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PASSING BY, Adele Winston
Nature took you as one of her own
that time in Canada when hours
between meetings were so long and hot
you swapped your suit and briefcase
for a green floppy hat and tackle box.
Wandered down to the river and fanned
out fishing flies like a peacock’s tail,
hooked up with sweat and sprat
then tossed your line to glittering waters
and the odd flash of salmon.
Knee deep in silence and thoughts of home
you stood there, still as fir trees,
while fish passed by in lazy shoal
and suddenly a branch snapped
in the forest behind
so you turned and saw it a brown bear sniffing the air.
And what did you do?
‘I quietly packed up my things,’ you said,
and very slowly walked away.’
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CAT, Cecilia Deer
Cat > NOUN <-s>
The cat is the second-most reading animal. No creature has worked as hard as the humans to create portals to other worlds in every surface we see. We spend many hours a
day watching our rectangles of paper, plasma, pixels, or paint. We love the stories that
are less real than our own and that we’ve created ourselves. The cat is nowhere near
that entrepreneurial. It never invents the stories it follows, or the compositions it studies. Maybe it doesn’t think fiction is exciting if it arises from one’s already-known mind.
But the cat shares our love for what’s on the other side of a square and doesn’t require
participation; and so the cat, too, spends a considerable part of its day being the unbiased audience to life. The house cat sits in the window looking out, and the outdoor cat
sits at the terrace door looking in.
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[THE WASP: A PARABLE], Justine Aubrie
I learned today the bee evolved from the wasp;
kept the caution signs and the sting, but left
the anger to history. Learned instead to forage,
to gather, to find the nectar in all the beauty
of the world.
My mother asked me yesterday why the world
has changed so much since her childhood;
asked where all her freedom had gone.
In one breath asks why we must care so much
and how we can be so careless with her generation.
When under attack, some species of honeybee
will surround the wasp, shake and struggle
and agitate so much their movement boils
the wasp alive. There is no false homage
to evolution; there is only survival here.
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DOUBLE TAKE, Frabrice B. Poussin

Medium: Digitial Photo
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JOUSTING WITH SHADOWS, Fabrice B. Poussin

Medium: Digitial Photo
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TUK TUK TO SIN, Kelly Duarte
It’s the night of Sofia’s quinceañera, and I’m in charge of beating back all the boys
with a stick. It’s the last thing my mother makes me promise as we ride off. She shouts
something else, but I can’t hear it over the struggling engine. She will meet us at the
party, choosing to walk with my tias and Maya. Even though the contras left this province a few months ago, Maya shows me the knives she carries under her dress, taped to
her pantyhose. “I will protect them,” she vows.
Our mother decided to splurge on the one night her baby girl becomes a woman. Sofia’s pink satin dress shimmers in the dark, rhinestones like stars. She’s brighter than
the headlights of the tuk tuk driving us up the mountain to the tiny dance hall.
Sofia and I don’t say a word to each other. The last time words were exchanged
between us, they were nasty. How could she not see that letting every sucio with nice
hair and a car get near her made us look bad? She has lived with the whispers, the
rumors all her life. A life after papi left. Sofia’s never known what it’s like to be seen
as whole. There’s always been something missing. I begged my mother to cancel the
quince—this would only encourage her to stay out later, letting the boys buy her glass
bottles of soda and salted mangos. Soon, those treats would come with a price. But,
my mother said that it was my job to keep her out of trouble. This would be the last time
she would ever be able to celebrate her daughter’s quince, and nothing would come
between that.
The driver lets a cigar hang out of his mouth and I cough repeatedly, hoping he’ll
get the message to toss it out on the side of the road. He looks at me in the rearview
mirror and raises one thick eyebrow at me. He sighs and puts the cigar out by rubbing
the fire against the dashboard. We speed up to the dance hall overlooking Puerto Osul.
I hand over some bills. “Come back when the party’s over.”
There is no way that Sofia will go without a ride if she’s wearing heels.
Juan Gabriel is blasting out of my cousin Jorge’s stereo. He drove all the way from
La Capital just to see his baby cousin. Last time he saw her, he was getting the training wheels of his bike and she was in diapers. Everyone cheers as Sofia walks into the
dance hall. I’m blinded by the polaroid flash while my sister reaches toward the ceiling
and shows off her naked armpits, something she learned two days ago after breaking
Maya down. I would later appear as a white blur in the corner, peeking behind pink fabric. I glance around the room and my eyes are drawn to the hole in the side of the building. Mario, the owner, had put in a wall-sized window, perfect for catching the moment
when the sun set on the bay. Many couples would place themselves at the window
trying to capture themselves in such a picturesque moment only to blind their guests
and become shadows. The window was shattered by a semi-automatic three months
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TUK TUK TO SIN, cont.
ago. My mother snatched the place up in exchange for cleaning up after the next five
events. The war had given my mother more discounts than the coupons in the newspaper. All the guests were seated on the opposite, not wanting to catch the cool ocean air
the night brought.
Everyone is smiling and laughing until Jorge screws up.
“Now it’s time for the father-daughter dance.” He is alone in his enthusiastic clapping.
The room looks around for a body that will never show up. I remember my own quince.
There was no party, no fancy dress. Just a quiet mass, wearing my first communion
dress that my mother altered to fit my growing body. But, later that night, my father and
I slow danced in la sala to Rocio Durcal. Sofia got everything I wanted, except that.
That’s when we notice that somehow, despite being the center of attention, Sofia has
snuck out of her own party. Dread paralyzes me. My mother left me in charge and now
she was gone.
We all scatter, calling her name, wondering where the night had taken her. Now
is not the time to disappear. Not when she didn’t fully understand what it meant to do
so. Everyone has gone into the jungle, hoping that this is one big game Sofia is playing. I start to go there too until I notice a tiny lantern flicker in the hut meant to house
groundskeepers.
I push the splintering door open to find Sophia on top of a man. The creaks cause
her to turn. I expect her to leap off of him in shame but all she does is offer me a smile.
It’s the same smile she has when she does a backflip off the cliffs and slides into the
water while her friends squeal. The one she has when she shows our mother her good
grades. She gets off of him and lets her dress fall back into place. “We were done anyways.”
All the words and filthy names are stuck in my throat, each one fighting to get out
first. Her white underwear is laid out in the corner, stained with drops of blood. I can
feel the heat on my face. “Have you no shame?”
Sofia shrugs. “I’m a woman now, I can do whatever I want. It was going to happen
eventually so I wanted to get it out of the way.”
“God will not forgive this.”
“He will. And mami will too.”
She’s even graceful in leaving, ready to rejoin the party now that she’s gotten her
way. The man stands up and I recognize the eyes, the cut in his brow. My sister lost her
virginity to the fucking tuk tuk driver. I spit at his feet and run after Sofia. I lose sight of
the the plastic crown, covered in rhinestones that bounces with every step, ready to fall.
She leaves me struggling, trying to find my way in the dark.
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HER HERESY:, Devon Miller-Duggan
Silk and beeswax;
God favors the elegant.
I believe
I fear the devil.
I know the difference
Between saints and archetypes.
But when the saints go marching by
All I see is silk and choreography.
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SONG OF SILENCE, Yong Takahashi
Mama used to sing a dark lullaby
that was beautifully wrapped
up inside her melodic tales.
In her way, she tried to warn me
of mistakes she willingly made
and choices put upon her by others.
No one taught her how to love
another soul unconditionally
and in turn she was lost.
Unable to communicate her anguish
she set her pain to verse sung in vain
like a cricket’s voice lost in the woods.
Repeating lyrics against tall pine trees
her voice became smaller as years passed
until no one could hear her at all.
Now grown, I fumble to form advice as
the lost song becomes an echo tumbling
out of my mouth and into my daughter’s ears.

