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UNKNOWN GAS STATION, Abigail Johnson

Before the van pulls into the truck stop parking lot, he says: No one has ever loved anything innocent:
stand on wobbly legs and duck as push body through the double doors of the van:
walk
into the gas station: stand in line for the women’s restroom and, as soon as it is turn, shut the
door behind body, sit down on the white tile stained dirt brown, and push the heel of
hand
hard into
mouth to make sure no one hears the heaving:
pull out
phone and,
through blurry vision, look for 		
best friend’s phone number: press it, listen to her voicemail
beep back that she is unavailable: put the phone away:
stand. Brush a hand across the
back of 		
skirt to make sure there is no dirt:
walk back out to the van, pull 		
body back into the seat: As the van pulls out of the truck stop parking lot,
say, back straight: I
have a headache and would like to look out the window.
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AGAIN, LOVER, Samantha Harrison
again,
do you remember
the last time i tried to speak French? 		
lover,
							you’ve got twenty dollars.
							
let’s go spend it on wine and crackers.
again,
i speak too broadly.
i speak too much.
i speak the same kind of speech. 		
lover,
							i would swallow your tongue. i would
							
cough up one of my lungs. i would
							make love to you on Easter Sunday.
again,
let’s go to the store
and let’s buy twenty dollars’ worth of wine
to drown me with. drown you with. 		
lover,
							
eat your heart out. snuff my heart out.
							
beat my heart out. take my heart out
							for a change. we always stay in.
again,
you clap your hands and I
bow real low. good show.
good show! i’m real low! 				
lover,
							ask me about god. we’ll disagree. we’ll
							talk about our fathers. we’ll agree.
							well well well!
again,
you make me croon like Patsy Cline.
i hate you for that. hate you so much
i would still loathe you at night. 			
lover,
							adieu adieu, almost all vowels there,
							i say good-bye, again, there is language
							in this love. aeiou! adieu!
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HARRISON, Dave O’Leary
Every time I read on the sofa
I sit in the corner
next to the lamp and set
my coffee on an Arsenal
coaster on the end table.
I take a sip and open the book
and not more than a page in
Harrison jumps up
and comes to me
and pokes my arm
with his nose and then forehead.
He licks my hand
a couple times and then twists
his head left and right
to become upside
down kitty in both directions.
He continues nuzzling
purring prodding pawing
until I move my arm
and he settles in with both
front feet on my leg.
I adjust to reading
with one hand and petting
with the other as he tries
to rub his cheeks
on the corner of the book.
And to make sure the petting
is not interrupted
I must set the book
face down and open
while sipping coffee.
And in those moments
I try to remember
ever being unhappy
but I cannot.

-4-

THE WORLD IS A SYMPHONY
OF PINK-CHEEKED SISTERS, Morgan Russell
I started writing letters to her before I could write even semi-legibly. I’ve never
been able to tell those that I love that I love them. Words can never convey the ache of
adoration in my chest when I think of them, so I would scribble it in fat, cherry-scented
markers, and hope that they got the message. I always write her incredibly soppy letters. Most of the time I slipped them under her door while she slept, or propped them
up between the kitschy gifts I often picked up for her. The ones that proclaim “I love you
to the moon and back!” Or the time that I spent all of my money on spelling her name
out in photographs because she could never find a keychain that said “Callan.” I wanted her to know that even if her name wasn’t pressed into a keychain or a necklace that
the world sings a symphony of her name no matter where she is. I cannot tell my sister I
love her, but I write her letters in the hope that if she cuts the words out, places them in
a box, and pulls one out at random, she can get even the smallest glimpse of how much
I love her.
What is a sister? I think that if I read enough cheesy quotes about sisters, then
maybe one day, I will be able to slap words on a page in just the right order that the
world will know what I know. When I try to say it, even now, I just want to write her
name ad nauseam and hope that it’s conveyed. Callan Callan Callan Callan Callan. Do
you get it now? Callan Delaney Russell. That’s her.
My sister is a world that exists in a blissed-out version of sparklers at dusk. If
you close your eyes, maybe you can see it too. It’s summer. The air is heavy because
the humidity has been collecting all day. It’s going to rain. When I was eight, I thought
the clouds were these vats that collected water and when they got heavy enough, they
flipped and dumped water on us. So this moment exists before the storm, a fistful of
sparklers in my grandmother’s driveway, while she stands on her little porch with red
bricks at her feet. The lighter is in her hand because at eight I had burned my hand
while trying to light a candle. We ran around screaming and drawing pictures of light
that only we could interpret, my sister and I. She is the memory of homemade lemonade
popsicles. Some spilt on the table because her hands weren’t steady yet at six, but I
would clean it up before anyone got in trouble. One day her hands will be sure enough
that I would trust her to make an incision, opening me up so you could see the contents
of my heart. But back then, she had a popsicle in each hand and wild curls clinging to
sticky, pink cheeks. Somehow she still had a way of cutting me open.
There was this thing we used to do in my grandmother’s sandbox. We would get
on the swings and egg each other on, swinging higher and higher until we felt the thrill
of being so close to wrapping around the swing set. She was so fearless that when I
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THE WORLD IS A SYMPHONY
OF PINK-CHEEKED SISTERS, continued
cried out that I couldn’t stop, she would fling herself off the swing, crash-land on earth
and turn around and help me stop so I never had to fall. Once she overshot the sandbox and landed on the stone pathway, but she still turned around, bloodied hands and
bloodied knees to help me slow down.
Summers were my favorite because we would spend all day outside, breathing
in heavy, flower-scented air and run around until we were covered in dust. At the end
of the day, we would be dumped into my grandmother’s massive tub, filled to the brim
with bubbles, and we’d emerge feeling reborn. Whenever I remember those moments,
the conversations we had were surely not in English. My sister and I had our own convoluted language of inside jokes, huffs, rolled eyes, and exaggerated facial expressions. We’d be wrapped in pristine towels that were too big for us, and my grandmother
would always ask what we were giggling about. Nothing, we would say. She wouldn’t
have gotten it anyway. Besides, it was Saturday and we were allowed to stay up to
watch Saturday Night Live—we didn’t understand it but the thrill of staying up past bedtime was the only high we needed, laughing when my grandmother laughed like we
knew everything there was to know between the two of us.
When I think of Callan, I can close my eyes and exist in the absolute weightlessness of time when the sun catches dust motes in our dining room at the front of our
house. We would lie on the carpet, softer than in the den because it hadn’t been walked
on as much, and the sound of life would slowly be drowned out into a slow buzz. We
were there, listening so closely for the sunlight to talk to us. Our fat dog would waddle
in and flop down next to us; no words were exchanged but we would both scoot up to
lay our heads on his flank and watch the sunlight filter through the trees.
My sister is a primal cry. We scream with laughter until our bellies ache and we
can no longer stand. I say all of this because this is what I feel when I think of my sister.
I have a strangely episodic memory. I think in metaphors and if my sister is the kernel,
the truth of the person, then my memories of her are satellites orbiting her, defining
who she is to me. I look at her and she exists as a globular cluster, a bunched collection
of stars that orbit a galaxy as a satellite. They are made up of more stars than are in other clusters, much older than other stars. I have many clusters of memories, but the ones
surrounding my sister are drawn in by her own gravitational pull. I look at her and she
lights up my night sky. Her voice is a memory caught up in a blustery wind that whips my
hair around my face and I can feel the power of heat lightning in the air. If I think hard
enough, I’m drenched in summer rain and I’m running with her but nothing is chasing us.
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GLITTER, Chi Ilochi

