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AND ISN’T IT CONVENIENT /, Robbie WIlliford

to never get it right / speaking different languages and never learning / our own / well enough to
learn someone / else’s / I am enthralled / truly in love with / the way you say youloveme /
without knowing my love / without knowing / without me lovingyoutoo / and isn’t it convenient
/ I said that day we were giving the moon / our best / sending our regards / aching / for chances
to be full / I am lost in the spin / of ceiling fans also shaking: / wobbling is in / my bones, they
tremble / and we are here spinning together / never getting this right
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KISS, Keaton Evans-Black

Materials: Plaster, Lipstick.
Dimensions: 16 x 20 inches.
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UN/FAMILIAR, M.C. Montague
When the familiar becomes unfamiliar
we suddenly love all the things we used to hate
Watch apologies metamorphosize into acceptance
Feel our mouths re-mold the words
“I can’t wait to leave”
into “I miss you”
A love hate relationship can only exist
if there is both love and hate
they live in separate houses on different streets
still in the same neighborhood
but we want to act like the whole town doesn’t exist
If love has an opposite
then I don’t want anything to do with either of them
How soon we forget that the taste of bitter
comes like a monsoon
but remember that sweet is a gentle mist on our tongues
after the storm has passed
we let it entice us back once more
In our ignorance we try clinging to anything of a homely shape
we try to rely on the familiar to protect us from itself
Our bodies are covered in armor
that as the sun comes out
we don’t remember donning
so we scrape away the last known pieces of ourselves
Forget who we are
how we got there
throw away the maps
Watch as our hands reach out for what we once considered home
unsure of whether it is a mirage
unsure of whether we want it to be one or not
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UNDERWATER HEARING, Emily Mack
I was born deaf February of 1996, then born into the hearing world about five
months later. When my parents brought me home from the hospital in June—the
second of their triplets girls to escape the NICU—they noticed I’d started reacting to
sounds.
That summer, I passed a hearing test for the first time.
Say that it’s a miracle.
Say that it’s modern medicine.
Say that the delicate nerves in my tiny, shell-shaped cochlea finally caught up to
my closed eyes, my paper-thin skin, my toothpick ribs—the wonderful knitting together
of a body already outside the womb—and tell me science isn’t miraculous.
It was raining when I left for work a few weeks ago. I got into my car, buckled my
seatbelt, and turned on my hearing aids. Raindrops drummed steadily on the roof. “Oh.”
I said to my steering wheel. “I forgot rain makes noise.”
In second or third grade, my parents and teachers began calling me distracted. I
was always a step behind in class; I’d hear the laughter without the joke, the questions
without the answer. When my mom called our names from the porch as we played outside, I was the only one who wouldn’t come running.
Eight-year-old me was blonde, skinny, and graceless with crooked teeth, a constant stutter, and relentless strep throat and ear infections. Years of speech therapy,
colorful braces, and a tonsillectomy helped. But, I still couldn’t hear.
Books have always been a safe place. I spent hours reading in the historical fiction section at my elementary school, or while hanging upside down in my parents’
living room. Before I started school, I had a whole cast of imaginary friends: a nameless,
faceless airline pilot husband, a co-worker named after Steve from Blue’s Clues, and a
whole brood of baby dolls and stuffed animals. I thought this habit of retreating into my
own head was why I didn’t notice when my hearing started to vanish. But maybe I lived
in my own little world because the volume was too low on the real one.
Fifteen years later, I think about what I can hear. As I’m making dinner in my
apartment, the AC hums, paper packaging crinkles, ceramic plates clank arrhythmically as I stack dishes in the sink, and bouncy show tunes blast from my phone. Drawers
slide open, then close with a bang. Food sizzles and water runs.
Have I always been able to hear that? If I can hear all of that while my blue hearing aids sit on the counter, can I really call myself Deaf?
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UNDERWATER HEARING, cont.
When we arrived in early February, instead of late May like we were supposed to,
my two sisters and I were scientific marvels just for surviving. Rachel struggled more
than Lauren and I did. She had severe cerebral palsy—brain damage that caused nearly
all of her muscles to be tight and difficult for her to control. For almost a decade, she
survived in a body working against her.
My hearing didn’t feel like a big deal. I couldn’t always hear well in class, but I