-10-

ODE TO AN E. E. CUMMINGS LOVE POEM, Hanna Reed Ketting
how could i (yes i!)
ever put into words
the garden you have grown in me
these deep roots
the firm stems
the full leaves
the ripe buds—
truly you are the start of spring!
you are the rustle between the trees
the orchestra of the bees
all of the pollinators
and even the sun’s light is you
i didn’t know a person could do that
could give love and light and cause growth—
i am simply drunk on this garden honey.
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A DRESS REHEARSAL, Rosey Lee
“We have so much in common. Are you sure we haven’t met before?” I asked.
I was actually enjoying the dialogue with the woman seated across from me on the
plush banquette, which was a departure from my habitual anguish at networking
events. The women’s business group marketed the evening as a dinner where small
talk was prohibited and pre-determined questions were distributed to promote human
connection. But I doubted its effectiveness. I’d attended the event for the distraction.
I’d also already eaten everything edible in my kitchen.
I was nervous about meeting my boyfriend’s ex-wife. She suggested we meet for dinner over the upcoming weekend to get to know each other, but I anticipated a thinly-cloaked interview to assess my worthiness to meet her daughter. And I resented it.
I own several daycare centers, and I’m great with kids—even the ones with obnoxious
parents. I usually win these parents over by gathering information about their accomplishments and interests, and strategically inserting it into our conversations. But the
only thing I’d learned about the ex over the past five months was that my boyfriend’s
mother calls her “a pretentious control freak.”
Across the room, the conversation prompts created a mood reminiscent of reunited
childhood friends swapping memories, reflections, dreams, and regrets. Instead of the
typical idle chatter I’d still secretly expected, the woman and I discussed random yet
meaningful topics. We raised our voices slightly to hear each other over the bursts of
laughter from neighboring tables. She was unexpectedly relatable.
We talked and laughed, and talked and laughed some more. She seemed a few years
older than me, but we had identical taste in literature and an unrepentant enjoyment for
’90s karaoke. We were both middle children with strong negotiation skills. She complimented my tailored red sleeveless shift dress. I noticed she wore a similar one in fuchsia but with fluted sleeves that hung just below her elbows. Usually guarded, I shared
musings that I’d only disclosed to my oldest friends. There was a vague familiarity about
her, but I couldn’t quite place it.
She apologized for the interruption when her cell phone rang. “That’s probably my
ex-husband,” she said. “It’s his week to have our daughter. I need to make sure everything’s okay.”
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A DRESS REHEARSAL, cont.
She searched for her phone, which was tucked beneath the tapas plates scattered
between us. I retrieved it and passed it to her, immediately recognizing the photo on
the screen. It was the same photo on my boyfriend’s refrigerator. It was his 8-year-old
daughter.
As she walked away, I recognized parallels in our physical attributes that had eluded
me earlier.
Chestnut complexion.
Heart-shaped face.
Large brown eyes with thick, chiseled brows.
Petite.
Long torso with short legs.
If she committed a crime, I could be mistakenly arrested in her place. Apparently my
boyfriend has a type.
My distraction was instead a dry run. I’d prayed relentlessly for guidance about this
weekend’s dinner and said a special prayer of thanks when I stumbled across the email
announcing this event. I chuckled at God’s comedic genius, but my amusement was
overshadowed by a feeling of impending doom.
I lifted the starched dinner napkin from my lap and dabbed the beads of sweat gathering on my upper lip and forehead. I seized a nearby water glass, hopeful it was mine,
and took a large gulp. The water cascaded down my throat like a wave thrashing an
unsuspecting beachgoer. I coughed violently. People at nearby tables stood to come to
my aid. I gasped for air and waved them away.
She rushed back to the table. “Take a deep breath in through your nose and give one
big cough,” she directed. It worked, but I did it again to give myself extra confidence.
“I don’t make friends easily. I can’t let you choke on my watch,” she teased.
“I think I’m dating your ex-husband,” I announced.
She reached for a glass of water.
“Go slow,” I cautioned.
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THE WATERMEN, Bukunmi Oyewole

Medium: Digitial Photo
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ART IN ART, Bukunmi Oyewole

Medium: Digitial Photo
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THE VOICE ON THE OTHER
E N D O F T H E P H O N E , Adrian Slonaker
The voice on the
other end of the line
mumbled “Hullo?” in a rising tone
before landing on an
Antipodean diphthong,
but subsequent twangs suggested
the dialect swath of the Inland South,
where churches and sweet tea
earn as much fervor as football teams.
Syllables squeezed through a throat
crackling with a rasp that reminded me of
my nicotine-stained Nana
who prepared peanut brittle in a pastel pink kitchen.
The cadence was comforting,
like a Brenda Lee ballad,
with flecks of vulnerability fresh from the freeway
connecting a sigh and a sob.
This was a voice meant for someone with whom I’d
discuss a dream about dancing puce polka dots or
life on Pluto or
the Protestant Work Ethic instead of an unseen stranger insisting,
“I’m sorry, but you’ve got the wrong number.”
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IT’S TOO LATE, I AM IMMORTAL NOW, Chantel Massey
1.
The last reported Indiana lynching in 1933
Taught us the rotting starts with the mouth
Taught us Indiana Terrorism won’t ask questions but will
Reel a story in absentia of the murdered.
Pluck at leftover humanity and feast
Example: suspect pulled over at 2 am. Black. male. Threatening.
Example: suspect. Black. female. 40s. Suspicious
Outcome: Examples are now swollen and drown
Into silence
Into the static
on the 5 o’clock news
2.
My mouth
An apricot
Strange and
Stuffed with bees
My mouth
My mouth
My mouth w i d e
Split blue from ear to ear
When the stories cry out
For I will not let them
If I come up dead

