
like he might crumble if she pressed her fingers 
too hard into his dermis. or as if 
she was trying not to leave any trace 
of her fingerprints on his flesh so he wouldn’t 
think she was trying to alter him. 
and i could always tell how much he hated that. 
she tried to teach me that bodies 
are delicate, even fragile, but 
i don’t believe men are, 
so i choose to love the skin of women. 
 
iii. 
men are creatures  
that i find too difficult to love; 
i used to try to every night. 
they are too rough to hold, too large 
for my weak shoulders to stand next to, 
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and their mouths terrify me. 
my bed seems overly saturated  
when men lay down in it, 
and although i am not claustrophobic, 
i find myself choking down air 
with their dusty bodies on top of me. 
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Reconnaissance  
By: Selia Linowes 
 
I bit romantic nothings into her  
collarbones while silently asking her to 
not kiss me only when she gets lonely. 
Why when she is kissing me,  
I don’t taste her mother’s maiden name, or 
her roommate’s favorite drink. 
When the spaces between our lips 
finally meet, I feel her feeding me 
her leftovers, and 
two year old love poems  
about a girl with galaxies for eyes, 
and an irrational fear of intimacy. 
 
Once, I bit her lip too aggressively, 
and her blood seeped into my taste buds. 
For a moment I thought, 
“I could consume her entirely.” 
 
Now, the presence of chewed food  
is far too unpleasant and I have this 
sick urge 
to spit it out; soak her in it. 
Yet, I’d be sure to simultaneously tell her 
how every time I see her teeth, I am 
reminded of the first captivating time 
I saw her smile,  
and how her perfume makes it smell like 
she’s been to war. 
 
 
 
Selia Linowes has a tooth tattoo on her right middle finger. She's often asked if it's because she 
works in the dental field, and she always feels a little awkward telling people, "No, it's because I'm an 
odaxelagniac." She recently bought a Chinese dwarf hamster and named him Balls. Her first 
chapbook, CRACKED LIPS, CHIPPED TEETH, was released this past spring. She’s graduating 
from the University of Hartford in West Hartford, Connecticut with a BA in English Creative 
Writing in January 2016.   
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Erasure 
By: Deeptesh Sen  
 
My daughter stripped naked 
 
ace 
 
writing crushed her breast 
 
* 
 
Naked stripped my daughter 
 
race 
 
window 
widow 
endow 
end 
winter 
 
* 
 
The balloonman came with pirated windows, 
slug-footed, 
feet slugged  
the queer edible 
of remnants 
 
* 
 
Stripped my daughter naked 
 
trace 
 
Remainoiseattingoodeath 
 
* 
 
Scent of beer on broken windows 
Russian circus travelling 
radioed body  
 
* 
 
My trace stripped naked 
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daughter 
laughter 
slaughter 
 
writing crushed her breast 
 
 
Deeptesh Sen is currently pursuing his M.Phil. in English at Jadavpur University, Kolkata. He is 
interested in twentieth century European literature and psychoanalysis. His poetry has been 
published in The Statesman, Kolkata, The Journal of Poetry Society, India, Aainanagar, and The Stare's Nest.  
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License to Thrill 
By: P.A. Levy 
 
in the bar at the hotel copulate  
it’s late 
sipping a martini that’s been shaken 
(mini art) he notices  
a beautiful blonde temptress  
all alone 
sipping a cocktail 
 
tempted he purrs over to her 
with a cocksure swagger 
hi my name’s bond 
james bond 
 
behind her smile she’s thinking 
he’s well fit and i certainly fancy a bit 
pleased to meet you mr bond 
she replied 
my name’s a go-go  
slut a go-go 
but please call me slut 
she said she smiled  
uncrossed then re-crossed her legs  
sharon stone style 
  
the grating sound of friction 
caused by nylon brushing nylon  
aroused james more than a little 
can i buy you a stiff drink 
he asks 
 
oh james 
slut gasps 
i don’t think we have time for a drink 
we’d best get straight down to the fucking 
a brief encounter with you spies 
usually means the blonde tragically dies 
well  
his eyebrows said 
let’s get undercover shall we …  
my room …i’ll order champagne 
then show you what we in her majesty’s  
secret service call my weapon  
of untold pleasure 
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oh james  
slut sighs 
you’re such a cunt 

