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THE DEATH OF A SON
Christine Allen

Go take a bath.
Don’t feel guilty when your muscles
relax. This is only a hot bath,
it is only a few stitches,
they are only cement stairs,
he is only a six year old kid,
your husband was only playing around.
Forget to use the bubble gum
scented bubble bath your kid got you last
Christmas because you know you ran
out of tears this morning when the doctor
told you that your son was only
indefinitely asleep from the head trauma.
The stairs to the basement are too hard, you think.
You look down into the clear water at your raisin
skin. It’s shriveling up as you think,
the stairs are too hard
and your son’s bones are just too soft.

Christine Allen has previously published work in the University of Toledo’s literary journal
The Mill as well as with Living Dead Press. She is currently working on her English degree at
the University of Texas at Arlington and resides in Fort Worth, Texas with her husband and two
ridiculously cute dogs, Batman and Harley Quinn.

SEASONS
Logan Brouelette

Reliefs are sculpted to tell a story across the temples of our bodies.
Where I seek sanctuary is in a space of hardened sand and cracking
limestone mined far beyond its worth.
My value has been wagered by the price tag on men’s clothing
compared to women’s because sometimes the other gender is cheaper.
It doesn’t cost as much to pretend that we can play these worldly fantasy
games of makebelieve and imagination, especially when the product is
escape. That is never in short supply.
I used to always play father in the summertime and brother in the
winters. The sun
made me fluid like ribbons dancing from porch lights as the children are
called inside for
supper long after the sun has set. My placemat never left the table like
the vegetables
never went into my mouth. There was something tough about steak that
didn’t let me
digest more than one question at a time.
Somewhere inside of me there is the boy hiding caterpillars in his pants
pocket and the girl fussing over what lipstick feels like against her
roaring mouth.
I would always Fall the hardest, half transformed between organs
underdeveloped like
an unfinished painting just after the artist disappeared and the winter
months set in.
I thought I was pliable like the snow where angels came from, always at
our backs. There’s a
reason we don’t see them and why I can only find the scarce imprint of
the girl I used
to fear lying out in a field somewhere, arms outstretched as if she knew
she can save me if only I could see her. I can trace the curls away from
old photographs marking

a lost daughter for my disappointed mother.
I covered my temple in mirrors one day to find the girl within these
features, beneath the breasts
that hide a truth I cannot face. To teach me anatomy when I asked
for psychology.
I’m tired of dissecting the jargon called Women—there is no one
image, no one answer.
I grew up being told that I brought on judgment from others. The
embarrassment
I gifted to family members when people said,
“You have a beautiful son.”
The way I acted, my shyness being a fault.
These mirrors can’t teach me where that girl went like I can’t control
other’s thoughts.
The stares coming in from all corners like a maze of mirrors where
my reflection was never present in the whites of anyone’s eyes.
I hid in the corners looking for relief never knowing of these
paintings inside myself.
Never knowing the walls to this body are a temple where I should
have prayed,
should have lit a candle to worship what the eyes truly see in the
dark.

Logan Brouelette is currently studying creative writing and classical studies at Western
Washington University. When he is not saving the world, Logan enjoys running and long
distance cycling all over Washington State.

UNTITLED
Zoë Etkin
I.
Gunfire interrupts the sky and the roof is missing on our apartment. I am fine
because you have come. I think of strangers sometimes. You hardly know me or my
wants. The palm tree is letting off seeds again. They rain over our bed and sprout
in the mattress. At Christmas I put lights up in the desert of our room.
II.
Last night I went to bed with two crows. One was my boyfriend and the other was
you. We all slept like shit. Somewhere between his snoring and the scavenged rot
at the foot of the bed, I was able to whisper to you, I like you best of all. My
boyfriend was asleep. If he wasn’t, he’s good at pretending. It’s awkward, the three
of us drinking coffee this morning. I kiss your beak when he isn’t looking.
III.
I think I’m done, I say, the ocean rising up into my throat. You’re almost
gone—just your body’s shape snowangeled into the sheets. I feel seasick in this
bed. A pair of hands float in the dark waters of my torso, sifting silt. You crowd me
and I need to push out. I smooth out the wrinkled sheets and think about what’s
wrong with you. The next time you see me I’ll have turned to snow.
IV.
There’s nothing I can do to stay away from spines. Often licking is involved, but
this is where I lose you. I get a bloom. But only once in a while. Am I talking about
chemicals? Euphoria is abnormal. My soul just hasn’t learned to relate yet. I seek
you out despite the possibility of convulsion. I ask you, What’s the harm?
V.
We can wake, fuck and find blood in the sheets. We can throw our bodies or dream
of limbless men. We can sit still to excess. Then a groundswell, a red sky opening
under each eyelid. My expectations separate from your wanting. You teach me
three new ways to suck cock and still I sit brightly waiting for a change.

Zoe Etkin is a Los Angeles based doula, poet and teacher. She has an MFA from California
Institute of the Arts, owns her own doula business, Umeboshi Babies ~ NaturallyMinded Doula
Services, and is the editor/founder of Red Sky: A Literary Journal. Her work appears in
Burning Word, Poetry South, Deep South Magazine, PANK, KNACK, The Medulla Review and
is forthcoming in Unlikely Stories.

NOTICED
Cassie Sheets

A stranger on the CTA tells me I am a beautiful woman and I say
thank you. He is sitting next to me, on the outside seat, and I am trapped
by the windows. He taps me on the shoulder to get my attention. I have
to take off my headphones to hear him. I do not mean to say thank you. It
just falls out of my mouth before I can gather it up and shove it back in
again. I want to tell him he looks like my father and smells like a high
school locker room, and that I don’t give a shit, and that I have had
another hard day in a series of hard days and the last thing I want is his
opinion. I want to ask if that line ever works for him. I want to tell him to
fuck off. But he’s called me a beautiful woman, and my mother has
taught me better. When a man compliments me, I am supposed to say
thankyou, so I do.
When a man in the library tells me I have beautiful eyes, tells me
to take my glasses off so he can see them, I do it with a straight face, and
I do not complain. He becomes a smiling blur. When I push them back up
my nose, he is still smiling, nodding his head approvingly. Sometimes I
am told to smile by men passing on the street. They tell me I am too
pretty to look so sad. They offer to make me feel better. I have taught
myself how to hold a dead stare, how to frown and grunt when this
request is made. To smile is to ask for more trouble.
I catch men holding the small hands of their daughters and staring
at my ass. I wonder if they know this will happen to their girls in ten
years, or if they care. When I glare at them, they will not look away. They
will stare back at me, tilt their head to one side, mimic confusion. This
will make me feel like I am imagining things. I don’t talk about these
kinds of encounters. They happen too often to be worth mentioning.
The realization that I have a body, that I am a body, did not come
until the summer between fourth and fifth grade when I shot up three
inches and out at least ten. I had one close friend from age five to sixteen:
Amy. Amy’s mother drove us to the public pool on weekends, but she
never swam. She spread herself out on one of the plastic lawn chairs 
whichever one was getting the most direct light. She hoisted the straps of
her bathing suit up, snapped them over her shoulders, covered as much of
her cleavage as she could, and roasted.
A few boys from our class, Brady, Alex, and Kyle, were at the pool
one Saturday in the middle of July. The boys spotted us as Amy’s mother
slathered sunscreen on my shoulders. They leered from the water. Once I

was covered, Amy grabbed my arm and darted to the other end of the
pool. Jumped in. I joined her at the bottom. We stayed, suspended, until
we ran out of breath. When we came up, the boys were at the surface,
treading water in a circle around us.
“What the fuck do you want?” Amy asked.
“Ooo,” said Alex. “Better watch that mouth, or I’ll tell your mom.”
“I’ll tell her!” said Kyle. “I’m sure we’ll have a long conversation.”
Brady started with the song “Stacey’s Mom,” played every hour on
top 40 radio stations that summer. The other two boys joined him with
their customized version about Amy’s mom and how she had it going on.
“Shut up, Brady,” I shouted, “you’re just mad because your mom is
a crosseyed bitch!” Brady’s mother had a lazy left eye, so this was,
admittedly, a low blow.
Kyle came to Brady’s defense. “Amy’s mom is a big tit bitch.”
Alex and Kyle chanted “big tit bitch” while Brady sang the rest of
the chorus.
Underwater, Amy reached down and grabbed my arm. She
squeezed hard. I had to wrest it away for fear she’d break my wrist.
Brady swam to the edge of the pool, hopped out, and grabbed two orange
wraparound arm floaties. He held the inflated floaties to his chest and
danced a bastardized salsa  shook his hips and shoulders, twirled
gracelessly  at the edge of the pool.
“Oh, Ms. Sosa, muy caliente! Arriba, arriba!” Alex and Kyle rolled
Rs clumsily off their tongues. A few parents in lawn chairs looked up
from their paperbacks and chuckled.
It took a moment for the feeling to return to my arm, but when it
did Amy was gone from my side and at the edge of the pool. She grabbed
Brady’s ankles when his back was turned, midtwirl, and yanked. He fell
forward onto his face and busted his nose on the concrete. There was a
small popping sound and then the blood came, thin and watery, down his
chin and collarbones.
“Oh, fuck!” he screamed, but she wasn’t finished.
She planted her feet on the wall of the pool and tugged him by his
ankles across the pavement and into the water. She was smaller than the
boys and me, but she’d been a dancer since age three, and could stand on
her hands or the tips of her toes for half an hour without shaking. She
pulled him to the bottom of the pool and held him under.
Ripples formed and widened at the surface, and swirls of pink rose
and curled around them. The other boys swam over, and started
thrashing with hands and feet in the water around Amy. They landed a