Materials: Digital Photo
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THRUSH, William Bortz

find the dead and paint them lavender / everything can be / quiet and pretty / with the right
amount of / disbelief / they will call me stardust / as I am sprinkled above water / remove me from
my malice and / in contrast / I am remarkable / but not here / the gathered heads will wilt / and in
whatever silence is politely coaxed from the stirring afternoon / a thrush will flap / its
good wings / and recite my name
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MEDEA, Katie Hébert

Content Warning: Suicide and Self-Harm

Medea, the granddaughter of the Sun God, Helios,
Once cried out: “May a firebolt from heaven come shoot through my skull!”
The class chuckles as we discuss her desire to die,
And I wonder if I am overreacting.
I have not cut myself in three years.
I remember the summer of 12th grade buying so much fish oil and scar cream
So no one had to see the lightning storm that has erupted into my flesh.
I can feel the thunder of another one rising in my veins for the first time in so long
And I am sitting in class shaking
because I am not sure I will make it to my next one.
Medea is known for seeking revenge on her husband
After he leaves her for a Greek Princess of Corinth.
And in another class I am reading a Shakespearean sonnet about loving someone with
so many faults.
I am picturing myself as Medea, former princess of Colchis, having everything stripped
away from her, getting kicked off the throne,
Unroyal and desperate,
Loving people who leave me for all my faults,
Loving people despite all of theirs.
I should be writing a term paper,
But I am thinking about drafting a suicide note.
A girl at the library says that they basically are the same thing,
That finals week makes everyone want to die.
And when Medea wishes she can leave her life,
My class thinks she is just being dramatic.
We do not know about Medea’s death.
And my class does not care how she dies,
And I don’t know if anyone will care if I die,
And even in this poem I have lied about the last time I have hurt myself -Those trapped under rain-clouds will never be given the light of day.
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MEDEA, continued
Having light in her bloodline but consumed by darkness,
Medea asks, “What do I gain from being alive?”
And I wish I could give her an answer
but I am wondering the same thing.
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TEN DAYS WITH FLU, Diane Elayne Dees
I can lie down for only so long,
then I surrender to the call
of the tea kettle, the laundry,
the television. This is a free zone,
not unlike the one I stayed in
for months after the marriage
collapsed. I remember little
about those days of sleeping
on my office floor, zombie-walking
through my house, eating nothing
but raw vegetables. Then, I was weakened
by shock; now, it’s just a virus.
The result is the same. I give up thinking,
even feeling, in exchange for pain
and disability. I can’t go to work,
can’t make my deadlines, can’t buy
groceries, can’t go to the gym, can’t obsess
over my failures. I wonder, as I drink
my late afternoon coffee, if I’m so broken
that I’m due a reset. When health returns
to my body, will I be so overjoyed
that I allow it to return to the rest of me?
If I can remember how to put on makeup,
drive my car, and do chest presses, can I also
remember how to be alone, how to plan,
how to hope? I look out my bay window.
The sun has not set, yet all is dark.
I remind myself that the window is tinted,
that I must use what little strength
I have to choose a view from a different window.
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THEY SAID IT WASN’T SAFE, Roppotucha Greenberg
The water in the lake was black, even on sunny days, and there were devils. They
are different from fish: if the poison spreads, they can dive to the bottom and hide, or
they can wrap their belongings in bits of cloth and seaweed, dig into the earth and
move to a safer country. But on that day, they floated close to the surface, and Natasha
and I floated above them on big logs. There must have been a sawmill nearby, because
there was a hoard of logs just where the river entered the lake. We ferried the sun on
our backs across the dark water.
My dog’s head was like a seal’s; she panted and chewed on small fish. Natasha’s
log drifted beside me, and we talked slowly the way you do in water. Our bellies were
hidden by the warm logs, so to the devils we looked like tree creatures with splashing legs. They didn’t mind us. In June, they lure particles of light and gather them in old
