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the middle man by anonymous

perhaps too often do i take on the cruel task of attempting to understand my 
individuality and its context. what i’ve come to realize is that i am suspended in this 
unthreatening yet sore;spot of limbo between two ends.  let me attempt to explain:

for instance, i’m a writer who hasn’t written anything profound or memorable. a 
poet who has only written questionably three significant poems. the two living 
spaces (between my boston basement and room from a town consistently populated 
by cookie;cutter white people) are lined with countless novels and indispensible 
collections, though i haven’t finished most of them. my art, music, and film 
knowledge is enough to get references at a get;together yet not enough to make 
any outstanding contributions.

i’m not a wallflower but i’m never the most interesting person the room if there’s 
more than five others.  i drink way too much, however, not enough to be classified 
as an alcoholic. occasionally i’ll smoke, work out, and respond to text messages; 
activities that i’ve some how managed to turn only part;time.  and even though i’ve 
seen mexico, canada, and new jersey, i’m not at all well travelled. about half of my 
friends are more interesting than me. i don’t have a mirror on me but i guess my 
looks are at best par.

hobbies? well i’m an okay chess player, used to be a doubles badminton player (was 
eliminated the first round of a local counties tournament), and i shoot film 
photography—if you’re wondering, no i can’t develop my own film. my gpa is good 
enough for me and i infrequently post on social media sites, so when i do, it comes 
off as a surprise.  if i was a day of the week i would be a tuesday and if i was a 
bored game i would be monopoly two hours in, you know after everyone kind of 
regrets playing.  that reminds me, i never called my mom back.

i couldn’t go on all day, but my point is that i’m stuck place. this isn’t a cry for 
help or a pity party, it’s just a plain observation that my life is seemingly average—
a fate arguably worse than being below the bar. i do things maybe worth 
mentioning but nothing worth capitalizing.  nothing outstanding or fascinating. 
nothing that would go further than raising an eyebrow. and while i’m this sort of 
middle man, i know i’m not alone. maybe if i was completely alone on this, i might 
be worth talking to a second time.
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Untitled- Thomas Pelkey 

Reminiscent 
Reminder
-Kelsey Nieman

Provocative morning eyes, 
His eyelashes opening,

Consuming people’s, 
Red idiosyncrasies,
Not realizing his own,

My mind zip lines to the past, 
Three. Two. Wonder where I am?

In the verdant woods, 
Our minds cavort in circles,
Our legs dance to the bongos,

Woes fold like origami,
I can’t decide what’s hotter,

The conversations, 
Or the whispering bonfire?
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Untitled- Ava Burnes 

Untitled- Olivia Offredi 
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Beyond the Screen
Jimmy King

The monotone buzz of the television screen was inexplicably captivating to 

Steven.  The man who sat at the dining table glared at Steven’s sedentary being with 

bitter distaste.  Steven still had yet to break any ground in communicating with the 

skulking figure, and their removal from each other was becoming a more pressing issue 

as Steven’s formal adoption had just been formalized.

Steven had always appeared as an outcast to most people in the suburban 

stronghold of homogeneity. He had trouble making friends and socializing with peers for 

his whole life, and the man who had adopted him was proving an equally daunting 

challenge.  Nobody ever seemed to pay mind to Steven, with his flattened nose and 

speech impediment that rendered his words unintelligible to the untrained ear.  So, Steven 

found his calling in observation; namely, in watching television.

Steven’s recent adopter was not Steven’s father, so he insisted that Steven view 

him as his “father figure”.  Steven sat there in his armchair every day, watching re-runs of 

medical dramas on Netflix.  He seemed to be lost in the screen.

Steven’s father figure stared at his mobile device.  He popped one of his heart 

pills effortlessly.

“That’s got to be the most miserable existence I’ve ever seen.  I don’t know what 

I would do if I couldn’t even think, like him.”
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Steven rose up to get a drink of Gatorade from the refrigerator.  That was all he 

ever drank, because water was much too dull and boring for his taste.

Steven’s father figure was an old general.  Not a real General, with violence and 

scars and honor- that was only the name of his health insurance company: General 

Insurance. But nonetheless, he always insisted on being called “The General”.  You see, 

Steven’s father figure had dreamed of being a real General during his childhood.  When 

Southeast Asia erupted into a Shit Storm during his youth, the enlistment officer denied 

him entry due to his chronic asthma.  The disheartened young man thought that if he 

could not be a real general, he could at least attain the prestigious title by other means. 

Despite the horrors that he escaped, Steven’s father figure was always bitter because of 

his failure to realize his aspiration.  If he could not fight, at least he could relieve others 

of the medical ailments keeping them from the joys of guerilla warfare.

Steven’s father figure would sit at the table, do the crossword puzzle, and run his 

insurance business from home every day.  Steven would sit just in front of him in the 

armchair, and watch his television shows while at home on the weekends.

“Steven, why do you keep on watching that same scene 200 times? That isn’t 

even part of the plot!  Can’t you just watch it like a real person?”

For the last 35 minutes, the television had been replaying a close-up sequence of a 

surgeon cutting open a man’s throat to allow oxygen to flow through the trachea without 

obstruction.  The placement of the doctor’s instrument was perfect, and the man’s life 

was saved from the brilliance of the routine procedure.  The doctor had to keep his arm 

perfectly steady in order to keep blood from escaping from a ruptured blood vessel.  The 

4-second clip was the moment that really counted in this surgery, and would determine if
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the man was going to live or die.  This clip was understandably dull after 35 minutes, but 

Steven was enthralled.