few direct blows  a foot to the chest, a hand to the head  but she
swatted them away with one hand and kept holding Brady down with the
other.
I treaded water around their shapes, blurry with motion, until two
strong arms wrapped around me. I kicked, splashed, and screamed.
Amy’s mother walked backwards along the bottom of the pool, dragged
me to the edge and out of the water. I stood at the side and watched her
dive back in for Amy. She didn’t put up a struggle against her mother;
she let her small body go lax in her arms. Amy’s mother left Brady for the
other boys to handle.
I stopped going to the pool after that summer. Too many things
were happening to my body, things a bathing suit could not cover. Hair
sprouted in places that made it difficult to remove. The skin on my hips
split into long purple stretch marks, unable to keep up with my growth.
When I walked down the highway in swimwear, cars sped up beside me
and the drivers shouted from the windows and tapped the horn. One
week a month, I was terrified to enter water, scared I’d be caught
bleeding. My mother told me I was not allowed to leave the house without
shorts and a tshirt on anymore, not even to walk to the pool. She bought
me a cotton bra, pink and white, and scolded me when I didn’t wear it. I
couldn’t understand how she could tell.
Her friend, a former Miss Georgia, started taking an interest in
me. “She’s beautiful, Jackie,” she told my mother. “I bet she’d do well in
pageants.” I sat at the other end of the couch, picturing myself as a Miss
America contestant, strutting around in a redwhiteandblue bikini. I
pictured Brady, Alex, and Kyle at the judges’ table, mocking the cellulite
dotting my thighs when I turned and sashayed away.
I still do not know which is worse  to be considered attractive or
unattractive by men. I have been both. I want to be neither. When
puberty completed my strange transformation, I started wearing my
father’s tshirts, hiding in swaths of fabric. I stopped eating meat, milk,
eggs, and almost everything else; I shrunk back into prepubescence. I
kept my eyes on the floor, my hair over my face, and my voice low. I
started wishing for a superpower  the power to become invisible, to slink
through life unnoticed.
I still wish for this power. To ride an escalator without worrying
about someone looking up my skirt. To walk through a grocery store
without someone eyeing me up and down, slowly, lingering, as I push my

cart down the aisle. I think that is what it must be like to be male. To live
in a male body is a kind of superpower.
Once, in high school, I brought my heavy laced boot down on the
foot of a boy who brushed my chest with the back of his hand at a party.
He howled, surprised, and shouted, “You fucking bitch. What the hell was
that?” He did not look guilty. He looked confused.
“An accident,” I mumbled. “I’m sorry.”
He limped away, in to the safety of a circle of friends, and the five
of them glared at me the rest of the night.
Amy wasn’t with me. If she had been, we would’ve glared back.
When a group of men stumbling home from a Sox game shouts at
me from across the quiet street, when they say I’m coming home with
them, when I pretend I can’t hear, when I walk more quickly, pull my
keys between my fingers, when my blood rushes to my ears and makes
me dizzy, I might talk about it. My roommate asks how my day was, and
I say it was shit. I say these assholes followed me for two blocks. I say I
was pissed off. Maybe later, I’ll admit I was scared.
I have found other women like Amy, women who would drag men
by the ankles for leering at me, for shouting at me from car windows, for
groping me on the bus. Together, we are not scared. But apart, we are
still hiding in our father’s tshirts, still pulling our keys between our
fingers, still fiddling with the pepper spray in our pockets. When we go
about our daily lives, when we dare to exist in public, we must go it alone.

Cassie Sheets is a student at Columbia College Chicago. Her writing has appeared in Chicago
Literati and Hair Trigger 35.

ON THE GREEN GRASS
Emma GoldmanSherman

He littered pieces of peel from his orange
white pith, pockmarked, skindignatious,
as if no one could tell him, no,
please, pick those up and go.
I can see now the whisper of his smile,
his face would dare any girl
to go further just to prove
she was not afraid,
but twenty years ago
I was any girl unable to see a way
around his broken teeth,
dirty fingers stained with crud
from random probes and habits
like rubbing grimy pennies til they'd shine.
He put those digits in my mouth to make me choke.
Silent I tasted his metal menace, but we all let him.
I did, I didn't cry out for help, only surprise
to which he tried to provide comfort
hot breath full of words like there and baby
words like touch it, love it, make me cum
unable to move away til he was done
with parts of me scattered
like the orange he'd peeled and sucked
I was just another seed he'd discovered
rolling round his crowded mouth
and with a sneer

spit out.

Emma GoldmanSherman has an MFA from the University of Iowa in theatre (and also
studied in the poetry workshop). Her plays (Wombshot, Perfect Women, Zen and the Art of
Mourning a Mother, and others) have been produced in NYC and LA, London and Zagreb. She
has held residencies at Millay and Ragdale. Recently, Emma was published in Adrienne Rich:
A Tribute Anthology by Split Oak Press and in the "Front Porch" issue of American
Athenaeum.

FLUENT
Lindsay Popper

The summer before I fell in love with you I tried to teach myself
sign language in the hours I spent sitting across from Heather
Grant on the city bus. She'd show me new words while we waited
on the curb for the 31, and I loved the feel of language in my
hands, how I could say everything without opening my mouth, and
I imagined a life for myself where my fingers could tell you stories
across a room or against the skin of your chest in the dark. But I
never learned enough, I stopped practicing, it's been too long and
anymore I only remember a few signs. Even those are jumbled, so
that I can't tell if what I'm saying is "I love you" or "I'm sorry."

Lindsay Ruth Popper spends her days sketching root vegetables, baking sourdough bread for
her housemates (and, occasionally and accidentally, also for her two sneaky housecats, Dave
and Pixie), and riding her bike around Boston. When it's not summer, she is working on getting
her Masters of Divinity and studying grief, hospitality, trauma, and Biblical Hebrew, among
other things. A girl in a bar once correctly identified her as an Enneagram Type 2 right before
she went on to sing karaoke to a Taylor Swift song, so there's that.

EXCERPTS FROM AN EROTIC STORY
(I DON'T QUITE HAVE THE BALLS TO WRITE)
Janna Payne

inner (p. 4)
thigh (p. 5).
titty (p. 6)
tassels (p. 7).
thrust (p. 9)
this (p. 10).
hard (p. 11)
on (p. 12).
nipple (p. 14).
A thought entered her mind (p. 15)
via her vagina (p. 16).

Janna Payne is a Canadian poet and pinkcollar worker, who writes from Cork, Ireland. She
has lived—err, bottomed out—in Toronto, ON, Rochester, NY, and Los Angeles, CA. To check
out her rants, poems or oneliners, visit www.facebook.com/jannaspeaks.

1.

LUCY
Emma Needleman

The Turner Street office building looked as though it should have
been built in a different part of town. It was tall enough to dwarf the
redbrick storefronts that surrounded it and built from a futuristic
reflective glass that reflected the image of the street back outwards.
Periodically, its automatic doors swung open and expelled men in
business suits, who walked quickly down the street as if leaving the
scene of a crime. At 11:45, the doors opened and ejected Lucy Halpern,
a temp from the third floor. She wore a gray sweatshirt halfzipped over
a limp white blouse and held in her hand the notes from a morning
meeting, which consisted of her own name written over and over in
cursive. To any observer, Lucy would have appeared unremarkable
except for the fact that her face was contorted into a grimace with her
eyes squinted together and her tongue hanging out. She always made
faces whenever she left work, just to prove to herself that she still
could.
It was early September, but unusually cold for that time of year.
Lucy zipped up her sweatshirt the rest of the way and shoved the
papers into her purse. Then she paused for a moment in front of the
stop sign, pretending to deliberate about where to go. Every day, she
took her lunch break at 11:45, and, every day, she spent it drinking a
cup of coffee at the cafe across the street. Still, she thought as she
pulled her hood up, it was good to stop for a minute and try to imagine
that you’re playing a game with more than one possible outcome.
The cafe had no sign out front. As far as Lucy knew, it had no
name, either. She crossed the street and went inside. All the tables
were empty and there was no one behind the counter, which meant that
Tina, the owner, must be in the back. Lucy leaned against the counter
and looked at her reflection in the mirrored wall. What she saw
surprised her: bloodshot eyes and feverishly flushed cheeks. She licked
her finger and rubbed at the flecks of mascara underneath her eyes.
She had learned in history class that people used to think ugliness was
the physical manifestations of bad dreams. What happened in your
head showed up on your face.
“Oh, hello, Lucy,” a voice said. “You’re right on time.”
Lucy glanced away from her reflection. Tina had emerged from
the back room, wearing an apron and holding a roll of plastic wrap. She
tore off a piece and draped it over a plate of muffins.
“You’ll never guess what happened this morning,” she said,
tucking the excess plastic beneath the muffins.