  



   
 

80 
 

Natural Rhythm 
By: P.A. Levy 
 
with my lungs nailed to my rib cage 
i rattle when i dance the boogaloo 
out of time when the 220 beats kick in 
   with sub bass judder 
out of step in crocodile cowboy boots with kitten heels 
out of my mind trying to understand giraffes 
     and rain 
the story of rain 
will it be sad 
in a drizzle or a shower and storms 
   why are storms so fucking angry 
     anyway 
the music of storms is great to dance to 
and thunder’s ok           thunder’s cool 
lightening can be a bit gay and drama 
except when it hits a golfer then it’s time to 
celebrate 
and do a little dance make a little love and get down 
     tonight 
with acid house remedies 
get down to nailing her lungs to her rib cage 
scratch and bite ferral groove thang 
talk in pervy phone sex dirt talk voices 
rasping sweet nothings  
just 
  
we  
 
breathe  
 
that way 
 
after a night of pills and spliff and cigarettes 
and dancing so much our internal organs 
are all in a jumble 
thank fuck we nailed our lungs to our rib cage 
and we’re just coughing up spleen 
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New Flame  
By: P.A. Levy 
 
ok you stupid stupid cunting 
bic biro warriors 
if yer wanna write a poem 
there are things you need to know 
 
DON’T use that pen and paper 
throw it away 
fuckin-ell man that’s so yesterday 
and this is the twenty first century 
we’ve got spray cans now 
let’s write tags 
wear electronic tags 
i once played tag with yer sister 
who’s a right old slag 
- that’s different story – tho it has to be said 
she was well up for it 
 
DON’T think rhyme 
think grime 
that’s where it’s truly at 
for you poem funked cats 
write it out of decay  
mental dereliction you’re a 
chemical corpse with life 
addiction about to have 
a massive 
heart 
attack attack attack 
then stop breathing 
 
DON’T paint images 
digitalize 
see the world through  
photoshop eyes 
repetitive shutter stress  
blink  
photoshopped yellow eyes 
blink 
feline prowl 
prey 
blink 
cut and paste cut and bleed 
on crying streets 
night star cctv spies 
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infrared radicalised 
all keeping it real and green 
with bags of weed  
with happy faced pills 
to cure the blues 
write it fucked 
ever so slightly twisted 
and black 
baby        
black is back 
it’s as real as it has to be 
we can always smudge and blur  
any pretense of reality 
 
now  
this is most important bit 
definitely 
DON’T grow a beard 
especially you girls 
 
ok now yer set to avoid 
boring library holidays 
and to prevent becoming book-burnt  
all over read and blistered with 
yer head getting stuffed full of shite 
light the blue touch paper 
oh and DON’T forget  
to smile 
 
 
 
P.A.Levy has been published in many magazines, from A cappella Zoo to Zygote In My Coffee and 
stations in-between. He is also a founding member of the Clueless Collective and can be found loitering 
on page corners and wearing hoodies at http://www.cluelesscollective.co.uk/. 
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The Knower 
By: Brittany Ackerman 
 

ou’re happy when I wear the lime green sweatshirt. I keep it on even though I'm hot. 
You can’t seem to get your temperature right. You only want the Gatorade poured into 
cups before drinking it. I'm by the mini fridge in the hotel room, rationing our supply, 

measuring the neon red liquid, trying to make it as even as possible. You take a shower, insisting it 
will help. I just want you to jump in the pool and get your body cool again. You say it’s the only way 
though, that the drugs have taken effect and you know a hot shower will help. You step out in a 
towel and say you feel better, but I know you don’t. We lay on the bed and I turn on music. You 
suggest some band I’ve never heard of, so I put it on and its perfection. I'm in the exact center of 
the room and you’re head is in my lap, so you’re okay there too, and we’re in the middle of 
something here, something greater than what either of us will ever know, an agreement with the 
universe that if we can get through tonight alive, we will repay it somehow, but without the pressure 
or confines of any kind of real contract, as this is sworn by simply closing our eyes and listening to 
the music vibrating in the room. I know it will all be okay in the end, but you don’t. One person 
should always be the knower though, and one person should always be unsure, so that the other one 
can assure them. Underneath my sweatshirt, the strings of my bathing suit are too tight, but I know 
if I move, the whole thing will fall apart, this safe haven, this social contract we’ve created between 
heaven and earth, this ever-circling sound of the acoustic guitar and some guy’s voice who I don’t 
know, rocking us gently like babies, telling us we’ve got a deal. 
 
