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Vagabonds is at Volume 9. For me that’s the craziest thing. It’s crazy 
for me to know that there will be a volume 10, and how many more 
volumets coming out. This project started in 2012, with nothing. No 
website, no twitter presence, no way to find people. I had nothing. 
In those days, I was putting flyers up in coffee shops and university 
boards. I didn’t know how to use Facebook or twitter aside from just 
complaining about my day. I knew nothing. And here we are. 

I started this journal because I wanted to foster a community 
of authors, artists, poets. I wanted to bring people together to share 
work, to share experiences. For me, this journal is much more than a 
book that gets put out. It’s a place to foster good ideas, collaboration, 
discussion, and a place where we can share our own experiences. 

When the first issue came out, I was printing books. I didn’t 
know anything about Print on Demand and in those days it was a 
fairly charged idea. So I printed a set of books and with a couple of 
friends in other states, we went out and left copies of Volume 1 in 
coffee shops, on mountains (yes, mountains), bookshelves. Each with 
a note that said “Take Me.” Because that’s what we wanted. Granted a 
few bucks would have been nice when you’re broke as fuck (printing 
ain’t cheap, nor are the other expenses of publishing), but overall, 
we wanted to get this into the hands of as many people as we could. 

And if I could afford to do it again, I would print 100 copies of 
this journal, and do it all again. 



I never thought the project would make it this far. I never though 
Weasel Press would even be alive today. In the back of my mind, I 
know there is an end date to all of this; I know it’s going to come 
to an end, whether due to money, or my own passing, or something 
else. This will end one day. And I don’t mean that as a countdown 
or anything negative. I’m acknowledging that the future is simply 
always uncertain. 

That being said I’d like to make it to Volume 20, and if I could 
ever get the money to make this journal thrive in print, I’d like that 
too. 

Volume 9 is a collection of work that features BIPOC authors, 
Queer and Trans Authors, Disabled Authors, Current and Former 
Sex Workers. Although it hasn’t always been focused on Marginal-
ized Voices, as a BIPOC editor, it was time to shift and make that 
happen. Now moving forward, it will be how every volume is han-
dled. Marginalized Voices deserve to have their voices heard. Though 
Vagabonds is small game in the publishing world, it can grow, much 
like it grew from nothing eight years ago. 

If you’re reading this, enjoy every word, every art piece, every 
person in this journal. There are voices here that have vastly import-
ant things to say and important experiences to share. 

Sincerely

Izzy T. AKA Weasel
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The Second Sermon in The Trumpland 

1.

You the tall tree /       We the small axe. 

In Hungerland the corporate blight eats the world/:  the swooshing 
sound of cars, like hydrocarbons  
blurring highways the bleeding mascara of oil. 

The ICE Gestapo of tender care facilities, caged 
the renditioned infant enemy combatants, like Gitmo, 
the forever foreign interred 
in a country with no conscience, the cattle cars of deportation, &
conveyor belt gimp of post-racial, 

the hyphenated way some are reminded that they don’t belong/: 

the Trail of Tears ant-
like trudge a tortuous march of dispossessed, 
the legislated genocide of Apache, 
                                          Comanche, 
                                          Blackhawk, Cheyenne & Sioux . . .  

2.

Something glints /
                              like Tears  /  or shackles ironed to ankles   or
foreign flight to dispossession 
                                                /  that can be seen from  /  space/: 

I will build a great wall—and nobody builds walls 
better than me, believe me—and I’ll build them very 
inexpensively. I will build a great, great wall on our 
southern border, and I will make Mexico pay for 
that wall.   Mark my words.
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3.

Amerikkka/:  the latitude & longitude of 
                                                                  expendable as . . . 
Here where $$$ are Divine 
because they mean to get what they wants    when they want it. 

Here where many more are Others.    Because it is easier 
                                                             to build the fear of  
                                                             than build a wall.  

4.

Restitution/:  the Army naming their helicopters / 
                                 after the murdered Indians they disappeared // 

They are the tempered bricks in the walls of your house //   

5.

The outliers 
in fear of    the hate that makes hate. 
                                                     Outside the bell curve entitlement   
                                                                         that turns a blind eye  
                                   whose true horror 
is indifference/:  to make what is wrong 
                                                                the right thing to do. 

6.

If we do nothing     /                           then so are we // 

Note: Italicized quote by Donald Trump, 2015. 

—henry 7. reneau, jr.
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Aftershocks

Black girl once taught me that
her flesh was molasses
not for its darkness, or its sweetness
but because her skin was just as thick
that’s how it’s gotta be to survive
black girl only ever cooked with brown sugar
for solidarity she joked
she always forgot where the Black Sea was
too much strange fruit swimming in Atlantic tides
they should switch the names
black girl said she still felt the pain of her ancestors
whenever her back ached, and
that she refused to wear necklaces
that’s a bedazzled noose
black girl’s family hoarded;
they built castles of cardboard in the living room and
they savoured every bit of 
what they could call theirs
her family told me it was because
they knew what it was like to lose a home
to have a tongue stolen
to have a culture ripped clean from their wombs

white girl told us
she’s one-eighth Irish
half Scottish, a quarter British
and an eighth German
and asked the black girl
‘what kind of black are you?’

your guess is as good as mine

—Fareh Malik



12

whitewashing

when i was in 3rd grade
i went swimming with a friend
 
we shared a shower together
curtains drawn
 
we were children
dreaming of power ranger battles
 
and what color our suits
would be when we morphed
 
then his father entered
while we battled with robots
 
with bubbles and water
we thought was lasers
 
his pants missing
cock limp
 
windows cracked, nestled
firmly in a pale body
 
he watched us as
we dried ourselves
 
every move followed
effortlessly
 
as if he’d watched
us before
 
he asked me if i
believed in god
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if i believed his hands
would grab us from earth
 
a voice so quiet
yet commanding
 
i kept my spine straight
straighter than streetlights
 
my eyes lighting only
the floor in front of me
 
body exposed to the hot
summer heat of texas
 
my feet told me to run
run and don’t look back
 
but i could only
nod my head yes
 
voice caged in my heart
he smiled, teeth whiter than his skin
 
and he said
it’s ok
 
god will strip you
of your brown skin
 
when you get
to heaven

—Weasel
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Valentina Donato
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 Other people through other people’s windows
R.C.Stacey

We have a routine, Elise and I. We’ll sit, once we’ve had dinner, once 
everything is all cleaned up and we can sit. We’ll sit and wait. It’ll 
normally be around 8 but perhaps a little earlier. Our neighbours; 
this is around 8, they’ll go into their bedroom. And we’ll have a great 
view - our houses are parallel along the street. 

   They sleep on the ground floor: he broke his leg maybe 2 years 
ago and they moved their stuff down whilst he was recovering and 
just never went back up, that’s when we got involved in the story. 
And it’ll be about 8, or thereabouts, and they’ll start kissing and 
undressing. They’ll get naked and they’ll lay up on the bed and make 
love to each other. Most evenings she’ll ride him, I like that view; but 
sometimes he will take her from behind and that’ll make Elise happy.

   We’ll sit there, in our living room; eyes fixed through that win-
dow and just watch. We won’t masturbate or anything like that (al-
though I have done when I’ve been alone and I’m sure Elise has too 
but she is very adamant I just caught her scratching and the smell was 
just an offset vaginal PH, she’s always short of breath so I don’t even 
consider that). We’ll sit there and watch our show. Nothing much 
other than that happens in that window. Perhaps one of them will 
orgasm too quickly or they’ll get interrupted, and that certainly adds 
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an interesting element, but I’m glad it stays roughly the same every 
night. It’s comfortable, Elise and I’s routine. Have dinner, clean up; 
take a seat, watch.

   They normally take about half an hour, roughly 8.30 it’ll be 
done so then Elise and I turn our attention to the house two down. 

   Now, to do so, or to get the best angle, we’ll have to shift the 
sofa slightly; to get the best angle. But we’ve been doing it for years 
now, we know what the best angle is. So we shift the sofa and we start 
watching. A family, parents and a kid; and they’ll start eating there 
dinner. At 8.30. At 8.30 they’ll start eating their dinner and Elise and 
I will say the same thing every time. We’ll say that we don’t under-
stand why anyone would have dinner so late. Why wait til 8.30? Such 
an odd way to live. 

   The parents cook together, which is lovely; and they’ll always 
hold hands before the meal. The kid, generally; will rush through 
their food and shoot away. We don’t, Elise and I, we don’t really un-
derstand what the parents are saying to one another. Sometimes we 
play a game where we try and guess. Sometimes we just try and pay 
attention. 

   I assume they’ll have dessert in a different room, but we never 
get to see. 

   I always wondered why the couple parallel stop sex at 8.30 but 
Elise quite cleverly pointed out that they do the same thing as us. 
They turn their separate seats in their living room toward their side 
window and watch what we watch. I don’t really talk to them, nei-
ther does Elise, but if we did I bet we’d talk about that odd family we 
watch who have dinner far too late. 

   Elise suggested that they might not even have dessert. I told her 
she was being ridiculous. Everyone has dessert.

   Now, if we haven’t already turned away (I must admit, it’s not 
our favourite window to look through) we will turn our attention to 
the corner of the street. We never quite know what’s going to hap-
pen, it really does fill us with excitement. Very often Elise will shield 
her eyes or rush off to bed because it all gets a little too extreme. 

   9. Street lamps all on, so you know it’s night-time. The corner of 
the street, normally it’s something involving teens. Like a drug deal 
or something of the like, I assume. Or someone getting beaten and 
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laughed at. Kids are the worst. I won’t leave the house any later than 
9, they scare me; scare me. 

   Tonight, there was group of kids on bikes shouting and swear-
ing at each other, laughing and joking. It was actually quite sweet 
to watch. But then it turned, like it always does; teens these days 
can’t help but turn everything violent. We watched, Elise and I; we 
watched 2 young people stab another in the abdomen, help them 
to the ground and the kick and kick and kick them. They ran away 
pretty quick. There was just this kid laying on the ground dribbling 
blood all over the pavement.

   I could tell that rest of the neighbourhood watched the 9 
o’clock show. Always so passionately violent, grotesque often. Too 
much, most of the time; but we’re always there watching.

   It was a little too much for Elise tonight. She stood, planted a 
kiss on my cheek and off she went upstairs. Now, normally if Elise 
goes to bed this early, I’ll make myself a cup of tea and shuffle the 
sofa right up close to the window. There’s a new window to watch, 
and Elise has mentioned that she’d love to start but it only ever really 
starts just after 9.30 and she’s either too tired or already in bed. I told 
her I wouldn’t start watching but I lied.

   The window is the other side of the street, to the left. It’s on the 
corner just passed the streetlamp. It’s a bit of an odd window, some-
times nothing happens at all but it’s one of those windows that’ll 
absolutely draw you in and you won’t turn away in fear of missing 
something. Tonight seemed to be an elderly man being beaten to 
death with a rock. I don’t really think Elise is missing anything.

   If I find myself without the drive to go to bed at around 10/10.30, 
I’ll pull out my camcorder. It’s a bit dated now but it still works. If 
I’m going to be out the house, I’ll ask Elise to record whatever it is 
I’m going to miss.

   So I’ll sit there and watch. I’ll watch and I’ll watch and I won’t 
ever miss a damn thing. 

I’m catching up on the other nights sex session from the couple 
parallel. It wasn’t all that engaging.

   And once I’m all done, I’ll go join Elise in bed. She’ll ask if I’m 
alright, I’ll say yes; kiss her and we’ll fall asleep.
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garbage bags

the heaviest drinker
I ever knew was a middle-aged hombre
we called Jinete.

monday mornings, garbage bags of tecate
and coors and budweiser sitting on his back lawn.

tuesday mornings, garbage bags of tecate
and coors and budweiser sitting on his back lawn.

wednesday mornings, garbage bags of tecate
and coors and budweiser sitting on his back lawn...

he recycled more aluminum in a week
than most have ever even thought to,
he was resourceful, too,
I’d seen him drip the very last
droplets of each of his canned beverages into
Chata’s water bowl on more than one occasion.

some mornings later, news of his divorce
circulated through the mouths of our neighbors.

quietly sitting on his back lawn shortly thereafter,
garbage bags piled on 
garbage bags piled on 
garbage bags piled on...
until the day he moved out.

no one’s seen him since.

—Xavier Reyna
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Rose Rocks
Katherine Stromin

Bunny Graves was born on Easter Sunday, between the beginning of 
the town’s egg hunt and dusk, in a small farming and oil-rich town 
in Oklahoma. On paper, she was Suzanne, but to everyone she en-
countered for the first eighteen years of her life, she was little Bunny 
Graves, the Easter girl. 

One of the first things Bunny struggled to understand about her 
family was that her mother, Joan, and father, DJ, were separate en-
tities with varying paths to comfort, who engaged regularly in dif-
ferent activities. Bunny’s older brother, Steve, tended to immerse 
himself in the occupations of his father—hunting, fishing, riding dirt 
bikes—while Bunny committed herself to the involvements of her 
mother—cleaning, cooking, and sewing. Her family was a template 
with which to categorize everyone in town, as everyone followed suit 
with one of the two personality types represented in Joan and DJ. 
Bunny couldn’t understand how one group could share all the same 
interests, and another group could decide that they were enthusiastic 
about others. Of the people she knew, some liked dolls, braids, and 
dresses, while others enjoyed guns, sports, and worms. 

The lines became less defined when her brother protested for the 
right to wear a dress, and was beaten for the outburst. Bunny herself 



20

became a victim of such boundaries when she expressed eagerness 
to follow her daddy and Steve out into the field to take target prac-
tice at tin cans, for which her mother gave her a scolding. From that 
point on, she was always made to wear dresses outside of the house. 

The dresses came with a tax of their own. Every time she wore 
one, she would receive the same reactions from the women around 
her. It started by Bunny sitting comfortably, in a way she did with 
jeans, with her legs spread so wide the fabric stretched above her 
knee. Scraps of food and shells of seeds would spring up from the 
fabric of her dress when she brought her knees together. Her mother, 
a school teacher, or another mom would flatten their palms, hold 
them parallel to their elbows, and bring them in to meet each other. 
The motion of the hands was intended to teach Bunny to sit with 
her legs together, so she could be smaller. To be small was to be im-
portant, she learned, and the proper way to handle one’s body as a 
girl was to be respected. A girl being small highlighted the size and 
stature of men, and widened the gap between the two. 

The difference between the men and the women was greater than 
clothes and hobbies; it was in the jobs they worked. It was either the 
jobs that established their difference, or the difference that estab-
lished their jobs, but this distinction remained a mystery to Bunny 
Graves. The earth  was important and so it was tended to by the men; 
women tended to the needs of the men and the children and elders 
of those men.

Joan was a nurse’s assistant without a proper license, and a care-
giver to the aged who exhausted the burden of her efforts before ever 
making it home to Bunny and her brother. The men worked the oil 
rigs or on the farms; Bunny’s father did both. They were the back-
bone of the country, disposable Americans, though that’s not what 
the people of the county were told to believe. DJ saw himself as the 
embodiment of American masculinity, breed  to his bones as rough 
and rugged. He often joked about his name, saying that the rest of 
the letters were kicked out of him by a mare, but his anecdote was 
aimed at his wife. 

The town’s knowledge came not from what could be learned by 
reading the accomplishments and history of the people that came 
before, but from what they could feel and alter with their hands. 
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Bunny was unique because she loved to read. She read into the night, 
when her eyes became weak and her head began to nod. Her books 
sat in piles around her room like great towers built to block out the 
sun, her personal tower of Babel made with enough knowledge to 
challenge the unspoken laws by which she lived. It never amounted 
to much beyond her mind; she never used what she knew to protest 
the world around her. No one told her this was something she was 
capable of doing, something anyone was capable of doing. The years 
Bunny spent in high school were clouded by stories and depictions 
she came across in the novels she fiddled with during lunch hours 
and the rides to and from school.

 She only interrupted her reading when they’d drive past the oil 
rigs. She knew exactly how far into the journey, coming from either 
direction, to stop reading and glance up. The silhouettes of the rigs, 
bobbing and pecking at the ground like hungry chickens against the 
morning sun and the evening sky, were forever present against the 
Oklahoma backdrop. There was a pride to be felt in having a father 
that tamed the land and knew how to wrestle what lay just beneath 
the surface, to harness nature, in the fields and on the plains.

“My daddy is out there,” she’d blurt out to the passenger next to 
her.

“So what. My daddy is out there too.” 
The job was dangerous, but they’d seen enough of their fathers, 

uncles, and brothers survive years on the oil rig not to be afraid. 
Every day death loomed over them, closer than most people would 
ever experience until the day they died. If they were not distracted 
by whatever their jobs demanded at any moment, they’d look up 
and wink, challenging their circumstances and taunting death, as if 
death only had domain over their mistakes, which were few. Most of 
them witnessed at least one fatality, misfortune, or accident to make 
them feel invincible just for surviving and not being the person who 
lost life or limb on the rig. They sought to get closer to this feeling to 
prove that they were not disposable, but indestructible, so they wres-
tled each other, broke wild horses, and raced down country roads 
while intoxicated. 

The women were taught to live differently. A female did not have 
the potential for greatness, a fact most girls in Bunny’s town learned 
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when they examined their options for role models. The only girls 
Bunny idealized were the girls slightly older than her, who smoked 
cigarettes between classes and creeped out of their bedrooms at night 
to be in the company of older men. 