make up just anything

I will leave the story here to
hang and dry
By a strand from the rope t h e y ’v e noosed
To hang me
T h e M e d i a, those cannibals,
Fork black bodies with rumors
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IT’S TOO LATE, I AM IMMORTAL NOW, cont.
Murder victim now a *insertwordsynonymouswiththugorangry
And f e a s t
How delicious they find black cadavers
Blueberry in the face and glassy in the eyes
Toss out what is left
Leave the scraps to ocean t h e p u b l i c
No life support
They
know
most niggas can’t swim
They
watch the body
wash up on shore
And never flinch
3.
Tonight on channel 13: Police officer will give statement and say things like:
Ifearedformylife.IthoughtIwasgoingtodie. Itwasasuicide
Tonight on channel 13: My statement: a heavy imposed silence others will accept as my
own
4.
Before cannibals make my murder my fault
With my tongue of fire I say:
I was not a catastrophe/ I was a warrior/Tell ‘em I lived. Tell ‘em I danced on many
moons and swallowed them too. I am a legend. You ain’t know? Tell ‘em I was a Lion. I
was a flame in its bluest form. I danced danger. Tell ‘em I sailed skys. And I will continue to like There is no glass ceiling/ Been doing this for generations and I ain’t felt one
yet/ I am mother time
Tell ‘em I laughed with my hand on my chest at that beast/ Tell em about all the times I
blew steam in the face of anything looking to tame me/ When I went to claim what was
mine/I ain’t leave without it/ When people ask how I made it through Tell ‘em I wrote
poems. I was a wordweaver. Tell ‘em I ate the last signs my weakness/ All that is left are
these words/
I am monument. I was made for the thriving and surviving flesh or no flesh. Wonder in
amazement at this legend. I am a monument.
And I lived like I was
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LOW-FLYING PANIC ATTACK, Jose Oseguera
A fiery yellow and orange light nestled itself gently against a misty, rose-blue sky.
The sunrise awoke me in the same too-excited-to-sleep manner that an eager 4-yearold who has been up all night does her parents. This capricious cold led me from under
my thin covers outside, where the roads and sidewalks were empty of cars and people
that wouldn’t wake up for another hour or so. Most windshield wipers were unburdened
with parking violations, except for one that held a handwritten note, an unmetered
poem from one neighbor to another. It read:
Your piece of
Shit alarm
Went off @ 245 AM
430 AM
645 AM
Fuck off
+ Fix this shit!
Police have been called
Not only did this display a level of concern most human interactions lacked, it was
offering help—a lifeline to a better life not only for themselves, but for their loud neighbor, and the community at large. Most people were always full of helpful comments
like that, even if they were barely audible, under breath. This person wasn’t being passive-aggressive, they were the type of citizen which peaceful countries were made of.
My kind of people.
When I arrived at the bus stop, people trickled around it, forming a small puddle
deep enough to drown yourself in, unable to reach out and be saved by the bus. By the
time it’d arrive— a raft in the storm— a woman with a broom swept the trash by people’s
feet, not to draw it into the trash can, rather to draw attention to herself, and the gashes
on her body covered in rags, made dirty and smelly by the streets of downtown Vancouver.
“Excuse me,” she yelled at a young woman thumbing her phone. Her tone held a
level of annoyance that came from not being appreciated. As the woman jumped out
of the way, a muffled “thank you” drooped out of the downward-facing sweeper. She
continued to sweep, hunched over with her tiny broom—too tiny to clean anything—until
she arrived at the edge of the sidewalk, between the people and the road.
“Hello! Hello, people waiting for the bus,” she proclaimed, using the broom as a baton. “My name is Alana, and I sweep the streets every day.” She swapped the broom from
her right hand to her left, and outstretched it to the crowd. “Would you like to make
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LOW-FLYING PANIC ATTACK, cont.
a donation today?” Most people ignored her vulnerability, push alerts they weren’t in
the mood to tap on. They had all heard that one before, like an annoying meme they
had laughed at once before, but upon encountering it a second or third time, seemed
offensive and out of place. But as any true artist—unappreciated in her own time—Alana continued to twirl her truncated broomstick, waving back and forth as if she were
sweeping the air above their heads. But, nothing.
Not having had any luck with her sermon, she tried a more personalized, evangelizing approach. She went up to another woman, and asked her for a humble donation. The woman was talking to a man who didn’t seem very interested in what she was
talking about, not looking up from his phone. When Alana presented her bruised, grimy
palm for her to place whatever she deemed was the least amount of change she’d be
willing to part with, the woman didn’t seem to appreciate Alana’s humble interruption.
“Well, you’re humble psychologically, but you’re a fucking bitch,” the woman
yelled as Alana walked away from her.
“Thank you,” Alana said as she wove through the crowd of people, continuing to
ask for donations.
“Thank you? Thank yourself, fucking bitch.” At first sight, people would’ve judged
things all wrong.
Based on each woman’s physical appearance—Alana disheveled and the other
dressed in a skirt suit—they would’ve painted Alana as completely deranged, and the
other woman as sane. But as their eyes and ears bore witness, the opposite was true.
Even though Alana was missing a couple of teeth, it was the other woman that was
missing vital tissue from her head. As heartless as she was and as sorry as they felt for
Alana, the other passersby and standbys didn’t search their pockets for wayward coins.
They continued to ignore Alana’s weakness. These were necessary illusions to keep up
the charade, the bizarre parade that we called “normal.”
Later that day, after having had a nice meal outside of a pizza place, I walked
through the alley, and a young man, who looked like he’d been dragged all across
town— even worse than Alana— and thrashed by the pleasures of drug use, stared at
me indignantly.
“What is your wetback ass lookin’ at?” he squawked. His question, although begging for an answer, seemed to be rhetorical. Well, what was my “wetback ass” looking
at, indeed? I was looking at a broken man with a broken heart trying to piece his life
back together with pieces of meth, trying to find a method in his madness. That’s what
my wetback ass was looking at. I guess that would’ve been too long of an answer to a
drive-by question. The irony of it all was that he himself was Hispanic. It has been my
-20-