could talk to my friends about playground crushes and ramble to my mom about Disney
Channel shows or my favorite Ramona Quimby book. Lauren, the neighbor kids, and I
spent hours on end climbing trees, hanging from the swing set, and skinning our knees
trying to imitate the bike tricks we saw on the X-Games. Rachel couldn’t do any of that.
Most of Rachel’s friends couldn’t do any of that. I was lucky, by comparison. I was normal.
Spoken word artist Sarah Kay declares in a poem about friendship: When they
make fun of your accent, I will take you swimming because we all sound the same underwater.
I was nineteen when I found the community I never knew I was missing. While
working as a camp counselor for disabled kids, our hard-of-hearing teens became my
people. They begged me to teach them to make friendship bracelets, shyly asked for
advice about starting high school, and crushed me in basketball every single day. They
borrowed my flashlight, my Uno cards, and my sanity.
They borrowed my hearing aid batteries and gave me advice on how to keep my
aids dry. Nobody whispered. Nobody got frustrated when they had to repeat themselves. When we rode the pontoon boat one night, many of us sat sideways to keep the
wind from roaring across our microphones.
The following summer, I sat on cool, hard concrete in a circle of young teen girls.
We swatted at bugs and faced each other to lip-read as we reflected on bullying, future plans, and middle school romance. For some of us, hearing loss was discovered
at birth; others were as old as 10 or 11, but we all had a story of the first time we heard
something. I was twelve when I got my first pair of hearing aids. For the first time in
years, I heard birds out my car window.
A couple days before, I’d asked a student to look at me as we talked so I could
hear him better. He said, “Oh, is that why you sound funny?” I’m not sure, exactly,
how my voice sounds different from others, but I can feel it. High-pitched ss- and shsounds get stuck at the corners of my mouth between my lips and teeth.
I asked my campers if they’re ever embarrassed by their Deaf accents. A high
school sophomore who started speaking at age five immediately shook her head.
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UNDERWATER HEARING, Cont.
“Nope.” She said. “It doesn’t matter how you speak as long as you make your voice
heard.”
Deaf model and activist Nyle DiMarco had to leave Black Panther because the
theater’s outdated hand-held caption generator couldn’t keep up with the plot. My
friend who uses a wheelchair can’t come visit me in my third-floor walk-up. But I live
alone, travel, teach hundreds of young writers, and dance in dive bars without a second
thought. ASL isn’t my mother tongue; closed-captions are a convenient aid, not a necessity. The barriers that bind many disabled people don’t apply to me. I’m not sure if
the Deaf community can be mine.
The same week my campers talked about using our voices, my group was walking
back from an activity when it started to pour. We scrambled to help our kids get drying
pouches from their backpacks to protect their hearing aids and cochlear implant magnets. My hearing aids cost more than my car. All I could hear was raindrops pelting my
microphones. I ripped my hearing aids from my ears and held them cupped in my hand.
“I need to get a pouch like that.” I said, loudly, pointing. I was hoping the audiologist on staff had an extra I could snag.
“What would you use it for?” One of our adult volunteers asked. He escaped
60-hour-a-week office work to rough it with our kids, and hadn’t taken off his cochlear
implants despite the rain.
“My aids.” I said, opening my hands like showing off a firefly that might escape.
Even around a hundred other hard-of-hearing kids and adults, he said, “Oh yeah, I forgot you had them.”
So am I deaf enough to call myself Deaf?
There’s a grey area between symphony and silence. My ears perk up at the coffee
maker sputtering two rooms away, but can’t interpret the words of someone standing
right in front of me. It’s a passing story; I’m good at pretending to be hearing. Lip-reading, context clues, and Bluetooth hearing aids let me keep up most of the time. The
pretend shatters when “nevermind, I’ll tell you later” excludes me from the conversation. It shatters when a teenager swears under their breath. The rest of the class gasps
and looks to me—the teacher—to dole out their punishment, but I missed what they
said.
Last week, when I told a coworker I’m hard-of-hearing, his instinctive response
was “I’m sorry.” All day, I’d been smiling, teaching, handling crises, and interacting with
new kids. He saw me in my element, yet felt obligated to apologize.
I still don’t know why.
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I WENT ON A DATE LIKE THIS ONCE, Eva Sterrett
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I WENT ON A DATE LIKE THIS ONCE, cont.
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I WENT ON A DATE LIKE THIS ONCE, cont.

