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Violin
 Emilee Klein
 -1-
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 I’m Making a New Style Rene Suleiman
 I’m making a
 new style
 [for myself]
 because the
 cardboard cutout creations
 sitting board straight
 in confined classroom cells
 are two-dimensional
 contrived contraptions
 made to listen and repeat
 dead words
 like alien abstractions
 force-fed.
 I’m making a
 new style
 [for myself]
 so that zombie
 eyeballs bouncing
 multiplex modern marvels
 around bored skulls and
 skimming Sparknotes
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 for text translations
 can see themselves
 alive
 through [me]
 the mouth-less mouthpiece
 on the page.
 I’m making a
 new style
 [for myself]
 out of freshly drawn blood
 pinpricked from a
 restless crowd
 and eager earnest eyes
 flashing sign language
 and playing with the light
 reflecting refracting rays
 that revive
 the random heart they
 happen to hit
 I’m making a
 new style
 [for myself]
 that will open
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 locked chests and
 build a bridge between
 hollowed hearts heavy
 with silent secret words
 rib carved and always
 misunderstanding
 buried alive
 deep in cold chest cavities
 waiting for the spark.
 So I sit quiet
 and the words
 on my tongue
 are silent explosives
 that burst your beating chest;
 when you eat them
 from my paper lips
 your heart will catch fire
 and you will feel me
 burning in your mouth
 and you will mistake me
 for yourself.
 I’ve made a
 new style
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 [for the world]
 because the world is
 [myself]
 and even I need a
 firecracker to the chest
 from a friend
 every once in a while
 to wake up
 my words
 from their slumber,
 dreaming.
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 I Raise My Glass Brady Blackburn
 I raise my glass To the pompous, to the rats, To those who place the burdens while others strain their backs. To spokesmen And ambassadors of lies, Everyone striving to bring about honesty’s demise. They are at my table And it’s been a long time coming With these crooked schemes, these bloody deeds, this lustful search for money. I am still in awe In my integrity, my flaw That they could rise so swiftly, propelled by only wrongs. I am amazed By all the strength it must take To learn to punch that conscience right in the fucking face. I propose a toast: To the few who swindle most, To those who will win no matter who must be opposed. Three cheers for these With their scandalous feats Shearing away their righteousness with every person that they fleece. Inspiring men, Entrepreneurial adepts Who will not stop ascending no matter who forms the steps. Applause is due To those bold, daring few Who have evolved past the need or the care for the truth. I raise my glass To those clever, selfish asses Who never gave a damn for me or the masses. I drink to the dishonest.
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 Work Liberates
 Katharine Meyer
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 The Great Commission Julia Segura
 We know that paper cuts
 That onion skin is razor thin
 Pain is good
 You bled out all our savage sin
 Offered freedom from this filthy skin
 Hands that touch every heart you meet
 Feet treading every forsaken street
 Except you missed one here
 One angry, one wild, one waiting
 To forgive you, if you want
 Still, some nights nails puncture palms
 Tomorrow point out all your wrongs
 But save screams for sick dreams
 The awful raspy nothing that you hear
 Invisible but ancient tears
 Because melanin
 silences
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 become as little children Amber Koneval
 When I was a child
 they asked me what I wanted to do
 when I grew up
 and I said I wanted to watch things.
 not enough, they answered
 trees reaching with branches full of leaves
 shaking, quaking at the sun
 not enough
 snow sparkling off the rooftops, like icing
 on burnt cupcakes
 not enough
 the bright red of a tank top, a lop-
 sided cherry bouncing up and down the sidewalk
 not enough
 the crinkle of a smile that spreads
 with the sunrise
 not enough
 to watch, to learn, to see
 who else could see what I see
 the trees, the sun
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 the snow, the woman
 and you
 who else could see what I see
 who else is there to
 watch?
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 The Door We Close Our Eyes To: A Cell Used for Raping Female Slaves
 Brady Blackburn
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 The Formulary Maria Mozzaferro
 Take beaker of liquid, add in precise markings of octagons,
 double the bonds
 break open the space between the pieces, shake and boil
 Gleaming and glint of light off the machine
 Perfection
 Shame, red marks and scarlet letters
 pointed fingers
 The way we always do things
 one half-teaspoon of gasping the last
 one quarter-tablespoon required of the way we have always
 done it
 pinch of powder, draw up and give
 While she dusts off her hands in the twilight, squinting
 through
 the dried buds of the rafters
 Cloaked flame and wood creaking in the distance
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 Forests of the Night
 Alexis Ortega
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 Cellar Sleeping, or a Night Underground Gina Nordini
 Well, it took long enough for me to decide.
 See I
 spent a good deal of energy just wondering
 where to spend the night.
 Should I sleep in
 the room with my name on it
 filled with crickets and clutter
 or was I
 better off sleeping in the
 transitory mattress and springs
 with thoughts of dark mysterious
 dreaming and wood shavings?