cans. I let go of the log and dove in, and their gossiping was around me like echoes of
huge frogs, and, trapped in the seaweed below, were limp things that beckoned.
I pulled out the first shimmering one and called for Natasha to join me. We
dragged them onto the shore, leaving the dog, the devils, and the logs to their own
business. We lay them out: a few arms, three legs, other bits, all shivery, in what little
space was left beside the nettles. We crouched next to them, stripped the tinfoil off our
sandwiches, and waited for a small cloud to pass. The dog came sniffing and we patted
her and threw her a stick to get her go back into the lake.
“What do you think they are?” My hands were all muddy from that stick and I
wiped them on the towel.
“Might be men,” she said “they’re big.”
If it was someone else, they’d giggle, and make some joke about my future husband, but Natasha just tossed the last of her crumbs into the water for the waiting fish.
Mayflies came and hovered above the limbs. And I said: “Shall we try for eyes?”
Eyes are hard. They dig themselves into the sand underneath or float mid-lake in
an air bubble, but if you try to touch them, they daxrt off. Natasha said she’d stay put.
There was that cloud again. The cold water was after me. Every step was a shiver. First
the rocks, then the slurpy ooze. I slipped, fell head-first, swallowed the dark water, and
there they were: frog-green, laughing, and beyond the laughter, my whole bag of sadness, and beyond my sadness, a white-washed room. I splashed after them, ran, dove
in again, shouted. Next thing, I was sprawled on my back in the mud, my dog was barking, Natasha was laughing on the shore, and the eyes were long gone.
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THEY SAID IT WASN’T SAFE, continued
It got a bit cold, and the clouds were coming in, and they’d be worried we got kidnapped or something, so I put the heavy limbs back into the water where they wriggled
with a forgotten kind of life and swam away.
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THE CENTRE OF EVERYTHING, A. A. Parr
how the lake rises and sways,
ripples with excitement, then
lies down suddenly,
as two parts not more different than
the things you said once
while picking blueberries
between the sheds
and how the centre of
every thing I say
is tired love
and I’m sorry you don’t feel that way
but it doesn’t change a thing
for me, to say these things to you
when I can drift
out to the edge of where
the Chippewa River
flows into the lake,
where the water deepens
and cools as my oar
slips down beneath the darkness
your breath still in my ear
my heart still in my chest
as though we were sleeping
in the midst of those white sheets
of your bed
so pure and invigorating
the edge of the lake is
when I dive under
the currents slipping themselves
around me, through my fingers
who never thought to grasp
when we were children, we told fables
of the great people who came before us
giant trees taking their shapes by the wind
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THE CENTRE OF EVERYTHING, continued
at the top of that mountain across the bay
and you and I, mermaids diving into the
crashing whitecaps, our skin tanned and young,
our stories not turned into fables just yet
I’m tired, love
I want to lie down across
the flat expanse of lake
just on the other side of
where the wind meets the waves
where no anchor would catch
where you asked me to wait
in the boat while you
jumped right in without asking
if I wanted to stay
what trees will speak for me?
what mythologies will you write
across my skin
while I am sleeping in the sand,
days drifting past us as
the ones we forgot were ours
when we were young
before you didn’t know,
before I thought I might
the berries weren’t ready yet,
still pink where they ought to be blue,
still burgeoning when
I ought to be thinking
of someone
other than you
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MY FAVORITE CONFESSION, Danielle Rose
for Jennifer Vaknine
was that you sprayed poetry from a can in the middle of the night
on a wall & i felt encouraged like looking at rainbows
or sorting myself into these small piles because poetry in the dark
reminds me of small piles & licentious thunderstorms
chasing themselves like i chase desire because in the dark all desires
are hidden like carbon dioxide & lost balloons these things
that under a gibbous moon become poetry written on a fire escape
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EMULATION, Elle Danbury

Materials: Digital Photo
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FLOURISH, Elle Danbury