-10-

PRESSURE, Will Long
I’m looking for the truth in my dog’s eyes again/
Where the light just escapes her in the very corner of this room/
She lays under the bed where the pressure is just enough to remind yourself/
You are here/ Then I think of her fear of storms/
How thunder shirts apply/Pressure/ How pressure and heat make diamonds/
How I do not feel this glow/How I am sweating/ But I am still breathing/ I too am both
the weight over her under the bed/ And the weight over myself/ I too am under pressure/
As Bowie says.
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SHARDS, Will Long
I’m looking for myself in my father’s eyes again/
Things like “duty of being a man” collect moss on my brain as grass over a grave/
I joined men in college for this search of belonging/ I wished for elements of the man I
felt I should resemble could be pieced together/ from likewise flawed people/
Only to bloody the tips of my fingers by shards of glass/ only chips of a reflection/
The things I practiced while hurting/
My father was never going to be there/ at the bottom of a bottle/
To give a dad talk about something-something what kind of company you keep/
What band of pirates I assembled over this compass that points to nothing I want.
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A DIARY ENTRY - MARCH 27TH, 2017, Ashleigh Mower
I have this instinct, or notion, for home. A pull that has me and makes me want to
move back. We are animals, after all. Migration is natural. Moving to new places to get
out of the cold, or to find better grazing grass when the old becomes dry. But returning
is natural, too. We know where we came from. I sometimes wonder if, when you’re born,
parts of you are seeded and planted in the soil where you took your first breath, where
you take your first steps, where you first scraped a knee or elbow. A lifelong bond that
draws you back.
I miss the smells, the thick dew that condensed in the morning air. The smell of
my nan’s perfume and cigarette smoke that sticks like glue to the sun-bleached curtains. The smell of cooking from the kitchen and Grandad’s aftershave that lingers in
the bathroom after his morning shower.
I even miss watching the tiny pieces of suspended dust in the still air, floating in
the sunbeams that peek through the living room windows in the afternoon. Faintly listening to the soft sounds of football commentators coming from the television screen
as I sit on his lap. My head, falling and rising to the gentle movement of his chest as he
breathes in and out. There is a special place in a girl’s heart for her Grandad, her first
best friend.
But now, I sit at my desk on a rainy Thursday morning, and I can’t shake the smells
that bring back vivid memories, which replay in my mind like a videotape. The smell of
sterile floors and machines. The smell of my once soft but now dry hands, tainted with
harsh hand sanitizer and from washing them more than eight times a day. The machines
beeping like you remember them doing in those hospital scenes in the movies. But this
is life. Not a movie. The smell—I can’t shake it, and it has latched to my nose hairs like
a leech on the skin, thick and sour. I can’t shake the feeling of the crunchy air mattress
on my temple. My hands rest on his age-spotted forearm. His warm skin feels like soft
sandpaper. Arms that are so romantic to look at, because they have shared endless
days being kissed by the sunshine as he spent hours in the garden, just potting about.
Slowly, I count every second I have with him before I have to say goodbye.
A weight builds in my stomach, and a knot the size of a toad sits in the back of my
throat. I try and take a breath.
Grief is sticky like honey. When it hits you initially, it feels like thick, sticky honey.
Honey that has filled every last capillary in your lungs. I can’t breathe.
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A DIARY ENTRY - MARCH 27TH, 2017, cont.