 What would be a
 simple choice for some not-so-dilettante
 became a question of utmost importance
 to someone like me.
 I just could not decide if
 the night was
 cool enough for to sleep upstairs
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 or if the heat necessitated another
 night in the cool of our basement.
 (And on a side note:
 Where
 did I prefer to shake the spiders from?)
 It took me a moment to recognize
 the itching in my fingers, the old
 restless energy that drives me.
 Crazy.
 But as I paced back and forth, mentally,
 trying to judge which room was coolest,
 It occurred to me that the poetry had chosen for me.
 That hot troubled spark
 that makes me
 pluck at my clothes where they squeeze at my
 heart
 too tightly
 meant that tonight—
 regardless of the weather—
 was a night best spent underground.
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 Where the light of my midnight oil would not disturb the
 rest of my family.
 Raw energy and rustling pages keep me
 company tonight.
 Talent best kept in
 midnight places.

Page 26
                        

-17-
 Funk
 Corey Allen
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 Old Scars Like New Consequences: An Evening Mountain
 David McIntyre I am not alone
 For nostalgia sits beside me.
 Sheets of rock make—
 An overhang, we are Sun’s exempt prophets.
 Soft creatures, new creatures, we are trapped in a cave like a
 sepulcher.
 Up here where rocks gasp for air
 We are already gone.
 A blue jay cries far off on a Plutonian shore.
 A million animals roam the land
 We hear their story in tapping feet
 As though their comings and goings
 Signaled great change or unfathomable final ending.
 The cold feels damp in here where blood no longer flows,
 Though the heat of it feels real enough out there.
 Rolling thunderheads crowd the lightning for a brief
 existence,
 I am the revenant, left to remember the undercast,
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 The quick and false exalted.
 My hand has disappeared; I am mud between each freckle.
 Lightning peppers the land with black favor,
 Leaving bulletholes and empty spaces
 Or maybe just dead trees like bullet cases,
 A petty war between forgotten Gods.
 Here and there,
 Lightning clashes a millennial rock face.
 Up here, stones cannot breathe,
 Yet when I look,
 Nostalgia wears new scars
 Like old consequences—
 In her smile is a great change.
 Though I have felt this ending before
 in my throat.
 I am forever alone,
 For nostalgia sits beside me.
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 To Fly or Fall Kaitlyn Medina
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 Haven Chiara Gonzales
 There's a soft, sighing note outside, molded by the smell of trees
 and the sharp, thick tang of drying dirt and dead leaves. Everything is on
 fire, but nothing burns and the air stays pleasantly warm.
 My brother and I have a game we play – who can stay outside
 longest without making a sound? He loves mounds of foliage and sitting
 underneath trees.
 I’m not allowed outside my cocoon of blankets, anyways.
 The cocoa is too thick. I sift the sweet sludge before me, remind-
 ing myself to tell Erik that I don’t need that much chocolate. A single
 crimson leaf falls into the mug, a tiny crunchy ship with tiny twig people in
 a dense brown sea.
 “Jessipi.”
 I look up - Erik’s wearing camo again, with his black pellet pistol
 strapped to his belt. I don’t think he combed his hair. There’s a cardboard
 box in his hands, worn and patched with duct tape. The side reads
 “JESSICA MED SUPPLIES, 2nd BEDROOM.” Erik drops the box with
 a thunk and rummages, finally pulling out a large, clear tube filled with plas-
 tic toys.
 “Dinosaurs today,” he says.
 .++.
 "There’s a distant rumbling, a gentle shift in the earth. The pre-
 cognizant air of excitement is almost palpable. Strands of grass wave and
 quiver with anticipation for the oncoming –"
 “DEATH!! Death to all things plant!”
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 “You said you wouldn’t do that this time, Erik.”
 "–herd. The roar resounds, growing louder, dispersing across the
 vast plains. And just as the thunder culminates upon the horizon, it stops.
 Not a pitter, not a whisper.
 As the land begins to settle into the sudden stillness, the scent of
 moist, crushed grass penetrates the air. The beasts have begun to feed.
 They are remarkable creatures, with skin as rough as stone and large, intel-
 ligent eyes. Three massive horns rise gracefully from each head disk. Their
 attention is shortly drawn by a new thump as the land shakes again; a new,
 more ferocious lizard approaches. Drawn to the sounds of the herd, a lone
 Tyrannosaurus Rex appears, on the prowl for a meal of his own. Anxious,
 the triceratops back up against each other and form a sharp, closed ring.
 The T-Rex jumps forward, and the scrape of ivory on tooth settles upon
 the meadow. First blood is drawn. The T-Rex stalks off, blood cascading
 down his jawline.
 A triumphant horn rides the wind."
 For a moment, green flashes against red, and the plastic carnivore
 is lost among the large mountains of leaves. Erik scampers away to find it,
 leaving several triceratops on my lap. I sit idly. He crashes about the lawn.