The first thing she came to understand about herself in her teen-
age years, the first thing many girls learn about themselves during 
this time, and sometimes even earlier, was how she related to the 
men that surrounded her, engaged with her, and tried hard to be near 
her. It wasn’t unfortunate that she was gifted with feminine beau-
ty, a symmetrical face, and plush lips. What was unfortunate was 
the way she developed her personality and her identity around the 
fact of how she looks, as if her age would never advance beyond her 
youth and beauty. The bars, often packed with the day laborers who 
invested in their nights with their day’s earnings, never could say no 
to Bunny. This became apparent on her first night out. 

Bunny parents couldn’t hear when she started up the family car, 
the one with the flickering lights, took it out of the driveway, and 
down the dark country road. Fights raged on, multiple disagreements 
in a single conversation, between Joan and DJ, catching fire so quick-
ly, like the oil fields that went ablaze all in a moment. DJ consumed 
most of his calories through whiskey, which he drank after work, and 
even before work on farming days. Then the two would fight until 
they slept, and continue the fight the next morning from the same 
sentence on which they went to bed. They didn’t notice that there 
was one less in the house, an absence in place of a presence. Nothing 
else was visible but the words they spoke in front of them, so large 
and dense that they filled their bedroom to the brim, threatened to 
snap the roof off the foundation and pushed Suzanne out the front 
door. 

The first bar welcomed her, as did the clientele, and every bar 
after treated her much the same. 

“Ain’t you D’s daughter? Bunny?” a man asked, and Bunny recog-
nized him as Roy, an old friend of her father’s. When she was young-
er, the two men would drink at the house together. Joan threw them 
out one night, telling neither to ever come back, because they raised 
their voices about the women that used to share their beds. Bunny 
hadn’t seen him since. 
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“Yes, sir, Bunny Graves,” she said, and he understood that Bunny 
had grown into the sweetness of her name. 

“Your father know you’re out?” He grinned.
“No, sir.”
“What are you drinking?” 
She couldn’t tell him, so she just said whiskey. It was the only 

drink she could identify by sight and smell. 
“Whiskey? You want that with a little something sweet with 

that?” He belched. 
She didn’t understand the question. Was he offering her candy 

with her drink?
“I’ll get yah a little something sweet.” A minute later, he passed 

her a whiskey and Coke, the glass’s bottom wrapped in a green bar 
napkin.

These bar rounds were reserved for the girls who earned a repu-
tation early and thought themselves admirable because married men 
wanted to drink with them. The girls would never settle down, a 
choice they were encouraged to believe they had made, and would 
age at the same pace as the men that almost died every day from 
excessive drinking.

The fights pushed DJ out of the house more frequently, and on 
those days Bunny stayed home, reading by flashlight with her blan-
ket laced around her knees and head. No one at the bar mentioned 
DJ to Bunny on days when they encountered her; the same was true 
for him. He, till his last day on earth, never knew who Bunny was 
becoming. 

On a day equidistant between summer and fall, DJ brought Bun-
ny out to the open field behind the house. The boots she wore came 
up to her knees and were two sizes too big, but were half the cost of 
an unused pair. She curled her toes to keep them from slipping off 
her feet and took one of her dad’s hands in hers for balance. 

They took themselves to the abandoned silo on the property just 
behind theirs. They poked their heads into the tiny remaining win-
dow and screamed to hear the silo scream back, their voices bouncing 
off the walls and retreating in fear. His hand held something small, 
something precious that he was worried would slip through between 
his fingers if he let it.
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“Do you know what our state rock is?” he asked.
“No, Daddy,” she replied. 
“It’s a Rose Rock.” He uncurled his hand and brought it to Bun-

ny’s face. His hand dwarfed the rock, but both were rough. The rock 
was the texture and color of cinnamon, and made of layers of stone 
that flattened together and curved upward, to create the illusion that 
it was a rose, plucked before it had fully bloomed. 

“They’re supposed to be the tears of the Indians that walked the 
Trail of Tears. They were forced to walk from lands they knew to 
ones they didn’t. That’s us. Even if we can’t see them in our faces any-
more,” and he brushed her cheek with the press of his thumb. 

“We can still feel them in our hearts,” he finished as his thumb, 
continuing downward, took a flat form and rested on her chest. The 
land loved them enough to solidify their pain, to make it more than 
a memory and instead a temporary stain on the soil. She took the 
rock in her hands and held it as a taboo, as if it couldn’t belong to her 
because it belonged to the land and the land belonged to the men. 

Girls were permitted to rise just a few inches above the women 
that reached before them, but DJ, with his wife’s permission and the 
permission of generations previous, would have given Bunny every 
lesson he had so she could make the most of his knowledge.

DJ took pleasure in knowing his land, its history and the fires 
that scorched it. He knew of the water that flooded through the 
lowlands, the deer that treaded through the creeks, and the oil that 
stirred in its underbelly. He knew this better than anything, but all 
of his knowledge was little to Bunny. 

The knowledge that DJ collected, about the ways of his world, 
was what ultimately led to the accident that ended his life. As an 
invincible man, he drank more than his body was accustomed to one 
night, and charged his car toward his house, opting to not wear a 
seatbelt. The only intersection in miles was the site of his death. An-
other man indulging in the same activity came through on the criss-
crossing road at the same moment DJ did. The two terminated each 
other, and the wreckage of their cars and bodies stayed out all night. 
By the time they were found, the sun was already warming their fro-
zen skin, and the metal that had once lined the interior of the cars 
began to shake off the morning dew. Bunny wouldn’t allow herself to 
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feel the many emotions required of her to deal with the tragedy. She 
took it as a sign. Soon thereafter, she graduated high school.

The town was too small for her, a flea on the back of a grander 
world, and there was no longer a pull to compete with her push. It 
wasn’t that her ambitions were great, but that her desires were plen-
tiful. There was a guilt in leaving the town that so many of her ances-
tors had settled in. They were the first Americans. They originated 
from the settlers that first called themselves American, claimed the 
land and the heavens above, as well as the indigenous people that 
came before them; whatever wasn’t stamped out and killed off of 
those people went missing somewhere else along the bloodline, and 
the only thing the foreigners kept of them was their homeland. 

She took herself apart, threw out the bits that were no longer 
useful or set them aside on the mantel, and let the things she enjoyed 
about herself creep into her skin where the discarded parts once re-
sided, growing stronger and more defined. There were traits in her 
that she couldn’t distinguish as likable or intolerable, and these were 
kept or abandoned on a whim. Bunny’s accent marked her as an out-
sider anywhere but Oklahoma, but she couldn’t tell if the dips she 
took in her letters, the divergence from other speech in the west, was 
charming or sounded under-schooled. The accent remained merely 
because it was difficult to divest. Her name needed to be shed as well, 
as she no longer wanted to feel the limitations of its smallness and 
condescension. She wanted an adult name, something she could feel 
represented who she thought she was to become.

A few of her favorite books came with her, mostly fiction that 
improved her knowledge of people and their interests and motiva-
tions. The Grapes of Wrath was the first in the suitcase, but others, 
of less value and importance, were left to rot in the town library. The 
bus came at dawn and took her to California.

When she finally reached Los Angeles, Bunny heard a crunch un-
der her foot, but the sound was not audible. It was only the noise she 
imagined making when her shoe slid across the sand on the pave-
ment. This was not the LA of the Hollywood sign or the Chinese 
Theater. There were no movie stars, and no men of class and stature. 
This was the wrong Los Angeles. It wasn’t Los Angeles at all, it was 
Venice Beach, but still, she adjusted quickly.
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In California, she became a bartender who lied about her age and 
was taught to love the taste and feeling of what she was mixing, shak-
ing, and pouring. She was the champion of the arcade, besting her 
romantic interests in air hockey and ski ball. She was self-proclaimed 
bikini babe. “One of those girls that lay out on the beach every day 
and get to do whatever they want. With a nice tan,” she’d exclaim. In 
California, she was anyone, and so was everyone else. 

“What is your name, sweetheart?” a man asked her during her 
first week of work.

“My name isn’t sweetheart. It’s Bu…” She stopped herself. “Su-
zanne. My name is Suzanne.” 
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Lilith

Born of clay
Destroyed by man

I am the snake
Who fools shun

Thief of your babe
Suckle at my breasts filled with poison 

Steal me from history
Replace my story 
Make me your demon Isaiah
Fear your creation

Lost in a desert of dreams
Neck turns as owls twist to see the other side

You who call me demon
You who call me succubus

Cast me away
Scorn me from the day

I was not created by man
I will not be shackled to him

I left a fool’s paradise
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Alone to wander
Exiled to the wasteland

Drown me in the red sea
Gain my rightful independence

Emancipation

The is my genesis
Retell my story

—Kelsey Flynn
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Valentina Donato
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A Funeral

I lost my upper-right canine
in a Year Five playground fistfight.
It looked, in my hand, like a birthstone,
one of those smooth false gems you find
on keyrings, or spat out in plastic capsules
by hand-cranked toy dispensers
at supermarkets – like it claimed 
to know me intrinsically
if only I could read it, like my star sign 
or the lines of my palm. 

Three layers deep in paper towels,
I hid it from lunch ladies and minders –
grinned with my mouth closed
at the dinner table, tongue curled back 
to probe the cavity it left, strings of flesh 
drifting up from gum like seaweed. That night,
I snuck off into Foxwood, churned up
the loose earth beneath rotted trees
with an improv trowel of scavenged brick
and buried my tooth in the dirt. 

Perhaps I should have said a few words.
But it was winter, and the cold stung
the fresh gap in my smile 
every time I tried to breathe, and –
faced with the death of that small part
of myself – I found I couldn’t speak,
as if my voice had come loose
along with the tooth, dragged 
from its socket to some calcified afterlife,
to the great big mouth in the sky. 

—Alex Aldred



31

Stephanie Lamb

Vagabond Soul

Do you see? Do you see how the sky breaks and weeps for you? How 
it births stars hoping to envelope you. And you unknowingly hold 
the spirit of the universe in your calloused palms. Years spent wal-
lowing, gripping, reaching from the shallow grave you shackle your 
heart in. Where truth slips through the ether and love only resides in 
swords drawn from mouths that have waited eons to speak. But even 
I know how the vagabond soul cannot be silenced. How whispered 
prayers turn to howls during hurricanes. How kingdoms crumble in 
the name of good intentions. And I still wonder when you are lying 
breathless and bare in the midnight glow next to your lover... I won-
der darling, do she and I feel the same?

Fickle and Feverish

There is magic within the witching hour. The time between when the 
moon winks at the sun, and the sun answers the calls of nymphs pir-
ouetting down the helix staircase of their mushroom castles. A time 
when mere mortals with a Zeus complex lose their wits a bit and 
inhibitions crumble like sandcastles at the mercy of the waning sea. 
Just beyond the velvet horizon I place reveries on the tails of comets 
and begin to count the seconds they take to reach you. The wind 
carries your name like a proclamation, and I fall in love with the pit-
ter-patter of syllables spilling from an overzealous heart and obtuse 
mind. But it is 3:33 and the hands of time are fickle and feverish, as 
are mine, and I have never claimed to be a proper lady.
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C.L. Severson
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Toad in a Hole

in ancient rome
women would boil pots of water
and drop in a toad.

the reason was simple:
toads sweat poison
when they’re scared.
as the toad would boil to death
the poison would float to the surface.

for breakfast this morning i
make a soft-boiled egg.
i cool it down with cold water
after six minutes of boiling
and i cut it gently in half
for my ramen.

on this dish
of rice noodles
thin slices of beef
garlic and onion powder
parsley and more
this soft yolk gently bleeds

a soft cry
of an ancient toad.

—Mercury-Marvin Sunderland
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Big Gray Energy

Six years old at the time
Reluctantly going clothes shopping with her grandma
But something catches her eye, from a clothesline
From the boy’s section, a red and white checkered shirt stands with 
glamour 

She gets excited, grabs it off the rack
Brings it to her Grandma, asking for it
Horrified, she yells at the girl, “THAT IS ONLY FOR BOYS! PUT 
THAT BACK!”
She doesn’t understand, she throws a fit

Nine years old at the time
She stares at herself in the mirror, proud

Wearing a shiny gray tie, she’s bound to shine 
She hurries to school, excited and loud

“Why are you wearing a tie?” “You can’t wear a tie, if you aren’t a boy.” 
“She’s so weird”

“What are you? A boy?” “You look stupid in a tie”
She doesn’t understand, and that hope she had, has disappeared

She starts to wonder if she wasn’t supposed to see a guy in the mirror 
and feel joy

Eleven years old at the time
She frowns, looking in the mirror, determined

She gathers her waist-length hair in her fist like it’s a crime
She stuffs it into a hat, hiding it, and suddenly feels a sense of courage

She looks in the mirror, and it looks right
She tries to imagine what it would feel like to have short hair like that
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She wonders why hiding her long hair brings her so much delight
Her need to be in her proper form drives her mad

Twelve years old at the time 
She looks into the mirror, beaming, as the lady chops off her anxi-
eties 
And she feels free, she feels divine
Her hair is faux hawk short and it captivities

She’s never had such a surge of confidence 
One that made her feel hot from the bottom to the top
She’s still not connecting the pieces, unsure of how it correlates
But she suspects that something about her is odd

Thirteen years old at the time
She’s changing her name to Alex
Changing her pronouns to align

But he’s not feeling balance

Someone calls him by the name he chose 
And it doesn’t feel quite right, he gets scared

What if he’s not trans? He jumps back in the closet and says sorry 
he had to impose

Left alone, unsure of why it hurt so much when he shared

Fourteen years old at the time
She meets a math teacher who sees the struggle in her

The teacher asks her what she goes by
She panics and says “Whatever you prefer”

A few weeks later the teacher has convinced her to try using he/him
Two weeks after that she’s a he 

And he’s changed his name to something a bit more him
He’s finally able to show others what he can see

Finally fifteen years old
He looks at himself in the mirror
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Feeling extraordinarily bold
The image couldn’t be clearer

His name is Gray, and that’s no mistake
He’s always filled with Big Gray Energy
Thanks to finally being awake
He no longer worries about how people see his masculinity

—Gray Dawson

They

Pink, sparkled nails,
sunset hair that
falls below
my shoulders,
lacy fishnets,
a penis, lust for
breasts, a checkered
dress over awkward,
male hips, arm hair
and beard-trimmed
arm pits, fresh Nikes,
long eyelashes, rectangular
glasses, mascara,
come hithers that
wilt flaccid upon
closer inspection,
“Hey, lady!
Wait—that’s a...”

—Charlie McCormick
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interjectional theory

the newness of this body
(the tension in my stomach)
(the stretch marks on my hips)
blooms under your tongue

(I am still learning it myself)
(unsure of the way it moves, loves, roves)

(but to you, it ((the knowing of my body))
(seems as easy as language)

it is theorized we began to use language
back when we were reflections of the world
in an unwarped mirror
to express pain, pleasure, labor --
that our words could be the evolution of
everything which we know
in our bodies

we are so detached from our bodies
and our bodies so detached from our earth
and our earth is our origins
and we are lost

(yet you bring me back into these)
(find me in my body)
(where I have been lost)

—Jay Audrey
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Illiteracy
S.B. Edwards

“Hey miss,” says a voice to my right as I walk out of the building 
where my therapist has her office. I turn around and there’s a pile of 
rags leaning up against the wall, topped by what looks like the bib 
one wears at the hairdresser. On closer inspection, I see the face of 
an old woman peeking out from behind them. Under the bib, she’s 
wearing an ankle-length pleated teal skirt, and the sort of scuffed 
white running shoes popular with suburban dads whose interests in-
clude barbeques and cutting the lawn. On her head she’s got a Soviet 
style winter hat, despite the LA heat. She’s keeping her gaze fixed at 
the ground, so all I can see of her face is the vague outline of her nose 
and eyes, as though it were nothing more than the knots in a tree in 
the forest at midnight. “You have an aura about you. Come closer, let 
me read your palm.”

I know where this is going. When I first moved to the city it 
was a novelty, but five years later it’s just part of the LA landscape, 
no different than the reality of winter back home in Toronto. And 
that’s part of why there’s so much of it here, speaking of which. Af-
ter all, if you were faced with living on the streets, you may as well 
live in a place where you’re at least not going to freeze to death, so 
a good number of homeless folks made their way to California. But 
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that means panhandling isn’t as simple as just asking for money and 
hoping for the best like in other cities. The competition is higher 
after all, and considering how many people in this city are trying to 
make it as some creative type, it’s not surprising how many of them 
add something more to their shtick. This one seemed to be preying 
on the various bits of new age faux-spirituality that floated around 
the city. I’m waiting for her to offer to read my tarot so I can say no 
and walk on by, but then I stop and figure hey, maybe that’s not a 
bad idea. After all, I’d developed the habit of walking by homeless 
folks when I was broke, and I always felt bad about it because a lot of 
people are suffering in the world and blah blah blah first world white 
girl guilt, you know how it is. But now I have a decent job, so I can 
afford a reading. And besides, I’m clearly looking for some answers; 
otherwise I wouldn’t be leaving an appointment with my therapist. 
So I’m going to let her tell my fortune, or whatever she wants to do.