Materials: Digital Photo
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IN WHICH I LET MY TINDER DATE BECOME A SONG, AlexCastillo
My Tinder date doesn’t know who Stevie Nicks is
I listen to Fleetwood Mac on the way home and go back to questioning my sexuality
like I’ve barely turned 15 again and to the first girl I truly love,
I will love away 5 years of my life in a way that still matters to my soft little heart
My Tinder date doesn’t like Donald Trump, and so I know at least we’ve got that going
for us but it seems like he’s scared to talk about politics, what is he hiding
He likes to pick the marshmallows out of his Lucky Charms
He uses the word Niche 12 times in 3 hours
But it was a good 3 hours
We laughed a lot and he was simple but it was a good kind of simple
I go through a car wash and call my best friend, but she’s busy so I tell her a matter of
nothing
And I hit the pause button on my sexuality
cause I keep thinkingMy Tinder date does not look at me the way I want him to look at me
He listens to some obscure bands and tells me about songs I will listen to later
and haunt the lyrics of when we both listen to them in the future
And it isn’t that deep but when I imagine people forgetting me it makes me laugh
Because the person I am in this poem is not the type of person to be forgotten
The person that I am in this poem is a creature of habit who will fall in love with strangers and do her best to forget, but toss and turn about them in her sleep
it hurts, and
I let them go just the same, as if it doesn’t matter
When they become murdered apparitions laying still in the shadow of
The place where I made them embody ghosts
they will think of me all the time like that too
it hurts, as if it doesn’t matter
My Tinder date doesn’t know who Stevie Nicks is and
I think, wouldn’t you love for me to tell you about her?
I think Wouldn’t You Love to Love Me?
And he looks at me like he wants to make me into a question mark
As if he knows how easy it will be to unravel me
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IN WHICH I LET MY TINDER DATE BECOME A SONG, cont.
I imagine my Tinder date won’t kiss me because he can secretly read minds
Am i gay/am i gay/am i gay/ am i gay/am i gay/ am i
And there is a beautiful girl on the bus home that smiles at me
I smile back at her
And she gestures for me to sit by her but I get off the bus at the next stop instead
Am i straight/am i straight/am i straight/am i straight/am i straight/am i
My Tinder date does not know I am Bisexual,
but he makes a remark about how he thinks all Bisexual people are actually just confused
And he wouldn’t like to date a bisexual girl
And I wasn’t confused until this
I am confused by the idea that my own sexuality has been summed up into a question
mark
Just like he wants me to be
Except now I am a series of question marks
And I am thinking
Am I gay?
Am I straight?
Do I want to leave?
Do I want to stay?
Why do I want him to kiss me?
Do I actually want him to kiss me?
Why do I care if he knows who Stevie Nicks is?
Why do I have to decide just because he wants me to decide?
My Tinder date is a ghost story that past me wrote for future me to read
when I’m ready to finally come to terms with the transgression that maybe
my sexuality is the Landslide that will finally bring me down
Oh mirror in the sky, what is love? What is Love? What is Love?
Dreams unwind, Love’s a state of mind
And I decide to let this man become another ghost story
Because I will not ever love someone who tries to turn me into a question mark
when I am not one
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TRANSITIONS, Bobbie Williams
New growth sprouting;
Ideas, dreams and anticipation
Like the burst of spring daffodils and fruit tree blossoms.
Excitement, incubation and preparation for planting.
Summer crops of ever-growing taller corn and wide spreading beans
Evolve and change each day. The labor of our dreams attained.
Then green beans turn to yellow ochre with the contrast of crisp blue September skies.
They announce that the youth of our summer has begun to fade.
With a symphony of crickets applauding our efforts,
Autumn brings a rush of cool air, the harvest of abundant growth and summer joys,
which is also
the reminder of what is ahead.
Then we rest and hunker down into our mature winter. We relish the work and accomplishments of our youth.
And share our quiet wisdom and what has crystalized.
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TRANSITIONS, cont.

Materials: Watercolor
Dimensions: 3.5 in x 5.5 in
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EULOGY, Abby Johnson
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FORGOTTEN POEM, Abby Johnson
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A MISCONNECTION, Rachel Haywood
A man and a woman, who met exactly seven years prior, sit across from each
other in a coffee shop without saying much. They don’t look at each other, either. Both
seem to trace the faint scratches and streaks of wood grain in the tabletop with their
eyes, but do not notice the small flicker of desire slowly dwindling between them. Having flown from Melbourne to Arizona, the man is tired. Unkempt hair, a misbuttoned
shirt. His first flight was delayed, and he never made his connection. He called her, but
only to ask to move back their meeting time.
“I’m missing my next flight. Is 7:30pm okay instead?” He even sounded tired.
“I suppose that’s fine,” the woman sighed. She stood in front of her bedroom
vanity, already dressed for this meeting. Jeans and a light gray sweater, her hair thrown
back in a low ponytail. Mental preparation was key, but she didn’t have a lot of time left
for more of that, it seemed.
He didn’t say anything else and neither did she. They hung up.
The uninterested woman stirs her heavily creamed lukewarm coffee with a straw
but does not drink. “How did you get here?”
“One flight from Melbourne to London, then a connection to Chicago, and one
more to here,” says the man, hesitation at the edge of his voice.
“Why?” she stresses.
“I’m not really sure,” the unwelcomed man slows down, thinks for a minute. He
looks again at the table, this time tracing the ring of black coffee around the bottom of
his cup. His thumb strokes the cup’s thick white handle. A memory flashes before his
eyes—they used to play with each other’s hair like this. He takes a breath. “Because,”
he starts and looks up. “because I will never know for sure how you really feel about
me unless I am here.” He turns a hand through his hair, frustrated. “Because I can’t stop
thinking about you and those first years, and all the time I spend away from you is spent
wishing that I was with you.”
The tired woman closes her eyes and takes a breath of her own. A stack of papers
peeks out of one side of her purse… Petition for Final Divorce sprawled across the top
corner facing outwards. She pays little attention to them. Her coffee wafts hazelnut into
the air. “You can’t do that.” He looks at her, his expression a mix of blankness and slight
confusion. She continues. “For five years I’ve tried to move on. To find my way in the
world. To find the right kind of love again, but you, you keep trying to come back and
now you’re really here!” She throws up her arms.
The distraught woman does not offer him her white pleated napkin. Instead, she
gets her bag and heads for the door. She slings it around her shoulder. The papers
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A MISCONNECTION, cont.
catch on the red leather strap making flip flop noises.
“Wait, please.” The distraught man gets up from the table trying to chase after his
wife. He does not reach for the folded papers in his back pocket, slowly burning a reminder of why he actually came to the coffee shop in the first place into his damp jeans.
Reversal of Divorce Decree…
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HER HUSBAND GOES SHOPPING, Rachel Haywood
MONDAY:
Brie cheese
Yogurt		
Apples
Sliced deli meat Canned Tuna
Bananas
Bread		Coca-Cola		Whole Milk
Ground turkey Avocados
Diamond polish		
TUESDAY:
Pickles		
Peanut butter
Chocolate
Potato chips