 “Erik, is that you with your sister?”
 Mom steps out into the yard, and silver threads glisten, framing
 her smooth face. She steps on a leaf and it makes no sound. Erik pops up
 from beneath one of the mounds like a prairie dog. He’s found the T-Rex,
 and slowly wanders back. Mom takes him by the hand, and he reluctantly
 crunches away.
 It’s quiet again, just me and the vast backyard, a cloying film sit-
 ting comfortably on the heavens.
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 .++.
 The leather seats of the Montero are cold and sticky in the early
 morning. Even with my blanket, the chill seeps through as I scootch across
 the back. Lukewarm, stale air slaps my face in time with the engine. It’s not
 quite light out, and the yellow beams cast deeper shadows through soft
 blue velvet. Dad’s driving today. His jaw is firmly set, but that never
 changes. Especially on visit days.
 I count the whizzing street lamps.
 The ship is never a comfortable place to rest. Everyone is jammed together and
 you can smell the last time someone took a bath. But there’s a softness to the cramped
 quarters, music in the creak of the wood and rope against the elements. The ground
 shifts – another swell. The smell of moist salt wafts in, clawing and rooting into cloth.
 Unable to sleep, I mount the stairs to the deck. The moon is on full, a soft disk against
 painted stars and midnight silk, veiled slightly by a looming cloud layer. Ava is on deck,
 near the prow. I’ve never seen her sleep. She turns, her auburn hair a shining curtain,
 eyes sharp.
 “It’s coming.”
 The wind is taut. A large drum beats in the distance. A flash of sky catches
 fire.
 I must have slept a while, since the clouds are orange. I can hear
 the pattering thud of rushing feet and clacking wheels under the neon
 “EMERGENCY” sign. The car door opens, and dad picks me up, as gen-
 tly as a rough man can. He doesn’t set me down until a clipboard and pen
 slides over to him, beckoning. I stand in my monkey slippers and draw the
 blanket round tighter. Everyone moves quickly; no-one looks lost. We are
 directed to a small waiting room. There’s an assortment of chairs here –
 some wide and cushioned, others that stick to your pant-seat. We walk (I
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 shuffle) over to a couple padded gray seats in the waiting room, away from
 the TV and other people. Colored tiles lie interspersed among plain linole-
 um.
 Dad quickly fills out the black lines, barely paying heed to their
 questions. The little blue card with my name and number hasn’t left his
 wallet for a few years now. He turns in the clipboard a few minutes later,
 and passes the TV on the way back. The Saturday morning cartoons are
 on;; some kids giggle at the mouse bashing in the cat’s face with a frying
 pan. Spread before me on a small table are several outdated magazines.
 The National Geographic looks interesting.
 I look up to the growing din of heels, and see Miss Alice coming
 to get me. Her eyes match the green shirt under her white coat. Standing, I
 roll the magazine up and follow after her, careful to step only on the red,
 blue, and yellow tiles. She only ever steps on the white ones. Does she
 know we’re playing a game? I won’t tell her until she loses. She notices the
 magazine, dog-eared and marked in my hands. I open it up to my favorite
 picture.
 “They say that Stegosaurus can change their plate colors to scare
 predators. With their blood. I can do it too, watch.” I hold my breath and
 tense up, forcing blood to my face. Miss Alice laughs, a soft sound like
 how a page feels when you brush it against another. I join in, and am no
 longer a puffer-fish.
 “How long will the procedure last, doctor?” Dad’s voice is like
 tires on gravel, and there are more lines on his forehead. Maybe he’s get-
 ting sick. She informs him it won’t take long.
 .++.
 I can feel the dry lump rise when I see the machine, a quiet white
 cave squatting in the center of the otherwise empty room. The walls are a
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 light, clear blue, but the promise of sounds I can’t see takes over. Cold
 worms prick up my fingers, clawing into my lungs. I close my eyes, and
 blackness blankets the cave. A step and a whir later, I’m being whisked into
 the machine. Long, white bars keep my head in place, close and cold.
 Somewhere before the blank face before me, there’s a repetitive thunk.
 Someone’s trying to get in. Again. But that’s hardly possible.
 Day and night don’t exist here;; twinkling lights mesh with midnight blues and
 impenetrable blacks. Ribbons of color dance and swirl amongst one another, weaving
 through bright, nebulous clouds. There must be sound out there, but here, the silence
 folds upon itself like stacks of wet silk. My only form of protection is a small, clear plate
 and a tempered metal tube.
 Suddenly, the metal tube constricts. The smooth, faceless façade crumples in-
 ward. Sharp, pyramidal dents fall inwards, coming closer, closer. Icicles set on skin, and
 a cold heat alights, surging, rising, boiling. Outside, the soft swirls snarl, all ominous
 eyes and reaching claws.