 
 
Brittany Ackerman graduated from Florida Atlantic University with an MFA in creative writing. 
More of her work can be found at dailyackermations.blogspot.com.  
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Internalized Biphobia  
By: Taylor Williams 

 
We wake up and go back to bed with bruises on our legs  
Or wounds from metal teeth biting into our flesh.  
And these are the nights, my nights, when I let love slip through my fingers  
Like satin or water as I drowned in a hurricane,  
My body sliding under the waves.  
They’ll tell you to be this or that 
Until the word bisexual feels like poison on your tongue 
And you’re spitting it out through your teeth.  
Someone will tell you that you can’t own your identity  
And they have the deed with the definition of your predestination of 
A cocktail of psychology and DNA.  
A classmate will confide in you and they’ll say something along the lines of  
“I can’t ask her out. She might cheat on me.” And you shrink inside a little deeper. 
Until bisexual feels like a blasphemy and you laugh when you see the word.  
When someone owns the deed to their predestination, but  
You are a coward and I am a coward with a demonic possession  
To cast out and do away with and own the name to a label.  
No one is talking about the internalized phobia, but we’re up in arms 
Over an externalized phobia that only goes so far when we are erasing ourselves.  
 
 
 
Taylor Williams, 17, Mississippi, is currently in her senior year of high school with plans to become 
a Creative Writing major and librarian. She is still growing though her writing and hoping to convey 
a sense of awareness in her readers. She is extremely humbled that you took time to read her work. 
You can find more of her work in Typoetic: Issue 1(2014).  
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drunk in love in a cold car at night 
By: Britteny Reed 
 
you hold my hand 
not like a lifeline 
but like a choice 
your fingers brown and long 
intertwined with my pale ones 
and i wonder now what it means 
if i love you 
because you are unlike anyone i’ve ever met 
except myself 
and that’s what i am when you look at me 
when you ask if i’m okay and i know 
you mean more than if i’m holding my liquor 
when you tell me i’m beautiful 
that i sell myself short 
that you think i don’t know how to feel 
 
i think i’ve chosen not to for so long i forgot 
but when your lean arms find my soft body 
i remember in flashes and starts 
i don’t have words clear enough for what you are 
to tell you i don’t want to kiss you 
but i want to hold you all the time 
to hear your voice 
to match up our chipped shoulders 
like the fingers of two hands 
 
 
 
Brittney Reed is a librarian and writer living in Middle Tennessee. She holds a BA in creative 
writing from the University of Tennessee at Martin and an MLIS from the University of 
Washington, Seattle. Her interests include feminist criticism of pop culture, promoting intellectual 
freedom and free access to information, and taking many, many pictures of her dogs. 
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The Thin Man 
By: Todd Outcalt 
 

He had always been thin. Even 

as a child he had eaten no 

candy and his friends called 

him skinny. As an adolescent 

he had dipped into the 

negative and eschewed the 

company of girls. And when 

he graduated from college and 

assumed his partnership in the 

law firm he was impossible to 

see. Then one day he woke up 

and could not find himself in 

the mirror. He was not a 

difficult man—just invisible. 

Years later, when he died, the 

thin man contained the weight 

of stars, although, technically a 

black hole, as he had 

consumed an entire galaxy.  

 
 
 
Todd Outcalt is the author of thirty books in six languages, including the most recent title, Common 
Ground, as well as Candles in the Dark, and The Best Things in Life Are Free. Todd has also written for 
many magazines, including American Fitness, Newsweek, Together, and Cure. He lives in Brownsburg, 
Indiana. 
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the typos on my dna strands 
By: Tyler Campbell 

 
unrevised hand-written letters and misprints in zines 
are an excavator creating craters in the chambers of my concaved chest. 
my epidermis is an exoskeleton that i will cut/crash/thrash 
to make room for misguided organs and ventricles. 
my bloodstream is geysers erupting polluted waters. 
my pipelines rust and burst at the seams. 
i don’t know how much more gum i can swallow 
to keep these overflowing rivers intact and inline. 
the forest floor  
of my stomach  
is littered with so much cedar dust. 
i down molotov cocktails and gasoline by the gallon 
& wait for a lightning strike to ignite 
a misplaced match inside of me.  
 