Pregnancy test

WEDNESDAY:
Paper towels
Light bulbs		
Balloons		
Dish soap		
Cat litter		
Chocolate		
Pint of ice cream

Coconut/Shae butter lotion
Printer ink

THURSDAY:
Caffeine-free Diet Coke
Coffee grounds
FRIDAY:
Sweatpants
Hair ties		
Kleenex		
Spackle 		
Ibuprofen
SATURDAY:
Kleenex
SUNDAY:
Wine
Ovulation test
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The Notebook Dry shampoo
XL blanket		
Orange juice
Eggs
Side table lamp		

HAPPY HOLIDAYS, Olivia Germann

my body is
a lush fir tree
and i can’t bear to leave
it undecorated. i need the sparkle
and metal to adorn my branches, and pictures
to show who it belongs to, me and only me. needles and all.
it hurts to prune these heavy branches, pulling off pieces of myself
as they die of neglect. my sap is red, sticky, and staining, but it does taste so sweet.
you may keep your tree barren and natural but i am a treat for the senses, drinking sunshine
and better days, i am the celebration, my own hallelujah. here, it is always christmas morning.
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MANOWAR, Hannah Lugo

Materials: Lithograph print, ink on cotton rag paper
Dimensions: 10” X 10”
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FOR JONATHAN, Preston Radtke
Where the bovines of Nacirema Aardvark the visages of hexed men,
Where the alto Willis possesses Zeus’s tempest,
Where the tides of snot become the tides of Plastic Dublin,
Where the Valley of Rails house the doomed footed depressions,
Where the Miggs gets the X,
Where Tommy’s boys asiege the Triangles Pink,
Where the Wards Green Subterrania,
Where comates Daniels, Goose, and Busch Unsober,
Where Sherman needed not march,
Where Pullman flits misty and connivarous,
Where the Empire and Angels chide,
Where the Sword felled clowns and Seers,
Where the Chads hang themselves,
Where the Lucifers of DuPont ever shade the Mavis,
Where they are from,
And where you are from too.
Jonathan, jump from these shoulders, lest they jump in to you.
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MARCH 2, 2010, Val Guzman

Materials: Fabric, Glue.
Dimensions: 5 1/2’ x10’
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THE CUSTODIAN, Fee Thomas
The dark as night elderly man
With the rapidly shrinking spine
Who nobody paid attention to
Just the custodian
somewhere on the fifth floor
With his wrinkled fingers
With his excessively contorted digits
With his aged hands
He. Just the custodian.
drew the collapsed and rumpled paper bag
Shook it twice
With ease
Then with those old hands
Smoothed out a swipe
The delicacy of smelling a rose
Attuned and attended
Seeing me with a wink and a smile
Upon completion
Wisdom...a dexterity for situations
A magic that only comes with age
Does work magic
Me. Just a mess, wishing
He could do that for my whole life
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BRIAN, Lexie Wheat