 “Jessica. Be strong.” Dad’s gravelly voice sounds broken and tired,
 tinny over the speakers, buried beneath the cacophony of frantic beeps
 and tones. The air stutters in, gradually expanding and settling. The tendrils
 of sound slow into a regulated promenade, and the white bars before me
 once again solidify. Don’t move, they said. An itch begins to grow, vibrating
 and pulsing. I hum Once Upon a December.
 On our way out of the hospital I see a girl, doubled over and
 planted to the cement as her mom tries to bring her in.
 .++.
 Miss Alice says my lungs have gotten worse. That at best, my ca-
 pacity and circulation rate will stay where they are. My heart needs to be
 monitored. My anemia is also a consideration, but not so much so as the

Page 35
                        

-26-
 others. As Miss Alice talks, hands flowing and juggling, they grow too still,
 statues under the glaring overhead. Outside the small office, Erik laughs at
 something on the TV, but the sound dissipates. I look down, my feet
 planted on red and blue squares.
 The ship enters the vast, wet gray wall. Thick swells break against the groan-
 ing wood, tossing the vessel hither and thither. Flashes of lightning barely illuminate the
 thick fog, and lamplight is all but immediately absorbed. The howl is deafening, perme-
 ating and sinking to chill the very core. Somewhere in the cloud cover, a rope snaps.
 There are new rules when I get home.
 .++.
 The hallway tolls, a long pulse ricocheting off the drywall and
 down the south wing towards my room. There’s a soft murmur, and
 the click of the door. Light steps pad unevenly, and Ava skips in, her lop-
 sided smile hidden by a fiery burst of hair. She’s never knocked, even when
 I first met her six years ago when we moved into the neighborhood. In her
 hands is a maroon envelope, sealed with a small caricature unicorn.
 “An official invitation for tonight,” she says.
 I smile, but the corners of my mouth fight to pull down. Thorns
 seem to grow out from under the blanket, tearing at my chest. Reaching
 towards the bedside table, I pull out a small box wrapped in a fluid red
 glow and garnished with golden string. It sits in her hands and she falters a
 bit, but when she looks up, her grin is bigger than before.
 “Boo, get better soon. You’re a bummer when you’re sick.” She
 turns, and I barely register the door closing before—
 There’s a chair set next to my bed, a book tented on the
 seat. Balzac and the Little Chinese Seamstress.
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 The book is gone, in its place a steaming mug of chocolate sludge.
 It’s gone cold now. I venture a sip;; it slides like mud, cooling and
 soothing.
 The final shafts of evening have settled into the corners and the
 wall-mounted mirror. The room is as barren as ever, save for the looming
 shadow at the edge of the bed. It bounces, and the sound of pellets against
 a magazine echoes around it. I flick on the lamp attached to the head-
 board, and find Erik bouncing in place, once again holding the tattered
 cardboard box.
 “You’re gonna get fat if you keep sleeping.” He pulls out a blue
 toy tube this time, beady eyes and fins veiled behind the plastic. My bed
 becomes an ocean, filled with a plethora of tiny plastic sharks, dolphins,
 and whales. He sits, idly juggling a tiger shark. My heart races as heat rush-
 es down to the tips of my fingers. Clack. I’m vaguely aware of miniatures
 flying – clack – as the corners of the room begin to fade, glinting black.
 “Get out,” I whisper.
 I don’t hear him for once, but he leaves the tiger shark on one of
 my pillows. I pick it up, running my fingers along its open jaw before
 throwing it down too.
 .++.
 Erik doesn’t visit me for the next few days, and I find myself alone again in
 the backyard. There’s a distinct chill, hidden behind a front of flame. I let
 loose a held breath, and watch as the icy mist wafts in slow, lazy circles
 before melting away. I sip my cocoa – it’s too thin.
 .++.
 Winter has finally roared to a full stop, roosting over the roof and the
 stream beneath my window. Dad stops me when I try to leave the house
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 and turns up the heater. “It’s too cold for you,” he says, and hands me a
 cup of cocoa. Mom helps me set up a nest of blankets and pillows in the
 greenroom, swaddling me among the unseasonal greens and the gentle
 water feature. Surrounded by dinosaurs, dolphins, and tigers, I spend the
 day re-reading Alice in Wonderland. Outside, Erik squeals as a snowball hits
 him in the face. Even with the torrid heat blasting the room, my fingers
 tingle, sending cold shocks up through my arm.
 There’s a thunk on the window as snow hits it, spreading out to
 cover most of my view outside. A flash of reddish hair flies by as Ava
 ducks past, snowballs following in her wake. There’s more laughter, and
 the cold feeling grows sharp and malevolent. I look down, and the picture
 of Alice and the mouse shakes, blurring the words. I turn away from the
 war outside, trying to keep pace with the bends in the mouse’s tale.
 Ava clambers in at the mouse’s fifth bend, gasping and shivering,
 her grin wider and more lopsided than ever.
 “How’s Alice doing?” she asks.