Materials: Digital Photo
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DÉANAIM DEARMAD AR MO
THEAGHLACH AGUS CUIMHIN LIOM, Cat Garrett
The Irish word for queer is “scuaine” / translate that back to English and you get Queue / Queer
is Scuaine is Queue which is just another word for waiting / weigh the words against each other
and / patience becomes patient / like dying woman walks into an ER gets told to wait in line /
There is no option for audio on irish google translate / which wouldn’t be a problem if the
language didn’t skip a generation / didn’t come looking for me after it got tired of waiting / my
heritage and I watch each other from the fringes of our vision / identity waits in the wings unable
to leave and / history sleeps with memory / memory, by history / heavy silence sits in my mouth
because I can’t talk back to the ghosts who haunt / my silent identity / mouth open no sound
comes out / two generations later and my ancestors don’t know what to call me / and so, I wait /
Agus Mar Sin Fanfaidh me / translated back to English and you get / stay instead of wait / call
this / dis-orientation / Bean ghear / Queer woman / back to English sharp lady / I am the only
Queer person in my family that I know of / but the women I love and look like have always had
knives for teeth / that must count for something / I can feel the strangeness / like / gan baint- not
belonging / back to English and you get / “without touching” / but that is not to say I do not
reach.
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ABOUT THAT SUMMER, Rachel Haywood
Paper-thin flower petals fell like snow in the stony cactus garden the summer my
brother and I went to stay with my grandparents. Summers in Phoenix were my favorite.
They didn’t happen often enough, but it was always just the two of us kids. The wind
blew like a hair dryer, hot, always on high.
My grandparents were old, but they maintained the ranch every day. Grandpa’s
hands tired easily so my brother Derek and I helped feed and wash the horses. He still
gave riding lessons on the weekends. I loved him for that. We wrestled the chickens
out of the coop while Grandma Jane collected the daily eggs, which gets harder for her
every year. Her back surgery didn’t really fix much the last time we were there. I loved
the fresh food in the farmhouse, truly a farm to table lifestyle.
Not a day went by that summer that I wondered when we would be traveling
back home to Indiana. Bright, hot days bled into one another like watercolor paints. We
slipped, dripping wet into the kitchen every morning from our dip in the nearby Fossil
Creek. Grandma Jane replaced her good chairs with gray folding ones where we sat for
our meals, ratty old beach towels draped over the tops. Nights under clear desert skies
revealed an entire world of twinkling stars that I had not known here.
I stare outside now, watching fast gray cars zip by a coffee shop window, spewing brown snow slush onto the tattered sidewalk. It’s too noisy here.
***
My brother and I try to make every summer we go to Arizona one to remember.
Our mother always calls us home, ruining the fairytale ending. Grandpa drops a crispy,
puckered paper, addressed to us, onto the table with a thick thwack along with the
folded-up newspaper while we all eat our breakfast. The unmistakable curly but shaky,
letters of my mother’s handwriting smudge on the front of the envelope from what I
know is a spilled glass of late night Riesling. Uh-oh.
“We’ve got to talk about these letters,” he said in a low voice. He fixes a cup of
coffee over the farm sink without saying much else. Grandma Jane whisks it off the table. “It’s the third one this month,” he sighs. I glance at the calendar; it’s only June 20th.
“Gerald. Not at the breakfast table.” Grandma scolds, her voice clipped. “Later,
after Millie and Derek have gone out to play.” She hands Grandpa a stuffed breakfast
burrito wrapped in a paper towel, hot and spicy, just like he likes it. She plants a wet
lipstick kiss on his weathered, fallen cheek.
***
After the breakfast table is cleared, plates of syrup and bits of pancake drip into
the farm sink. Grandma goes out back to feed the goats. Grandpa scuffs his chair. He
grunts.
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ABOUT THAT SUMMER, continued
I look at Derek, still nervously scrambling his mashed-up egg yolk, drawing abstractions in the syrup. We’re alone together for the first time. “Millie, we’re going back
home again.” His head hangs.
“What?” I question. “How—”
“She’s trying to keep us from coming here.” He looks at me, his face cold for once.
“Why else would she write this often? We all should have known this was coming.
Grandma and Grandpa can’t be our legal guardians forever. Temporary parental rights.”
He raises his eyebrows at me. Yeah, I get it. Derek’s fork hits the plate with a clang and
he’s done shuffling. One more plate of sloppy eggs and syrup tumbles into the sink.
In the back of my mind I know he is right, I just don’t want to believe it. Derek
leaves the kitchen fast enough to let the screen door slam behind him. I hear his tomahawk sink into the nearby desert willow tree with a thud and some kind of chattering
noise. Woodchips clink against the chain-link fence. Out of the window, I see Grandma, pinching the corners of her apron of chicken eggs in a fistful of fingers, grab Derek
by the ear before he whips around with a rock squirrel dangling between his fingers.
She lets go and I swear I see her smile. Maybe she’ll fight for us this time.
I glance at the envelope on the counter near the landline. The envelope dried like
a mosaic—splotches of black ink spreading through the paper like a spider web.
I toss the letter in the trash without reading it.
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MORNING’S GLORY, Rachel Haywood
We blinked,
my sister and I
		
and it was gone. The
hummingbird was gone.
Then, it came back.
In a flash like lightning
		
the hummingbird perched
on the sweet Mock Orange bush outside
our kitchen window,
			resting its wings
that flapped two hundred times
per second.
No larger than a deck of cards,
the hummingbird zoomed,
		
we blinked and it
careened around a petal corner,
		
poking the window with its
pointed beak. I lost count of hundreds of bright blue
iridescent feathered scales
			in the sunlight.
The tiny bird sucked on a flower as if it
		
hadn’t seen food in a week—a starving
little body.
We blinked
and the bird moved so fast
its body blurred into the
		
petals of its perch.
I watched
its chest rise and fall, a little
needle-like tongue bobbed in
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MORNING’S GLORY, continued
		
and out of its mouth.
It looked at me, beady black pearl eyes,
a head tilt. I put my hand against
the glass of the window
		
and the bird hovered before
speeding away like the blink of my tears.
Was that really a hummingbird or a pesky eyelash
		