 “A wise decision, my child,” the woman tells me as I drop a few 
bucks into her weathered In-N-Out cup, her voice not quite as un-
pleasant as the sound of a gravel smoothie being mixed in a blender. 
She removes her hat, which is apparently where she keeps a deck of 
tarot cards, and now she’s muttering something strange I can’t hear 
as she’s doing something with the cards.

“So um, what do I—” I begin, but she cuts me off.
“Quiet, child. Patience.” She continues to mutter, and I’m start-

ing to think about taking a video of this experience in case something 
strange happens, and submitting it to America’s Funniest Videos if 
it does.

“You may ask your questions, child,” she says.
“Oh, okay, umm. Am I going to do well at my new job?”
The woman is shuffling through the cards and muttering again. 

She pulls out one and stares intently at it through a furrowed brow, 
as though it held the deepest secrets of the universe if only she stared 
long enough to understand them. “Hmm,” she says. “Your new job 
will be easy, but not fulfilling. It will do for now, but it is not what 
you wanted when you moved to the city.”

Hard to argue with that.
“Wait, how did you know I’m not from LA?”
The woman smiles.
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Oh right, nobody from LA would stop to talk to her.
 “Oh right, the cards. Wait, weren’t you going to read my palm?”
“Patience, child. Trust the process.”
“Umm, okay.” Why can’t I think of something to ask about my 

future? I’m working now, but I’ve only been working for a couple of 
weeks. Up to now I’ve been so focused on my immediate concerns—I 
needed to get to LA, I needed to find a place in LA, I needed to 
start school, I needed to work on this or that assignment, I needed 
to graduate, I needed to pay rent, I needed to find a job, I needed to 
contend with these memories I have, I needed to find a therapist to 
work through it, and now, apparently, I need to ask this homeless 
woman about what my future was going to look like.

What do I want? Why did I leave behind everything I’d ever 
known and everyone I’d ever cared about to move halfway across the 
continent?

Oh yeah, to make a name for myself as a screenwriter.
“Will I finish my next screenplay soon?”
“Of course, child,” she says to me far too quickly. “The cards are 

very clear on that.”
She must get that question at least once a week.
Maybe I should just think of one of those basic questions every-

one asks, so I can move on with my life. What do normal people ask?
“Will I ever have a family?”
I regret the words as soon as they leave my lips. The old woman 

does her muttering and shuffling song and dance, and I brace myself 
for the answer. Whatever it is, I know it’s going to hurt.

“Yes, child. But you must act soon—your boyfriend wants you to 
have his children, but he’s getting impatient.”

Fuck.
Okay look, there’s a pretty big barrier there. I don’t have a boy-

friend, first of al. And yeah, that’s a barrier I can overcome. It’s really 
not that hard to get a boyfriend, you know? A good boyfriend, that’s 
a different story. But even if I had a boyfriend, that’s still not going to 
solve the problem, because I can’t get pregnant. I don’t have the bits, 
you know? How do I put this in a way you might understand? I don’t 
know about your background, but yeah, um. This is a weird subject, I 
really don’t discuss this with people, so yeah, you really can’t tell any-
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one about this, okay? It’s a big deal. Most people don’t know about it. 
My best friend Chloe knows, and my parents know, and the people 
I’ve slept with know, and that’s about it. And I’ll keep it that way as 
much as I can, because life is easier that way. But enough stalling, I 
guess I’ve got to just get it out. Like ripping off a bandage or some-
thing, it’s easier when you just get it over with. So, here goes.

I have a dick.
Yeah, I’m one of those girls. I’m pretty lucky, I mean, all things 

considered. I told my parents when I was about seven years old, and 
they were progressive enough I guess that they just rolled with it. 
They took me to a therapist—not the therapist I’d just seen. What 
was her name again? I’m so bad with names. Anyway, I hated going 
to the therapist but she did help my parents understand what was 
going on, so I guess I should be grateful. So I started transitioning 
pretty much right away, which is not to say I started hormones when 
I was seven, because nobody will give a kid hormones at age seven. I 
just started dressing like a girl and acting like one, and when it was 
time to start puberty I didn’t go through the male one. That’s why 
I’m lucky—I get treated like a cis girl by everyone I meet. Do you 
know that word, cis? It’s the opposite of trans. Go look it up if you 
like, I don’t feel like explaining trans stuff right now. That’s not the 
point of this story. Anyway, it’s nice. Sometimes I even forget that 
I’m trans altogether. But every once in a while, something pops up, 
like this tarot reading, which reminds me I’m always going to be dif-
ferent, and a decent number of the people I walk by on a daily basis 
might hate me if they knew. That’s probably why I don’t have that 
many friends, but that’s probably better for a therapist to figure out, 
but my therapist is busy figuring other things out, so I guess I’ll have 
to add that to the list.

Anyway I’m walking away from the tarot card reader now.
Anyway I’m crying now.
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there is no downside to opening the heart 

until there is an orange cat who slinks
onto my porch. I call him Panini
for weeks before my neighbor
corrects me. it’s actually Cheddar.

there’s a new Taylor Swift album,
and we aren’t driving to the beach
as an excuse to overanalyze the space
between our knees and the dashboard

and the space between us includes miles
and a death and a nightmare in a bar.
texting doesn’t suffice when I can still
feel our shoulders touching.

I have every postcard you have ever sent
in a box in my desk. I picture you in Georgia,
standing in the middle of a dirt road,
frantically trying to pull the hair out of your face

as the wind blows – what would it take
for you to cry in front of me? how can I unmask
the grief we carry, lay our breaths down 
as gently as the way I whisper to the cat

the story of how I fell in love with you.
a clap of thunder makes Cheddar bolt.
if I squint hard enough, I think I can see you
in the distance. maybe it’s the dust.

—Gillian Ebersole
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Wino
 
Your love is wet
and my tongue was a sand dune
before I met you. Now, 
it’s a hot spring of sorts with palm trees 
growing, fertile and lush.
 
Your wine glass brimming red, 
uncork your white! 
Fill me up
with grapes directly from
the vine: your tap, delectably rooted.
 
The sands are blowing dry,
less a fleck 
with every wind-scathe. The Devil summers here
and the cacti shrivel 
like foreskin, depleted. Hydration is needed.
 
I dance for rain, scantily clad,
and the clouds
become turbulent, a cumulus
bubbles, and the voice
of Zeus grants me a deluge, the surge
 
like popped fizz
come New Year with the same brief pulse.
The rush is stupefying,
but I gather every drop I can, drinking
for the ones I can’t in our monogamy.

They are forbidden (unless we both agree
otherwise: there was that time
our eyes both stormed on a willing landmass).
Your hurricanes proven excellent,



44

your stout gives, too, unfathomable head.
 
I think I’ll keep you, settle down, maybe start a family.

—Adam Coday
 

The illustrative travels to VVK

You are a leap into the dark;
just as your flight feathers
soaring down your spine,
to chronicle the lyrics of your wander—

—lust that makes a lasting mark
on your bottom; when I bite nether
lips in syncing cascades that will NOT
go gentle into that good night.

Panting pulses set the spark—
and distant dances still incite, whether
I can feel my phantom heart 
beating in your throat.

Seeking onslaught on a lark
jolted to a tight tether,
strapped and bound to glory—
—this pain.

—Liz Glines
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Justin (from South Jersey)

I tried to talk
dirty to him
but the words
didn’t quite make it
from the 
couch
to his ears.
He had my legs
over his shoulders
and I was too high
to talk at normal volume.
I whispered dirt
to the empty.

Again, an apartment
cluttered with deaf men.

I’d like to think
my words were for
the ghosts;
they never cease.

Do you like fucking my ass?

I get no answer.
But he finished
inside me
and he took my number.

I didn’t need him 
to call
but it was sad
that he didn’t.

—John W. Snyder
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Selma Avenue
Ed Collins

When Paul Holloway was growing up in a suburb of a suburb of Los 
Angeles, the only thing he could think of was escape. As a teenag-
er, he spent most of his time in his bedroom, reading books about 
the wider - and wilder - world outside; stories that usually involved 
sex or drugs or rock and roll, which was the world he really want-
ed to experience. Unfortunately for him, his parents loved living in 
the suburbs; they thought they had achieved the American dream. 
They loved the orange groves, the parks and the tree-lined streets. 
Paul hated nature - absolutely despised it. The only thing that orange 
groves were good for, in his opinion, were for smoking joints with his 
friends. He craved a concrete jungle. He found it, at least temporar-
ily, in the pages of John Rechy’s account of the hustler world - City 
of Night. He thought that hustling might provide him with an escape 
from his suburban prison, but when he left home and moved to Hol-
lywood, about an hour’s drive from where grew up, he lacked the 
courage of his convictions. Instead of becoming a hustler, he became 
a bank teller. 

In Hollywood, he lived in a studio apartment at the foot of the 
Hollywood Hills, not far from Selma Avenue which Rechy had men-
tioned in his book as a street where male prostitutes plied their trade. 
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Every morning, Paul drove down Selma on his way to the bank, feel-
ing  like a cowardly voyeur as he watched the “youngmen” (as Rechy 
called them) on the street, not knowing whether they were beginning 
their day or ending it. Probably there were unlucky ones who had 
been there all night, but he imagined that most of them had been 
dropped off after a wild all-night pool party at the home of what-
ever Hollywood producer had picked them up the night before. He 
wished he had the courage to join them. He was tired of following the 
same routine - waking up at 7 so he could get to the bank by 8. The 
prostitutes on Selma didn’t have to follow an alarm clock.

Selma wasn’t the only street where you could find male prosti-
tutes in Hollywood, of course, but the prostitutes on Selma were 
different than the ones that hung out closer to the mainstream gay 
scene on Santa Monica Boulevard. The Selma prostitutes looked like 
straight guys who had just arrived on a Greyhound from the mid-
west; probably a lot of them had.  Paul envied their comradery. When 
they weren’t trying to attract “scores, as Rechy’s hustlers called their 
customers, they huddled in small groups like brothers, probably 
comparing notes. Paul wanted to be part of that brotherhood. 

If he was going to take the plunge into their exciting world, it 
would have to be soon. He wasn’t getting any younger. He looked 
young but he was already in his late twenties, nearing that in-be-
tween age of thirty when he’d be too old to hustle but too young to 
be a “score.”

One Saturday morning, after yet another dull night out on the main-
stream gay scene, Paul made the decision: “Okay,” he told himself, 
“This is it. Today is the day I am going to stop thinking about becom-
ing a prostitute and actually do it.”  

He started getting ready at 4:00. He wanted to get to Selma Av-
enue by 5:00 when it would still be light out. It probably wasn’t the 
way most prostitutes thought, but he couldn’t help but worry about 
being mugged in the dark. Also, there was bound to be a pre-dinner 
crowd of potential customers around that time; maybe he’d be treat-
ed to a meal in a star-studded restaurant in addition to any other 
money he made.

After a shower, Paul stood in front of his bedroom mirror trying 
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to decide what to wear. Underwear was a problem - to wear or not 
to wear? And if to wear, what would show off his bulge the best? 
After rejecting a skimpy pair of bikini-type underwear (too femme) 
and a jockstrap (too backless), he finally decided on a normal pair of 
stretchy boxer shorts. It didn’t show off his bulge but he hoped that 
by clinching the waist of whatever jeans he decided to wear, he could 
accentuate his manhood underneath.

He tried on various jeans, but they all looked so clean. They 
lacked the “slept-in” look that seemed so popular on Selma. He had 
bought a UCLA sweatshirt at a thrift store, thinking that potential 
customers might be turned on by a student, but he was so skinny 
that when he put it on, his chest disappeared; on the gay scene he was 
considered a “twink.” 

He finally decided to wear what he was wearing before his show-
er - a navy blue t-shirt and a pair of stone-washed Levis. He couldn’t 
remember if his cock should go on the left or right side - which side 
was passive and which was active? It fell naturally to the right side 
and it looked bigger on that side, so he left it there.

As he strolled down to Selma, he occasionally rubbed his bulge 
with his arm to make it look bigger, but he needn’t have worried; the 
street was empty. There was no “pre-dinner” crowd. He walked down 
one side of the street and then up the other side, hoping something 
would happen. A car appeared and slowed down, but then quickly 
sped up as it passed. He felt rejected. After about an hour, he gave 
up. He was bored. Of all the worries and expectations that he had 
about becoming a prostitute, boredom hadn’t been one of them. He 
decided to go home; at least he had tried. 

As soon as he turned the corner at Vine Street on his way home, 
an expensive-looking sports car slowed down and stopped just ahead 
of him; his luck had, apparently, changed. A car like that could only 
belong to a millionaire, probably somebody in the movie business, he 
thought. He walked quickly - almost ran - to it and jumped into the 
passenger side. The door had been left partially open. He barely had 
time to close it before they drove off.

Once inside the car, Paul turned to look at the “score.” The first 
thing he noticed was the toupée that slanted slightly to the right. 
Then there was his age and weight; he was at least thirty years older 
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than Paul and so overweight that Paul wondered how he had got into 
such a small car in the first place. The steering wheel disappeared 
into the driver’s stomach as mounds of white, pasty flesh cascaded 
over the car’s stick shift like out-of-control yogurt. 

Placing his plump hand on Paul’s leg so gently that it only in-
creased the nausea that Paul already felt, he asked, “What’s up?”

There was no way Paul could go through with this; he told the 
driver that he was on his way home. “I only live up there,” he said, 
pointing to nowhere in particular. “You can drop me off here,” he 
added nervously.

The driver looked puzzled. “That’s okay. I can take you home,” he 
said. “Or do you want to go to my place? You’d like it there. I have a 
pool. Do you like champagne?”

“No, um, I really have to get home. My parents will be waiting for 
me,” Paul lied. It was the only excuse he could think of.

Looking at Paul with a mixture of disbelief and hatred, the driver 
removed his chubby hand from his leg and quickly pulled over to the 
side of the road. Paul got out as quickly as he had got in. The driver 
sped away.

Paul never went back to Selma Avenue. His prostitution days ended 
before they began. He avoided the street on his way to work and 
moved from Hollywood about a month later. He lived in various 
cities during his life, going from bank job to bank job, but never 
became part of the “city of night” that he clamoured for in his youth. 
He decided that security was more important than excitement and 
eventually ended up working for a small investment firm in San José.  
He retired last year. 

Sometimes, on the weekends, Paul visits the gay scene in San 
Francisco, but he is mostly ignored by the other men at the bar who 
seem to get younger with each visit. Driving home alone, he comforts 
himself with the thought that he, at least, has a good pension and a 
paid-up mortgage. 

Paul’s hopes and dreams for the future have mostly been replaced 
by memories of the past; more of his life is behind him than in front 
of him. And, of course, he is no longer the twink he used to be. His 
cardiologist is constantly telling him to lose weight. He reassures 



50

himself that he has no regrets about his life but sometimes he catches 
a glimpse of his reflection in a shop window and asks himself who 
the balding, overweight, old man is who stares back at him.  During 
those brief moments, he can’t help but wonder how different, how 
much more exciting his life might have been, if he had only gone 
back to Selma Avenue.
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Cock/Tail
 
The door to home opens to your ass
in a dim lighting, lying with your back 
facing me as I enter. You slosh and stutter
like alphabet soup. I’m slow to comprehend.
The wine glass shattered –
 
you drink from mugs now.
I find a rocky one in the computer room
near a full bowl of food, untouched, like you 
as you reel, too, from the failed
fuck this afternoon.
 
“It doesn’t feel good like it used to.”
Hemorrhoids don’t like hurting
any more than you do, so
your phone fulfills you and the fleshy drone
will meet your needs soon, it promises.

—Adam Coday
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Bleached Asshole

Everyone tried to tell me
I was too good for you
That you were an asshole
Who only spoke pain
They said you were beneath me 
So why was it hard to get over you
To fully escape you 
I’d crawl back to your fists 
At every false confession of love 
Letting you stray instead 
Because you were happier lost
When you’d return
I’d welcome your every back-
Hand and word

I rolled with the punches 
For years
Taking every hit like a champ 
Then the one time I finally shot back 
What did you do
Nothing 
You just laid there 
A pile of putrid flesh 
And I still cleaned up after you 
Dragging your sorry ass to the bath 
Providing you with one more acid trip 
While you soaked  
In your filth and lyes 
An asshole to the end 
Finally wiped clean with some bleach 

—Eddie Fogler
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Prince Charming
Cathleen Davies

She couldn’t stop her phone from shaking. That was all I could focus 
on. It felt tacky, annoying, like something out of a cheesy, horror 
flick. Maybe she’d watched too many of those ghastly things. I sup-
pose that’s why she started the way she did. 

‘My name is Cindy Reynolds,’ she said, choking back the tears. 
She was whispering and it would have been hard to hear if her face 
weren’t so close to the camera. I could only see half of her, the mas-
cara smudged into her cheek, her nostrils red from cold or crying. 
‘My name is Cindy Reynolds, and I’m going to die down here.’ 

She started to weep properly then, the kind of choking sobs that 
mutate the mouth into something ugly. 

‘He’s got me. He’s got all the others too, I know it. I can see them 
everywhere. Their blood is on these walls they… Look...’ 

She stood up with the phone and turned the camera around. It 
was dark but with the new light I could just about recognise the 
cellar.

‘This,’ she was still shaking, ‘is someone’s toe. The toes are every-
where, all scattered. And this is some kind of skin, I don’t know. I 
don’t want to touch it.’ 