 “Just fine.” I can’t help but let some of the chill seep through.
 “Well, it doesn’t look like you’ve found the rabbit hole yet.”
 “It’s not like I don’t want to.”
 “Don’t be such a bummer, Jessipi. Look, I brought you a white
 rabbit.” She draws her hand out from behind her back, cupping a small
 bunny made of snow and padding over to me. I take it, and for a moment,
 the heater makes it past the tingling in my body. I smile, and place the rab-
 bit next to the plastic zoo animals on the floor. Erik comes in shortly after,
 the blast of cold air stopping short against my blankets. He sits next to us,
 picks up Alice in Wonderland, and begins reading out loud. His high voice
 stutters and trips, heat steadily moving its way up his face. Ava pats him on
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 the back and tells him to keep reading. Out of the corner of my eye, I can
 see Mom watching our motley. For once, she doesn’t say anything about
 dripping snow onto the floor.
 .++.
 A blizzard hits our neighborhood, and for once, the world outside
 is silent. The kids are kept inside, finding themselves at the window waiting
 to be let out to play. I sit next to the living room window, wrapped in sev-
 eral layers, mittens grasping Grimm’s Fairy Tales. Erik paces, complaining
 that the house is too small. I remain still.
 A large, boxy truck drives up the road, stopping outside Ava’s
 house. The family van quickly follows, pulling up into the driveway. Her
 dad hops out, not bothering to put it into the garage. Within moments, the
 house across the street is alive with activity. Suitcases and boxes pile them-
 selves into the truck, followed by mattresses and couches. An hour later,
 Ava and her parents walk out, wading through the snow to the van. My
 fingers clamber, struggling against the mittens to open the window clasp,
 shoving it open with a frantic force.
 “Ava! Ava!” She looks over and sees me waving. Half out of the
 window, I continue shouting, but the sound falls short before reaching her.
 She turns away, and her red hair quickly disappears behind tinted glass. All
 too soon, the remnant skeleton of a home and tire tracks are all that re-
 main. My breath circles out in broken puffs, fighting against the winter air.
 My nose is numb.
 .++.
 I’m rolled into the emergency room in a wheelchair, and Dad’s
 voice is weighted and slow when he talks to Dr Alice.
 “She’ll need more tests. We’re worried that her anemia is getting
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 worse; it might make the functioning of her heart and lungs more compli-
 cated. For now, I’ll prescribe some more medication and excuse her from
 her physical education class.” Dr Alice’s smile remains plastered to her
 face, despite the glint in Dad’s eye.
 “You already have. Since middle school,” he replies, his rocky
 voice polishing to sharp stone.
 “She’ll be going to college this fall, right? We’ll try our best to get
 her stable before she leaves the house.”
 “Thank you, Doctor,” I say, walking over to stand between Alice
 and Dad. My feet are planted on red and plain linoleum squares. Dad
 shakes his head and begins to walk away, pulling at Alice’s smile and paint-
 ing a gray cloud in her eyes.
 .++.
 Spring arrives early. The plants in the greenroom are moved out-
 doors, framing the swollen stream with a splatter of greens, blues, reds,
 and purples. Mail addressed to me begins flowing through the mail slot,
 bringing tidings from schools across the nation.
 There’s a weight to them, a woven promise in the strands of paper
 and glue. They rustle against one another, fighting to contain the voices
 within civil towards the others. All it takes is a glance towards the top left
 corner.
 I’m not allowed to leave the state.
 .++.
 High above the busy, incessant movement of the incoming freshman class,
 a flawless blue sky hangs weightlessly upon the world. Waves of heat crash
 down, bouncing on the roiling asphalt. The shade of the university's direc-
 tory offers little reprieve to the oncoming heat stroke, nor to the jolts
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 running through my system. I sit on my belongings, waiting for someone
 with a clipboard to come check me in.
 The room itself is small, everything a dull whitewash save for the
 desk and wardrobe in the corner. Dad rolls in the last box before giving
 the room one last inspection. "Your appointment is next Saturday. Make
 sure you have a ride," he says as he shuts the door behind him.
 I begin to weave color into the walls, and place Alice in Wonder-
 land and The Sound and The Fury on my desk. Pillows and blankets fly out of
 boxes, forming a cocoon touched with flowers upon the bed. The sound
 of a piano wafts in from somewhere down the hall as I tack up the finish-
 ing touches. I find a boy toying with the keys a moment later, his brown
 hair falling just over his eyes. He looks up, a smile melding with the melo-
 dy.
 "Hi, I'm Ryan. D'you like Kingdom Hearts, then?"
 .++.
 The Camry’s seats are blistering, and the faux leather wheel lique-
 fies and melts into my hands. The AC fitfully attempts to blow away the
 soft sheen on our faces, but hits a wall against the leaden, frosted weight in
 my chest. It sits, rucked and dull, pulling down the satin clouds. I can feel
 my eyebrows descending towards it, feel my arms struggling to stay aloft
 against its gravity.