LOW-FLYING PANIC ATTACK, cont.
experience that people of our own ethnicity make the best racists. Call it introspective
loathing.
One of the reasons I like to visit different parts of the city is because I get to take
public transit. It’s an arena ripe for people-watching. If extraterrestrial beings ever
wanted to see true human nature, their search would only be a half hour bus ride away.
On the bus, in Vancouver as in most cities, I’m sure, people find it drill-a-hole-in-myskull uncomfortable making eye or physical contact of any kind with other strangers—
accidentally or deliberately. The ripe scent of armpit sweat and sweaty ass are forces
that even decent deodorant and soap cannot combat. It’s never really bothered me; it’s
a human smell, and something that, if you try hard enough, you could always get used
to. However, I really do like people. I like looking at them. At their quirks. At the things
that they themselves would find repulsive while looking in a mirror, or at me. Most look
away, but I want to walk through the looking glass. I like to take a big whiff of whatever
olfactory cocktail the bus has shaken for me. Allow it to stir in my lungs. It’s the scent of
life, a scene from the everyday. A sense of comfort in knowing that everything around
me that is happening will bring me no harm. The sound of peace. I am surrounded by
my kind: Alana’s people. It’s a good feeling, seeking the good in the good people of
Canada. Of the world.
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COLOURS, Aremu Adams Adebisi
Azure, aquamarine,
beige, bisque, black,
deep black, golden black,
blanched almond,
cornflowerblue, alice blue, cadet blue,
deep sky blue, dodgerblue, dark golden
rod, dark olive green,
dark orchid, dark salmon,
dark seagreen, dark slate
gray, dark
turquoise, khaki,
green, lawn green, forest
green, light sea green,
dark violet, firebrick,
ghost white, gainsboro, floral white,
gray, light gray,
dim gray,
red, Indian red, ivory,
lavender blush, linen, light green, lagenta, maroon, medium,
mint cream, mistyrose, moccasin, old
lace, orchid,
pale, pale violet,
pale violet red, peach, pink,
plum, papaya whip,
peach puff,
powder blue, purple, brown, rosy brown, saddle
brown, sandy brown,
royal blue, salmon,
seagreen, seashell, sie-22-

COLOURS, cont.
nna, snow, spring green,
tan, thistle, tomato,
violet, wheat,
white, white smoke,
yellow, yellow green,
purple, rebeccapurple,
coral, cyan, corn silk,
chocolate, chartreuse,
burlywood, gold,
hot pink, honeydew,
navajo, olive, olivedrab, orange, orange red,
soil brown, skinbrown, laughing shade,
crying hue, intense tint,
natural tincture, panchromatic,
monochromatic, colorimetric, colouration, discolouration,
stained, stripe, perspectives, introspective, retrospective,
thoughts, me, you...
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PULLING PETALS, Elfie
I love me
I love me not,
let me wither and
die in a flower pot.
I love me
I love me not
I love me, abandon
the negative thoughts.
I love me
I love me not,
forever going back
and forth, back andI love me
I love me not
I love my burial
blossoming plot.
I love me
I love me not
I love me, I love me
I love me a lot.
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TEXTURE #3, Fabio Sassi

Medium: Digitial Photo
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TEXTURE #4, Fabio Sassi