A heel, I thought, rolling my eyes. It’s obviously a heel. 
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‘Dad, Mum, if you’re watching this, I love you. My sisters, I miss 
you. Oh God, I’m gonna miss you so much. You have to save me,’ she 
was crying still. ‘Please, you have to save me.’ 

The video ended. I wondered who she expected to find it, how 
she imagined it would make it out of here in the first place. Oh well. 
It was unfortunate.  

Cindy lay in the corner of the cellar, a trick she’d learned to get 
as far away from me as possible. I dropped her phone on the floor, 
stomped. I was surprised she didn’t cry out. I suppose she’d passed 
hysteria and reached a point of acceptance. Undoubtedly, there was 
no recovering from this. Therapy would not help her now. 

‘It’s done,’ I tried to comfort her. ‘This fairy tale ended with you.’ 
I’d tried to show her before, but she wouldn’t look. Now, she couldn’t 
walk to my chambers to see it. ‘Does it hurt?’ I asked her. 

She glared at me, her once golden hair sticking to her face. 
‘I can still feel it. I can still feel it like it’s there, but it’s not there 

anymore.’ She spat on the floor near my shoe. I grimaced. I’ve always 
despised such distasteful behaviour. 

But it had been worth it. On the mantle-piece her foot was dis-
played. It fitted the shoe exactly, as though I’d made it just for her. All 
the others hadn’t and now they were scattered on the floor, bumped 
from first place. I still liked them of course, but they didn’t belong 
centre-stage. They weren’t allowed the privilege of a shoe. I lifted 
the ornament, careful not to drop it for it was so delicate, so fragile, 
much easier to break than an ankle. I kissed the top where the skin 
was showing and was delighted to find it was already cold.
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Never Hiding

He promised that I wouldn’t get that lock off.
And the addict in me laughed.
Hands gently tug
and easy as pie
things coalesced as they were meant to—by my standards.

He had me
against the bathroom door,
he had me kneeling
on the dirty tiles,
he had me covered,
but not hiding,

never hiding.

I am a sick beast
and no one has the time
to ponder on the
value of a sick beast.

We put them in cages
and we are in cages
and we are cages.

Never hiding.

—John W. Snyder
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Valentina Donato
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Farewell
Diana Cooper

After battling cancer for nearly two years, Mama’s time was at hand.  
As her body moaned a slow, repetitive death rattle like no other, her 
soul began to give up the ghost.  Her family stood over her, listening 
to her piercing cry.  Despite the late hour, all the lights were still on, 
to the point where they illuminated the otherwise dark neighbor-
hood.  A tall tree that overlooked the back end of the house stood as 
though it were lifeless in the hot August night.  Mama’s body looked 
small and frail beneath the bed sheet, even though prior to illness 
she used to be overweight; the only time she need not worry about 
watching her figure was when she was sick.  As Mama lay on the dis-
posable bed pad intended to protect the mattress from her inevitable 
incontinence, her pale, emaciated body assumed an aura of purity, 
lying there in her thin, white, cotton nightgown.  

There was no need to send for clergy to read her the last rites to 
ease her transition into the next realm, for unlike her husband, who 
was Roman Catholic, Mama had been of the Jewish faith, neither re-
ligious nor observant.  Instead of a priest or other person to sanctify 
this solemn event, there was just her family.  Her husband Tom stood 
helplessly at his wife’s bedside and blubbered because after almost 
twenty-four years of marriage, the love of his life was slowly slipping 
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away from him.  Her son Freddy was beside him, as stoic as he could 
be—with tears welling up in his hazel green eyes.  Tom and Freddy 
stood over the side of the bed not only in a state of near shock, but 
in anticipation of what was to come.

While Tom and Freddy were beside themselves, Mama’s daugh-
ter Renee just stood at the foot of the bed with her hands clasped and 
a vacant expression on her face as though she were overcome with a 
sense of numbness.  Perhaps this was because the abuse was finally 
over.  There would be no more screaming, no more fights.  The con-
stant drumbeat from Mama that Renee would never be good enough 
was done.  Mama could no longer take ownership of everything that 
belonged to Renee, from reading her journal when she was not look-
ing, to bragging about Renee’s success in school as if it were her own.  
The doctors said that Mama dying of cancer at fifty-four was genetic 
predisposition, but for Renee it was the hand of God interceding on 
her behalf. 

Renee had tried to make her peace with Mama two days pri-
or, when Mama was still cognizant of the world around her and the 
death rattle had yet to begin.  Knowing that Mama did not have a lot 
of time left because she had lost the ability to speak, Renee took her 
mother’s hand and smiled.

“I love you no matter what.  Do you love me no matter what?”
Mama shook her head no.
“Is it because I’m gay?”
A fierce, angry look came over Mama’s eyes as she shook her head 

yes.
At that moment, Renee departed her parents’ bedroom and head-

ed across the hall to her own room in utter shock.  If someone had 
been passing in the hallway outside Renee’s bedroom that afternoon, 
that person would have heard a sad, distraught young lady sobbing 
silently into her hands as tears streamed down her face.  From across 
the hallway Mama rang the small bell she had been given when she 
became bedridden in case she needed anything.  Renee responded 
with nothing but silence.  Perhaps if she did not go to Mama, Mama 
would tire herself out and fall asleep.  

While thoughts of this conversation swirled through Renee’s 
head, Mama bore signs that the end was near.  Mama’s breathing 
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slowed, while at the same time her moaning increased.  Just when 
the noise became audible to Harold, the neighbor across the way 
who was returning from walking his corgi Bella one last time before 
he headed to bed, it happened.  As Mama let out an ear-splitting cry 
that could be heard throughout the otherwise quiet neighborhood, 
her soul began to leave her body.  It had no right to achieve God’s 
grace and ascend to heaven, so it went where it could.  As Mama 
departed this world and entered the next, her spirit merely left her 
body and passed through the back door and down the back steps as 
if headed out for an evening stroll.  Only God could judge her now.     
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The Serpent

   Through each situation,
 You’re a new person, conformist.
Body like a snake,
  The serpent himself.
 See him? Contorting, twisting, fitting.
He’s the Man of the hour.
  Dripping like solid gold, are his words.
   The “audience” stands captivated.
 Almost frozen, I’ve lost my tongue.
Unable to speak, I’m no match
 - For you.

—Kennedy Orrell

Dangerously close your poems

dangerously close your poems
a star burns in treacherous rudeness
on the windows myths are molded with stingy frost
and whiteness circles the moon
amber burns with a blush of vulgarity
in an unbearably mountain ash flared up to me
seen language of love
the whole landscape of the monastery is a traitor
writer judges easily
ringing and rattle no matter what you call
the winter evenings the dark blue
mornings with kerosene lamps arias
in a haunted ghost mare
and absolutely unpronounceable

—Anna Idelevich
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the friendly ghost

i am home seeing my mother
and there is a boy on a skateboard 
playing your songs, wearing your headphones
your shoes, your stoic face
there is a boy with your name in my therapy group
he talks about the girl he loves, the bands he loves
they are the same as you
there is a boy with your name,
dog sitting for my roommate
he is as fiery as you

the next boy that touched my body after you
has roman numerals on his chest
a birthday
just like you

the last boy that touched me
had the same tattoo as you
i don’t know how to turn that into poetry

you don’t call
but you are still here
maybe a part of me
still wants to be haunted

—Alexis Clare
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bliss on Lake Michigan

you wrap your legs around my waist
and your body is lighter than air
lifting me off my toes
skin on skin
your on my
and as you kiss my cheek a wave
(one of those childish lake waves that
break on the shore with giddy laughter)
slaps across my face
stinging fills my nose

I blink it out and snort
while you make fun of me, your face
turning pink under the sun (you’ll
pick at the burn too early so it scabs;
I’ll tease you in return) and I need
you the way a lung full of water
craves kicking upward

(building a life out of being
nobody’s need, much less want,
has made me hard and small and
afraid) you will never even ask me to 
say it even though it’s written
on my tongue on your neck
I need you, love

—Jay Audrey
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sonnet for a queer wedding at cana 

I’m anti-sommelier, pro-toes-in-grapes
wine-making before midnight. let’s dress up 
in each other’s blazers and make pretentious 
comments about aroma and texture

until our edges blur enough to blend, 
until there is no visible difference 
between you and I. our hands are branches
and we are vines – let’s rewrite the parable

so we grow entangled, plant seeds in fields 
of pleasure, bake loaves of bread with our yeast,
find treasure in my head resting on your chest,
hold each other as if we were crystal.

there is a god out there for us. she laughs.
these things are fragile but I want them to break.

—Gillian Ebersole
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Sonata
Edward M. Cohen

Leon Cameron, Vice President in charge of Artists and Repertoire 
for the American division of a German music company, - ordinarily 
jetting back and forth between headquarters, wearing out tuxes, air 
kissing Philip Glass, tete-a-tetes with Yo-Yo Ma - spent the evening 
at a dreary Carnegie Recital Hall debut of a mezzo who was being 
promoted by the manager of the label’s biggest star. So how could 
Leon have turned down the invite? But the singer had programmed 
an evening of Hugo Wolf art songs, tough going under ordinary cir-
cumstances, which she delivered with what Leon called a “Head in 
the Toilet” voice - listening to herself, pleased with the echoes, dis-
connected from her audience, wrapped in an aura of sainthood, eyes 
crossed so she looked slightly batty. 

Nevertheless, he was in his usual seat on the aisle and all in the 
audience - the manager, the singer’s mother, her friends, her compet-
itors - were measuring his response. If he applauded too vehemently, 
her stock would go up for all the concert bookers in attendance; if he 
failed to applaud the word would be out before the final encore. So 
he had to stay alert and smile and remain seated during intermission 
to prevent anyone asking what he thought. Those in the know would 
get the message. On the other hand, he could not leave before flowers 
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were handed across the footlights, and even had to put in an appear-
ance at the backstage reception. 

In his immaculately tailored Italian suit, taller than most of the 
people in the room, his departure would have been easily noticed so 
he had to stay as long as would be appropriate. And he knew exactly 
how long that was: receiving supplicants in a corner, glass of wine in 
hand. Up and coming artists, fawning agents, famous teachers, even 
reviewers kow-towed before him. His favorites got a kiss, or even a 
hug; he was known in some circles for his warmth and astonishing 
nurturance of talent. He could be the most wonderful, paternal force 
in the life of a young artist, it was said. No one knew about his con-
cert pianist past - no one knew much of anything about Leon - so it 
was claimed that, for a non-musician, he had an amazingly sensitive 
comprehension of what makes an artist tick.

But there was a camp in the room who knew his other side. Cross 
him, it was gossiped, and  phone calls were not returned, recording 
dates were postponed, contracts were cancelled, even good tables at 
restaurants grew harder to come by. Defy him on choice of reper-
toire, show up late for a session, get too demanding in negotiations, 
make a fool of yourself at an industry function - and, still smiling 
at your recitals, even attending the receptions afterward, he would 
mysteriously cause you to have to return to Europe to jump-start 
your career. 

Those who were sure they were deeply loved would be astonished 
by how abruptly he could drop them. Those on the rise would hun-
ger for any sign of approval and, since he was so hard to read, could 
always find some hope to hang onto. Those dumped would keep their 
mouths shut because they could not prove it had really happened and 
prayed that, even if it had, it could be overcome.

Talk about him was always in whispers like those that followed as 
he finally was able to glide from the room, stopping to kiss the head-
in-the-toilet mezzo’s hand.

When he hit the cool air of Fifty-seventh Street, his whole body 
rhythm changed. He gasped for breath, heart pounding with the ef-
fort. The slight wind caused his eyes to tear. He strode down the 
street, heading east, no longer silken in his movements. 

Twenty three years ago, when he had given up the piano and 



66

taken a job as production assistant in a classical record company, 
his mother had been crushed because he was giving up her - not his 
- dreams of a concert career. But, the day before the job started, he 
had purchased a pair of shoes with money she had offered to stave 
off such a rash move; intricately laced, thickly heeled, heavy leather, 
ox-blood cordovans. As a concert pianist - and tennis player - back 
home in Ohio, he had always worn sneakers.    

A tall, skinny, limber adolescent, he had scooted across the court 
the way his fingers had raced across the keys; bending low for the ball, 
scooping it up at unnerving angles, playing so fast sparks seemed to 
shoot from his hands. He had dazzled his opponents and audienc-
es, blinding with brilliance and speed. He had never been noted for 
strength; rather for a light touch, for sparkle, for delicacy, for the way 
he crept up on climactic moments and then pounced, to the surprise 
of everybody, even himself. 

But, as far as the farm boy football players he had been desperate 
to impress, piano was for faggots. So was tennis. In those days, so 
were tennis sneakers.

On the first day at the job, he had been shocked by the noise 
those new shoes made on the polished wooden floor. He looked over 
his shoulder to see who was there. The clank of his heels. The weight 
of his step. The way his arms cut through air as he strode down the 
hall. His body had found its density and his pelvis propelled him for-
ward. He filled the space in his tiny cubicle and his fingers pounded 
out memos on the typewriter with a power he had never experienced 
at the keyboard.

Now, in his black evening shoes, his legs had turned numb, prob-
ably from sitting rigidly for so long. At the reception, everything had 
been blurred; faces, mouths, hands he had kissed. As he turned onto 
Third Avenue, he had been trembling. But as soon as he passed the 
first boy in a doorway, his walk turned from a stride to a slide and 
sensation returned to his limbs. He was able to breathe, to think, to 
enjoy the night. He liked the shadows, the secrecy, the movement, 
the quiet. Arranging matters over the phone would have deprived 
him of delicious aspects of the adventure.  

As the traffic grew less and the street grew darker, he saw more 
vividly. He strolled back and forth, passing the same boys over and 
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over, discarding some, swiveling back for another look at others. If he 
saw a hustler he had already had, he nodded but made it clear he was 
not interested in a repeat. If he saw another regular john, he would 
smile; most often they ignored it. But what the hell, he was enjoying 
himself. Back and forth, from Bloomingdales’ to Fiftieth Street, from 
a slide to a slither, the anxiety lessened, and he could feel himself 
returning to that golden-boy-concert pianist-tennis sneakered-son.

As he approached a decision, he looked over the finalists, and 
every detail of every physique on the short list burned itself into his 
brain. The one he allowed his glance to rest upon was tall. Sometimes 
he liked them short and compact; but this night he wanted tall, taller 
than himself, someone laid back, available to be adored.  

This kid had long, long legs and Leon noted the way his calf mus-
cles strained against the back of his jeans: farm boy type, maybe from 
Ohio, probably not, but the fantasy was inviting; slightly sullen - 
perhaps it was just that he was stupid. Leon could not recall having 
seen him on the street before; another plus, besides the halo of his 
golden hair. Was it bleached? No. Maybe he was from California. Af-
ter they had stared at each other for a while, Leon nodded. The boy 
nodded back. Leon approached.

“Nice night,” he said.
“Kinda cold.”
“Well, soon it will be Spring.”
“Yeah.”
Silence. But Leon sensed no danger. This was not a junkie, nor a 

psycho. Leon had been at this a long time and had learned to trust his 
instincts. He had never been beaten or robbed. He was careful about 
Aids. Many times he had walked away because he had not liked the 
vibes. Not this time. This kid might turn out to be boring, but that 
was the only threat. 

 “Very quiet,” Leon said.
“Dead as a doornail.” 
“Well, it’s a weeknight.”
“Yeah.”
The form was as rigid as a sonata and the players knew their 

parts; only the kid had given away too much with “Dead as a door-
nail.” The hustler’s code decreed that he had to stay aloof; it would 
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make him all the more desirable. The hint of a moan had been a con-
cession. His price had already dropped.

A few more beats of silence. The honks of auto horns. Other 
cruisers danced back and forth. Leon and the farm boy pretended 
they did not know what came next but the basic theme had been 
established. Now onto the variations.

“What’s your name?” Leon asked.
“Oscar.” 
“A strange name.”
“Well, it’s mine!” replied the kid. Mistake number two. The kid 

wasn’t experienced enough to lie and and, more surprising, was 
prickly about the accusation.

“What’s yours?” Oscar asked, trying to cover his defensiveness. 
Leon liked the facade of disdain and the fact that it could so easily 
be chipped away.

“Hugo Wolf,” he replied.
“That’s a strange one, also.” 
They both laughed. Leon liked him. He could already picture 

him in his high school locker room, slipping into a jock strap. The 
thought burned into his cheeks. The kid noticed. A connection had 
been made. Balls whizzed over the net. The music played on.
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Counting Insulin Pens on March 30, 2020

In a Pandemic
People count how many bags of pasta and rice
They have in the cupboard.
How many cans of tuna,
And rolls of toilet paper,
I count insulin pens
I can’t eat pasta or rice,
Does that make me more pandemically efficient than you?
Liquid life for me, you don’t even think of it.
Here, have my share of the bolognese you made
With rationed Costco ground beef and 
Off brand tri-colore pasta (limit 2 per customer)
You can have it all, you are pancreatically efficient.
I have 12 pens of long-acting insulin left, that’s how long I have to live.
I don’t feel very efficient at all.
Maybe if I stop eating, I can make it last longer.
Wait, that won’t work…
Quarantine logic gets blurry, both for you and for me.