“What?” said Lucy. She took her usual seat at the counter.
“Someone came in here looking for you. A man.”
Lucy’s heart jumped. “Who?”
“I don’t know,” said Tina. “It was very strange. He came in here
and said he was looking for someone. A woman. He said that he
thought she worked in that big building across the street. And I said,
you’ll have to be more specific, we have lots of regular customers. And
then he started to describe you exactly, Lucy.”
Horror. “What did he say?” she asked.
“He said, ‘Oh, she’s a girl in her 20s, medium height, brown hair
and brown eyes.’”
Lucy felt a prickle of emotion but she couldn’t tell if it was relief
or disappointment. “That could be anyone,” she said.
“But then I said, I’m sorry but I don’t know who you’re
describing—and he cut me off and said, ‘Her name is Lucy Halpern.’”
“Oh.”
“Is that all you have to say? Who is he?”
“How should I know?” Lucy said. “Didn’t you ask him?”
“I did, but he started to get embarrassed, and he said to forget
about it. He kept apologizing. I don’t know why. But he was very nice.
You really don’t have any idea who it could be?”
Lucy tried to think. The only two people that came to mind were
an old man in the grocery store who had followed around her saying,
“Excuse me, young lady” after he caught her sampling a grape and the
drunk in the bus station who pantomimed masturbation whenever she
walked past him.
“No,” she said. “Unless it was my father.”
Tina shook her head and hid the plastic wrap behind the
counter.
“He wasn’t old enough to be your father,” she said. She paused.
“I thought maybe he had taken you out on a date,” she suggested.
Lucy felt her face redden. “Why would anybody take me on a
date?” she asked.
“Well, I don’t know, Lucy. Maybe if you weren’t always frowning
and looking angry.”
“I look angry because I am angry.”
Tina waved her hand. “Forget about it. You honestly can’t think
of one person?”
“No,” said Lucy. “I honestly can’t.”
At 12:15, Lucy crept back into the Turner Street office building

and rode the elevator to the third floor. Her supervisor, Steve Dunn,
was prowling through the cubicles, so she kept her head down to avoid
being seen. When she made it safely back to her desk she looked up
and scanned the office floor until she saw that he had stopped in the
doorway of Cilla’s office. Lucy hoped Cilla wasn’t in trouble. She
worked in marketing and was the closest thing Lucy had to a
workplace friend. Once they had gone for a drink and Cilla told her
about her dream to work in New York, making print advertisements
for fashion companies. Lucy said it was her dream to travel in South
America and Europe, which wasn’t true.
Lucy sat down at her desk and glanced again at Dunn’s broad
back. Privately, she always thought of him as “Dunn” and never
“Steve,” because Dunn sounded more like an insult. Maybe he had
come looking for her at the cafe. But why would he do that? Maybe he
couldn’t find her when she was in the copy room and thought she had
run off. But Dunn had bright red hair and was fat. Surely Tina would
have mentioned that. Lucy signed into her computer and looked down
at her agenda for that day. She always took care to do everything
slowly because her position was temporary. The longer she could make
the work last, the longer she would get paid for doing it. That day,
Dunn had given her four binders of numbers to enter, and she had
already done one and a half, meaning she was on target to finish by
exactly five. She opened to the page she had last bookmarked.
But something stopped her from getting started. Something was
bothering her. If it hadn’t been Dunn, who had come looking into the
cafe? She couldn’t think of anyone. She couldn’t even think of anyone
who she would want it to be. Maybe Mitch, the bartender she liked
until she found out he tried to have sex with everyone. She tried to
think back into her past. There should have been a long line of men, a
living history of unfinished business and unresolved love, but there
was nothing. Unless it was Keith Addison, the boy who had threatened
to beat her with a baseball bat when they were in seventh grade.
Later, he got kicked out of school for drawing a swastika on the wall of
the cafeteria, but the latest word was that he had taken over his
father’s landscaping business and gotten rich. Had Keith and his gang
of gardeners come to kill her? It seemed unlikely.
The computer beeped to warn her it was about to go to sleep, so
she jiggled the mouse. It came installed with a program that recorded
every time you were idle for longer than ten minutes. It troubled Lucy.
Robots were literally spying on you, she thought. All the things crazy
people used to be afraid of had actually come true. You had to be much

smarter these days. And sneakier, too. Paranoid thinking, maybe, but
it wasn’t untrue.
Dunn walked by, startling her. He was remarkably quiet, given
his size. She sat up straight and rested her hands on the keyboard. She
told herself it was pointless to think about the man in the cafe. Like
everything else, it was a mystery not worth solving.
2.
When Lucy got home after work, she found that all the lights in
the apartment were switched on, meaning her roommate, Isobel, must
be home.
“Hello?” she called, dropping her purse on the floor.
No one answered. Maybe Isobel had gone out and left them on by
mistake. It wouldn’t be the first time. Lucy went into her room—small,
square, badlylit—and began undressing. She caught her reflection in
the fulllength mirror and instinctively rotated towards it, Her skirt
unzipped and her blouse unbuttoned. She hesitated, but the temptation
to look was too great to resist. She wiggled out of her skirt and stepped
closer to the mirror. She would take everything off and look, but not all
at once. It was better to go part by part. First an elbow, then an eye.
Taken in isolation, they had less of an effect. See, it’s not so bad. You
look almost normal.
She was unfastening her bra when the door opened and Isobel
walked in.
“Jesus,” said Lucy, crossing her arms across her chest.
“Oh, sorry,” said Isobel. She covered her eyes.
“It’s fine,” said Lucy, groping for the hook where she hung her
bathrobe. “You can come in, just don’t look.”
Isobel sat on the bed and turned her face to the wall.
“Guess who came by today?” she said.
Lucy paused. “Who?”
“The landlord."
“Oh.”
“Yeah, he yelled at us for using too much water.”
“Too much water?” Lucy repeated, bending down to open the
drawer where she kept her pajamas.
“He said we used enough to fill an Olympicsized pool last
month.”

“No, we didn’t. He’s lying.”
“I know. He was being a real asshole, too.”
“People like that always are,” said Lucy. She pulled a Tshirt over
her head.
“Who, landlords?”
“Anyone who makes their living that way,” said Lucy. She put on
a pair of gym shorts. “They have something which they aren’t using, but
other people have to give them money if they want to use it, too. It’s not
fair.”
“I thought you said you didn’t care about politics,” said Isobel.
“I don’t. I’m not talking about politics. It’s just that it logically
doesn’t make sense if you think about it. What right does he have to
dictate what goes on in this house?”
Isobel shrugged. “He owns it.”
“But you know what I mean. You can look now, by the way.”
Isobel turned around and stretched out on the bed.
“Did I tell you I got champagne?” she asked, resting her hands on
her stomach. “Well, it’s not champagne, but sparkling wine. I can make
the cocktails I was telling you about. The ones I had in L.A.”
Lucy tied her hair back with an elastic. “Which one?”
“I think they called it a Soap Bubble. It’s champagne and sugar
and vodka.”
Lucy sat at the kitchen table while Isobel made the drinks. In
front of her lay the remains of that day’s breakfast: two dirty mugs, an
orange peel, an empty bowl. Their apartment was permanently messy.
Occasionally, Lucy would vow to start cleaning up after herself, but the
truth was that neither she nor Isobel had any possessions worth caring
for. All their furniture was scavenged or secondhand, and most of it
was scratched or damaged. The place looked dirtier than it really was
because it was so old and claustrophobically small—essentially, nothing
more than a kitchen with two adjoining bedrooms and a glorified pantry
they used as a living room. In weak moments, Lucy prayed that Isobel
would never bring a boy home because she knew she would be able to
hear them having sex.
Isobel’s purse was hanging off the chair opposite her. To her
surprise, there was a book protruding from it. Lucy pulled the book out.
An orange paperback called The Social and the Societal by A.G.
Fuhrmann.
“What’s with the book?” she called to Isobel.
“Oh, the orange one? It’s for you. From my father. He says you

have to read it before you look at his script or else you won’t understand
it.”
Isobel’s father was a hack playwright turned hack screenwriter.
That was why they were rich and she had been to Los Angeles. Now he
wanted to become a hack playwright again and was seeking Lucy’s
advice as a member of the reading public.
Lucy flipped the book over. Blackandwhite author photo of a
bald German. An idea occurred to her.
“Did he come by looking for me?” she asked with feigned
casualness.
"Who?”
“Your dad. Did he come by the house?”
“No, of course not. I went over there this morning.” Isobel turned
around and held up two glasses of fizzy liquid. “Look. Soap Bubbles.”
The Soap Bubbles didn’t taste like anything except bad
champagne, but Lucy managed to drink three anyway. Isobel drank
four because she had a higher tolerance. They debated whether it was
worth it to walk down to the bar and makw a night of it, but decided
they were both too drunk already.
“I think I made them wrong,” Isobel said queasily. She was lying
on the couch, propped up with a pillow. “I don’t remember it being this
strong when I had it in L.A.”
Lucy didn’t answer. She pushed the empty glass away from her
and rested her head on the table. She felt dizzy and a little nauseous.
She rememberd something they told her in school: that alcohol—along
with sugar, and anything sweet—was a poison. A slowacting one, but a
poison nonetheless. She couldn’t remember what exactly it did to you. It
was bad for your liver and your brain, definitely. Probably all of your
organs. Your insides. The parts of you no one can see.
At ten PM, a racket started: noises from outside the kitchen
window. First it was a rustling, then a clattering. Lucy put down the
glass of water she was chugging in an effort to sober up. Was someone
outside? Was that even possible? She leaned back in her chair and
looked out the window but it was too dark to see anything. Suddenly,
the noises got louder.
“Do you hear that?” she asked.
Isobel was eating pretzels. “Hear what?”
“I think someone’s outside. Listen.”
Isobel stopped chewing. “Oh my god. Yeah.”
Lucy stood up and immediately felt lightheaded. She rested her
hand against the wall to steady herself.