Medium: Digitial Photo
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WOMEN IN HATS, Steve Carr
Sitting on the edge of the cobalt-blue, satin-upholstered chaise lounge, Michelle
reached out her hand and with her long slender index finger tapped her cigarette,
dropping ashes on the intricately designed Persian rug. In front of her, on a Brazilian
teak coffee table, the solitary goldfish in a small bowl floated belly up in the dingy water. Michelle slipped the fingers of her other hand into her faux black pearl necklace
that hung to her waist and nervously twisted it.
“I’m no good at planning a funeral,” she said.
“Poor Connie,” Danielle said from the white leather high-back chair she was sitting in at the other side of the coffee table. She had a travel magazine in her lap, and
casually flipped through the pages. She slid the tip of her tongue around her fire engine
red lips, feeling their plastic-like smoothness. “It’s so hard thinking about her being in
the dirt. She was obsessive about everything being kept clean.”
“She’ll be in a coffin, not in a hole in the ground,” Michelle said. “Which reminds
me, ordering a coffin is one of the things I’m supposed to do. What was Connie’s favorite color?”
Danielle adjusted the lemon yellow Panama hat that sat askew atop her bobbed
blonde hair. Leaning forward and tapping the fish with the tip of her yellow, well-manicured fingernail, she said, “It was orange, I think.” The fish rolled over, then returned to
being belly-up.
“I can’t really be expected to ask for an orange casket, now can I?” Michelle said.
She twisted her pearls tightly around her middle finger, temporarily cutting off the
circulation. She took a drag from the cigarette and leaned her head back, blowing a
smoke ring toward the glass ceiling of the sun room. It went up about a foot, then dissipated. Returning her gaze back to Danielle, she said, “I can’t imagine why Connie had it
in her will that I be the one to coordinate her funeral.”
Danielle lifted her legs high enough to separate the skin just below the hem of
her yellow shorts from the hot, sticky leather of the chair. “I suppose it’s because you
know how to organize great luncheons,” she said.
“Putting out sandwiches on platters is nothing like putting someone in the
ground,” Michelle said.
***
Standing at the railing of the deck, Michelle spit out what was left of an ice cube
into the blue water of the swimming pool. It made a tiny splash. She poked her fingers
into the tall glass of sun tea she held in the other hand, and pushed the remaining ice
cubes around along with the lemon wedge. Hearing her mother entering the kitchen
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WOMEN IN HATS, cont.
on the other side of the sliding doors, she removed her fingers from the tea and turned
the glass upside down, pouring the contents into the pool. The splash was louder. She
watched as the light brown tea spread out like an amoeba on the water’s surface.
After coming to the doorway, her mother said, “I thought you had an appointment
with the funeral home.”
“I do,” she said. “But unless there’s going to be a rush on burials, I see no reason
to hurry.”
Her mother stepped out onto the deck. “They may not like to be kept waiting.”
“It’s selecting a casket and taking a look at where the service can be held we’re
talking about, not doing an emergency operation for a brain tumor,” Michelle said.
Her mother stepped up next to her and rested her hand on the sleeve of her white
silk blouse. “I understand your procrastination, dear. You haven’t had any time to grieve
Connie’s passing.”
“I did it in the taxi on the way to the hospital after I got the call she had died.” She
watched the lemon wedge as it went in a circle on the pool’s surface. “Death is so anticlimactic,” she said.
A strong breeze whipped the ferns in large green vases along the pool and ruffled the wide brim of Michelle’s light blue felt hat. She rested her hand on the top of
the hat’s crown to keep it down. The fragrance of blooming violet oleanders wafted
through the air. Feeling her Siamese cat rubbing against her leg, she reached down and
took it in her arms, and nuzzling the fur of its neck with her nose.
“The funeral is going to be a fiasco,” she said to her mother. “I’ll be laughed at by
everyone.”
“I think you’re missing the point of a funeral,” her mother said.
“What is the point?” Michelle said as she set the cat down and turned to go into
the house. “I don’t understand what I ever did to Connie for her to leave me in charge of
hers.”
“She was such a nice young woman,” her mother said. “Thirty-one is much too
young to die.”
“I’d remember her more fondly if I wasn’t the one who had to give her eulogy,”
Michelle said. “We were friends but I really knew little about her.”
“Go to her apartment before you go to the florist later,” her mother said. “You can
learn a great deal about a woman by going through the drawers where she keeps her
underthings.”
***
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Sitting back from the street with a long curved driveway in front of it, the large
brick funeral home was surrounded on three sides by lush well-trimmed grass and several weeping willows. Michelle stepped out of her car and stared at the stained glass
windows that lined the facade of the building. They were abstract, like colorful puzzles,
but looked religious. She tossed the butt of a cigarette into the grass, walked up to a
large wooden door and went in.
The air in the foyer was on the edge of being outright cold, and Michelle shivered
as goosebumps rose on her arms. The walls and plush carpeting were a deep red. Two
black leather chairs sat against one wall, and in front of an archway was an oak podium,
a large book opened on it. Michelle giggled nervously, thinking it looked like the entrance to a high-priced restaurant she had once been in. Somber instrumental elevator
music played softly from small speakers mounted in the corners just below the ceiling.
A woman with a pale complexion, contrasted by the pink rouge on her cheeks,
stepped into the archway from an adjoining room. “May I help you?” she asked.
“I’m Michelle Truex. I’ve come to make arrangements for my friend,” she said. “I
apologize for being late.”
“We had almost given you up . . .,” the woman started.
Michelle thought the woman was going to say “for dead.”
“ . . . as a no-show,” the woman finished. “I’m Miss Purcell. I’ll be glad to assist
you. Please follow me.”
Miss Purcell led Michelle into a room with a overstuffed floral sofa and two
matching chairs. A large walnut desk sat behind the sofa. Recessed lighting in the ceiling cast a soft glow over the room.
“Please have a seat,” Miss Purcell said as she went behind the desk and picked
up a notepad, and a three-ring binder with laminated sheets of paper sticking out of it.
“These are the different coffins you can choose from.”
Michelle sat in one of the chairs and looked around for an ashtray, and seeing
none, stuck her finger into the end of the long string of white pearls hanging from her
slender neck and anxiously twisted them.
Miss Purcell sat in the other chair and opened the notepad, took a gold pen from
the breast pocket of her two-piece gray suit, and gazed sympathetically at Michelle.
“This can be a very difficult time when a loved one is lost,” she said. “Before we talk
about selecting a casket or use of the viewing room and the chapel for the service,
would you like to tell me about the dearly departed?”
At that moment, Michelle’s nerves were so on edge, she did the only thing she
could do. She began to sob.
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***
“It was horrifying,” Michelle said as she unlocked the door to Connie’s apartment.
“I couldn’t stop bawling and all the time Miss Purcell thought I was having an attack of
grief.”
“What were you having?” Danielle said.
“An extreme case of nerves,” Michelle said. “If you hadn’t agreed to let me pick
you up to do the rest of this I’d be back home trying to convince my mother she needs
different furniture. Her house is a museum of mismatched furniture.”
“Why do you live there?” Danielle said.
“I haven’t had to pay for a thing or earn a single dollar since I left college six years
ago,” Michelle said. “My mother lives to dote on me.”
“I don’t think that’s anything to brag about at your age,” Danielle said.
Going into Connie’s living room, the two women stopped, then slowly turned
around scanning the room.
“Is it possible to overdose on color?” Michelle said.
“This is why I can’t watch The Wizard of Oz,” Danielle said. “I’m about to go into
cardiac arrest.”
“I haven’t been here in over a year,” Michelle said. “Do you think her brain tumor
had anything to do with this?”
“Heaven knows,” Danielle said, “but it’s beautiful in a frightening way.”
From the curtain rod between the open drapes, hundreds of prisms hanging by
thread cast shimmering rainbows of color all over the room. Large red Chinese lanterns with gold fringe hung in the corners. The walls had been painted a bright white,
covered with framed lithographs of sunny pastoral scenes. The sofa and chairs were
draped with multi-colored Mexican blankets. Different colored objets d’art were on the
tables and shelves.
“It’s like a paint factory exploded in here,” Michelle said. “No wonder she was always grouchy.”
“That, I believe, was because of having an inoperable tumor,” Danielle said.
Michelle walked into the bedroom and let out a loud gasp. Hundreds of hats of
every variety, style and color were hung on hooks on the walls. In the open closet, hat
boxes were stacked on the floor beneath Connie’s clothes and on the shelves above
them.
***
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A little bell tinkled as Michelle pushed the glass door of the florist shop open. She
looked above her head: the bell was in the shape of some kind of bird, and she rolled
her eyes at Danielle. The thick, sickeningly sweet fragrance of a hundred different flowers assailed her nostrils as she entered the shop. She removed her Versace sunglasses
and gazed around.
A teenager with a long brunette ponytail pulled through the back of a ball cap
came from behind the counter. “Can I help you?” she said with forced cheerfulness.
“I’m Michelle Truex. I have an appointment with Mr. Pratt,” she said.
The girl frowned. “Mr. Pratt thought you weren’t coming, so he went to run some
errands.”
“Now what am I going to do?” Michelle groaned.
“I know you’re here for funeral arrangements,” the girl said. “You’re welcome to
look around the shop and see if there’s anything you like.” Seeing the panicked look on
the women’s faces, she said, “You can always start with the departed’s favorite flower
or color.”
Michelle looked at Danielle. “Even after going through her apartment I have no
idea what she liked other than hats. How is that I knew Connie since we were sorority
sisters back at Wellesley and know so little about her?”