I just saw?
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ANNIVERSARIES, April Frances Federico
Funny when you start to think about—
and I blame it on Mercury’s retrograding—
the anniversaries
I no longer wish to celebrate.
And I blame it on Mercury’s retrograding—
people and events of our past just come again.
I no longer wish to celebrate
the ten days I couldn’t even go outside.
People and events of our pasts just come again-to play, to laugh, to rejoice in making our lives utterly miserable.
The ten days I couldn’t even go outside
can’t even compare to those who became cancer-free.
To play, to laugh, to rejoice in making our lives utterly miserable
is, unfortunately, what we live for but they
can’t even compare to those who became cancer free
on this-time-last-year, or whatever
Is, unfortunately, what we live for but they
can’t take away the happiness in the joy I got to know my best friend
on this time-last-year-whatever.
Funny when it sometimes doesn’t even phase you, anymore— but it
Can’t take away the happiness in the joy I got to know my best friend
that sizzling summer day in July in Gettysburg.
Funny when it sometimes doesn’t even phase you anymore—but it
still somewhat haunts me.
That sizzling summer day in July in Gettysburg,
also where the story of us began; it
still somewhat haunts me—
just like high school.
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ANNIVERSARIES continued
Also where the story of us began; it
was also the deterioration.
Just like high school,
I’ve graduated beyond that, at this point in time.
Was also the deterioration
the beginning of the crumbling of my sanity?
I’ve graduated beyond that, at this point in time,
as the anniversaries of everything come and go once a year.
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THE BREAD OF LIFE LEFT ME HUNGRY, Kelsey May
Maybe the problem was the flesh, how my body
was physical “made for spiritual purposes.” Or perhaps
I hungered for something “this earth wasn’t meant
to satisfy.” Either way, the fact is I starved myself.
Then stuffed myself. Then worked out. Then weighed
myself. Physically speaking, of course. I tried
the finger down your throat tactic and failed.
Wasn’t trying to embrace discomfort, just wanted
to feel more comfortable in my skin. AKA wanted my skin
to kiss my bones. Eventually, I swiveled, though
I didn’t church myself out of the disorder hole I’d dug.
I climbed a slow ladder built of affirmations, cognitive
restructuring, and truths I held to be self-evidence.
Replaced hunger with hugs. Knew I’d escaped
on my own strength. Marveled that my flesh
was saved by my own spirit.
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SOFT BODY ARRANGED IN
A RIGHTEOUS FASHION, Milka Kiriaku
9
A gaggle of self-important nine year olds stuck in the confines of Gifted English went
through their weekly list of vocabulary. In the sticky Georgia heat, they listed off words
and their definitions, one by one, the syllables bumping against each other across uneven teeth. The lazy recitation waned into the white clock face, waiting until the sweet,
sweet hour of freedom. 3:30. Thirty more minutes until the words were soon, and
rightfully, forgotten. The air was alight with the giddy, yellow excitement of these final
school weeks. The memory of the school year was already faint, fleeting.
As a testament to my selective memory and emotional hoarding, I do not remember a
single word from that list except for one. Zaftig. It’s a word of Yiddish origin, meaning
“a woman who is full-figured.” Or more specifically, as my jaded fourth-grade English
teacher phrased it, “pleasantly plump.” Zaftig. Pleasantly plump. It makes sense that I
would hold onto such a word, even after the steady passage of time and maturity. As I
sat in that classroom, buried in my threadbare, oversized, maroon sweatshirt shaped
to hide the nascent form of a fat kid’s prepubescent and uncertain body, I imagined the
kind of woman who would call herself zaftig. She would be a happy woman, probably
a good and prolific cook (a skill which would serve to make sense of her large existence.) She would have many round and plump babies who would eventually run their
way into an athleticism, distance themselves from maternal fatness, but never let their
own memories erase the tenderness of her embrace. Zaftig. I imagined her as viscerally
entwined with her own culture, chosen as a cornerstone of communal abundance, the
only symbolic element of fat womanhood that dripped with nobility, purpose.
I was, of course, not this woman. I sported maroon, high fantasy-chic, thin-rail glasses to match the lumpy sweater. The weekly cycle of jeans began and ended with a
scratchy pair of bootcut, black pants that I rolled into an unassuming, and deeply unflattering capri. I wore converse that I intentionally scuffed and dirtied on the pavement
because they never looked cool when they were pristine and new. I made myself feel
sufficient in my clothing. Was it pretty? No. But it did not have to be. I was a smart kid.
I couldn’t do math, but I could read, I could feel. Novels made me cry and my friends
made me laugh and my teachers always seemed to like me enough. I was sufficient.
I did not realize the apologies that I stuffed into the folds of my sweater. The tender and
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shameful sorries that I hid under layers of cotton and polyester. The embarrassment
when anyone would look too long at my frame. How dare I force them to see the ways
I shove myself in the tube of my own skin, a fat sausage girl with buck teeth and round
fingers. With each tug at the bottom of my shirt to make sure no one saw the dip of my
belly, with each long sleeve that covered the tapestry of new stretch marks, I whispered sorry. Sorry you have to experience me Sorry you have to see me Sorry.