 A Stegosaurus uses its blood to protect itself from predators.
 “Why are you so upset with me?” I can barely hear him over the
 screeching tires, and look over. Ryan’s eyes are a greenish-gray, shifting
 between warmth and ice. I lick my lips, but my tongue is dry. Not a sound
 seeps through, so I turn onto the highway. He sighs, and looks out the
 window. The air between us becomes opaque, falling in on itself and
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 solidifying. Maybe it’ll be easier to speak once I’m someone else – a vam-
 pire – when we can tell a story in a different time, in a different place, with
 our friends.
 “I got a phone call today,” I whisper as I shift into the next lane.
 Ryan glances over and slowly reaches out to grasp my hand. The warmth is
 welcoming against the chill in my chest, a flowing glow that seeps and set-
 tles into the farthest, darkest corners. The weight fights off the heat, but as
 the need grows, my voice stutters, spilling out. I start with Doctor Alice,
 how after Dad left the hospital affairs to me, I stopped updating my par-
 ents. How three days prior, she called me for a follow-up test on a blood
 panel that came up with unexpected results.
 “Don’t tell me. I got it.” His voice is soft, but I can feel the ex-
 haustion behind it.
 “You’ll stick around?” I ask, feeling the anticipation rush forward,
 threatening to pull me out.
 “I have all year, stop doubting that. It’s kind of insulting that you
 keep thinking your best friend is just going to leave.”
 Ava, you’ll be going to Aegis too, won’t you? They have a phenomenal nurs-
 ing program. I think you’d love it there.
 “People just do.”
 “I’m not your father. I love you, okay? Leave it there. Please.”
 I smile, squeeze his hand, and continue driving. Once again, the
 weight reaches up and closes around my throat, just like it does when Dad
 calls. I don’t know how to tell them –
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 Mt. Daly
 Grant Robbins
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 How Man Made Woman Mosaic Rene Suleiman
 You were an artist
 bold with paint strokes
 but you were a sculptor then
 and I was your woman’s mold
 You mixed your own clay
 eyes full of technicolor
 mosaic masterpieces
 formed from woman
 You worked slowly
 wielding sharp metal
 to carve red designs in
 my smooth woman’s skin
 You first blended
 blood passion and lust
 to seal with kisses
 my curved woman’s cracks
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 You rubbed my layers bare
 and worshipped me lovely
 I was raw stripped bone
 but my woman’s heart believed
 You then etched so softly
 that I did not notice
 cuts caked with colored scabs
 that veiled my woman’s face
 You peeled me sweetly
 and covered the gaps with
 tangy sweat and rivets
 to piece woman from steel
 You moved your hands next
 to my center chest core
 and sliced my blood pulse clean
 to throw my woman’s beat
 You smeared concrete in my gaps
 brow furrowed in tunnel vision
 to finally slip through and permeate
 my secret woman’s soul
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 You stepped fast then
 catching my stiff fall
 my curves straightened hard
 and my woman’s cracks parched
 You had left my eyes untouched
 blinking orbs with faux sparkle
 collecting dew and waiting
 for a woman’s soul to make me whole
 You were a sculptor
 bold with chiseled precision
 but you were a man then
 and I was your woman’s mosaic.
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 From the Trees David McIntyre
 Exhale
 Trunks winding, now whirling,
 The trash of this way and that
 Soft leaves cup each body like a half-shed cradle
 Their sweat is sweet on the air,
 the crinkle of skin and moss at the small of each back has the look
 of an elephant trunk you used to stare at
 in National Geographic magazines when you were young.
 Cough.
 Trunks pouring back-sweat in the purer waters below our feet.
 Dried hangover nosebleeds start dripping again,
 They are pouring into the purer water below.
 Infected ooze from half-healed needle scars.
 And all are pouring over the rushing waters below.
 And I am vain.
 I have forgotten when I fell below their knees,
 The high, ugly bodies of each trunk can only really be seen down here.
 But the water was never pure,
 The river has always been the brown of dead fish,
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 The blue specks are half-submerged biohazards generations forgot,
 Galvanized steel and decomposing skeleton trunks foster these blind halfbreed bugs like spoils of war,
 Everything breeds, bleeds, and writhes down here as it always has before.
 And I know because you know.
 This is a church of corpses and I am the Faith.
 Exhale
 Trunks going up to the infinite
 And I will never see the tops
 Because an urge, a softer whisper, a love,
 Is lost.
 Come, the path leaves where it always has before.
 Decades, centuries, my body wasted and wholly young.
 Decades, centuries, each trunk is my marker,
 A distant scent I have seen, smelt, felt because
 Everyday bringing closer to nowhere.
 I have seen every day
 Because it must end where it starts.
 This snake of a river has me cornered in mud,
 In hurt, in heartache.
 I am a forest of trunks.