Danielle adjusted her neon green pillbox hat with a small fake bright yellow canary attached to it and looked around the shop. “We’ll look around for a few minutes.
Maybe an idea will come to you,” she said. She took Michelle by the elbow and led her
down an aisle of different colored carnations.
“How is it that going to her apartment and looking around didn’t give us any idea
what kind of flowers she might like to have at her funeral?” Danielle said.
“What in your apartment says what kind of flowers you want at your funeral?” Michelle
said.
“I have a vase of dead roses from that jerk Michael, if that would help,” Danielle
said.
“No, that was the kind of flowers he liked,” Michelle said. “All I really knew about
Connie was what she didn’t like. She never had a good word to say about anything,”
Michelle said.
Stopping at a table with large clear glass vases filled with long stemmed white
lilies sitting on it, Danielle said, “These are very funereal.”
***
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Walking past the viewing room where the lid of Connie’s coffin was raised, Michelle stopped and took a drag of her cigarette. The solid white coffin was covered
in notes written in magic markers by the forty-six women who had come to say a final goodbye to Connie. She squashed the cigarette in a water fountain and rinsed the
mark off the porcelain bowl, then tossed it into a wastebasket. Going into the chapel
adorned with large bouquets of lilies she walked down the middle aisle between rows
of pews and went behind the podium.
Looking at the women, each one wearing one of Connie’s hats, she unfolded a
piece of paper and began reading. “Connie loved hats,” she said.
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SELF-PORTRAIT AS STUNT DOUBLE FOR VIVIEN LEIGH FALLING
DOWN THE STAIRS IN GONE WITH THE WIND, Ashley Memory
“I was black and blue for a while. But I knew how to fall.” – Stuntwoman Addie Hash
Warp, speaking in 2005 at age 91.
You can spin the horn
even ride Roman style
What the hell’s wrong
with you taunts Mr. Fleming
ridiculous I know but
still I wobble on
that
third
step.
Gable coolly smokes a cigarette
Viv whispers you’re my favorite
because you’re little like me
and then there’s Hattie who
rags, hums Sooner or Later.
Thoughts whirl, collide and I’m back
in Grass County, Montana where
little brother Joe says I lie like
a suck-egg dog when I say
I’m not scared.
Then I’m sitting on the bitterroot
under the quizzical constellation
of Leo with the one-armed cowboy
who says if I go to Hollywood he won’t
be here when I come back.
Now there’s Mama
who says Buck up, girl
so I close my eyes,
let go, softly, softly,
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SELF-PORTRAIT AS STUNT DOUBLE FOR VIVIEN LEIGH
FALLING DOWN THE STAIRS IN GONE WITH THE WIND, cont.
and we roll Mason
jars full of cream down
Crazy Mountain
nothing breaks and
at the end there’s
butter, pure butter.
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ODE TO THE GODDESS OF LOST TOOLS, Ashley Memory
A minor deity, so inconsequential she
never had a name or a temple, yet
her powers rival those of Zeus and Hera.
She strikes where it hurts the most.
Naughtier than Pan, she snatches
not just any of your 7 drills but
the DeWalt 20-Volt Cordless,
leaving you bereft and idle.
She loves to purloin pipe cutters,
particularly the 1/2-inch size,
the one you need now, only to
hide it later in your Jetta.
When she dances in the moonlight
we know she wields Grandfather’s hammer
paint-spattered, hickory handle—
your proudest possession.
Is that rain or wind, we ask
on a summer night though
we know what we hear
is the echo of her laughter.
She can’t turn anything to gold
or make anyone immortal but
when she steals, she also befuddles,
thwarting recovery.
Look, you say, emerging from the basement,
the chisel long-forgotten. Your eyes gleam
and your hand spans a DVD. It’s Rita Hayworth
in The Lady from Shanghai.
#####
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NECESSARY EVIL, Samuel J Fox
“It takes courage to grow up and become who you really are.” – e.e. cummings
Most days I’m afraid of this thing growing in my chest,
a poinsettia pulsing outward, coursing
toward a destination where it will, some second, stop thriving.
I told myself I’d never grow up. Adulthood is a dismal office
of dandruff and chastisement to those below you.
I think now it’s because I love things with such small eyes.
Eventually, my mother will be scattered to the four winds.
Eventually, my father will be a wildflower field blemishing a blighted hillside.
Eventually, it will be my generation facing unknowable, undomesticated darkness.
Most days I’m more afraid of living than I am of dying:
it’s so easy to lie down forever than it is to stand up in an hour of need.
But this world is so full of hours, so filled with longing.
I’ve talked to my soul: it says it is time to be wounded by such things.
Courage is a limited resource and I’d rather sin
for things I believe in than stand idly, piously by as an observer.
Eventually, this world might go dark as a sunken ghost ship.
Eventually, someone might have to write a eulogy for mankind.
Eventually, someone might have to belligerently defy the orders of heaven & hell
to say we are not going quietly into the ether of nonexistence;
to say we are growing up into what it means to be mortal;
to say we were here – still are – and don’t intend to shed our own blood
without growing something to leave for others who come after.
I’m tired, yes, of watching this baffled world trip over its own shadows
and am willing, yes, to grow up if it means I reach down to lift it upright.
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JANE IN THE POOL SWIMMING, Jill Bergantz Carley
Full-tilt toward the center,
the sound she made as she breached
hibiscus petals from the bush in the garden hitting
the water, bitter tea, small stain.
You did not panic until you felt the bone the mangled skin and asked me
were you touching oak leaves?
Lobes and sinuses serrated and toothed dry-sharp in the heat the lump sum of your
experience:
truly, truly, you were not wrong.
If the deck still stands before the dozer comes
under the kitchen window where the screen door once slammed
where you waited for help
where we called:
The whole yard smelled like pennies
us, genuflecting in the wet stain.
When the hose will not do
when the brush is not enough
us, we will step into and out of each day right through that spot
barely a pause as the hinge whines behind us in plea.
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CONNECTION, Heather Cripps
It’s been three weeks since they broke up and, when Steven walks past Sylvie’s
house after his Friday shift at Sainsbury’s, he checks (as he always does) three things.
One, are the curtains open? Today, behind all three front windows, they are pulled
tight. Sylvie’s room is above the door, and Steven stops and looks up at the flowered
drapes, the same ones he used to twiddle in his fingers while he was lying on her bed,
watching her as she paced about her room shouting about something her housemate
Emma did.
Two, he checks if the lights are on. Sylvie does an evening Yoga Class at SimplyFit which starts at five and ends at six so she is usually home by seven, the same time
he clocks out at work. If the bedroom light is on, which it is today, the little warm bedside lamp she has by her bed that he would watch the dust dance in when she lay in his
arms, he assumes she is in the house.
Three, Steven checks if his phone still automatically connects to her wifi. It does,
as usual. The daily message from his mother pops up on his iPhone screen. Hey Kiddo,
just checking in to see if you’re okay. You know I am here if you need anything.
As he walks by, Steven thinks he hears the door unlatch. Behind him he sees a
slice of yellow light come from her front door. But when he turns the door is closed, and
no one is there.
When he gets home, Alisha is sitting eating cereal on their kitchen counter
amongst piles of dirty pots and pans. She looks at him and kicks her bare feet against
the cupboard. She’s wearing tracksuit bottoms, just like she was when he left this
morning. Her dark hair is wild and all over the place from napping.
“Hey,” she says, spooning sodden frosties into her mouth, milk dribbling down her
chin.
“Hey.” Steven kicks off his shoes, and hitches his backpack up on his back. “Alisha?”
“Yep.”
“Have you talked to Emily recently?”
“Emily Raven?”
“No. Emily, erm, Emily who lives with Sylvie.”
“I don’t know Emily who lives with Sylvie. I know Gail who knows Emma who lives
with Sylvie.”
“Right. Well. Have you talked to her?”
“Saw her in class the other day.”
“Did she say anything about Sylvie?”
“She didn’t say anything.”
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Steven turns to leave.
“Sorry,” Alisha says.
“It’s okay.”
He climbs the stairs, throws his name badge and his backpack on his bed. Glancing down the corridor, he hears Alisha downstairs slurping cereal, and crosses into her
bedroom. He checks—as he has done for the past two weeks since she went to the
doctor—whether her antidepressants have been touched. They haven’t.
Steven goes back to his room. He unlocks his phone, stares at the screen, refreshes his emails, considers messaging his Mum back, and then falls asleep in his
uniform.
It’s been five weeks since they broke up and, when Steven walks past Sylvie’s
house after his Friday shift at Sainsbury’s, he checks (as he always does) three things.
One, are the curtains open? Today they are. All of them. He doesn’t duck his head
though, because the lights are all off; the house is barren. He slows as he walks, taking the chance to look properly at the house without anyone noticing him. Through the
window, he can see the shadowy outline of the sofa and he can see himself in the big
mirror on the wall, his face like a moon in the sky of the lounge. He remembers the time
that he and Sylvie had gone to the park for a walk and it had started raining, so they’d
ran home and watched TV instead. He tries to picture himself, and Sylvie, sodden and
dripping on the sofa, and he smells the grass and rain on her wet hair, but he can’t see
it anymore. The memory keeps being replaced with this dark shadowy living room with
no one inside. He goes home. He reads the Facebook message from his mother on the
way.
Alisha is sitting on the floor in the middle of the kitchen when he gets there. The
washing machine is whirring and she is watching the clothes spin round and round.
She’s wearing a huge hoodie and is curled up in a ball with the hoodie pulled over her
legs.
“Hey.” Steven says.
Alisha jumps. “Hey. You scared me.”
“Did you not hear the door?”
“The washing machine is loud.”
“Yeah. First time you’ve used it isn’t it?” I say.
She smiles. “Shut up. I ran out of clothes.”
“No wonder.”
“How was work?”
“Fine. Alisha?”
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you?”