I carried these apologies in my hands, in my face, in my voice for years. I channeled the
unfortunate circumstance of my heaviness into my attitude. Pleasantly plump. Pleasant.
Smile comfortingly when they look at you so they know where to cut first. Speak clearly,
confidently, smartly. I learned quickly to laugh with other women and girls when talked
about their community-organized starving sessions, speaking of their own bodies as
inconveniences. I learned to talk about the fat on my bones like a glue-like phlegm that
“just wouldn’t budge.” I did not know how else to speak of myself. The woman in my
memory, zaftig, was a caricature. She was not real, nor would she understand the ways
I dreamt of pulling my stomach and cutting into it deeply, cutting it away from myself.
——————————————————————————————————————————————–
18
I remember the first time I laid against a partner; the room dark to hide the rolling plain
of our bodies. He dipped his fingertips in the curve of the space where my thigh met
my hip. “I like this,” he whispered. This meaning how it all melted into each other, this
meaning the places on my body where hands and lips could find purchase. My heart
hitched in my throat. As we drifted to sleep, the phantom pressure of his hand pressed
deep into my skin, I planned how I would leave his house as soon as dawn struck.
I would, of course, call him again. Open myself again. Being desired is an addictive and
ugly thing. But to be treated tenderly, with hands that know the weight of your thighs,
eyes that do not look away when you wear your love for them so openly across the
roundness of your face. To know that, to feel that, is to feel the realness of your heart,
the warmth of your very living body. I hate that men can give this to me, even when they
are unworthy, even when they are cruel. I hate that I cannot give this to myself.
——————————————————————————————————————————————–
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19
I’ve caught myself as a woman obsessed. Obsessed with the running of my fingers
across the jagged lines spread flat against my belly. My ribs can only be felt when you
gently, persistently, press into the soft, malleable skin, the brownness of several generations pooling at the bottom of my spine. Seeping with the rich history of this body.
I feel the metal of the button on my old jeans bite deeply into the fat above my belly
button. Stare at the denim stitching stretch against the expanse of my legs. This body is
unrepentant, straining, aware.
We eat these reflective parts of ourselves. The cold seeping and puncturing our lungs;
we delve deep into the pain of being wanted. Loved as they told us to be loved. But if
we release, refuse the bite and the cut of the knife, who are we? What are we then but
the gnawing husk of our mother’s, our grandmother’s failures?
We know that, inevitably, we will fail. We will bargain our happiness and our lives on
the whims of men who will never, not ever, love us. We will eat at the tables we set despite our tears blinding us, thickened with maize flour and salt. We will raise children,
girl children, who we will integrate into the cult of self-immolation. And as she burns,
falls into the rot and dysfunction and isolation of womanhood, we ask ourselves again
and again.
When did we begin to want the things we do? Who gave us this knowledge, seal broken and soft insides scooped out, consumed? We bleed, hot and red, across the pavement.
How cruel it is to sell this to us as freedom, as liberation. How cruel it is to see our bent
forms, emaciated chest cavities gaping open, and dig into us with that horrific avarice.
How cruel it is to refuse threading of the needle, the suturing of the wound.
When did we begin want this? When did we begin want this at all?
——————————————————————————————————————————————–
20
I struggle to believe that this belongs to me. I drink most nights and wish I were free.
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Lipstick on the back of my hand running bloody like an open sore. I am beautiful when
I say no. I am beginning to think that I can sew these brittle pieces into something resembling a healing. Soft body arranged in a riotous fashion.
——————————————————————————————————————–
22
We are stunted and painfully awkward. I try to hide the relief when you reach for the
light switch, flooding the room with a comfortable blackness. And perhaps it is the
headiness of mint liquor from the punk show, or the beat of Kreuzberg, but in the soft
recess of your small corner room, in the furrows of a gray and blue apartment complex,
I swear that you’re the most beautiful person I have ever seen.
My eyes adjust to the darkness, and the glow of the streets below illuminate the curvature of skin. You’ve put yellow marigolds in a tin can and placed them by the window.
What are we celebrating in these little annotations if not our curious and relentless
habit of being?
Chromatic and warm lights behind the eyes. It matters very little what I do when I am
pressed against you like this. And when you rest the rough-hewn hands of a person
who works too often against my frame, when you breathe heavy and vulnerable, I am
alight. Is it because you are, if only for a moment, weak? This is why women have lived
like this for generations- waiting for the brief and tender second when she loves with
her throat exposed, mouth agape and ready for gutting.
It’s over as quickly as we come down, the fresh magic dissolved into the heat of the
night. It should feel shameful, but the sheen of sweat reminds me to stretch into my
skin a bit more.
There should be that eternal burden of the girl, the bleeding of a lived-in body. But it
is not there; instead, we share the most gentle laughter that we have had in months. I
am embracing the unknown hollow of this feeling, and remind myself that we both hold
this.