 I will not come out.

Page 48
                        

-39-
 Inhale.
 Trunks twisted, listing, listless,
 I am haunted with hands,
 Silky on birthdays, broken open at the knuckle on Christmas,
 Gnarled claws from compulsive sewing
 Sewing.
 I am opened from the stomach, to the chin, to the heart.
 How a caribou looks in GunHunter Magazine when you are old,
 A prize, a catch, glass-eyed death in a bottle.
 And the water goes in time with the soft palpitations of each breath,
 it rushes between my lungs and my spine and
 Crashes somewhere in the black scarlet behind,
 I am the crags.
 And I have forgotten the river is at my wrist, my waist, rushing up an inch per caste.
 It is raining.
 It is raining.
 Exhale
 It is raining, screwing my eyes shut and my arms under the water,
 I start with sand in my hand,
 A decade, a century,
 I syphon a little in time to the motions of each trunk and each long goodbye.
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 Darkling memories, as though perhaps
 There is no feeling here.
 Cough.
 The wind winding the trunks, whirling to a solemn Sumba,
 This is my dirge,
 Soft mud under each foot, but I can almost reach the bottom
 Feel it under each toe.
 I will never reach it,
 I am The Fate.
 The wind through the trees is lovely,
 Lonely,
 And it is my sound.
 An urge, a softer whisper, a love
 I feel no more.
 I am no more.
 But I hear my God;
 The wind through the trees,
 Exhale.
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 Snow Pines
 Kate Wipfler
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 The Seven Steps to Birthing a Woman
 Rene Suleiman 1. Love a man enough
 to hold him in you
 and weather his
 rise and fall
 to come into you
 then lie together
 in the spark of creation.
 2. Feel the seed sprout into
 hands and lips
 play piano on your
 swollen belly and
 sing sweet songs
 about tying threads.
 3. Scream happy agony
 and go back to the
 beginning when all we
 had was sweat dripping
 then collapse the world small
 because nothing matters
 more than the child
 with your eyes.
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 4. Feed her fairytales and
 teach her how to walk strong
 how to fly free and dance
 wipe tears and feel fears
 then release the monsters
 from her chest in your
 warm mother’s arms.
 5. Believe in her and
 let her go
 let her grow
 confide in her when
 she notes your forehead creased
 and listen always
 arms open for when she falls.
 6. Show her how to weave
 thread tight to anchor
 her love in her chest
 and be strong enough
 to loosen your knot
 and let her float open.
 7. Love her always and
 whisper these instructions
 into her ear when she
 comes to you with
 a man she loves enough
 to hold inside her.
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 The Bus Jennie Babcock
 I took the bus today.
 I waited at the stop with an old woman
 who tried her hardest to not make eye contact --
 but the bus's exhaust pipes,
 as it pulled to a stop
 covered us both.
 I sat next to a boy on the bus today.
 He wasn't necessarily young --
 not really even a boy anymore.
 He was the awkward age
 where the 7-11 cashier
 doesn't know whether to say
 "yes, sir" and not-much-else,
 or "yeah, man,"
 and "did you catch the game last night?"
 His hair may have been
 brown.
 It must have been --
 his eyes were
 brown.
 I used to think words could change the world.
 That words like "we the people"
 actually meant "we the people,"
 meant we, as a group of people

Page 54
                        

-45-
 with nothing more than
 something to say,
 but always with something to say
 in order to form something
 more perfect.
 I used to think that the words
 "love thy neighbor as thyself"
 meant more than
 "love when convenient,"
 "love when easy,"
 "love when you will be
 loved in return,"
 "love when deserved, but,
 damn it, when 'They'
 attack us,
 hate with the passion
 you could never find in
 love."
 I used to think that words of passion
 issuing from the mouths of lovers
 would be more than a cliché
 trivialized by their commonality,
 and the promises that end
 in divorce-rate percentages.

Page 55
                        

-46-
 That there were meanings,
 even truth,
 behind the words "faith, hope,
 love."
 The bus lurches to a stop,
 and we the people
 rush on and off the bus,
 knocking each other down
 in pursuit of the surname "Jones."
 The brown-haired, brown-eyed boy
 mumbles his to-do list under his breath.
 No philosophies,
 just words.
 Shyly, he turns to me,
 and shares the words
 Hola, ¿como estas?
 His eyes are brown.
 Not a murky, stagnant brown --
 brown like gold, like two gold coins,
 like the gold that colonizers
 killed for, and this kid on a bus
 holds them deep in the sockets of his eyes,
 and always looks at the ground.
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 As the boy with the treasures of Cortez in his eyes
 talks about bills, family, school,
 he speaks casually, with false nonchalance,
 a pretense of apathy,
 like these every day things are worthless to me.
 In this moment,
 I pray.
 I pray that if no other words matter,
 that these words,
 the words of a boy,
 not young or old,
 not short or tall,
 the words of the boy
 with treasures in his eyes
 would matter.