“Yeah?”
“Have you talked to Gail who knows Sylvie recently?”
She looks up at me and says, “Gail knows Emma. Who lives with Sylvie.”
“Well, do you know where they are?”
“What do you mean?”
“The whole house was dead.”
“Oh. Right. Yeah it’s Emily’s birthday. So they are probably out at that.”
“That makes sense.” Steven turns to go upstairs, turns back. “Did they not invite

“Yeah. I said no. I didn’t feel like it.”
“Okay.”
Steven goes upstairs, pausing at the door to Alisha’s room. The antidepressant
box has moved from where she’d left it on her dresser. He goes into his room, sits down
on his bed and takes out his phone.
Hi Mum, he types. He deletes it. Hey Mum. Sorry I haven’t written back to you. I am
doing fine. He deletes it, throws his phone on his bed and goes to sleep.
It’s been seven weeks since they broke up and, when Steven walks past Sylvie’s
house after his Friday shift at Sainsbury’s, he checks (as he always does) three things.
The curtains are drawn. The clocks went forward last weekend and the sun is only just
setting, so there are no lights on. The house is white, but bathed in the sunset, it looks
like the colour of the ice cream in cheap orange ice lollies. He can’t tell if anyone is in.
Steven takes out his phone. There is no message from his mother. He stops briefly, a little way past, refreshes the page. No connection. He stares at the screen and
refreshes. No connection. He clicks join and the password box comes up. The old one
was just numbers and letters, some capitals, the kind of password you need right in
front of you or you’d never remember it.
When he gets home, Alisha is on the sofa, staring at something on the TV. She’s
back in her tracksuit bottoms, and they have a stain on the knee. He leaves his shoes by
the door and sits down next to her.
“Hey.”
“Hey.”
“Alisha do you want to go out?” Stephen says.
“What?”
“Do you want to go out somewhere? For a walk. Or something.”
She looks at him for a while. “I don’t know.”
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“Come on. It will be good for you.”
“But Pointless is on.”
“It’s a rerun. Of yesterdays. You know that man with the weird moustache and his
pointy-faced wife will win.”
“I’d have to shower.”
“Me too.”
She pauses, then says “Okay.”
Steven lets Alisha shower first. When he has finished, she is waiting for him on
the sofa, laughing at the pointy-faced wife cheering because she just got a Pointless
answer. Alisha is wearing a white summer dress. The light is coming in from the window
and her hair looks kind of shinier than usual and Steven can see the dust moving in the
light above her head.
“Ready?” He says.
“I guess.”
They go outside. Alisha takes a deep breath and says “It smells good.”
“It rained. It’s been on and off all day.”
“Well, it smells really good.”
They stand outside the door for a while; Alisha’s hand is still on the handle from
when she pulled it closed.
“Where shall we go?” She asks.
“I don’t know. Let’s go that way.” He points the opposite way from town, the opposite way from Sainsbury’s, the opposite way from Sylvie’s house, towards the park.
“Okay.”
For a while they walk around the lake in the park. They don’t say anything. It begins to rain, and they have to shelter under a big tree with red leaves and Alisha presses
her hand against the bark and says “I like this tree.”
As the rain falls down around them, they talk about Sylvie, and the fact that the
Wi-Fi has gone. Alisha thinks that it’s possible they changed the password, or there is
only a certainly length of time it will continue to automatically connect. Steven thinks
about asking Alisha to ask her friend Gail to ask Emma if they got a new Wi-Fi box but
he doesn’t. Then Alisha says she understands that he is sad, and that she is sorry that
Sylvie broke up with him. She liked Sylvie, she really did, but think of all the things he
can do now, the people he can meet, the people he can date. If he wants.
Steven and Alisha have been friends since they were children; they were nextdoor neighbours and she would turn up at his doorstep every day after school for years
to play. They went to different schools, always, and in secondary school she stopped
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coming round and he didn’t know who she was with or whether she was just a couple of
walls away, doing homework at her desk. Alisha was always so full of everything, ideas
and hope, and when she got a car she started picking him up again and they’d go to
McDonald’s or climb Cleeve Hill in the summer. “I’m done with those people.” she’d say,
and Steven didn’t know who she was talking about.
The rain doesn’t stop, so they walk home in it. It flattens the curls out of Alisha’s
hair. When they get back to their street is still raining and there is no one about so they
walk up the middle of the road. Alisha holds her bare arms out, twisting them so her
palms face the sky and letting the drops of water get to the still-dry section of her skin.
Steven copies her, and the rain feels cold but he lets it dribble down his arms and into
the sleeves of his T shirt.
It’s been nine weeks since Steven and Sylvie broke up and, when Steven finishes his Friday shift at Sainsbury’s, he decides to go a different way home. There was an
alleyway that they’d found in the park, that leads directly to the road that he has to walk
down to get to Sainsbury’s, and he goes this way. In the park, he passes the tree that he
and Alisha crouched under from the rain.
The house is quiet when he gets home. The curtains are still open, letting the light
in. “Alisha?” he calls into the house, but she doesn’t answer.
Steven lies on the sofa and gets out his phone. It connects to their Wi-Fi when he
walked in the house and there is a message from his Mum.
Hey darling, just checking in. I understand that you are having a hard time but
please send me a message just so I know you are okay. Or call me. I love you. Mum. x
Steven types out a message saying he is okay, really he is, that it has been hard
but he’s okay. He says sorry for not messaging her back sooner. He mentions Alisha is
doing better too, because his mother sometimes asks.
He sends it, turns on the TV, and waits for Alisha to come home.
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SUN SOAKED PAVEMENT, Angie Hedman