“I’m going out to see who it is,” she said.
“No, don’t do that,” said Isobel. She put another handful of
pretzels in her mouth. “You’ll get shot.”
“I’m doing it,” Lucy insisted. “Where are my shoes?”
“Oh my god, don’t.” Isobel laughed shrilly. ”Let’s just call
someone.”
“Who? The landlord?” Lucy found her slippers and stepped into
them. “There’s no one here to help us. We have to do it ourselves.”
“You go,” said Isobel anxiously. She clutched the bag of pretzels
to her chest. “I’ll cover you.”
“Fine,” said Lucy. “I’ll do it myself.”
She stumbled outside. The air was damp and cold and the
streetlight cast everything in a yellow glow. Lucy walked around to the
side of the building, wincing as the moisture from the grass soaked
through her slippers. The noises got louder as she approached.
Banging, rustling. Like someone was trying to get inside.
“I see you!” she shouted, even though she couldn’t see anything.
She broke into a sprint and rounded the corner. When she saw what
was happening, she stopped abruptly. The trash cans had all been
knocked over and digging through their spilled contents were two stray
dogs. A pit bull and one with curly hair, maybe a poodle. The pit bull
looked up at her with a mild, animal curiousity, then plunged his head
back into an empty pizza box.
“Oh,” Lucy said. “My mistake.”
3.
Back inside the house, Isobel was still lying on the couch with
the bag of pretzels. She looked up at Lucy with concern in her eyes.
“It was a dog,” said Lucy, kicking off her wet slippers. “I mean,
two dogs. Digging through the trash.”
Isobel started laughing and spilled the bag of pretzels on the
floor.
“It’s not funny,” Lucy said.
“Yes, it is,” said Isobel, brushing crumbs off her chest. “You
really thought someone was trying to break in.”
“So did you!”
“Yeah, but not as much as you,” said Isobel, struggling to pull
herself into a sitting position. Her face was bright red.
“I might have had reasons for that, Isobel,” said Lucy. “You don’t
have all the facts.”

Isobel snorted. “What facts? What are you talking about? You’re
insane.”
Lucy waved her hand dismissively. “Forget it.”
She felt truly, irrationally angry. Acting on instinct, she went
into the bathroom and opened the medicine cabinet. She was still
drunk and noticed her hands were shaking. Too much adrenaline. That
plus the alcohol would be fatal, probably. This might be my last night
on Earth. What? Must be a line from a book or a song. She moved the
first aid kit and found what she was looking for: a pair of scissors with
a green plastic handle. Unsteadily, she took them out and shut the
door of the medicine cabinet.
The door swung shut and she was confronted with reflection in
the mirror again. She looked terrible. She looked like she’d been crying
for hours. Lucy Halpern? Brown hair, brown eyes, medium height?
That could be anyone. Not anymore.
She shook her hair free of the elastic and smoothed it with her
palms. It was long, falling past her ribs. But it was time to go. She
raised her scissors and made an experimental cut just above the
shoulders. A clump of hair fell into the sink. Horrible sight. Worse than
blood. She looked back up at herself. It was too late to go back now. As
carefully as possibly, she divided her hair into two even sections and
chopped one off with the scissors.
Isobel came into the bathroom without knocking.
“Are you mad at me?” she asked, then realized what was
happening. “Oh my god, what are you doing?”
“Cutting my hair off,” said Lucy.
“Why?”
“I feel like it.” She looked at her reflection. Halflong and half
short. Totally ridiculous.
Isobel laughed. “You are unbelievably drunk. This is the
stupidest thing you’ve ever done.”
Lucy ignored her. Not everything is a funny story, she thought.
A girl hears noises and runs outside to find a pack of stray dogs? Ha,
ha, what a joke! Somebody’s always laughing at you. She gathered
together what was left of her hair and pulled it away from her face.
“Lucy, stop,” said Isobel, forcing back laughter. She sat down on
the edge of the tub and tried to sound serious. “If you stop now, we can
go to the hairdresser tomorrow and she can fix it.”
“I don’t need someone to fix it,” said Lucy. She raised the
scissors like a weapon.
“Just stop,” said Isobel. “Why are you doing this?”
Why am I doing this? Because it’s totally random, an action

without motivation. And that’s the point. It throws them off the trail.
Whoever “they” are. My father. Isobel’s father. Dunn.
“I don’t have a reason,” said Lucy. She raised the scissors and
made the final, climactic cut. “Here. It’s finished.”
Isobel lost control and started laughing again. She fell
backwards into the empty tub with her legs splayed open.
“I can’t wait until you wake up tomorrow and see yourself,” she
gasped. “You look ridiculous.”
Lucy dropped the scissors and stared down at the pile of hair in
the sink. Permanent. Irreversible. She looked back up at herself again.
Who is that? She looks hideous. Tears welled in her eyes. Behind her,
Isobel writhed in hysterical laughter.
Oh, shut up, Isobel.
Just think it, Lucy. Don’t say it.

Emma Needleman is a writer from Philadelphia and the former associate editor of Broad!. She
is at work on a novel tentatively titled Macintosh.

TO JUDY GARLAND
Anne Champion
I think of you sometimes at night,
while swallowing fistfuls of pills: sleeping pills,
vitamins, birth control, xanax, antidepressants.
Not exactly the sort you were married
to, but I look to them like wizards
that can bring me back home. I abuse
them too, large doses with a glass of vodka,
and, blissfully, they erase whole days.
Occasionally, I’ve been blessed with afflictions
requiring painkillers that sucker punched
me cold, wiping away nightmares
and heartaches like dust on a jewelry box.
I think of you in Valley of the Dolls,
that character molded from your messes,
her desperate squeal: Give me my dolls!
All I need are my dolls! I recognize
how imperfection scorches, how everyday we die
a little, how a voice can soar over rainbows
like a bird alighting a tree already in flames.
I have ruby red slippers I wore for a costume—
I admit, it’s a kind of magic to don some sparkle,
and you need something to fill you
after the glitz is washed off or streaked
in rivulets of black mascara from too much
whiskey and too much confession to a bartender.
I’ve dated men made of tin or straw, skipped
with them over bright bricks and clung
to them in woods. They crumple with pressure,
they hollow you out. They can swipe
you from the sky like those flying monkeys;
they can make their voices boom behind curtains
until you tremble. So, give us our dolls, I say,
blot out the grief, keep the fears at bay.
Judy, before I sink to sleep, I want to watch you
tap dance tipsily, trot across my hardwood floors,
and tell me that smoky command:
Come on, get happy. Chase all your cares away.
Anne Champion is the author of Reluctant Mistress, a poetry collection released by Gold Wake
Press in 2013. She has a BA in Creative Writing and Behavioral Psychology from Western
Michigan University and received her MFA in Poetry at Emerson College. Her work appears in
Cider Press Review, PANK Magazine, The Aurorean, The Comstock Review, Poetry Quarterly,
Line Zero, Thrush Poetry Journal and elsewhere. She was a 2009 Academy of American Poets
Prize recipient, a Pushcart Prize nominee and a St. Botolph Emerging Writer Grant nominee.
She currently teaches writing and literature in Boston, MA. You can find her at http://anne
champion.com.

TEA LEAVES & CHERRY PIE
Joanna Valente

You're going to love my mother, Carrie told me
the first time we ever met. She kept walking up
& down the stairs, checking on the smells around
the house: I'm making cherry pie, it's my mother's
recipe. There were others, on the couch & chairs
—some on the oriental carpet sitting like dark
butterflies with teacups in their hands. They did
not move except to eat the fruit's meat, holding it
in their mouths as Judas holds his coins.
She was teaching them how to look into the bottoms
of their cups—a way out. I watched as she recounted
her first fuck, how
the others made her choke. How she had wasted
her life trying to find a fourleaf clover, how
she had come to her senses.

Joanna C. Valente is a MFA candidate in poetry at Sarah Lawrence College, where she is also
a parttime mermaid. She founded and currently edits Yes, Poetry. She can be found at
http://joannavalente.com.