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 Acuity
 Corey Allen
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 Things That Make Me Cry
 Wren Craig Solitary breakfast eaters,
 Crunching into their bacon smiles,
 And staring at the blank wall ahead
 of them, the wall that should be a face,
 And not one made of eggs or pancakes.
 Two year olds who live fiercely,
 And give earnest gifts of pebbles
 and feathers,
 speaking half God,
 Deemed “terrible” by “parenting” books
 Because they’ve only made two laps
 Around the Sun.
 Choir hymns that ring
 In the cavernous cathedral of your ribcage,
 Filling up every crack and lonely space
 Like bright water
 Or slow love.
 Books that break your heart in
 Two lines,
 Then continue on
 For 62 trudging pages,
 Knowing you’re wounded,
 But still expecting your allegiance.
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 Puppies
 That have that weird puppy smell
 And nothing else smells like it,
 And it will be gone one day,
 And they will be dogs.
 My mother,
 Crying.
 Irish songs
 Sung by Irish voices,
 Comprising gravel and air,
 With harmonies that are like
 Steel and flint,
 Striking one another to make
 A dissonant, frictional beauty.
 Those silent moments between
 Mean words...
 And kind hands,
 Where panic crawls into
 Your mind and graffitis
 “That was the last straw. You’ve ruined it”
 Onto its cold, fearful walls.
 The forehead kisses that come
 After the silence,
 Like baptisms.
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 Pumpkin Carving Amber Koneval
 slapping the thick, round side of the orange skin makes a deep sloshing sound like milk and sand settling in a distended belly.
 I tried to carve your smile into its hide but it turned into a lopsided hole-gap, a slit on the bumpy ridges like that cut below your sternum that's almost healed but its not like I can stuff back in these goopy chunks into this gaping grin I guess its better that you're not a pumpkin then.
 I would break if I broke you Those double-bowed dimples that crinkle from your chin to your forehead like the grooves on a gourd filled in the creases with joy, affection
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 and dirt carried from the earth fit for fingers to ply through, slowly I want to know every one.
 I tried to carve your smile into my pumpkin maybe because I'm terrified.
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 Skyscraper Elizabeth Lim
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 Pterror Andy Horner
 Met'r was falling to home and us.
 Ending with whimper and bang was us.
 Grounded, and firma no longer.
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 Of Ghana Brady Blackburn
 Let’s take a moment, make like the Sankofa bird, and look back at
 where we’ve come from.
 What did we expect to find in Ghana?
 Did we intend to see elephants?
 Or to sing “The Circle of Life” as the sun set longingly behind bao-
 bab trees?
 We didn’t intend to fall for Norwegians, or to get blood infections,
 or to get on the University of Ghana football team.
 Could we have been prepared, in our self-proclaimed agape minds
 To be treated as walking ATMs and paragons at the same time?
 Who would’ve thought that we would comfortably sweat our bodies
 dry
 To the soulful sounds of “Cra-Cra-Cra!” and
 “YeeeeESSPEUUUWaaataa!”
 Somewhere along the way our left hands became like vestiges of our
 former selves,
 We started looking for shito on store shelves,
 And we learned Osu better than taxi drivers.
 We know what we prefer out of Star, Club, and Castle,
 We know when a tro-tro’s too much of a hassle,
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 And somehow we know the difference between fufu, banku, and
 kenkey.
 We know these things from experience:
 FanIce is like a drug; Kevin gives great hugs;
 Nkrumah was a boss; bathrooms have a cost;
 Love is cheap, but jollof is cheaper;
 A spot is a bar; Bolgatanga is far;
 Ananse’s a trickster;; Frutelli’s a mixer;;
 You can use “mepaakyεw” for everything;;
 The flag goes red, yellow, green;
 And the Anopheles mosquito can go fuck itself.
 We came with our expectations like classmates on a fieldtrip six
 thousand miles away from home,
 But we would soon come to find out this isn’t Rome,
 Or Boston, or Baltimore, or any place with which we were hitherto
 familiar.
 This is a place where gods possess more people than demons;
 It’s a place where six year-olds play with machetes,
 Where insects and opportunists suck blood in equal quantities,
 And where the Black Star is seen rising over a village without power.
 Ghana is a place where the atumpan pounds out our heartbeats,
 Where we beat the dust with our dancing feet.
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 The earth, the color of rust
 From twenty-four million broken shackles
 Ringing Freedom and Justice.
 Do you know what this dust is?
 Just a legacy of ancestral blood rising up to meet us.
 Ghana is not a place set away from Reality;
 It’s just a reality that we never knew.
 It’s a place that seizes your perceptions by the throat and declares
 them untrue.
 It’s a country that knocks you on your ass for understanding to en-
 sue:
 That you will never “save Africa”
 As much as Africa saves you.
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 Untitled
 Nick Smith
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