Medium: Digitial Photo
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MULBERRY AND CHARLES, Angie Hedman

Medium: Digitial Photo
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LOVE, Jacob Ganser
The focus of the universe as we know it can be found in her eyes, for they are the doors
to every truth that I want to know. Through them I find the answers to all of Life’s questions without any exchange of such knowledge. Like the moon, we wait until its gaze is
wide open facing us, bathing us in its gentle light without blinding us to what we want
to see. The stars, the sky, and life beyond our vision. Look again at her and know that
you will not be able to explain the history of the world, but that in yourself, you will be
content in the peace that you have found simply by one glance at the most beautiful
thing you have ever seen.
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THE STRONGEST STUFF EVER, None of your damn business.
Do you remember all of that sun that I got the summer of 2013? I was bronzed
with it for almost a year and a half—my skin glowing, my face freckled.
Now that long summer has ended, and I finally understand the meaning of sunshine burning if you get too much.

A note: The final part of this ongoing series will be published in
Issue No. 5; parts 1 -3 can be found in Issues 1-3, respectively.
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EVERYTHING MUST GO, Thistle Dandelion
It’s summer
It comes as a shock somehow like
I know in the abstract that summer happens every year
But I’m always surprised to see the world come alive again
Like, I think I expected the world to still be here
I just didn’t expect me to still be here
Maybe I’ve laid enough flowers at my own headstone to have bought myself a little life
back
Maybe even Death likes to get flowers for no reason
Maybe she likes to get flowers for a good reason even more
But, flowers or no flowers, she wasn’t returning my calls
So I put up a closing sale on all of myself
Big-ass signs on every corner
Everything Must Go
But some things won’t leave
Some things you really can’t give away
So I carried them
I visited other people’s graveyards
I picked up their hauntings
And the ghosts followed me home
After all, ghosts recognize their own kind when they see it
Did you know that graveyards used to be gardens?
That once we made the resting places of the dead
The most beautiful parks for the living to play in
I’ve watched plants turned weed for living in inconvenient places
I’ve heard their flowers called wild for growing where they always grew
In 24 years, I’ve known enough weeds to bet that graveyards probably still want to be
parks
After all, I recognize my own kind
When I see them
I called Death and left my 39th voicemail in 2 months
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I called Death and her voicemail box was full
I called Death and she didn’t pick up the phone
But she met me at the street corner anyway
Death took my hands and said “let’s dance” and we never stopped dancing
That’s life
Here’s the secret
I don’t need to chase the bright
I am already made of shining
The cracks aren’t how the light gets in
They’re how the light gets out
See how I crackle when I move
How I fracture brilliantly at every joint and especially my jawbone
Especially my hands
Everything Must Go
And Everything always comes back
The trick is to change in the meantime
To make yourself a garden for the things you want to grow in you
I made Death a home in me, and she still lives here
But she isn’t the only thing that lives here anymore
My scars are healing over
So I have fresh skin for the new set
I am all crooked tree
I am all growing strange
I am all Lightning’s favourite place to strike
After all, even Lightning knows her own kind
When she sees me
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NOTES FROM THE EDITORS
Our little team is growing! With this issue, we welcome a new and incredible poetry
editor, Maya Montague. They are a two-time competitor in the College Unions Poetry
Slam Invitational and have self-published a chapbook titled Home is a Noun: An Exploration of People, Places, and Things. In fact, you can find some of their work in our
previous issues! We are incredibly excited to welcome them on board, and our humble
magazine will greatly benefit from their eye for poetics.
We truly cannot believe how much we have grown since launching only nine months
ago. Our online presence continues to expand, we receive a record-breaking amount
of work during each submissions period, and we continue to connect with incredibly
talented artists and writers from all over the world. As a team, we continue to focus on
community-building and highlighting shifts and changes from traditional publishing.
Without Turnpike, the four of us wouldn’t be able to cultivate such a warm and welcoming space for ourselves and - most importantly - for you, our lovely supporters.
Whether you are new to Turnpike or you have been with us since day one, you make this
all possible. We are grateful for the place you have allowed us in this ever-expanding
and ever-talented company of smaller presses - and we will never take this beautiful
opportunity for granted.
Please enjoy our fourth issue. Let its words and images give you a little hope, light,
guidance, or whatever you may need at this point in life. Know that a bits of us and our
contributors are scattered through its pages.
Natasha Chopra, Visual Art Editor & Co-Founder
Matthew Scott Swain, Poetry Editor & Co-Founder
Maya Montague, Poetry Editor
Paige Price, Prose Editor
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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.
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: www.turnpikemagazine.com
Or email us at: turnpikemagazine@gmail.com
Follow us @turnpikezine on: Twitter | Facebook | Instagram
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