you were a wreck, and i was a recluse.  
the same shipwrecked penmanship  
that etched personalized songs onto your skin  
to make your body a body of art, carved your name is a bitch  
in all capital letters in the stalls of rest-stop bathrooms.  
if you were an etch-a-sketch, the poems would have been erased  
from the layers of your skin when i shook your world.  
 
there was something waltzing through my body on the fourth of july  
which made me feel dependency for the very first time. 
the percussion of fireworks embodied me after  
the detonations in the sky had settled to a murmur.  
you looked at supernovas the way i looked at kamikazes.  
you looked at them like they were Deities. 
you knew they’d explode, burnout and die  
but would continue to keep coming  
as if they skim the sky for only one thing: 
you. 
 
 
 
Tyler Campbell attends Stockton University and is a sophomore. He currently bakes, scrubs toilets, 
and re-shelves books. He is not a six-foot, bearded with a man-bun, yet. He lives in Egg Harbor 
Township and will only eat with teaspoons and salad forks; though he does not drink tea, nor has he 
ever tried a salad.  
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Armpits is the #1 Answer 
By: Yinka Rose Reed-Nolan 
 
When I went on a date with a girl from Scranton, 
she said you wouldn’t have thought I was a lesbian if you didn’t know, right?  
I lied and said, I probably wouldn’t have, 
though I could tell from her baggy pants  
and the way she walked with an air authority  
she stole from her ex-husband after leaving him for a chick in Philly.  
I could tell by the fact she played five stud poker 
wore a baseball cap tilted down to the side.  
She said, I never would have thought you liked girls. You’re so pretty.  
 
It’s always been difficult to be a girl 
to fit in when I have a body that’s not made for dresses, 
narrow hips, hairy legs, thighs that rub together and chafe.  
I used to shave my arms in the shower 
with my daddy’s Gillette razor. 
The yellow glow from the wall lamp 
watching me through frosted glass 
as blades mulled my skin like a lawnmower. 
At thirteen I didn’t have words a lot of words for things, 
but I knew my dark hairs made me feel masculine. 
Last night on the family feud they surveyed 100 people 
about the most unattractive places for women to have hair. 
Arms was the number three answer. 
 
Maybe I cleaned up nice for a girl 
who doesn’t like to wear make-up 
sit with her legs crossed 
shave her pits. 
If the girl from Scranton had gotten me naked 
would she have still thought I was pretty?  
Would she have looked past my lopsided breasts  
and the stretch marks on my stomach. 
What would she have said, if I raised my arms above my head 
to show the fluffs of hair I do not shave in summer.  

 
 
 
Yinka Rose Reed-Nolan is a doctoral student at Binghamton University and the founding editor 
of If and Only If: A Journal of Body Image and Eating Disorders. Her nonfiction and poetry has appeared 
in Bloom, Brickplight, Foliate Oak, Niche, and The Dying Goose. Although she is a California girl at heart, 
Yinka currently resides in Upstate New York where she has learned to fear tornadoes, 
thunderstorms, and winter.  
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VEGANS 
By: Azia DuPont 
 
I was upset with the Vegans today and I wanted to remind them that Hey! You’re just Vegans, not 
demigods. I’m just sick of their stupid t-shirts that say CHOOSE RIGHT OR ELSE  The Vegans 
with their mallet of judgment as I embrace my carnivorous human nature—my hunger a bleeding, 
skinless cow. I wanted to get violent, to tear down everything they’d ever built. Instead I replaced 
Vegan with Christian, with Islamic, with Jewish, with Atheist and kept my lips tight, my jaw aching 
as the fistful of words pounded against my brick wall teeth.  
 
 
 
Azia DuPont founded the literary journal, Dirty Chai, in 2012. Her writing has recently appeared or 
is forthcoming in Queen Mob's Teahouse, Unlost Journal, Dead Flowers: A Rag | Bohemian Pupil Press, 
Calliope Magazine, Squawk Back, Unbroken Journal, The Screaming Sheep, Scapegoat Review and others. You 
can find her online @aziadupont. 