—Stephanie Johnson
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The Point of My Life 
H.J. Pang

You wake up each morning in a half-daze of lethargy, not sure if 
getting up’s such a bright idea. What’s the point in doing so? What’s 
the fun in stumbling upright, or trying to, when an hour or more of 
sleep would feel so much better, or at least so you tell yourself? That’s 
the strange thing about sleep; you can’t live without it; yet you feel 
so much worse when you wake. Perhaps it’s the body’s way of saying 
we deserve a break, however short and ephemeral it may be. But still 
our stomach reminds us we need food to get through the long tough 
day, perhaps even some water and coffee to revitalize what remains 
of us when we wake! Right. Strangely enough, it also feels the need to 
piss even after a long night without. The body’s truly a being of con-
tradictions; wanting one thing, yet denying it something. Just like 
family. Just like work. Just like everywhere you’re in. Just like life.

So you solved the getting-up part. You then get to brushing your 
teeth, or check your phone, more likely. You scroll through the feeds 
and notifications on Twitter, on Facebook, on Instagram even, won-
dering why the hell no one liked, shared, faved or retweeted your 
marvellous post about a most important observation of life, but 
so many other people you followed gets the exact same shit liked, 
shared, faved and retweeted, even though they are so much less sig-
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nificant than you, when it’s clear their experiences in life didn’t even 
come close to what you’ve experienced, tasted and suffered, for all 
the idiosyncrasies, garbage and shit life throws at you. You’ve slogged 
through Primary School, Secondary School and Polytechnic, endur-
ing tough subjects and people who spent more time disturbing and 
bullying others than looking towards their own pathetic education 
and future. You’ve burned and suffered in University for what passes 
off as a degree, never mind the fact that it was a 3rd-Class Hon-
ours Degree, not even fucking 2nd-Class, all because your Lectur-
ers couldn’t see your damn bloody genius, despite the fact that you 
spent countless hours in lab and class, doing your best to understand 
the topic. All this while everyone else is skipping lectures, acting all 
anxious and moany before the exams, only to ace with flying colours 
despite being selfish pricks themselves, “not knowing” the answers to 
tutorial questions when asked but knowing how to ace those ques-
tions in the fucking examinations themselves. They didn’t even do a 
good job in pretending, and yet they’re the one with 1st Class Hon-
ors? How fair is that? How right is that? How wrong is that even, 
that the unrighteous and self-centered gets everything and more?

And when your rants on Twitter and Facebook are done—no 
time for Instagram now, maybe later during lunch—you brush your 
teeth. You wonder how can your mouth stink even though you’ve 
brushed the very same teeth, mouth and tongue right before sleep-
ing, and wonder whether it’s your body’s idea of some sick joke, lame 
as it is. It makes you wonder why you even bother brushing, espe-
cially when they say toothpaste is full of chemicals that give can-
cer and heart attack and whatever. Maybe the researchers that an-
nounced that had a beef against those companies. Perhaps he, she 
or they were fired when working with them. Or he might have a 
beef against toothpaste in general, for all the inconvenience brushing 
teeth brings, along with that minty taste that would never go away 
no matter how many times you rinse your mouth. Everyone has their 
own agendas, annoying as it may be, even you, your friends, even 
your own father and mother, who are all too keen to remind you how 
much your existence is owed to them. The only trouble was, there 
was no denying that fact, not unless you could prove they were drunk 
or insane when it happened.
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Your teeth done, with that aforementioned crappy mint after-
taste in your mouth, you turn on your computer to check the email 
from your University. After getting your half-assed university degree 
which you didn’t deserve—didn’t deserve the shit grade, not the de-
gree itself—you worked a bunch of years in Engineering. Not because 
you wanted to, not because it was a good fit, but because you needed 
the most important substance on earth aside from air and water; 
money. Euros, Dollars, Pounds, Lira; whoever, wherever and what-
ever you are; your life isn’t for long unless you had that stuff. Some-
thing your dream job of song composing and rock band practice 
couldn’t reliably produce, never mind the fact you’ve written hun-
dreds of songs that any record label worth their shit should throw 
money at you for, despite the fact the record producers and pub-
lishers hadn’t even gotten back to you with a “No, thank you.” And 
why should they? “Thanks, Sucker!” would be far more fitting, except 
they didn’t want you getting wise to their blatant thievery, rewriting 
those very songs into something else with their star musicians, whom 
they could make more money through and fleece over. From Sucker 
to Cheaterbug, from Wastrel to Miser, the Circle of Cash never ends. 

And so it was in Engineering. Design some shit for your company 
whom represented a big customer. Pass it on to your supervisor. Your 
supervisor gets screwed over by the customer and management with 
insane requests, and he, she or they in turn screws you over with even 
more insane requests. And despite your wonderful work, in spite of 
having done your best, regardless of your company’s sales exceeding 
expectations, you got passed over for promotion year after year, for 
vague reasons from “need to work harder” and “not being proactive 
enough”. This seemed suspicious when your supervisor used the exact 
same lines two years in a row, making you as mistrustful and unap-
preciated as fuck, making you wonder if that job offer your friend in 
another company mentioned is far more lucrative than your current 
death spiral. Only that job offer is no longer open, with someone 
wiser than you having applied and gotten it.

Then you decided that as long as all you have is a half-assed de-
gree that you didn’t deserve, you would get work and job opportu-
nities that you didn’t deserve either. You would be in some twisted 
reincarnation cycle of death and rebirth, except your rebirth is your 
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doing the same shit all over again without a clean slate, without a 
chance to do something better. In other words, a purgatory of sorts. 
Screw that, a purgatory for real. So to break the cycle, you apply to 
further your studies, not in a Master’s or even another Bachelor De-
gree, but a PhD. Have to make that big jump and leap, right? Why 
jump a metre when you can jump a mile? Didn’t everyone say it’s no 
pain without gain? And you figure, since you can propose a project of 
your choice, why not propose a topic of your dreams, such as the sci-
ence and physics of music, how good and bad music is made and cre-
ated through the frequency, pitch and amplitude of instruments all 
around us, along with the best way to optimize it with the technol-
ogy of today? It was your childhood dream to make a difference, to 
figure out music the way no one else had. To make everyone, hawker 
to office drone, manager to CEO, trash listener to music connoisseur, 
garage bands to rock stars understand what it is like to best create 
and optimise the best and only food for the soul; music.

So you submitted your research proposal. So you waited month 
after month for it to get read through, approved or rejected. So you 
waited in your office cubicle, keeping mum to everyone in the office 
that you’re about to leave and give them all the finger or thumb, 
depending on cultural differences. And then you see your research 
proposal was approved, with you being accepted as a postgraduate 
researcher with the institution. And so you begin your journey into 
doing something you actually like, researching into the frequencies 
and vibrations and resonance of sound waves, the difference between 
timbre and bass. You worked hard, because you knew you could make 
a difference, and you spent your after-hours researching convention-
al sources and that of actual music practitioners, in addition to all 
the peer-reviewed journals there was. Because your formal research 
proposal was due by the end of the third month of your study, and 
you didn’t want to fuck it all up now that you’re so close.

Then your Project Supervisor tells you you’ve been going in the 
wrong direction all this while, that the project’s focus should not be 
about the science of music. That it should be about how sound waves 
are potentially harmful to workers in the engineering, maintenance 
and offshore industries, and how the university has an ongoing proj-
ect grant that covers this very topic. And how when you applied for 
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a PhD, you are filling that very void by participating in life-changing 
research of the greatest kind, as loss of hearing affects a considerable 
percentage of working adults. The science of music is of no conse-
quence, to the world, no, no—the science of harmful sound is. 

You state that wasn’t what your original proposal states. Your 
Prof tells you that every MPhil or PhD proposal is ever-changing, 
that it evolves with the needs of the industry and academia. That you 
are free to pursue your own research when you finish your 4 years—3 
years if you’re quick and lucky—of training. And in your mind, you 
know it had been too good to be true, that the wheels of business, 
academia and society have been turning since the dawn of time, and 
you were just a foolish cog thrown into the works to do their bidding. 
You wanted to quit there and then, and recover what was left of your 
previous, somewhat uneventful life, but the fees for the semester had 
already been paid, with no refunds allowed for what was left of that. 
And so you continue in the hopes that things would get better, that 
your own supplementary research done in the weekends would be 
able to add to your “everchanging proposal”, as your Prof had called 
in. Month after month of research passed, until the next batch of 
fees had to be paid. And before you knew it, a year’s worth of fees 
was now done and paid, with no difference in the research topic to 
be seen, and you wonder if you should just suck it up and shoulder 
on with this so that your year of fees and time spent wasn’t a waste. 

And now here you are eleven months in, glowering at email from 
people from within and outside your research group, asking for this 
and that documentation, for this and that equipment which for some 
reason no motherfucking university in the country had the foresight 
and money to buy. Or perhaps the Professors were simply hoarding 
it away and letting it gather dust somewhere after someone blew his 
or her fund on test equipment they would only use once, if at all, 
knowing their fund would be renewed at the start of each financial 
year anyway. And why would they share these equipment with you? 
You were after all a nobody, someone who wouldn’t benefit their in-
terests in the short or long run. You wonder once again why you got 
into this programme in the belief you could better your own life and 
prospects, but in reality, you were bettering other people and organi-
zations’ lives and prospects. This was a fact of life, a real ugly one, and 
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it seems to be the only point of life you could count on.
And then a news notification caught your eye. From Twitter no 

less, your quick avenue of complaints to the world at large, never-
mind the fact you only had twenty or so followers. Some kid or other 
went and committed suicide after he failed his polytechnic’s final 
examinations. That despite the fact his GPA was still good enough to 
get into any university of his choice, Harvard even. Maybe even find 
employment, but who actually looks for a job with a good poly diplo-
ma? The news said the kid was well-liked among his family or peers, 
and teachers said he was a good student and all that. More bullshit 
that people say to blend with the crowd. People who have issues with 
you become your friend when you’re dead or famous, and remain 
your stuck-up prick enemy when you’re lower and about their equal. 
And despite all the drama and fanfare only the most well-written of 
news articles could dream up, you start to wonder if the only way to 
be appreciated, to be taken notice of, is to off yourself in full view of 
everyone else. Maybe even in the testing lab right before the monthly 
meeting. That will set their plans back by weeks, if not months. Per-
haps only then would others know how much your life’s truly worth. 
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echoes

you fall asleep in the middle of your story. find yourself awake before 
the sun rises. before anyone expects anything of you. 

wake thirsty, thinking of the man with the sparkling eyes and di-
sheveled curls. coax desire to the surface. my pumping heart surging 
blood, fervor, your body replacing his. were you excited because of 
your desire or because i finally formed the words for mine. release 
into relief and the fantasies dissolve, a flood in reverse. air buzzes in 
the empty room of longing. curve toward the window. gaze toward 
glowing hills. 

the sky has already grown lighter, the stars dimmer.
i thought i’d eased the weight of my shadows when all i did was leave 
the lights off. 

in our parting conversations we tell the truth. it’s less simple than 
i’d hoped, and i am less innocent. if i could have been more gentle, more 
patient, more, or less. the past echoes. i soften without collapse. i’m 
sorry, i say, i hope you can forgive me. that’s all there is to it. i burn, still 
whole. you stay and i split open, suspended. like the willow tree after 
the storm.

i only ever remember the beginning and the end. brown hills, layered 
in smoke. here, clusters of narcissus flowers emerge all over the val-
ley, their bright faces defiant with hope.

—freddie blooms
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Inside of You

I want to dig inside your body
The way that you did mine
But instead of building for the future
I’ll unearth what’s left behind

Your bones, I imagine, must be pure
Lengthy and piercing staples 
Your muscles, pink, that I am sure
Like rose gold tinted maple

I want to scoop your insides out
And leave you out to dry
I want to watch you writhe in pain
I want to watch you die

Your heart is rotten, I know of that
Your lungs are tarred and tainted black
Your tongue is stale, it’s hardened flat
Your mouth, polluted, devoid of fact

I want to step inside your skin
Find the warmth, feel blanketed
I want to close my eyes and sleep
Seize your beauty, seethe within

Your fingers, long, I counted them
Your toes, so stubby, I counted ten
Your ears, sewn shut, I shouted in
Your lips, sealed tight, I breathe you in

I want to suture up the wounds
And dream of daisies as we sleep
I will wait another year until
You beckon me in deep
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Our cores are trembling, fiercely so
Ev’ry day and ev’ry night
Our shouts are growing louder now
In preparation for this flight

I want to rip me out of you
Detach me from this cord
I need to free myself and find
What’s hidden in my core

My heart is pounding rapidly
My hands are shaking steadily
Oh my god, it’s happening
I step out of you quite suddenly

And quietly I strip myself
Of all the blood accumulated
Quickly, I must bathe myself
Out of pure humiliation

I thought I wanted you to die
But clearly that’s a fallacy
I thought I needed you to die
So I could live life happily

I dress myself in lovely hues
Violets, greys, and powder blues
I lean and meet a sunken face
My whispers leave a purple bruise

I am rebirthed, but not reborn
Because I died when I was you
But now I know how freedom feels
And it’s longing to be with you

—Mikayla Beaudrie



79

a weapon

i do not miss you 
i tell myself this every day 
like a promise 
until it is true
i think of me sobbing on my bathroom floor
while you wait seething in my room 
i think of me leaving you for good
and you talking to four other girls in the room with me
i think of me interrupting your shouting 
saying im sorry, im sorry 
trying to make myself small enough
that you will love me again 
and i promise myself 
that i will not miss you 
the way i do not miss a war
the way i do not miss knives
the way i do not miss a poisonous snake
i do not miss you 
the way i do not miss a weapon

—Alexis Clare
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The Unimportant Life of Walter C. Caldwell
Rhayne olivia Trahan

Walter was a no-fun man. He existed in the realm of steam-
pressed button-ups in varying shades of milk-chocolate brown and 
half-Windsor knots. He wore the same outfit every day. Yes, he wore 
khakis and did so unironically. His socks (all in argyle) always met 
his calf halfway and tucked into his slip-on-square-toe loafers that 
had strange little tassels on top. He did laundry on Saturday morning 
after breakfast. 

Walter measured his life in the swing of a golf club after a 9-5 
workday. Golf was a de-stressor after a long shift at the stamp com-
pany, where he was a manager. Yes, the majority of stamp companies 
are out of business, and yes, Walter’s was going bankrupt. But he’d 
worked there since the eighties when he graduated high school and 
buried his parents, so he couldn’t find it in him to quit. Walter loved 
stamps. His life was dedicated to communication between loved 
ones, work partners, or companies. He liked this because he had no 
mail. He didn’t need a connection to give a connection to those who 
needed it. But in a world of cell phones, what good was a stamp man? 
Lately, Walter began drinking wine with his dinner of meatloaf to 
temper this reality. But nothing could quite get the thought of unim-
portance off his mind. 

Walter could never find himself a wife. This was due to his ex-
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cessive need for cleanliness in a messy world. No girl mattered more 
than dusting, and every girl he loved knew that. He was an only child 
of two dead parents, so he was truly alone. He was okay with that. 

Walter spent every day the same. He woke up at 6:47 am to the 
sound of a Westclox alarm clock he bought in ‘87. He put on his 
loafer-style slippers lined in faux fur; he brushed his teeth with a 
bamboo toothbrush and Arm & Hammer toothpaste. He then made 
breakfast: two slices of toast and oatmeal. Due to early-onset bald-
ing, he never had to waste time brushing through his hair. He put 
on his brown button-up with his half-Windsor knot and tucked it 
into his khakis. He put on his socks and shoes; right sock, right shoe, 
left sock, left shoe. He then packed a can of tuna fish and crackers. 
Walter arrived to work at 8:52 am every day. He drove himself in his 
2005 Buick, consistently going 15 under the speed limit because of a 
phobia of 50. He didn’t like the fifties because that was the age his 
parents were when they died. This made being 58 incredibly diffi-
cult. Walter spent his day talking about stamps, testing their sticki-
ness, and dreaming of 5:00 pm. He left precisely at 5:15 pm every day 
and went to the golf course. He would only play two holes due to 
the hunger growing within him. He retires to the diner by the golf 
course at 6:00 pm where he eats his meatloaf. This day, however, the 
chef of the diner decided to make pecan pie as a special.  The chef 
never makes pecan pie, because the chef, quite frankly, was terrible. 
This chef also was not very clean, and often didn’t change his gloves 
between handling nuts and making meals. This posed an interesting 
situation considering Walter was deathly allergic to pecan pie. Wal-
ter died at 6:15 pm due to anaphylactic shock caused by cross-con-
tamination, and due to his need to check every box, he checked organ 
donor last time he got his license renewed. 

Walter’s heart began to beat again at 10:57 pm after being insert-
ed into the empty canal of a man named James H. Lifton. James’ wife 
and two daughters were holding hands in the waiting room when 
the nurse told them the surgery was successful. Walter’s heart would 
walk James’ children down the aisle and hold his grandchildren. Wal-
ter’s heart would trade a golf club for a paintbrush, and stamps for a 
middle-school-history classroom. Walter was an unimportant man, 
but he was everything to James. 
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the baker talks to himself while waiting

you have to mix
the eggs in
just right

‘cause fuck
all if they’re
at the wrong
temperature

baking is a science
dealing in precision

all details
carrying an
important limb
for the cake

take one out
and the bake
falls flat

or is denser
than your ex
gas lighting
under the moon

remember how his
words muddied 
your skull?

you get frustrated
when the order
doesn’t make sense

when the minuscule
become the important
your skull rattles

what cakes
do you offer
tonight?

what rage did
you pour into
the batter
to make it
as sweet?

what ingredient
did you leave
behind this time?

you were never
keen on paying
attention to
the small things

you were only
keen on making
the end stick

like sugar
to glass

—Weasel
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Gifted and Ghosted
Muse Mesperyian

Rosy Chance is your typical girl at 38.  She is once divorced with two 
children.  There have been times the past was not too kind to her, 
however, she has prevailed and leads a fairly comfortable life.