A consciousness lazily but persistently rounding the edged glass of a death, a release-
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recuperating in the spaces where we are no longer categorical, no longer fragmented.
Where the necessary condition for our justification is not the deftness of our performance. Body neutralized into the heat of a natural and bearable light.
O
The streetlight streaks white-yellow into the room. I can smell the hot oil of the french
fries in the Döner shop across the way. I count the number of times your leg grazes
mine as you fall into welcomed sleep. I relearn the art of holding. The various ways of
grasping something that is not my own. Lightly so as to not possess, but steadily so as
to heal, to understand.
I know it is not freedom that I see when you look at me, but for once, I am laid flat
against a semblance of humanity. I am not sucked in, pressed back, holding pose,
holding gut, stretching out neck, and wondering if it is enough. I am not outside of my
body, pinching and pressing and figuring out the ways I can make you want to look at
me. You want to look at me. And I want to look at you. In this way we witness each other. I am lucid, waiting, awake. I understand the weight of each breath I take.
In a few hours, we drink coffee and try not to smile at each other in that coy way that
asks for more information, more knowledge of the other. You ask if I need directions to
the train, and I say I do not, but thank you. Your eyes no longer contain that once-familiar alacrity, and the silence is still with the thoughts of the night previous. We are no
longer disjointed by the alcohol, almost too aware of one another to find comfort. And
yet, I find myself hesitating to leave. As I step from the train and onto the platform,
up the gum-and-paper splattered steps into the solid and sure pulse of the morning, I
am aware of how I trust myself.
A body is a strange and wrought place to feel like an imposter, but I slowly unfurl, and
allow myself to sink into the sureness of my existence.
O
Tonight, the apartment is silent. I’ve unpacked, the proof of my escapade haphazardly
strewn across my bedroom floor. She isn’t here with me but the thought of it runs over
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and over in my mind, crackled 35mm film of heat and tongue and laughter.
Tonight, I can take a bath of lavender and eat small oranges.
I can burn a thick and white candle. Think of everybody. Think of somebody.
I am standing on the linoleum of this bathroom, alive. I am alive and this is what I am
doing.
The clothes are folded neatly and placed on the closed seat of the toilet. I refuse to
look at my reflection. I like to keep my bath water hot so that I can’t slip into the tub too
quickly. I put one foot, slowly, through the water until I can feel the smooth bottom of
the tub with my feet. I repeat with the other, feel the searing of this tiny body of water;
bend and grasp the porcelain sides of the tub and sink gently, ever so gently, into the
heat. The water is nearly unbearable; the body accustoms- comfort and numbness of
the nerves under my reddening skin. I sink until the water covers my stomach, chest,
neck. I see the dark planes of my knees rise above the cloudy soap like hills. The droplets run down their curve, racing to the base of my hips. Sky dense with wanting, perspiration collects on my upper lip and my skin crinkles with the current of water. The
rain permeates what muted and still silence that rests in this home. The rumble of thunder that commands me to remain small. I can’t help sinking further, my lower face dipping into the shallow tub.
It is a small and merciful baptism.
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[BLURRED], Marie Fields
The way I flick my tongue
Got you excited
Just another house party
Where the liquor’s
Barely bottom shelf
And the people are all
Barely adults
You’re making some of them
Jealous now
The way you’re propositioning
Me
No nonsense
I know I shine best
With vodka in my belly
And mischief in my eyes
Carefully crafted
Danger
Thrills
A siren song
You must obey
No shame
In giving me
What
I want
Desire
Looks good on you.
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MIGRATION, Pitambar Naik
Manisha used to be mother’s all-weathered companion
even if she had a bad term health wise
she’d go to the field while saplings were being sowed
Madhab would drop brother to school even if he had a bad cold
or his 9-months pregnant wife needed his hugs and caresses
Bheema would water the plants in the kitchen garden
John would come to father on a daily basis to share a smoke
Panchanan never forgot to graze the cattle
however that particular year was so fateful
which chocked all the sacrosanct eternal festivities
of soft human relations and the beauty of brotherhood
almost everything turned into charcoal black in a deadly drought
as a child I saw all the dreams of people dry
and eluding their fate; they broke like helium particles
like the ribs of the village pond gasping in the peak of May
like the stubbles of a long harvested field
like the skeleton and misfortune of war
all—Manisha, Madhab, Bheema, John and Panchanan left the village
to purchase oxygen and breathe in a distant land.
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FLUID 007, Olya Tra