I SWEAR MY BODY LEARNED ITS RHYTHMS FROM YOU
Lindsay Popper

I swear my body learned its rhythms from you, like the moon
moving across the earth pulls the tides, you tugged at me, pulled
even my waters to you. The body wants to find its place
in relation to the world outside. It's how we're built. Even lab rats,
confined without daylight, will find a way to measure the day:
the heater's whir in the morning, the sound of workers on the steps.
It's how we measure ourselves & how we make our way in this world.
Even people who can't see a thing will wake up with the sun.
We can trace this: retina, hypothalamus, suprochiasmatic nucleus,
we can name it, can locate the RNA and the proteins it codes for,
but how much more can we know? How does a blind body sense
the eastern light creeping over the oaks and know to yawn open,
how did I learn to wake up and face you, expecting to see the sun?

Lindsay Ruth Popper spends her days sketching root vegetables, baking sourdough bread for
her housemates (and, occasionally and accidentally, also for her two sneaky housecats, Dave
and Pixie), and riding her bike around Boston. When it's not summer, she is working on getting
her Masters of Divinity and studying grief, hospitality, trauma, and Biblical Hebrew, among
other things. A girl in a bar once correctly identified her as an Enneagram Type 2 right before
she went on to sing karaoke to a Taylor Swift song, so there's that.

SEX WITH AN AMPUTEE
Amber Shockley

Two words: phantom limb,
so I still feel my toes curl
when I’m coming. My husband
hefts my halfbody over
the drawbridge of our door,
newlywed, better halves of each
other and I am without my lower,
though lover I get to keep.
He says it doesn’t matter,
the matter I am missing,
and besides I don’t worry
about my weight like some
bridezilla – I am quite reduced
in size already. I bulk up
my arms and some snot kid at
the grocery store sees me swing
from my chair to the motorized
cart and quips, “Look mama,
gorilla!” Little shit. I haven’t
yet gotten the handle on
grace, though. I’m still high
on the power of discovering
a certain rightness of legs lost –
both the levity and gravity
of my cunt closer to the earth.

Amber Shockley is a recent graduate of the lowresidency MFA program at Queens University
of Charlotte, NC. Born in Greer, SC, she has meandered her way to Rocky Mount, NC, where she
currently lives. In addition to writing, she books occasional gigs across the state as a burlesque
performer.

EXODUS
Jen Wos

my blood is on your door, literally
for the angel of death to pass over
it should have been lamb's blood
but then again, we are far from biblical
still, I hope your firstborn son is spared
the last plague was of darkness,
which it seems both night and soul are.
I have lost the stone tablets of my commandments
I am trapped on a landing
on the second floor of a house in Newark
no one lives below
you
and a 10yearold boy trying to sleep through his fear
are the only ones who can hear me scream
I keep banging away
because I can't leave without my keys
and I locked my phone in the car
because I thought you would break it
nowhere to go but down from here
gin down your throat
me down the stairs
Egypt had to rebuild after frogs and flies and hail
I am assessing the damages of my plagues
you tore my keys from my pocket
and my coat from my body
claiming ownership of it all
but my blood is my own
it never should have been spilled for you
the cycle ends here
there will not be another day on a landing

there will not be another time
of being thrown to the floor
of head and neck and kidneys
intact but bruised
your hands will never be on my skin again
there is no more after this
and it should have been that way a long time ago
my blood is on your door, literally
please let the angel of death pass over
I will follow the pillars of cloud and light
reach the sea
part it
pass through it
be on the other side
survive
but first
I have to get off this landing.

Jen Wos is a Jersey girl pretending to be a Brooklynite — at least, until her wanderlust kicks in
again. She studied creative writing and film at Emerson College and has been previously
published by Damselfly Press and in Adanna Literary Journal. When Jen is not writing, you can
probably find her riding her bike, practicing yoga, or reading, but never all three at once, that's
just crazy.

GREAT LAKES
Sirenna Blas
“We’re not magnificent,” Elaine said, with the same kind of
indifference as if she had just noticed the rain pocking Lake Michigan
and decided to tell Claire about it. The women were in a dry strip
where blue sky peeked from between folds of gray clouds. Rain moved
eastward across the lake, like a train trying to slow on glass.
Claire opened her mouth, turned her head to look at Elaine,
closed her mouth again. Elaine’s broad shoulders were slack, and
Claire could tell she was chewing on the inside of her cheek. Claire
relaxed her own shoulders and used her hand as a visor, even though
the sun was hidden. The clouds reflected off the churning water and
turned everything bright, but gray. The women stood next to each
other in silence and studied the waves, felt for the wind, estimated the
water temperature since they had forgotten to check before leaving the
hotel. Debris thumped across the beach and stuck on driftwood, fell
into craters in the sand.
Elaine was taller than Claire, and her profile showed a boyish
figure, but when she approached you headon, you could see her wide
hips and thighs and a throat and collarbone that looked so tempting to
graze with lips or a nose. Her hair was short and changed color often.
This morning, Elaine was a blonde with streaks of brown and red.
Claire, on the other hand, was petite, yet womanly in her smallness.
Her hair, she joked, was bigger than she was, and it was
red and curly. In the right light, it glowed yellow.
Vicious. That was how Claire would describe the waves if she
were asked. The waves rolled in like a snapping animal. She pictured a
herd of mutts baring their gnarly teeth, barking, then retreating. With
images of the dogs, came the adrenaline, and it pushed through her
body. Memories of the last six summers spread through her mind, and
she snapped back. No. They were not magnificent. But they were here
now, and it was time to get the board down.
Elaine climbed onto the back bumper of her maroon SUV, her
foot scuffing a Howl sticker. Claire walked to the other side of the car
and opened the back door so that she could step onto the backseat.
They each unhooked bungee cords, and then Claire slid the board
towards the hatch. Elaine jumped off the bumper and eased the board
down the rest of the way. They unloaded the trunk, and she grabbed
their cooler and wetsuits and bags of fresh towels and clothes. Onto a
shoulder each, they hoisted the surfboard; Claire was already little,
but under the weight of it, they were both so small.

As they walked to the shoreline, Claire contemplated what
Elaine had said when they first stepped out of the car. We are not
magnificent. Was she talking about the two of them? Or, did she have
something much larger in mind  all of humanity? She wanted to reach
in front of her and lightly brush the nape of Elaine’s neck, tell her that
we are all star stuff. She decided to go ahead and say it, but she kept
her hands to herself.
Elaine twisted her neck, rested her chin on her shoulder. “We see
dead light. We’re just dust.”
Claire wondered if touching Elaine would’ve altered her reaction.
She thought not.
They chose a spot between two sand mounds to shed their things.
Once the towels had been laid out, the women turned their backs to
each other to undress. Even though they were already wearing their
bathing suits underneath their jeans and tshirts, they were shy,
fearful, embarrassed of each other’s flesh during the intimate moment
of undressing.
There had been one time when they’d seen each other’s naked
bodies. Fourth of July, the summer they were both seventeen. The
fireworks show had been rained out, nothing but mud and flooding. And
so, they drove twenty minutes home on an empty street, tunneled by
blackness, oaks, and fireworks that shot up from either side of Route
30. The rain followed them to Elaine’s where it came down heavier and
filled ditches, overflowed into the yard. Barefooted,
they ran into the trees, shrieking and surrendering to the weather.
Elaine was the first to remove her shirt, as if it were only a wet leaf
that had fallen from a branch onto her skin, just brushed off her
shoulder straps so carelessly.
The girls looked like new lovers, and their hearts stirred in their
ribcages and their skin warmed, exactly how Claire had felt a year
before when she had been with her first boy. Elaine stepped out of her
shorts. Back then, Elaine’s hair was long and copper, and it lay wet and
tangled across her breasts while the rest of her body was hidden behind
soggy maple leaves. Claire didn’t want to look, but Elaine walked over
and stood directly in front of her, tugging at Claire’s shirt. “I’ve always
wanted to skinnydip,” she said. “This is good enough.” She helped
Claire out of her clothes.
That was nine years ago. Now, the women simply never looked.
There was something more than just dead stars within their bodies,
something just as charged as live ones. They just closed their eyes to it,