One day, while she is out to dinner, she meets Doctor Trace Das-
tardly.  Her initial instinct tells her, he’s harmless, but likely uninter-
esting.  Rosy decides that she will humor him for a bit before politely 
excusing herself.

Over dinner and drinks, Rosy finds herself pleasantly surprised.  
Dr. Dastardly is clever, captivating and enchanting while seeming 
very humble at the same time.

One evening soon thereafter, Rosy has a few too many drinks and 
notices that he is so ‘on point’.  She scrunches her eyes and nose a bit 
as she blurts out to him, ‘You’re just bringing you’re A game so you 
can sleep with me and never speak to me again!  Trace doesn’t falter 
over this outburst and in fact proceeds to whisper sweet things in her 
ear as he holds her close and she relaxes once more.

Over the course of the next few weeks Rosy and Trace spend 
more and more time together.  Rosy is in bliss and feels reassured 
when he tells her he loves her.  And when she becomes defensive or 
irrational, he calms her and speaks about the way he can directly re-
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late to her guarded behavior and even tells her, ‘You’re the same kind 
of crazy, I am!’

They continue to spend even more time with one another and 
even take a weekend trip to the country where she meets his daugh-
ter.  Rosy is elated, passionate, filled with desire and spell-bound with 
Trace and the brilliance of their affair; no matter how precocious it 
seems. Rosy is enraptured by his presence and although doubts oc-
casionally sneak into her mind, she is persistent about pushing them 
away and promising to just live in the present!  The gift of his pres-
ence is intoxicating.

While at the ranch, things are amazing…until they weren’t.  In 
the second evening, after a carnal and erotic romp on the couch.  
Doctor Trace wants to take a nap.  At first, Rosy does as well, but 
something disquiets her mind and she can’t sleep.  Unsure of what it 
is, she tells him to go ahead and rest she can entertain herself for a 
while.  He accepts the offer.  

Shortly thereafter, Rosy discovers that he has had an intimate 
looking conversation with another woman.  Rosy is immediately 
crushed and feels both betrayed and insignificant.

The vacant woods wooed with the solitude they offered and va-
cancy enough for the emotions boiling over.  First, she reacts with 
fervor…then tearful.  Her fears take a strong hold and she begins to 
wonder if her original premonition was indeed correct.  She admon-
ishes and berates herself sternly, how COULD she have been so trust-
ing, so blind as to not know and realize when the change occurred.  
Had she merely been wishing and dreaming all along??  

Contemplating all that was unraveling before her, the vast pas-
sionless grove accepted her abandon and comforted her heartbreak 
as it enveloped her into its depths.  Walking and walking, trying to 
make her way to the river…suddenly she was lost.  The emotional loss 
was still there, but now she was physically lost!  Of course, she revolt-
ed against the idea of calling him for help.  She pressed on thinking 
she would find the path back again.  Also, it occurs to her about this 
time that it’s been two hours and she hasn’t received a concerned call 
either.  New tears spring fresh into her eyes and down her cheeks and 
the sun helps to sear them on her skin.  She presses on out of will, 
pride and spite.  Suddenly, she spots a hog…now two…now three.  
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At first, she doesn’t think anything of it.  But as she approaches and 
they notice her, she suddenly realizes that they may harm her.  They 
are dominant and protective animals when they feel cornered.  Much 
like herself she realizes.  

Wanting to bolt before they corner her she refrains into a slow 
retreat.  Shaken, more tears fall as she again recalls that he hasn’t even 
checked on her at all.  A friend calls and urges her to call Trace for 
help…but of course, she refuses.  As they stay on the line as she ven-
tures on and Rosy conveys her final words and messages to her kids 
etc .  Then again, she turns a corner…more hogs…she turns around 
and takes a few steps and spots more! They seem to have taken over 
her soulless sylvan woods.  Fortunately, a few scamper away clearing 
the path.  She makes her way back to a dirt road leading to the house, 
but she’s angry as much as sad now.  After a rest, he calls.  ‘where are 
you?  Want me to come get you?”  she responds, “I took a walk.  And 
no.”  She mentions the lake in the conversation, and he gives her a 
general sense of where it is.  She hangs up and goes there.  Now she 
feels blank, dry and leaden.  She feels angry, and spiteful, jealous and 
betrayed.  She feels hurt abandoned and deserted.  

At the lake, she sees the irony in her flight into the woods for so-
lace.  He is obviously running away…or slithering away from the idea 
of being in love just as she flew away from the house with her emo-
tions wrapped up tight.  The hogs are dominant as he has become in 
the course of their future together.  She is cornered into being taken 
over in ignorance or hurtling into the fire of destruction.  His phi-
landering and easy desertion and changing winds are like the woods 
and the general act of running away. 

Just then, Doctor Trace shows up, saying, let’s take a ride. She has 
dried her tears and composed herself for the conversation that must 
be had, but then she sees his handsome unknowing face and it hits 
her harshly that things are forever different and she doesn’t want it 
to end just yet.  Her composure flickers away and she knows she will 
quickly fall apart as soon as she speaks.  At the same time he asks 
what’s wrong.  ‘How does he always read me so well??’  She hesitates 
and asks to talk later.  Finally, during the ride around the property 
she braces herself and bites the bullet of truth.

His responses are vague, apathetic, even calculated yet non-chal-
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lant and reserved.   There seems to have been a beginning and an 
end to the conversation, but shortly after, Rosy realized that in truth 
absolutely nothing was resolved!  He had really just spoken in circles 
and what’s more, she had been tricked into allowing him to do so!

Finally, another talk.  Rosy has prepared for this to ensure that 
her concerns are heard and not circumvented again.  Forced to the 
point, Doctor Trace relays, cautiously, that this has all moved too 
quickly and that he is just not ready for this level of commitment 
at this time.  That he does not want to lose Rosy, but he can’t be the 
man she wants of him right now.  He makes several excuses about 
his work and other things that are in the end unprovable regarding 
their validity…but the message is clear…and final.  Doctor Trace does 
say that he would like to remain friends with Rosy while he sorts his 
affairs…but Rosy knows what that means and is both slightly insult-
ed but primarily confident that she would not be able to so easily 
separate the feelings. 

Crushed, Rosy goes home to mourn.  There are tears and tears 
along with a barrage of self-hatred as she questions whether his 
intrigue was deceit, perhaps something he doctored up all along…
which would be absolutely dastardly.   

These thoughts along with a diminishing zest for life, leads her to 
wild frenzy, delirium and just plain raving madness.  In her quieter, 
detached moments she becomes the prosaic woman she feels he must 
believe her to be.  Next, fueled with a new surge of passion and cling-
ing to hope, she attempts to find ways to evoke reminiscence out of 
Trace…  As the days and weeks pass, Rosy’s cycle of emotions contin-
ue to turn, often turning into herself with a lack of his presence to 
push them upon.

Rosy finally admits defeat, the battle is over.  The doctor has 
made his presence into a semblance, to a glimmer, to a whisper and 
finally into a shadow…

Indeed.  His transformation seems unearthly…unnatural.
Still in defeat, Rosy wonders, ‘was he just an apparition?’  She 

feels a chill and darkness descends upon and consumes her.  
Rosy is no longer rosy.  She is a shell of her former self feeling 

rejected, unwanted, forgettable, unworthy and insignificant.  
A month later, Rosy goes into court with a plea for a name change.  
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The court asks her for her newly selected name.  She replies, ‘Falsely 
Ruin’.  The judge hesitates, seems to look for someone to confer with 
in the corner, then says, ‘are you sure?’  Rosy replies with a firm yes.  
The judge pauses once more and says, ‘I will grant you this…but may 
I ask why?’  To which she replies, “Oh, of course.  It is because, I have 
lost all hope through an affair with the phantom of deceitful ruin.  I 
am a changed woman, doctor…or judge, pardon me.  I want to never 
forget the pain of taking a chance on someone who is able to doctor 
their lies and leave you without a trace… 



88

From the Beginning

Dad’s sock bunches down at the toe 
like foreskin retracting in a palm, 
and he says, Put it on my foot
the way I did when you were a little girl.
I think of how I dressed in calf length socks
and glittery black dress for a middle school dance.
Dad sat on a stool in the garage when he saw
me. His wrench hung towards the concrete as his eyes
stretched from the white lace on the sock to my waist.
Are all of your friends looking like sluts at the dance?
he asked at the tapered hip. I’ve seen my father’s door cracked,
hand beneath the sheet like a head bobbing below the fabric.
As a teenager, I searched PornHub: teen spanked over knee.
When he found it in my search history, he asked
Would  you like me to do something like that?  He laughed 
when my cheeks rose up and spat red 
blossoms towards him. After Mom passed,
Dad was lonely. I slept next to him in bed,
while his liver spotted skin moved with the water bed.
Soon, he found a thirty-five year old girlfriend.
I heard moaning where I slept in the living room
and the tin hum of water slapping the wood.
I found a crop dangling in the closet where Dad
directed me to grab him a shirt. A friend tells me, 
write about how your father wants to fuck you. 
But where do I begin?

—Laura Ohlmann



89

The Debauched Woman
Muse Mesperyian

The Debauched woman makes her way down to the dirty streets still 
wearing her most comfortable set of PJs.

Yesterday’s make up smeared and running down her face from 
the tears. 

She hides the remnants of last night’s nightmare behind her dark 
sunglasses…what time is it anyway…then realizes she doesn’t care. 

Her descent is inspired by a man leaving her, whom she loved, 
and thought had loved her.  

The vulgar storefronts manage to exude a smutty appearance
Led by some leash of necessity she heads her neighborhood liquor 

store and corner shop.  
Supplies are needed. 
“Hello Luna, how are you feeling dear?’ She trudges past the clerk 

in a dazed state.  She acquires a cart and slowly fills it to the brim 
with liquor, wine, beer, cigarettes, prescriptions, various chips, candy 
bars and cans of food.

She approaches the register and pulls out some cash, ‘Hi Marty.’
‘What kind of day is it going to be today Luna?’
‘Unfortunately, Marty, today is going to be a fatefully fucked up 

disastrous damn day.’  
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She notices Marty shaking his head and giving out a silent sigh.  
This brings the tears back as she wheels the cart back to her apart-
ment.

Uninspired, she dumps everything on the counter before putting 
the cart on the sidewalk in front of her building.

She kicks off her sneakers, makes herself a drink and lights a 
cigarette.

Then takes a shower while listening to her ‘fuck!!!’ playlist.  She 
tries to wash all the hurt away.  Then Luna cocoons herself in bed 
with her pills and her drinks.  Jett had devastated her; his words and 
lack of words had harrowed her very soul.  She had fallen for him so 
hard and he had just up and left one day without a drop of hesitan-
cy.  The abandonment killed her…and almost did.  She hated herself 
for becoming so vulnerable with him.  She managed to get herself 
addicted to his charms, a slave to his attentions, a junkie for his time 
and overly dependent on his ability to make her feel happy, wanted, 
desired and needed. 

Luna begins her depressive cycle, first hurt and despair which 
leads to anger, to anguish, darkness and finally self-destruction.

Some days are not terrible, she tries to busy herself by finding a 
new distraction off the dating sites, but her heart really isn’t in it and 
she easily picks them apart or grows bored.  

Other days she spent entirely in bed, only to get up to eat...which 
is rare. Many days she cries, but on the others, there are no emotions 
to be had…of ANY kind. It feels like this will be the end this time.  
There’s no way to survive this kind of hurt.

The hurt turns to anger and Luna knows just what to do.  She will 
take it out on a man.  It won’t be Jett…but she can pretend.  She could 
call Tommy and set up a private play date, but she’s in the mood for 
exhibition and public shaming.  So, she makes a few calls to the reg-
ular crew.  It’s been quite a while since she has attended a party, but 
the crew remembers her and invites her to attend a private, invite 
only event that Friday. She calls Tommy and tells him about it.  He 
gets very excited as it has been just as long since they played together.  
Luna gets excited too.  It should be lot of fun…and hopefully thera-
peutic as well.  

Friday night comes and Luna takes her time getting dressed.  She 
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dons a black PVC leather dress that barely covers her ass, black fish-
net stockings and four-inch Louboutin black platform heels.  Her 
hair is pulled back in a tight bun showing off her heart shaped ear-
rings.  Often, she would have Tommy call an Uber for her, but to-
night she wants to take the subway.  That gives her the opportunity 
to arrive when she wants.  Also, Luna loves the feeling of shocking 
people, it fills her soul, especially when the shock turns to apprecia-
tion or disdain.  It’s almost a humanities game; seeing which people 
have which reaction.  Sometimes you’d be surprised.  Often when it 
turns to disdain, she sticks her tongue out at them making the other 
observers laugh. Exhibition has always been a fetish for Luna.  

As her stop comes, Tommy is there waiting for her.  Not surpris-
ing, as she was purposefully late and there are punishments for his 
not being on time.  He takes her hand as she steps from the train and 
escorts her to the party.  Once there, he pays for their entry.  At $100 
a head, it’s not cheap and making him pay is part of the experience 
for both of them.  

First, they mix and mingle.  There’s a three-drink max prior to 
play so as they drink the second Luna instructs Tommy to prepare 
himself.  Tommy strips down to a PVC leather thong which Luna in-
structed him to wear to match her outfit.  Then as bystanders watch, 
Luna lovingly adorns him with his collar, cuffs and leash.  She in-
structs him to get on his knees and open his bag as she finishes their 
drinks.  He complies and hands her whip and flogger while showing 
her the new things he has purchased and brought in hopes that she 
may want to try them.  Luna has draped her whip around her neck 
and holds the flogger.  She instructs Tommy to pick up his bag and 
stand up.  He complies and soon she is leading him, by the leash, 
to one of the Saint Andrew’s crosses in the room.  She detaches the 
leash and she restrains him by his cuffs to it.  After a long warm up, 
Luna gets tough on him until he uses his safe word.  She was envi-
sioning what she might like to do to Jett the entire time, though not 
losing sight and cognizance of her actual prey.  She felt many eyes on 
her during the scene and loved the attention.  At the end Luna wraps 
Tommy in a blanket and takes him into her arms as he trembles.  
She cuddles him and tells him how wonderfully he had submitted to 
her.  There are many compliments to both Luna and Tommy for their 
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scene and several quietly enquire to Luna, “Mistress?  May I serve you 
some day?” A couple agree to paid sessions.  The rest, she will likely 
not see for a long time.  She does one of the paid sessions but loses 
interest before the other is scheduled.

The days pass but Luna doesn’t seem to notice.  She does spend 
time writing but everything is sad and is sounding so repetitive to 
the sad things she has written in the past that she gets annoyed and 
crumbles most up to be thrown on the floor.  

Clothes scatter the floor along with plates, cups, empty wrappers 
and empty bottles.  

Later, after several hours of boozing and brooding – (one of her 
best benders on record yet), she decided to send some impulsive 
texts.  The next day, filled with regret, Luna goes even further into 
the darkness.  Some days she doesn’t even want to drink…that’s when 
she has always known that it’s gotten REALLY bad.  For a couple of 
days, she is very suicidal. 

Another week later, Pamela talks Luna into some fun at Club 
Deviant.  Pamela is ecstatic.  She wants to meet at Luna’s apartment, 
but Luna looks around and knows Pamela is not the sort of friend 
that will understand the mess, so she suggests meeting at the club.  

She showers and picks a slinky black dress, heels, a necklace and 
a ring.  Subdued, but sexy, she thinks.  

Down to the subway station to hit the best club in the city.  All 
the elite men, mostly single, or so they say, go there.  As she rides the 
train, she mentally prepares herself for the evening.  Almost through 
meditation she wills herself to put on mask of happiness and act 
carefree tonight.  It’s the only way to have fun.  And hopefully she 
will get laid, that might also be therapeutic for getting over Jett. 

Luna checks her coat at the door.  Already the girls there know 
to give her a ticket but not charge.  By the end of the night Luna 
will have men scrambling to pay the fee.  They are always excited to 
see Luna because they know it will make for an interesting night at 
work.  They have become her spies of sorts, giving her juicy informa-
tion about the men already there.  “That one arrived in a Jaguar.  That 
one has two companies and I hear he has two mistresses already, but 
you never know, plus he’s new here!”  Things of that nature.

Those type of men are the most fun, her greatest conquests and 
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often very generous especially once they have some sort of regret for 
cheating or feel like they’ve somehow taken advantage of her, which 
they never do. Luna is always a willing participant in sex especially 
on nights like tonight when she feels she actually NEEDS it. 