Materials: Charcoal on Drawing Paper..
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THE STRONGEST STUFF EVER, None of your damn business.
He was tall and built. His skin was tan, and his hair was light, kissed with coppery
tones from the summer sun. His aroma was an enticing mixture of chlorine and Versace,
with occasional hints of smoke. I was slightly older, but that hardly mattered. Our time
spent together was finite. I’d leave for college in mid-August, but that seemed like a
lifetime away. We had been friends for a long time, but our relationship blossomed into
something more in the warm summer heat.
I already had a boyfriend of two and a half years. Although we were together for a
long time, I was getting restless. I became indifferent and disengaged in our relationship. He became a chore to me. Our time together became a waiting game, and kisses
were mostly out of pity, and to upkeep the façade of my fidelity to him.
I wasn’t looking to invest emotionally in someone else, but when you spend every
day and night with someone, you tend to let go of your inhibitions, give in to the sensuality of the late night summer air, and let yourself absorb, and be absorbed in all the
thrills young love has to offer.
It’s now all a vivid memory. My departure for college, which once seemed like a
lifetime away, came and went in an instant. It became colder, and the leaves are began to change like they inevitably do every year signifying the swan song of the passing summer. Sometimes, I get a brief fragment of his scent and instantly, I will feel the
caress of his lips on mine, or our hands interlocked as we would gently wade our way
through the lake water beneath the July moon. As quickly as the flashes come, they go,
leaving me with nothing but memories of him.

A note: Parts 3-5 will be published in our next 3 issues,
as an ongoing series. Part 1 can be found in Issue 1.
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UPLIFTING DREAMS, Sierra Pauley

Materials: Digital Art and Photography.
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NOTES FROM THE EDITORS
Thanks for sticking around. It’s time for round two.
The publishing of Turnpike’s inaugural issue played host to an onslaught of
hopeful emotions from all three of its editors. A nascent hope in a nascent publication, the thrilling privilege of housing and holding theh art of others. Sharing
one’s art is always an act of courage, and the three of us felt honored to be trusted
with twenty beautiful pieces in our first issue. The hope and passion we felt has
been matched (possibly outmatched?) by the waves of support we have experienced. Our Twitter community is thriving, and we love interacting with each of
you, both during the submissions process and in our day-to-day.
And we refuse to stop at the past-tense.
Issue Two is here, and our excitement, hope, and passion has not waned, not for
a moment. The writers, poets, and artists we’re featuring this month - some old
favorites returning from Issue One and some new names - brought their best, and
we’ve tried our best to give all of their work the home it deserves.
None of this would happen without the continued support of our artists, readers,
and online community. The give and take of an artistic community is a beautiful
thing, an underrated melding of late-night copyediting session and shoutouts
on Twitter. The continued support is something we cannot thank this community
enough for. So thank you, readers, for tuning in.
Please enjoy Issue Two. It wouldn’t be possible without you.
Paige Price, Prose Editor
Natasha Chopra, Visual Art Editor & Co-Founder
Matthew Scott Swain, Poetry Editor & Co-Founder
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MORE INFORMATION ON TURNPIKE
What is Turnpike?
Turnpike is a literary and art magazine that focuses on fulfilling themes and underrepresented voices.
What does Turnpike do?
Turnpike focuses on the changes and shifts that confuse and bewilder us; moments of
decisive passion, breaths of fresh air, and all the tiny and gigantic things that facilitate
our growth find their place here.
We publish new issues every other month, featuring visual art, poetry, fiction, creative
nonfiction, and anything else you’ve deemed worthy of sharing. Anything that’s especially difficult to describe, explain, or contain in one genre is also more than welcome.
Look out for our second issue coming this November!
Why “Turnpike?”
We chose the name “Turnpike” to indicate a deviation, or turn from what is expected.
So often in the creative community do we focus on one type of voice and one type of
theme. In our personal experience with literary journals, we noticed a consistent focus
on trauma and misfortune that, while important, can become kind of damper on mental
health. Additionally, we noticed that other publications may not highlight LGBTQ+ folk,
persons of color, and other marginalized identities.
Our turn from the norm is to provide content based on more positive themes and to
provide a space for voices that may be underrepresented in other media. While other
publications that explore aforementioned voices and themes are helpful and important,
we strive to deviate, to be refreshing and vulnerable in a new way.
Let us know what you think of our latest issue!
– the turnpike team

Questions? Visit our website!
Or email us at: turnpikemagazine@gmail.com
Follow us on: Twitter | Instagram | Facebook
-33-

PIKE

TURN