though, because they thought they knew a thing or two about love and
sisterhood and the changing of seasons, the churning waters that foam
up to the sharp, brown shore. They took turns zipping up each other in
the back, but they focused on the breaking waves, not the goose bumps,
the fine hairs on their backs that grazed an upward hand. Claire
focused especially on being able to get into the water, the exhilaration
that came with being on top of the lake, the thrill of the first wipeout. “I
bet, even for summer, the water’s cold,” she said quietly.
Normally, they surfed in autumn when the waves were best, but
this year they had to go earlier or else not at all. During the summer or
late spring, there needed to be a storm to cause turmoil, to break the
waves, otherwise the water was nothing more than a large, steady
mirror to walk on. With Elaine’s longboard, though, they’d be able to
glide across the glassy surface with only the slightest breeze headed for
the pebbled shore.
“When isn’t the lake frigid?” Elaine said. Her voice was soft.
What would become of Claire’s shortboard when she’d leave the
Great Lakes for the South? She imagined it’d be passed on to Elaine, be
stored in her back shed. This was not the right moment for such
thoughts. If this was indeed the last time Claire and Elaine would be on
that beach with things the way they were now, Claire knew she couldn’t
allow herself to think.
First, the women swam out to acclimate to the temperature and
to ease the flexibility back into the suits that turned them into
androgynous creatures; with their hair pinned back, you wouldn’t be
able to tell if they were male or female. The chill of the water was like
daggers, shards of glass, and a wave of cold water drew near. They had
the choice to either lift their legs from the bottom and let the wave
move them without force, or they could secure their feet in the ground
and be thrashed about. They lifted their legs at the last moment and
sank below surface, where there was no male, no female, only sexless
creatures that held oxygen in their chests.
Back on the beach, Elaine knelt down and took out a used stick
of basecoat and a package of wax. In her garage the night before, she
had already used a comb to scrape any old wax off that she had missed
at the end of last year’s surfing trip. She shuffled on her knees to where
they had laid the board. She began by moving the rectangular basecoat
in slow, wide circles. The longer she went, the more careless she was
with her motions and circles and began just moving her hand back and

forth until she could see texture on the surface. Claire tore the plastic
off the wax bar and knelt on the other side of the board. She realized
Elaine hadn’t even been paying attention to what she was doing: the
board was well covered. Sometimes, her hand slid off the edge and
flicked sand. Claire put her own hand on Elaine’s, which stopped her.
Claire began applying the blue wax on top of the basecoat. Elaine
remained kneeling at her side of the surfboard, and Claire couldn’t tell
what she was staring at or thinking of. Her eyes were dark places.
All the way into late afternoon, Claire and Elaine took turns
paddling the board to where the water reached their waists, straddling
the board, waiting through uneven intervals, then riding the waves
until they’d fly, fall or gently collide with the shoreline. By five PM,
they lay on their towels, drinking cans of beer. The sun had finally
started peeking through the clouds, and it cast enough light so that the
sand and water, the lighthouses and factories all around them were no
longer monochrome. Earth had some color again. In this new light,
Elaine’s skin looked pink and warm in contrast with her royal blue
bikini top. Her wetsuit was pulled down to her hips; the limbless arms
had swayed past her ass as she walked from the water to where they
are now. Claire felt ugly in comparison to Elaine. She had envied her
ever since they were girls together, but now it wasn’t envy alone that
made her stomach sink or her breath get caught in her throat. She,
with her flat white skin, splotched with freckles, didn’t feel pretty
enough to be sitting here.
With the brightening day came people and so much noise.
Surfing in front of large groups of people made the women feel strange,
even though they were in a town that had been built for it. The
downtown area with chocolatiers, coffee houses; artisan shops, quaint
little Italian bistros, but most shops catered to surfing. With summer
and tourists gone, and autumn and winter rolling in, there’d be
nothing but sexless creatures in wet and drysuits roaming the
sidewalks and bobbing in the water like buoys. There’d be bonfires
almost every night at the beach then. The town was alive with surfers.
Even in front of the autumn crowd, those who were part of this culture,
Claire felt uneasy, as if all eyes were on the two of them. Something
about this summer made that uneasiness worse.
And so, the women decided to leave. After they washed up and

fixed their hair and makeup in their hotel, they took their bicycles
past the harbor into town and rode through showers of cottonwood,
along sidewalks decorated with coneflowers and tall grasses, back
near the beach. Downtown was a bar, the Barge, and Elaine said she
wanted to go there because they could sit on the rooftop and look out
over the lake as the daylight faded away and all the boats began
lighting up.
Music could often be heard drifting from the boat decks at night
when all else had quieted down, but Claire couldn’t hear any of it now.
At least one evening of every trip, the women liked to sit on their hotel
balcony and eavesdrop on the conversations that took place on the
boats. They’d piece together stories and laugh as they drank vodka in
plastic cups. But that night at the Barge, conversation was minimal.
No stories were made. A red candle was centered in the middle of the
table, the server was pleasant and flirted with the women, but both
were occupied with the knowledge that they couldn’t do anything to
change the future.
“Well,” Elaine said. “Are you and Owen ready? One more week.”
She sipped at her beer and flashed a weak grin.
Claire downed her glass of water and waved the server over.
She knew what she wanted to drink now: a margarita. “We are.” When
the server brought her drink, she raised the glass in a mock toast.
“Are you ready?”
“Me? For your wedding?” Elaine laughed and placed both her
hands on her chest and bowed her head. “As maid of honor, I am
obligated to always be ready for the bridetobe, even if she’s a bitch to
deal with. I am holding up to my responsibilities. I’ve been giving most
of the work to your sister, anyway. Are you ready for  for the move?”
Claire stared into her glass and ran her fingertip along the rim.
“I guess. No. I’m really not prepared for the ceremony one day, then
literally having to pick up and leave a few days later.” She wanted to
say she wouldn’t even get to have her honeymoon right away because
of Owen’s new adjunct position down in Mississippi, but she
understood that it would sound selfish in this situation, and she let it
go. She and Owen weren’t even supposed to get married for another
year, but because he was offered this position, they agreed it’d be best.
While they were still home. With friends, with family in Indiana,
where Elaine could be by her side through it all, even if they didn’t
speak a word about it unless it was during a mundane task, such as
shopping for flowers or linens.
Even then, the talk was focused only on flowers, only on

tablecloths, not the implications of these things.
“I don’t blame you. I couldn’t do what you’re doing. Any of it.”
The server came back with their plates of grilled salmon,
coconut shrimp, rice pilaf, mango slaw. He touched Claire’s hand
softly as he took her empty glass. His sharp blue eyes made her think
of Owen, and she immediately felt guilty and could no longer look at
Elaine. “I’m scared,” she said.
Elaine wiped condensation off her bottle with a napkin stained
with her pink lipstick. “What?”
Claire didn’t answer. Instead, she noticed the setting sun
teetering on the the tip of the lighthouse. The sky always looked
unreal in Michigan  cottony, like cotton dipped in oil paints and
smeared across a palette of water. A spray of sand drifted in the wind,
and Claire wanted the feeling of it hitting her cheek to remind her
that the situation was exactly as it should’ve been. Sand couldn’t do
that, though. No, nothing could, not even the new storm that had
begun gathering over the lake, one that could so easily blow
everything away if the force was strong enough.
Their hotel room overlooked the marina. At night, the view was
much better than a clear daytime view of speedboats and yachts and
sailboats because all of the lights from the docks were on, and the
lake would take on an orange glow. The storm’s blackness intensified
the color.
Elaine had thrown her hotel key on the desk before throwing
herself backwards onto her fullsized bed. “I’m sad that I’m not
drunk.”
Claire sat on the edge of her own bed. Her knees were pulled to
her chest, and she stared at Elaine’s bare ankles. “There’s some Long
Island mix in the fridge,” she said and got up. When she brought a
cup over to Elaine, Elaine placed her fingers over hers and said,
“Hey.”
“Hey.” Claire’s hand retreated. She sat down in the desk chair
across from Elaine’s bed.
“Remember driving to the city after our high school
graduation?”
Claire’s old car had a sunroof, which they would take turns
standing out of while driving to pass time during the dark and solemn
winter nights that came with being a dull minor in high school.
They’d swerve to miss patches of ice on the road and suffer the cold

just so they could keep their windows open, breathe the air, let out
cigarette smoke. Sometimes they’d look for boys on the road, but
mostly they stood out that sunroof. It’s like getting soulfucked by
freedom! Elaine would shout into the emptiness of the space beneath
overpasses, her arms stretched as far as they could reach. Spring and
graduation came, and they took the car down the interstate one last
time, always thinking there’d be time to do it again.
“We are not magnificent,” Elaine repeated. She sighed and
shook her head.
“But we were once.”
The lightning looked like the grand finale of a fireworks
display. It looked like cracking glass. The women stared at the
window, but with the light on in the room, they could only see their
blurred, quivering reflections. Neither of them glanced the way of the
other’s image. It was as if they were too embarrassed to admit that
they couldn’t see anything out there, so they just pretended to keep
looking.
Thunder shook the room. Something next door rattled. They
both winced.
“And do you remember that one Fourth of July?” Elaine asked.
“Which one? There’s been a lot.”
“I think we were seventeen.” Yes, that one. Claire had known
exactly which July Elaine was thinking of, but she was afraid to know
the details of those thoughts. Oh, her own memory of that night
played through her mind so often that if she were given paper and a
pencil, she could accurately sketch the contour of Elaine’s youthful
body standing naked in the rain after a ruined evening at the
Fairgrounds; she could perfectly outline the weight of her small
breasts, shade the curve from where her knees met all the way up to 
She was relieved when Elaine changed the subject and offered
to pour them another drink. Silver bracelets piled down Elaine’s arm
with a soft chime as she gestured for a toast.
“Here’s to Michigan,” Claire said.
“Us,” Elaine said.
Claire downed the contents of her cup without regard for how
many drinks she already had that day while Elaine slowly sipped at
hers, licking the corners of her lips to make sure no drop of alcohol
was missed.
The room was utterly trashed when Claire awoke the next
morning. Cracked plastic cups lay scattered on the desk and on the