Materials: Acrylic Paint & Resin
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FLUID 010, Olya Tra

Materials: Acrylic Paint & Resin
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DESIRING THE OLD,
IN WITH THE NEW, Neha Maqsood
novelty, old karachi was the desire
				young, charming, free
she is aging now
				hunched back, silver tendrils of hair
karachi, you are difficult to fall in love with because you are too many
				things at once: rickshaw noises, motorbike silencers
bargaining fruit men, aunties cackling, pure unrelenting noise that makes
				silence deafening. karachi, you are tricky
to define. extremely esoteric for complete comprehension.
				us inhabitants requite through painting your walls
with the colours of blood, sweat & tears. dancing to old Bollywood when you decide to
				let it pour or calligraphically construct
messages at the back of buses. we colour you, rejoice with you, cleanse you
				our undying love, our lust, our attempt at understanding your
intricacies. we compose songs, pen lyrically beautiful haikus exclaiming our feeble attempts
				to win you over.
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sweeping declarations are not our forte.

HOMELAND, Katherine Mezzacappa
“They trampled on a photograph of my mother in the camp.”
“Where is your mother now?”
“In Rome still, so far as I know.”
“Does she know you’ve escaped?”
“She’s not been told by me. I haven’t even tried to contact her.”
“Don’t,” said Švarc. “Better for her that way.” He rummaged in the bag, shining the
torch within the canvas so that no light would be visible through the planks of which the
hut was made, and eventually pulled out a buff envelope. He and Buzzi were speaking
German, the only language they had in common.
“They killed mine,” added Švarc, in a conversational tone. “They were looking for
me and she wouldn’t tell them. I heard the shot and the thud as she hit the floor. She
wasn’t five metres away. I could smell that shot. I had to stuff my knuckles between my
teeth and bite down hard to stop myself from crying out, for if I had done, she’d have
died for nothing. Here, I got you your papers. Put them inside your bag and use the
torch the way I did.”
“But there’s no-one here.” He felt Švarc’s silent disapproval.
“Snow muffles everything. They could be upon us and we’d only hear the crunching of their feet at the last minute.”
Buzzi stared at his photograph but didn’t recognise himself immediately. He’d not
understood why the photographer had been so insistent about how high he held his
head or why he had made him contort his face “to make his lip longer.” And he’d assumed the shortness of the haircut they had given him had something to do with fear of
headlice. But now he knew; the face that stared back at him was a Slav’s.
“How do I pronounce my name?”
“Vat Slav Boo Chick,” said Švarc. Buzzi looked again at the stranger’s photograph. Vaclav Bučik, born Ostrava, 1917. Boilerman. That last bit was true, anyway. It
was a job he’d always liked, because he could for the most part be on his own.
“The emphasis is on the O. Ostrava.”
Thank heavens he told me that. I’d have got it wrong. As though he had read his
thoughts Švarc said: “You’re going to have to learn this language perfectly, within six
months if you’re lucky enough to live that long. Ostrava is where you are going. I will
leave you on the border and you must follow my instructions without deviation. You
must say exactly what I tell you to say to exactly who I tell you to say it to. And in time
they will want something from you for the trouble and risk they have gone to in sheltering you. If you don’t do what they want, they will have to silence you, because you’ll
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already know too much.”
“Teach me as we go, then.”
“All right, but I won’t be the best teacher. I am a German speaker. My name
should be spelled S-c-h-w-a-r-t-z. So between here and the crest of that mountain
all you’ll learn from me is the alphabet.”
Buzzi wondered not if he would ever learn Czech, for he had had to learn German to survive this far, better than a university professor could speak it, he told himself,
for all he’d left school aged twelve. Czech was a language to his ear murmured, not
spoken out loud. It was secretive, gentle, the rippling of a harp, not the blare of a trumpet, silver-grey to his ear, with none of the red and gold dash of Italian. In speaking it,
the muscles of his face would change. He would no longer look Italian, and in time he
would not think as one. He had already been told that he had been picked out especially for his lighter hair and grey eyes, for “too many of you look like Gypsies.”
“We cross at the highest point,” said Švarc. “We are lucky it has stopped snowing.”
“Won’t there be guards?”
“Not now. No need. They are everywhere, so the borders have been swept away.
But we know them, for afterwards.”
Afterwards?
The ascent was not direct – the mountainside was too steep. The cluster of buildings
at the summit, once a belvedere for hikers in happier times and now a wreck of broken
teeth in the moonlight, seemed no closer though there was no let-up in the rhythmic
crunch of their boots nor of the pain in their calves – sometimes the buildings swerved
out of view, as though trying to hide from them. And then suddenly the two men were
almost upon them: it seemed to Buzzi in his fatigue and bewilderment that the crumbling walls were advancing down to meet them, hunched mountain giants who had
tired of their game.
Pale dawn was breaking, and with it Buzzi felt a terrible need to sleep. “A bit
further,” commanded Švarc. He stopped in a flat clearing, standing on a pile of rubble,
buffeted by the wind, and pointed. Buzzi could now make out the lines of his face, grey
with fatigue.
“I have never been so high up!” marvelled Buzzi aloud. The mountain ridge
stretched away to either side as far as he could see. Below him were foothills that he
felt he could step out into the air and float down to. He made out a black tangle where
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distant roads met – a town. The wind lifted up to him the tolling of a church bell, but
indistinctly; he could not count the number of chimes.
“There’s some bread in here,” he heard Švarc say, dropping his canvas bag onto
the rubble. Buzzi didn’t answer, for he was trying to work out his route to the town
following the instructions he had been given and which he had carefully repeated: the
street he was to look for, the man at whose door he must knock, the time at which he
must do so.
He turned round to speak to Švarc, to ask some final confirmation. He was alone.
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THE END OF THE NIGHT, Scott Laudati
I remember some good years.
The old pilings of
the Baltimore pier
that swayed under the crowd while
we watched our favorite band.
And when I told her
I didn’t love her
for the third time
she threw their record at me
and it hurt
but we laughed
until
I decided to break her heart again.
There was the year
I ate sixty oysters
at the Aqua Grill.
She’d paid attention
when I said
I only wanted to eat oysters
from states I hadn’t been to
so she had the maître d’
bring out a special menu
and I tried them all
and the Damariscottas
and Hog Islands were the best.
I woke up in the parking lot
of a Long Island casino
one time
and when I put
two chips
on red
I won $800.
I paid for everything
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that weekend
and the four of us walked home
arm in arm
puking in the snow and laughing
like it was our last night
on earth.
We don’t call every year but
I still smile when I think about
that birthday
and the best friends
I never see.
Some years
I feel like I’m losing.
And there are others where the score
seems to be even.
I’ve lost cousins
and girlfriends
and a brown dog
with a white cross on her chest.
But there were the other years.
There were friends who
didn’t leave me in their wake.
Girls who left me believing I wouldn’t
always be let down.
And my mother,
using expensive ingredients
to cook me a birthday dinner
that fit with my new diet,
always making sure something was safe
in a world that started licking its teeth
as soon as you
walked out the door.
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Tomorrow doesn’t always come with a nightmare.
Seeds grow.
Leaves fall.
I tell my friends to hold up their bottles
and look around.
“Remember our tribe,” I say.
“Nothing will ever be better than this.”
And I know I’m right
because I still haven’t found a place safer
than a backyard
in New Jersey.
And no matter how long I’ve been gone
there’s always a family waiting for me
when I come home.
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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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