She quickly scans the room, especially for the man with two 
companies and two mistresses.  She spots him and waits for him to 
see her.  It’s an intimate venue, so most are noticed walking through 
the door.  Once he does, she gives a small smile then lowers her eyes.  
She provocatively makes her way to the bar to greet Pamela, then 
she smiles as broadly as she can manage as the bartender approaches 
blushing.  “Hey Luna!  …It’s been a while…”  

“Yes, yes it has Tommy!  How is the night going so far?”  Tommy 
also gives a few tips of information that he garners from working the 
bar.  “That one’s an asshole or that one is buying cheap drinks he’s 
definitely in the wrong club, etc”

Pamela pulls her out to the dance floor where Luna intentionally 
makes eye contact with the tall “gentleman” with two companies and 
two mistresses.  After a few songs, Luna points to the bar and her 
empty drink.  Pamela pouts but nods her head.  Luna first touches up 
her make-up in the ladies.  Of course, once she returns to the bar the 
man she’s had her eye on is there waiting.  “Can I buy you a drink?” 
he asks.  Very unoriginal, Luna thinks, but just smiles and says, “that 
would be lovely!”  They begin to talk about the usual things, the bor-
ing things – his companies etc. Luna feigns interest in it all, but really 
the only things of any importance to her is that his name is Mike, he’s 
wearing a wedding band and he’s from out of town - even better.  As 
he seems to ramble on a bit, Luna moves closer and puts a hand near 
his shoulder and down to his chest.  “Broad shoulders AND tall!” she 
exclaims, “tell me Mike, are you a good kisser too?”  He looks a bit 
stunned but relieved all at the same time.  Somehow, he’s rusty at 
this…perhaps he doesn’t have two mistresses.  In true form of rusti-
ness, Mike almost grabs her to him and rushes a kiss.  “Let’s try that 
again, shall we Mike?”  This time he kisses her softly, long and pas-
sionately.  Luna feigns breathlessness.  “Where are you staying Mike?”  

As they are leaving, Luna spots Pamela heavily making out with 
some guy…is that the cheap drink guy?  Oh crap…Luna excuses her-
self to warn her friend and let her know she’s leaving. 
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Luna and Mike head to his hotel and the sex is actually pretty 
good….

The next morning, Luna feels her head pounding and wakes to a 
memory of Jett.  ‘Damnit!!’ she thinks.  Mike hasn’t stirred.  She stays 
in bed wondering if he will EVER wake.  Finally, he does and Luna 
pretends to be asleep.  Sure enough, in true form, Mike leaves $500 
on the dresser and takes his leave quietly.  Luna waits about 10 min-
utes, just to make sure he hasn’t forgotten anything then gets up.  She 
orders room service then puts on her clothes and pockets the money.  

Maybe Eternal Damnation Isn’t Too Bad After All

god took LSD and saw my face,
in my many eyes she found lust. 
In my bedroom 
I melt down plastic figurines,
their souls escaping in saccharine plumes of sin. 
In my childhood backyard
I dig holes until I hit 
bedrock or bones. 
she judges me through these cruel eyes 
sunken in the hard earth. 
One day the concrete will swallow me whole
and spit me out into a belly of magma. 
I’ll open my mouth and 
let it flow through me, the nectar
of illumination. 
she can’t find me down there,
where the sun finally sets
unwatched.  
The holy are not welcome and
no one ever has to blow out their birthday candles. 

—Michelle Johnson-Wang
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The Dirt Eaters
Harris Coverley

I met Elle in a hospital waiting room while suffering a fever that I 
thought was going to be the end of me. She did not look too good 
herself, but she had that wide smile on that broadcasted self-satis-
faction.

 “They’ve dragged me in here,” she said to me when I asked her 
if I should call for assistance. “I didn’t want to come, I don’t want 
treatment, but they brought me all the same.”

 “Why is that?” I asked. “What’s wrong with you? They wouldn’t 
bring you if there was nothing wrong.”

 “I have an infection,” she replied. “But it’s all good…”
I edged away from her, and continued: “But why didn’t you want 

to come here?”
 “I gave it to myself.”
 “You gave it to yourself?”
 “Why yes. You see, I’m part of a very exclusive club…”
I had been both a mysophobe and a hypochondriac as long as 

I can remember, all the way back to the age of five when I cut my 
finger in the garden and ran about screaming that I was going to die 
and go straight to hell.

I used to douse my hands and forearms in anti-septic fluid before 
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leaving the house and after returning, massage public seating with 
wet wipes before sitting down, shake people by the fingers not the 
palms before fleeing to the nearest bathroom, where the cleansing 
rituals I performed there do not bear repeating.

Meeting Elle should have been my personal apocalypse, but I was 
in fact intrigued by this bizarre, beautiful, fairly well-dressed woman 
and her self-destructive mission, and I wished to meet her “exclusive 
club”. My reasoning, unknown to her, was something along the lines 
of: if these people are the anathema of me, then maybe I can get a 
better grip on myself by talking to them.

My fever turned out to be nothing to worry about, and Elle’s 
“infection” was merely a bad cold that the ambulance crew had exag-
gerated, so we were both released later that day. Elle was given a card 
for psychotherapy that she had to ring, which she threw into a bin 
before even leaving hospital grounds, of which she proudly informed 
me.

 “Why did they want you to see a therapist?” I asked her, walking 
at her side slightly behind, letting her lead.

 “They think me and my brethren are mad,” she replied as we 
reached a bus stop.

 “And are you?”
 “We may be the only sane people left…”
We soon got on a bus bound for nearby countryside, and sat on 

the lower level. I was opposite Elle as she pulled a piece of browned 
chewing gum off the underside of her seat and began to chew it.

 “Are you crazy?” I exclaimed, almost retching. “You have no idea 
how long that’s been there! Who chewed it had what wrong with 
him!”

She ignored me and pulled off another, even darker piece and 
added that to the lump in her mouth.

I sat there feeling ill and wanting to return to hospital until the 
bus arrived at where she wanted us to get off.

It was a fairly deserted stretch of woods, and we walked along 
a tree-covered track off the main road for a time before reaching in 
the invading night a bleak and derelict-looking stone cottage in the 
middle of a clearing.

 “What is this place?” I asked her, frankly terrified by such a filthy 
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hovel.
 “Sanctuary,” she said, and, taking my nervous hand, brought me 

to the rotting front door and knocked.
A voice came from beyond: “Does one seek the Majesty of the 

Dirt?”
 “One does with open mouth and open mind,” Elle solemnly re-

plied, and the door grinded open.
Elle led us into a room lit by several hanging electric lanterns, 

with a large pile of dirt in the middle of the floor, about four foot 
in height, and around it a dozen or so well-dressed and attractive 
people of varying ages sat in wooden chairs looking bored but at ease.

The middle-aged man who had let us in, bespectacled and dressed 
in a vibrant blue suit with a purple shirt, closed the door and ad-
dressed Elle: “Sister, where have you been?”

 “The state got me, thought I was going to go under,” she said.
 “And did you nearly?”
 “No, it was a false alarm.”
 “Oh, thank the Earth, thank the Earth!”
The man hugged her, and I gathered that he was the somewhat 

leader of their little group.
Elle then took my hand again and sat me in a chair caked in dust 

and grime close to the dirt pile. She sat in a similarly putrescent chair 
next to me, and the others, knowing that it was time for what they 
were going to do, pulled their own chairs in around the rank mass.

The man in the blue suit stood in a gap between the chairs, al-
most upon the pile, and addressed me directly: “Brother, do you seek 
the Majesty of the Dirt?”

The congregation—for that is what they were—turned to look at 
me and I began to sweat.

I looked at my hands and the heat rose in my throat as I saw my 
fingers and palms coated with filth.

 “I, I don’t know what you mean,” I said. “I don’t know what…I’m 
sorry, is there a place I can wash my hands, if that’s not too much of 
a bother?”

The congregation exploded into raucous laughter. Elle put her 
hand on my shoulder, and through her giggles instructed the blue 
suited man, whom she called Mr Cleveley, to ignore me and begin 
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things.
Cleveley then announced: “Our ecstasy commences!”
The congregation then arose out of their chairs, and without 

warning, either unzipped their trousers or, after squatting, pulled 
down their underwear, and began to urinate into the dirt pile. At 
this, I, feet on the floor, slowly pushed myself away on my chair in 
horror.

After they were done urinating, the men pulled down their trou-
sers and joined the women in defecating into the pile, and I contin-
ued to push myself back on my chair until I hit the wall.

And when the congregation—cultists I should really say—were 
finally done completely voiding their bowels, they then fell into the 
excrement-strewn pile and began to mix it with their hands, laugh-
ing all the way.

I was in such a state of shock that I began to laugh right along 
with them. My fingers rose into my mouth to bite my nails—and 
when I tasted dirt I spat and spat, trying to clear my gums. This did 
not improve my lot, as the cultists began to spit back at me.

 “That’s it! That’s it!” screamed Elle, on her knees, arms wrapped 
in faeces. “Get in to it!”

It was at that point that they began to eat the contents of the 
pile with lustful gluttony, chunks of earth mixed with ordure, soaked 
in urine, leaves dead and dying, twigs, miscellaneous debris, insects, 
molluscs…

When I saw one young man dressed in a golden Hawaiian shirt 
and ripped jeans pick up a still flexing slug and bite into it I could 
take no more. In spite of the sharp pains traversing my arms and legs, 
and a weight of stone on my chest, I arose howling out of my chair, 
tore open the front door, and rushed into the black night.

Without looking back I ran into the woods and kept running and 
running until I collapsed onto the forest floor, nearly passing out, my 
mouth full of wet grass, my clothes soaked with sweat and dew.

I found myself unable to return to civilisation for weeks after 
what I had seen. Avoiding going back to anywhere near the cottage, 
I slept in the hollow of an old oak tree like some dishevelled Green 
Man, and consumed small animals clubbed by a rock, fish out of a 
stream caught by hand, and decaying fruit for sustenance. My mys-
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ophobia was utterly demolished, my hypochondria subordinated by 
the needs of survival.

When I was finally able to make my way home everyone I knew 
had been looking for me, and the police had become involved, lead-
ing to some awkward conversations as I sought to avoid relating my 
true experiences.

After having recovered most of my physical and psychological 
health months later, I did some research and was able to hit upon 
rumours of a cult of fanatics who worshipped the world and all of 
its terrain and refuse, and whom believed that by giving themselves 
sepsis or tetanus they could induce spiritual experiences. They had 
no real name for themselves, as they were still waiting for their god 
to grant them one.

I know now that I am cured of my mental ailments (with perhaps 
the occasional relapse), but I do not know what could possibly cure 
them, besides a good chance at death.
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Orpheus’ Low Song

I purchase a fat 
  calf 
sacrifice in the bag,
careen
down a river of orchids,
holding my hat
  on straight.

With flowered, French cut
tie for the shirt, salt-singed lips,
   lover,
I carry my bloodheart 
in mem’ry of you, 
  and you alone;

  for, grace in action,
  (sacred angel), overseas 
  you still 
  fatten the purse 
   of secret
   wages.

2.

On the rocks
(the jagged ones we eloped upon)
Orpheus’ Low Song
and the wail
 of the muses 
 rises.

Here
you sat with me,
 short-skirted
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 in autumn.

Now, just a blind
cave’s eye winks to 
 black waves.

—Mike Hackney

the minotaur

and what mercy should you have to those who
called you a beast at birth? you who are no
more monster than they are. devour them
all because beasts are only as natural
as the beds they sleep in. they dream to slay
you, dream of grabbing you by the horns and
driving their swords into your throat. yet you
are a god, much like poseidon. not beast--
 
bull without name, you are a war dripping
with rage and carnality. why remain
chaste when the urge lingers in your belly?
though you think appetites are impulsive,
they return furiously. so when man
arrives, satiate your sins, and go mad.

—Weasel
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Ambrosia Recalled  
Phoebe Blake

Waiting for him by the river I watched an old woman change time. 
She knelt sobbing on the bank, kitten heels sunk into the soft mud, 
reaching into a wicker basket. From it she pulled a patchwork quilt, 
faded and worn. I wondered about its life, now ending. Perhaps it 
had been draped over her late husband’s recliner to cover cracked 
leather. Perhaps it had swaddled her baby, decades ago, and only now 
after some great tragedy did it bring her pain. 

 She cast the quilt into the river, heels twisting into red earth. 
Her extended arms sinewed and for a moment she was a fisherman 
releasing his net, all brine and prayer-filled determination. The quilt 
drifted for a few moments and sank, dissolving from our view.

With gloved fingers she drew out a stack of letters, hurling them 
all together towards the chugging red water. A few were stalled by 
the wind. She fell to her knees, gathered them, thrust them over 
the river’s edge. The letters floated into a now-forgotten wedding 
dress, suspended, stained pink from its maiden voyage. The river was 
clogged with silk gowns. Papers inked with hopes unfulfilled unwrite 
in this river, longhand unrippling into the flow, downstream, further 
even. The old woman rose smiling, a heavy lightness in her palms that 
she turned toward God. She removed her heels then too, flung them 
over her shoulder as she left the river behind. 



103

It was something that had to be done, something impossible to 
regret. He met me there on the bank and I forced him underwa-
ter, my anger filling his lungs. I held him there and this is the worst 
part—I felt right and true as I held him underwater. His curls kept 
disrupting the sun-rippled surface and I resented him for that, too. 
He could never abide stillness. When I bit through his throat and the 
arteries leaked into the crimson river, what difference did it make 
really. I was stronger than him that night.

We used to fight before sex, heat in muscle and in games played. 
I’d pin him and he’d lose a shirt but I wore enough rings to have the 
upper hand. The tension of the fight and the fun of it all so fresh. I 
saw electric blue light when my head hit the floor one night but he 
kissed it away, always so soft in the after. In the cardinal river I fo-
cused on this heaven blue. This I wanted to keep.

My toes grazed sharp rings in the pillows of silt at the bottom of 
the river. I held him down and this fight mattered less than the oth-
ers, the outcome decided when he came to the river. He should have 
known. Everyone knows not to accept river invitations at dusk. This 
river in particular is known for erasing. 

Three days after this consummation I went to work. 
I cut  fruits and vegetables in the catacombs of a supermarket. If 

you’ve ever wondered why the best squares of watermelon are miss-
ing from the fruit salad, well. Rumors were circulating that someone 
was pissin’ in the walk-in. The rumors were true, there was piss in the 
walk-in. I worried I was pissin’ in the walk-in, but it seems like the 
kind of thing you’d remember, pissin’ in the walk-in. 

I was cutting pineapple and feeling the guilt of the knife. He’d 
liked pineapple, before. I shouldn’t have remembered that. He’d 
climb the ladder one-handed and eat it as the light faded. Something 
was wrong. I should not remember the rooftop sunsets. I had to dis-
tract myself from these thoughts that should by now be settling in 
the delta. If I worked here another month I’d get a raise, an extra 
dollar an hour. I’d always imagined ambrosia to taste like pineapple 
juice. I waited until my coworkers were entranced in the flash of the 
knives and I licked my wrists above the latex glove. What happens 
when mortals drink the nectar of the gods? I don’t have time for my-
thology anymore, but in a month or so I’d have an extra eight dollars 
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a day and maybe I could buy myself some. 
Dylan was saying who would piss in the walk-in? He certainly 

wouldn’t piss in the walk-in. It was bullshit that we had to sign-in to 
the walk-in now, why not just put up some cameras? Only five of us 
worked in the produce section and someone had to be pissin’ in the 
walk-in and it wasn’t him, Dylan said. I moved on to the next pine-
apple, severed its head and dove in. 

A man drifted into the room. His bruised olive eyes would have 
been looking at me. We don’t do olives here, that’s in deli. Barnacles 
filled the void in his neck, hard like bone. Dylan said are you new? 
It’s not a bad gig really, cutting fruit, but someone has been pissin’ 
in the walk-in. Dylan didn’t mind the man’s dripping clothes. His 
waterlogged rot was going unnoticed even as beetles scuttled from 
his squelching boots. 

The man took his place at the station across from me and reached 
for a cantaloupe. Beads of salmon sweat eroded the grime from his 
cheeks. He scooped the seeds and scraped out the leftover ligaments. 
He nodded along to Dylan’s stories, each swing of his head dislodging 
barnacles. The steel counter was covered in bits of paper pulp and 
snail shells from the man’s fits of wet coughing. He was trying to 
clear his throat. The man worked hard and earned Dylan’s  respect. 

At lunch I ate watermelon with the most perfect geometry in 
the alley behind the supermarket. Pink juice dribbled down my shiv-
ering fingers and I worried about the man I hadn’t forgotten, and 
about all the things I had. I worried about the piss in the walk-in and 
I worried about remembering.  
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Racist Chameleon
 
I ran into a chameleon
swaying visibly 
amongst the crowds
in an off-putting tone
a moldy dusty grey 
with a slight tinge 
that felt confrontational
carrying a bag of 
unused pigment 
 
Despite his sullied demeanor 
I was compelled to ask him
about his dull appearance
and why he would support
a spiteful shade
especially when he had the ability 
to change
to be anywhere on the spectrum 
unmatched color combinations 
that could paint him 
from his fingers to his toes
in positivity 
for others to marvel 

 
His twisting eyes 
circled down his nose at me
and his chapped lips 
spread his hateful scales
as he said 
I have never changed 
and will never change because 
Chameleons should be only one color
 
So I took his bag
threw its unused rainbow
into the sky 
and blended back into
the colorful world. 