carpet. The television was on a local news channel, clothes strewn
about. Elaine was already awake, and her bed was made perfectly, the
folds in the comforter sharp, pillows fluffed. She walked around the
room in one of the complimentary robes, and she gave off such a
glowing aura that she appeared to be floating, or hovering like a ghost.
A towel was wrapped around her head, but a few strands of hair had
fallen loose and brushed against her shoulder blades.
“Good morning,” she said. Though she seemed cheerful, she
spoke cautiously as if her voice could tiptoe.
Claire’s head pounded as if someone were taking a hammer to
her temple and slowly grinding the metal edge into her skin. “Good
morning.”
Claire had a dream that stuck with her as she leaned over the
bathroom sink, brushing her teeth and studying the red, popping veins
in both eyes and the bags underneath. She wedged the toothbrush
between her molars and pried her left eye open with her fingers. Like
last night in the window, she was blurry, a sticky mess.
In this dream, she’s in an open field with hills in the
background, and everything is a glossy green. There are six tulip trees
in the field, and at each one, a man stands facing the trunk, writhing,
his back to her. These men are tall and dressed in black. She walks
closer, reaching the first tree and man, and she realizes they’re all
chopping the trees down with saws. Some men sweat, others grunt, but
each works methodically. Her presence, as she makes her way from
man to man, is ignored. She comes up to the last one. He doesn’t turn
around, but she sees his face. It is Owen. But instead of a saw, he’s
slowly whittling away the trunk of his tulip tree with a pair of
children’s craft scissors, turning it into some sculpture. Claire tries to
speak to him, tries to ask what right does he have to cut the tree down,
but her voice is drowned out by the sound of the first tree falling
somewhere behind her.
Claire spat out the toothpaste and washed it down the drain.
This was their last day here.
beach.

It was another overcast day, seven AM, when they arrived at the

When Claire pictured the next time they might possibly go on a
surfing trip, she couldn’t help but see children in the vision  her and
Owen’s children, and maybe by then Elaine would have found someone.

A family affair, she wanted to laugh. Juice boxes to add to the debris
that skirted the alreadydirty sand. Yellow plastic sand castle molds.
Buckets and pails, and husbands who would probably not approve of the
women’s frivolity. Hangover or not, Claire was determined to get
through this day, make it count for something.
Although Claire knew that the storm would have washed away
everything from the day before, she was almost saddened that the
imprints they had made in the sand were no longer there. Everything
washed away so quickly, and in only a few days, their bruises from
surfing would likely be the only ways to prove they had even been here.
Otherwise, no one would ever be able to tell. Thinking this made Claire
suddenly very proud of her bruises. In fact, Claire now wanted all the
bruises she could acquire. Make them so large, so black that they’d still
be there in a week and would show up underneath her gauzy white
wedding dress.
Once again, Claire and Elaine turned their backs, undressed.
They zipped their wetsuits up on their own. They paddled the board
through the water and felt their suits swell. While Elaine waited for a
decent wave to come by, Claire floated on her back and watched the tiny
streaks of sky through moving clouds. She was trying to accept that it’d
never again be Elaine on her stomach on the board, her on her back, just
them and the silent lake air all around.
“Hey,” Elaine said. “Look.” Along the shore, about a quarter of a
mile to the east, a small group of people was forming. A muscular man
in a sleeveless wetsuit trudged through the sand, carrying something
bulky, which turned out to be a portable podium. More people followed,
some with surfboards. A girl in a white summer dress and white straw
hat lagged behind, skipping with a thick book in her arms. The man
stopped near the water and set the podium down. He wedged it securely
into the sand and gripped the sides.
“Let’s get closer,” Claire said.
The women stopped far enough away so that they weren’t too
obvious as they floated and strained to hear. The people gathered
around the podium. Some people held hands. Claire couldn’t understand
the speaker at first, but his voice was strong and smooth and loud.
“It’s a Sunday morning service,” Elaine said. She rested her elbow
on the board and leaned her head on her fist. “Guess it’s preparing me
for next week. I haven’t been to church in years.” She threw her head
back and laughed in a way that she hadn’t done this entire trip. It

reminded Claire of when she’d flail her arms out the sunroof and shout
into the night.
It’s like getting soulfucked 
“Place me like a seal over your heart, like a seal on your arm,” the
man said, “for love is as strong as death, its jealousy unyielding as the
grave. It burns like a blazing fire, like a mighty flame.”
 We are not magnificent?
Above the congregation, the clouds continued moving. The break
in them widened, and Claire felt immediate warmth and realized that
she and Elaine were amidst the sun’s rays, though their surroundings
remained gray, monochrome, not yet touched by light. Soon, she would
be a new woman, and nothing that happened during this trip would
matter anymore. And in two weeks, she will have moved halfway across
the country, and it would feel as if the last twenty years hadn’t existed.
No, they were not magnificent, she and Elaine. Beyond the shore of
Lake Michigan, they were nothing but specks of dead dust, creatures
who basked in dead starlight. But, for the time being, they were there,
in the sun among clouds with each other and that was everything.

Sirenna Blas’ fiction and poetry has been published in several small press journals, including
Burning Word and Red Ochre Lit. She has always won awards in prose, poetry and critical
essay in in Purdue University Calumet’s StarkTinkham Writing Awards in 2011 and 2012. For
StarkTinkham, she has also won an honorable mention for her critical essay “The Sexual
Oppression of Women, and Literature as a Means for Liberation.” Sirenna studies English
literature, tutors in her university’s Writing Center, leads workshops on various writing topics,
and teaches composition in a collegeprep program for high school students. She is based out of
Northwest Indiana.

DEATH IN THE FAMILY, PART II
Joanna Valente

i. Birthdays became the worst days
once the chemo started. You would forget
what you were looking at,
ii. & say the window was blocking your view
of the backyard. You asked me to come close
so you could search my face for features.
iii. In the morning after the pale of dark
moved earth's side, you woke up for
breakfast. You said, it is August now.
iv. I told you that you were my second
father. You cried &
v. kept crying the entire month. You
prayed for another life, for a calmer end.
Our bodies together under the sun that
vi. made you sick, that made you old;
our naked heads exposed. You brushed
vii. your fingers over my head, said the sandpaper
felt nice. Said you wished your head could feel
like mine. In the next life, you were sure it would.

Joanna C. Valente is a MFA candidate in poetry writing at Sarah Lawrence College, where
she is also a parttime mermaid. She founded and currently edits Yes, Poetry. She can be found
at http://joannavalente.com.

LOVE MANNERS
Cetoria Tomberlin

You said we could be oceans apart and still together.
I don’t really understand that metaphor. Moreover,
I think it’s dumb. The ocean isn’t something you
want to divide you. It’s not a lengthy drive, or a patchy
phone call. You see, there’s nothing romantic about need,
except the idea, and believe me, ideas are usually bad.
Yes, there’s a selfcontained pleasure in being famous
inside someone else’s mind, but even lives tied together
can be pulled apart. Sometimes my hands shake even
when I have nothing to say. Once, when you were
sleeping I pulled out your insides to see if they
matched mine and cried after seeing your enlarged lungs.
I didn’t tell you that, but I didn’t tell you a lot of things.
I figured everyone needs a miracle every once in awhile.
Don’t you see? What love comes to is just an exhaustion
of good manners. What I mean is I’d be your song, but I don’t sing.

Cetoria Tomberlin is a poet and fiction writer who lives in Northwest Georgia. She received
her bachelor’s degree in creative writing from Berry College. Her work has previously appeared
in Fairy Tale Review, Southern Women’s Review, The Battered Suitcase, and Spires. She is
currently at work on her first novel.

ROADKILL
Amy Rowland

It was night at the reservoir,
us in the car and animals with the trees.
He was driving and I was smoking when we saw,
at the edge of our light, a possum
crossing the road.
I said, Mike, look out!
and Yes, I see it, and then I knew
he would do it
and so I waited
for my heart to lurch forward
with the car,
to feel that dark sound reverberate
through my body.
It happened and I gasped.
We turned around,
because I had to see it.
I thought at first
it was still alive.
It looked alive.
But in the light I saw
the tender babies she had hidden
inside herself had come out and were crawling
all over their mother’s body.
It was night and we weren’t speaking, so he
drove the car forward and crushed the babies
back into their mother
while I watched.

Amy K. Rowland is a 2010 graduate of the University of Baltimore’s Creative Writing & the
Publishing Arts MFA program. She has also had her poetry appear in Cobalt, decomP, and
Boston Poetry Magazine. Amy lives in Maryland and works as an editor. Aside from poetry, she
also loves dogs.

DELIBERATION.
Janna Payne

tits out
tipsy
free as a bird
making a scene
then, sobering up
to figure out
poems don’t write themselves.
poetry can’t run on:
red wine
long nights
parties
freedom.
if you want to write
you must:
lock yourself up
oppress yourself
sign up for a bible study
meet with a pastor
take a dead end job
tame your body
tame your mind
take a dump on your selfesteem.
then, when you’re good & ready,
good & silenced,
write
write
write like you’re running out of exile.

Janna Payne is a Canadian poet and pinkcollar worker, who writes from Cork, Ireland. She
has lived—err, bottomed out—in Toronto, ON, Rochester, NY, and Los Angeles, CA. To check
out her rants, poems or oneliners, visit www.facebook.com/jannaspeaks.

Soraya JeanLouis McElroy is a Haitianborn, New York and Brooklynraised mixed media
artist currently living and loving in New Orleans. Her love of black womyn and families, nature,
Afrofuturism, comics/graphic novels and the African diaspora are central themes in her work. Her
creative process seeks to explore the complexities and/or simplicities of: identity, womanism,
motherhood, racism, Eros, spirituality, cosmetology, ancestral alchemy and beauty. Soraya’s work
as an organizer, mentor, counselor, doula and medical anthropologist focusing on women’s health
and African folklore strengthen her commitment to resisting oppression and facilitating healing
through art activism.
Soraya has participated in several group exhibits in various New Orleans cultural institutions, such
as the Mckenna Museum of African American Art, The JuJu Bag, Antenna Gallery, The Jazz and
Heritage Gallery and a solo show at Café Rose Nicaud. Her works have been used in zines, a book
cover and Summer for the Sistah‘s flyers. She is currently exhibiting work at Café Special Tea and
Red Star Gallery. She is consistently creating new work and was InvadeNola.com’s featured artist
in February.

DOWNTOWN DYSPHORIA, URBAN UTOPIA
Nora

Downtown, the sidewalks feature
Shiny drunken human billboards
BUD LIGHT
MARLBORO
MTV
MTV
MTV
Downtown, there is a tree
Old bark separating in
Pieces like a puzzle lifted
Horizontally; a slight detaching
Surrounded by bricks
And metal bars
It mutters curses at passers by
It mutters curses at passers by
Four forgettable staples
Puncture supple pulp

SLATED FOR REMOVAL
EXTENSIVE ROOT STRUCTURE
No damage, just
Thickened roots, a civic threat rising
Up between the cracks of the concrete
And diving back down like a child’s drawing
Of a sea monster
The handinhands hurry along
Downtown is a taming with matching heels;
A precautionary execution
a tree
a tree
a tree

Nora is a writer, poet, and border destroyer, who is currently working on counteroppression
training and facilitating mutual aid networks in Idaho. You can find her poetry in Release,
Sundog Lit, and forthcoming in Otis Nebula (Fall/Winter 2013). Essay/prose has appeared on
Waging Nonviolence and Tidal. She also writes a monthly column titled "In Common,"
discussing community and resistance. Check it out at tidalmag.org.

LOST SODA
Tori Grant Welhouse

My sister died.
She left an opened can of Diet Coke®
in the cupholder.
I carted it around for months.
She liked to drive.
I preferred to read aloud
from the passenger's seat.
I hardly paid attention
to the dividing line.
She'd get me laughing
with her starlet inflection.
I could pucker at the rest.
Left alone with a Diet Coke®
and neverending
road construction, I took heed
of the orange cones:
detour, detour, detour.
I believed I was missing a bone
in my inner ear.
M i s p l a c e d,
I knew about carbonation,
citric acid,
sharp bubbles
in my throat.

Tori Grant Welhouse is a writer, poet and professional woman living in rural Wisconsin, in
the woods overlooking a small, still pond. She holds a BA in English from Carroll College
(Wisconsin) and an MFA from Antioch University International (London). Her poetry has
appeared in Literary Mama, The Greensboro Review, anderbo.com, Melusine and is
forthcoming in Glassworks and Verse Wisconsin. She has managed in media for the past two
decades and is currently at work on a collection of poetry and a YA novel.

THE BODIES OF WATER
Logan Brouelette

The mirror became my enemy long before others did.
I grew sick of seeing a face mask me incorrectly, filing me
into the wrong ocean of thoughts where the tide pulled me in
too strong to sink to the bottom of this body. No body is transparent like
the water we are made of. I could not taste the flavor of cotton shirts against
my skin or the way a pair of jeans helped me pass with a bulge puffed out as
if a tidal wave.
I am swallowing too many supplements because I cannot inject myself with
happiness.
I thought I could swallow the sun inside of a pill, but nature is too cruel
to let me sculpt this body.
I have to fight.
I told myself that this war will never be over. It is a constant struggle between the
weakness of my bone structure, the
abrupt shortness in my face, the
lack of bass booming from my own throat. No
body wants to listen to a confused adult spit about the gender inside himself
that conflicts with the end product from the womb.
The womb I came from said she may never see me as her son. She says this but she
has
confused me with her other one.
Take a scalpel.
Mark the dots across my chest.
The surgery I want may damage my nerves beyond repair.
I could lose sensation with the slip of a wrist by trusting a doctor who
chances are has never performed this surgery before to cut off a weight
from my chest that has led to my dysphoria crashing against the walls
inside of my body. My body. This is my body.

Give me an oxygen pill. Tell me the air that I am breathing is as
synthetic as my new name.
Make me a quilt with your arms and breathe for me because
people I do not know tell me I forgot how. I’ve forgotten how to
pump my blood to my brain because I am no longer thinking like
I should be. I spend days on end wondering what it would feel like
to be lighter. To no longer be weighed down by the eyes stripping me
nude to unveil the only question beating into me with their eyes.
This is when I float.
This stale air takes me to the walled room of an office where a therapist
has told me that I am gay because of my strained relationship with
my father. Studies show that
the impact of absent fatherfigures leads to addiction in males. My addiction
is to the absence of the woman coaxing me with her red fingernails to tell
me that my reflection has always been man, never woman.
Never a silent ripple, but the entire thrashing ocean.

Logan Brouelette is currently studying creative writing and classical studies at Western
Washington University. When he is not saving the world, Logan enjoys running and long
distance cycling all over Washington State.

Meghan L. Dowling is a Bostonarea native and a doctoral candidate in creative writing at the
University of Denver. Her work has recently appeared in Revolver, Stolen Island, Gigantic Sequins,
and The Collagist. You can find her in various places on the Internet, but definitely at
www.mldowling.wordpress.com.

WHEN IT COMES
Maureen Aitken
When it comes, while lugging a white plastic basket of laundry down
the stairs, it hits in that hollow center, within the ringed, truncated
syllable of you, a place throbbing and locked down. The breath quiets;
the air leaves your lungs. You brace the beam; hold your side; wonder if
there is a new organ there, a horned spleen scoring the stomach,
puncturing the solar plexus.
In all of the days and all of the hours where you watched her fight to
live, where you stood bedside, your fingers gripped against the hull of
time, when you thought this is the worst of it, right now, helpless as I
am, this is the worst of all, ever only to discover months later in the
laundry, now, you feel cheated, tricked. They said it gets better was only
biding time to build dark, gothic hallways in your innards. It is so easy
to think, This feeling will never end, and what if this is not grief at all,
what if this is just me now, this state of life forever.
What can be done? Put the laundry in, pour the soap. Is it on cold?
Make sure to put it on cold, because these are darks. Turn the water on.
Hear the sound gushing and know what you did actually happened.
As the stairs creak, as the dog whines, as the day’s sun glistens, as the
kids run, and cars pass, I will not say it is darkest before the dawn. I
will not tell you this too shall pass. This is another story.
I have only one offering: as you stand in the wake and see nothing but
debris and think, hey, didn’t this used to be my house, wasn’t that my
notebook? Let the children play, let the cars go by, let the feeling linger
there and know it for what it is: the end, the ire, the anguish, the sea.
Something real. Something in you that yearns to be known, with
outstretched, crooked arms, longing to be wanted.
Outside, a drop of rain falls from a blue sky onto the front porch.
This is happening.
It is about to blow.

This is neither heartbreak nor injustice.
It is life pounding from within.
It is uncertainty. It is the foundation quaking.
It is your chance.

Short stories in Maureen Aitken's collection have won the Minnesota State Arts Board grant,
the Loft Mentor Award, Ireland’s Fish Short Story Prize, the SASE/Jerome Foundation grant,
and two Pushcart Prize nominations. Her stories have been published in journals such as
Prairie Schooner, The Journal, Night Train, Puerto del Sol and the international anthology The
Bering Strait and Other Stories. She teaches writing at the University of Minnesota, where she
received her MFA degree.

July 22, 2013
Dear Reader,
You may have noticed that a lot of our contributions this time around
involve bodies, and the wrongs done unto them: policing or violence. We
received a larger volume of writing along these lines in the last
submission period than we ever have before. Could be a coincidence. Part
of me wonders if it is influenced by outside factors, like the increasing
restriction of women's reproductive rights over the past few years. Or that
some people in this country believe a black teenager walking alone,
unarmed, is a threat to their personal safety.
All human beings are equal (we claim), but some are (seen as) more equal
than others. Be good to each other, regardless of gender or orientation or
the color of someone's fucking skin. We're all people here.
But you know that.
Love,
Heather
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