—Eddie Fogler
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The Virgin
Saira Khan

The first time was almost by accident, like a dare or a game of chick-
en.  I was 17 and my mother had gone away to Pakistan to be at my 
sick nana’s bedside for the summer.  I was a little sad my nana was 
dying, that was something old people seemed to do.  I was more as-
tounded by my freedom without a mother to curfew me or restrain 
me from my sexuality, a dangerous and animal quality.   My mother 
was like the parents of the Virgin Suicides, who didn’t believe in pre-
marital sex, with such tight controls likely to drive anyone to hang 
themselves.  “Be good,” she’d warned, handing me a fistful of 20s be-
fore getting in a cab to LaGuardia.

 I started hanging around with Jeff, who’d missed senior year 
and was finally out from juvie.  He brought over 24 packs of beer and 
rental porno tapes from Blockbuster.  He sucked my breasts and I 
came just from that alone, I was so sensitive to sexual stimulation.  
He wasn’t my boyfriend, not quite, but more a friend.  A pimp, even, 
because one night he arranged for me to sleep with a fat man at a 
motel room.  

 Jeff had said he was trying to do a business deal with the fat 
man.  When we got to the motel,  the fat man and his three friends 
had different motel rooms where they each had a lady of his own.  
When Jeff asked if I wanted to go into the fat man’s motel room be-
cause he’d particularly asked for me, I was flattered, emboldened by 
the idea of being a bad girl.  The fat man was sitting in the bed in his 
underwear and I, fully dressed, searched for the light switch.   I lay 
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on my back and slid my pants off.  The fat man did what he wanted 
and it didn’t hurt at all.  

 Afterwards, at 2 am, we all went to dinner together at a Chi-
nese restaurant and the fat man revealed to everyone that I’d insisted 
on having the lights off.  The other ladies cackled and cawed, inex-
plicably saying “What? Why?”  I blushed.  The ladies were Asians too 
but from the other side of the Karakorum mountains: they were Chi-
nese; I Pakistani.  Of course at that moment we were all Americans, 
New Yorkers, or global hookers with their John, I don’t know what 
because after that night I did agree to sleep with the fat man again 
and Jeff spoke to me about it later.  About how I couldn’t give it away 
for free if I wanted to get paid for it.  

 I didn’t have a good head for business and I didn’t like giv-
ing head, but I knew Jeff was right.  He made me practice on him.  
The lure of being like Vivian Ward in Pretty Woman or like Iris in 
Taxi Driver, or even like Umrao Jaan Ada from the great Bollywood 
classic was too great for me.  To be a courtesan was to be more beau-
tiful than an ordinary housewife or even working mother like my 
own, the drudgery of daily life making those women ugly and bitter.  
Whereas I wanted to be poetic, sensual and knowledgable in the sex-
ual arts.  After Jeff’s cut, I netted $300 that summer, all of it through 
the company of the fat man.    

 My mother came home; I ended my lady of the night activi-
ties.  Nana was dead and her last dying wish was that I should marry 
my cousin, who was two years younger than me.   “I’m too young to 
get married,” I told my mother.  

 “There’s no rush,” said my mother, “you both will finish col-
lege first.”  I told her it’s illegal to marry cousins in the United States, 
but she didn’t believe me.  

 I got a legit job as a part-time cashier at the local grocery 
and started dating the butcher, who made dreamy eyes at me all af-
ternoon from behind the meat case. The butcher thought I was the 
most respectable young woman he’d ever met.  He took me to his 
house and cooked me a delicious cut of meat.  He lay me down on a 
mattress in the corner of the room where the late afternoon sun fell 
on us and gave me the first penetrative orgasm of my short life.   
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Nostalgia

the town of Teviston  CA           Hwy 99 & 
Deer Creek               a colored town outlier           
beneath a pregnant harvest moon &
          cerulean sky gleaming glitter of stars 

back in them good old days    thirteen 
goin’ on thirty 
hangin’ wit’ them got mustache 
driver’s license & Saturday Nite Specials
                                         got Rainier Ale
in fistful pull-tab pints    
ridin’ 4-deep & sharp 
                                         as a rusty tack
backseat rockin’ Motown R&B bass 
                            outta’ Craig 8-track    
pummels the velvet dash 
                              to euphoria in our hearts                 

brotha, brotha/
                 there’s too many of us dyin’. . .

thirteen    goin’ on 
grown      puff-puff-pass the joint 
                an’ lemme hit that Boone’s Farm
rollin’ inna 65’ Malibu       midnight-black 
                                               on Supremes

diamond in the back/sunroof top/
diggin’ the scene wit’ a gansta’ lean. . .
 
Wasco & Delano            we boogie chillun’ 
down back roads to        Tulare    Corcoran              
to chase some chicken-heads                 & 
party hardy ‘till the rooster crow sun up
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mama come here quick/
                  an’ bring that lickin’ stick. . .

like its 1966                juvenile dick in hand 
flo-showin’ like a full-grown man 
them good old days        when we 
                                        raised a little sand 

—henry 7. reneau, jr.
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Mikayla Beaudrie completed her MA in English from the Univer-
sity of Florida. She currently teaches an array of rhetoric and compo-
sition courses at the University of North Florida. Her research cen-
ters on the relationship between blackness and nature.

Phoebe Blake is a tattoo apprentice, writer, and visual artist living 
in Tucson Arizona. Her poetry is forthcoming in 3Elements Review. 
Her visual artwork can be seen at artbyphoebeblake.com or on insta-
gram @artbyphoebeblake.

freddie blooms is a queer and trans artist and abolitionist organizer 
living on coastal miwok territory in sonoma county, california. their 
first collection of poetry, “what happens before the sun rises,” was 
published by flower press in 2020. IG @freddieblooms

http://freddieblooms.com

Alexis Clare is a twice self-published author through Amazon’s 
Kindle Direct Publishing program, with their poetry books, “The 
Sun and the Moon”, and “The Sun”, respectively. They started writ-
ing poetry with my father as a young adult and it has kept them alive 
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until today. They hope their writing can save themself, and save the 
world at the same time.

Adam Coday is a confessional poet who would like to remind ev-
eryone that Mr. Play-It-Safe dying in a plane crash in Alanis Moris-
sette’s song “Ironic” is actually a great example of situational irony 
despite what all the critics might say.

Edward M. Cohen’s novel, “$250,000,” was published by Putnam; 
his novella, “A Visit to my Father with my Son,” by Eclectica. His 
story, “Peroxide Blonde,” won the 2020 Key West Tennessee Williams 
Prize. His collection, “Before Stonewall,” won the 2019 Awst Press 
Book Award and will be published next year.

Ed Collins grew up in Southern California and was educated in 
Northern California at U.C. Berkeley. Spent most of the 1980s as 
an addict on the lower east side of New York, and was active on the 
club scene during the days of Area, the Mike Todd Room, Save the 
Robots and Danceteria. He currently lives in London and is working 
on a pulp crime novel that takes place in New York and Spain.

Diana Cooper is a writer living in Alameda, California. She has 
earned both a bachelor’s degree and master’s degree in English from 
California State University, East Bay in Hayward, California.

Harris Coverley  currently has short fiction in places as varied 
as Caustic Frolic, Curiosities, Shotgun Honey, and Frontier Tales, 
amongst many others. He is also a Rhysling-nominated poet, with 
verse most recently accepted for Star*Line, Spectral Realms, Ordinary 
Madness, Ariel Chart, Yellow Mama, and elsewhere. He lives in Man-
chester, England.

Cathleen Davies is a writer and publishing assistant from East 
Yorkshire, England. Her short-stories and poems have been pub-
lished a handful of times in small magazines and anthologies includ-
ing Dostoyevsky Wannabe’s, The Maine Review, and Another North. 
She also co-runs Aloka, a small lit magazine for non-native English 
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speakers. She enjoys live music, long walks, and self-deprecation.

Gray Dawson is a proud bisexual trans male, who is an advocate 
for the LGBTQ+ community and for Mental Health awareness. He 
openly talks about his struggles with mental health, LGBTQ+ issues, 
acceptance, and more. He is an open minded individual, who believes 
in making the world a more respectful and tolerant place for others.

Valentina Donato is a young Italian student. She enjoys experi-
menting with photography, non-fiction writing, and poetry to share 
her thoughts and views on the world.

Gillian Ebersole is a dancer and writer who explores the em-
bodied experience of queerness in her poetry and choreography. A 
member of the Class of 2020, she graduated from Loyola Marymount 
University Summa Cum Laude with a dual degree in English and 
Dance. Gillian currently works for Colorado Ballet’s Department of 
Education and writes for various dance publications. She is a sunset 
fanatic and paints all her bedrooms yellow. Inspired by bodies and 
brokenness, Gillian loves exploring what makes us human.

S.B. Edwards  is too tall to stand up straight in the basement wash-
rooms of most Toronto bars, but she does her best. Read her pub-
lished work at http://sbedwards.gay

Kelsey Flynn (she/they) is a queer public librarian who needs to 
write poems regularly, else she has creative constipation. She has just 
begun to dip her her toes into submitting poems for publication. She 
has two tuxedo cats that are always ready for formal events.

Originally from Ohio, Eddie Fogler currently lives in Virginia 
with his husband and two spoiled dogs. He has his MFA in Writ-
ing from Lindenwood University. His works have been featured in 
From Whispers to Roars, Haunted Waters Press, Literally Stories, 
Exoplanet, The Sirens Call, Capsule Stories, Umbrella Factory, and 
Gravitas. The first chapter of his novel-in-progress was featured in 
Seven Hills Literary Review. You can see his antics @ eddiewritesth-
ings.com
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Liz Glines is an advertising copywriter currently living in Brooklyn, 
NY. She received her undergraduate degree in Screenwriting at Drex-
el University and is currently pursuing a Masters of Public Health 
at New York University to combat the barriers to health within the 
homeless LGBTQ community in NYC. Notable publications include 
Wilderness House Literary Review and Bagel Bards Anthology. 

Mike Hackney’s poems have appeared in Artifact Nouveau, Gasco-
nade Review, Red Fez, White Wall Review, Passengers Journal, and 
elsewhere. He has a BFA in Creative Writing with a specialization in 
poetry from Bowling Green State University, Ohio. He lives, works, 
and writes in northwest Ohio.

Saira Khan (@sairakhans) lives and writes in the suburbs of Seattle. 
Her work can be found most recently at University of Chapman’s 
TAB: Journal of Poetry and Poetics.

Anna Idelevich is a scientist by profession, Ph.D., MBA, trained in 
the neuroscience field at Harvard University. She writes poetry for 
pleasure. Her books and poetry collections include “DNA of the Re-
versed River” and “Cryptopathos” published by the Liberty Publish-
ing House, NY. We hope you will enjoy their melody, new linguistic 
tone, and a slight tint of an accent.

Michelle Johnson-Wang is a Chinese American writer originally 
from Washington DC. Her work has been published in West Tres-
tle Review, Ruminate Magazine, and an anthology titled “Up To No 
Good.”

Stephanie Johnson has spent most of her adult life overseas teach-
ing English literature, ESL and Spanish at universities and adult ed-
ucation settings around the world. Her writing usually focuses on 
the slightly uncomfortable space of the expatriation/ repatriation 
experience with a disability. She is currently based in San Francisco.

Hi, I am Stephanie Lamb began writing at a young age but pri-
marily kept her work in private journals. In her mid 20’s she went 



114

through a severe writer’s block while seeking medical intervention 
for insomnia and anxiety. She rediscovered her voice and now writes 
to empower others and give a voice to the voiceless. Singular works 
have appeared in various literary magazines and anthologies, in-
cluding, Poets Unlimited, iO Literary Journal, Potted Purple, and 
Sheepshead Review. Her work is also included in Divine Feminist 
anthology, Weasel Press: Before it Was Cool; Noir Edition, and Raw 
Earth Ink; Creation of the Cosmos.

Fareh Malik’s writing is reflective of his experience as a person of 
colour and religious minority. He uses his work to give others per-
spective on the unfortunate realities of an often unjust society. He 
blends styles in his work between prose and free verse poetry.

Charlie McCormick is a Sacramento, California native and began 
studying English in 2013 at Cosumnes River College. They’re current-
ly a graduate student at CSU Sacramento working towards an M.A. 
in English. They have a B.A. in Child Development from CSU Chico. 
They’ve had two poems appear in collegiate publications. “A Brief 
History of Charlie’s Romantic Failings,” appeared in the Cosumnes 
River Journal in 2015; “Kierkegaard’s and Mine,” appeared in Voices: 
A Sac State Anthology in 2017.

Muse Mesperyian was born in Plano, TX and grew up in Austin, 
TX. After high school, she attended the University of North Texas 
in Denton. After two years in college, she dropped out to travel the 
country by hitchhiking and riding freight trains. Panhandling for 
money and utilizing social services available for travelers. After many 
years of drug addiction, she sought help and eventually became sober 
and a productive member of society...most of the time.

Laura Ohlmann is an MFA graduate from the University of Cen-
tral Florida. Her work is forthcoming in The Rumpus and has ap-
peared in and The Maine Review, Honey&Lime, South Florida Poetry 
Journal, In Parentheses, The Elevation Review and was an honorable 
mention in 2016 Wild Ekphrastic Poetry Contest. She enjoys sleeping 
in her converted Honda Element and biking up mountains with her 
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partner and dog.

Kennedy Orrell is an aspiring poet and creative non-fiction writ-
er. Her creative non-fiction piece, “Cape Hatterdeath” was published 
in “Lux Undergraduate Creative Review” at Arizona State Universi-
ty in 2018. A poem she wrote, “The Serpent” was published in “Write 
On Downtown,” a downtown Phoenix literary journal. She also has 
a personal blog called mysocalledtravels.com. You can follow her on 
Instagram @kennedyhaven_ to connect or see future writings.

H.J. Pang has been writing since he studied Aeronautical Engineer-
ing in Polytechnic, working on novels long before he realized short 
stories were a thing. He believes short stories are no less important 
than novels, as they give readers a good glimpse into the life of its 
characters. Exploring the human condition through different eyes 
remain one of his interests.

Despite the immense heat and random climatic changes, H.J still 
resides in Singapore, where he finds inspiration in real and fictitious 
situations. He won 3rd place in Weasel Press’ Feb 2018 Poetry con-
test, with works published in Goal Publication’s Symbol of a Nation, 
Weasel Press’ Typewriter Emergencies June 2018, as well as other 
works by Fox Spirit Press and Thurston Howl Publications.

He can be prodded at https://twitter.com/hjpang3

henry 7. reneau, jr. writes words of conflagration to awaken the world 
ablaze, an inferno of free verse illuminated by his affinity for disobe-
dience, like a discharged bullet that commits a felony every day, the 
spontaneous combustion that blazes from his heart, phoenix-fluxed 
red & gold, exploding through change is gonna come to implement 
the fire next time. He is the author of the poetry collection, free-
domland blues (Transcendent Zero Press) and the e-chapbook, phys-
iography of the fittest (Kind of a Hurricane Press), now available 
from their respective publishers. Additionally, he has self-published 
a chapbook entitled 13hirteen Levels of Resistance, and his collec-
tion, The Book Of Blue(s) : Tryin’ To Make A Dollar Outta’ Fifteen 
Cents, was a finalist for the 2018 Digging Press Chapbook Series. His 
work has also been nominated multiple times for the Pushcart Prize 
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and the Best of the Net.

Xavier Reyna is a poet from the Rio Grande Valley.

C.L. Severson is a transfemme poet living in Seattle. Of mexican de-
scent, she writes of her experiences as a sexworker living with chron-
ic illness . Themes of her work are cultural displacement, gender in-
visibility, and erotic/ spiritual awakening. insta: Clseverson_poetry

John W. Snyder is a queer, addict, Pushcart nominated poet from 
Staten Island. He has helped facilitate a poetry workshop for youth 
as a volunteer at the Staten Island LGBT Center. He was a mem-
ber of the 2018 Advanced Slam Team that competed in NPS. He is 
the author of the chapbook “Where the Knife Landed” from NYSAI 
Press. His words can be found most recently in POST(porn) from 
Mad Gleam Press, and In Between Hangovers.

R.C.Stacey is a writer that lives in a house with a post-box bult into 
the side.

Katherine Stromin lives in Los Angeles, and has a MA in Psychol-
ogy.

Mercury-Marvin Sunderland (he/him) is a transgender autistic 
gay man from Seattle with Borderline Personality Disorder. He cur-
rently attends the Evergreen State College and works for Headline 
Poetry & Press. He’s been published by UC Riverside’s Santa Ana 
River Review, UC Santa Barbara’s Spectrum Literary Journal, and 
The New School’s The Inquisitive Eater. He’s @Romangodmercury 
on Instagram, Facebook, and Twitter.

Rhayne Trahan is a Waco based poet and fiction writer. She has 
been featured in the Live Poets Society of New Jersey.

Izzy, AKA Weasel (he/him), is a queer, Latinx poet and a domes-
tic violence survivor. He is the owner/The Dude of Weasel Press, 
and its sibling houses Red Ferret and Sinister Stoat. Weasel focus-
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es his work on relationship abuse, homophobia, and racism. He is 
the Editor-in-Chief of Vagabonds: Anthology of the Mad Ones, and 
#ohmurr! His latest book, The Audacity of Your Bullshit was re-
leased October 2020. 