Steven turned his head around to face The General, and shot him an incredulous 

look before turning away.

***

At school, the students were equally dismissive of Steven.  He was isolated from 

most of the “normal” students, tucked away at the high school’s outskirts in Room 17. 

He passed his time with the classroom’s meager assortment of books, as there was not 

much of a curriculum in Room 17.

Steven’s isolation from the other children gave him a unique empathy, and an 

appreciation for his peers that his removal had made possible.  From a distance, Steven 

observed the euphoria and angst that permeated his surroundings; he was isolated, but 

always entertained and engaged.  Steven’s real solace at high school, however, was 

Samantha.

Samantha was a senior this year, and was always at the forefront of Steven’s 

mind.  Steven had proclaimed his love for many classmates this year, as this was his 

primary method of socialization; television had educated him that spontaneous 

proclamations of love were commonplace in high school.  But through his entire career at 

Interpol High, he had remained in love with Samantha.

Samantha was going to be Pre-Med in college, and was already taking the 

necessary Advanced Placement courses to land her admission in a prestigious university. 

Steven saw her everyday as she journeyed across campus between classes, and she would
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shoot Steven the occasional smile.  Steven always smiled at her, whether or not she 

noticed.

At lunch, Samantha and her usual group of comrades walked past Steven, who 

was sitting by himself at a bench removed from the quad. Samantha looked at him with 

pity now, as he was degraded to reading during his free time, the ultimate mark of a 

social pariah.

An unscrupulously dressed student with excessive peach fuzz offered his own 

poignant commentary on Steven’s condition.

“You gotta feel sorry for him. I see him, like, every day by himself. Sucks to be 

as stupid as him.”

The high school student whipped out a package of unfiltered cigarettes, and 

retrieved a lighter from his jacket pocket.  Samantha took a cigarette from her friend, and 

lit up.  She exhaled smoke through her mouth while turning back her head to glance at 

Steven.

Steven burned red with embarrassment, and lowered his head abashedly after she 

had looked in his direction.  He then sneezed vigorously because of the cigarette smoke 

she left in the air.

***

When Steven got from school, he would usually find his father figure at his self- 

designated place at the head of the table.

When Steven got home today, he recognized the crossword puzzle, the laptop 

open to insurance accounts, and his Stepfather lying face-up on the floor, unmoving.
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Steven knew what to do.  He dialed 9-1-1 on the telephone.  The man on the other 

end of the line told him to give the phone to his parents.  Steven tried to form the right 

words, but the man grew angry. 9-1-1 is not a place to tell jokes.

Steven was left to his own devices.  He remembered what he had seen on the 

medical drama the night before, and acted fast.  This was a routine procedure with the 

proper instruments, but Steven would have to improvise with the kitchen utensils at his 

disposal.  Steven rapidly grabbed a steak knife, and cut open his father figure’s trachea to 

allow oxygen in.  The father figure’s eyes burst open while his head jolted upright in one 

fluid motion. He gasped for air and screamed in shock.

Steven’s father figure looked up at Steven’s face, and clung to his son.  He 

reached for his cell phone to call an ambulance, but instead held onto his son.  Tears 

streamed down his face.

“It’s all right, Dad.”
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Untitled- Ava Burnes

Full Moon December by Bryan Russo
He wasn’t such a blushing fool that he didn’t know where to start he knew exactly 

where to start he’d leave his hand on her thigh just a moment too long to feel the heat 
from her skin the very heat from her blood the same as the blood that poured now all into 
his face. That’s where to begin. Then casual as you will just as casual as you might pay 
for a soda not even that formal since no one had to make change and no one was thank 
you’d just the streak of her skin that wound from her thigh up and around to the small of 
her back he followed his fingers fled up her body so she tickled a little but nobody 
laughed it was all very casual. He felt her through the stuff she was made of the black 
satin dress that covered her body like the paint on the walls of the house of a deaf man he 
felt her he drank her she was all a lip substance as a sucking a savoring he drank her he 
drank her even as he breathed he licked and he drank her the taste of camellias. But all 
else was there and he couldn’t avoid it even as he drank her and got drunker than whiskey 
and his fingers forgot him in their anxious awakening to the flesh of her body the very 
stuff of her body that blanche of the evening couldn’t distract him since his back was 
pressed against the cold air car window December invaded even as he did and he couldn’t 
forgot it the cold of December that ached in his body even as he left it. So that’s what he 
was.

Penitent pilgrim his fingers forgave him as they sought out a temple in the black 
satin evening not knowing not knowing where they were going since his eyes turned 
aside to look out the back of the car to the woods where his grandfather hunted for small 
deer and rabbits all very illegal he thought he supposed. And there was movement in the 
night there was movement as though an owl descended to stalk him to clutch him to kill 
him it was just a shadow a grey-white-black shadow that moved down the body of an old 
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beech tree that was older than he was and older than the house his grandfather built and 
older than his grandfather. He looked for a moment then he blinked and he heard her 
breathing quite heavy where his fingers had found her and he felt his wrist being cuffed 
by the hands of an evening a black satin evening and crying and crying they told him he 
shouldn’t he shouldn’t the words were like slobber she heaved them like slobber and he 
couldn’t believe her he was doing it for her doing it for her he made her like fire struck 
her like flint and built her like fire and now she relinquished all the life that he gave her 
all the life that was in her that come into her body and into his body and he couldn’t 
believe her he wept for a moment in the deepest part of him and resigned.

Oh she breathed heavy she breathed heavy and long in the passenger side and he
put his hands on the wheel where he couldn’t feel life but the cool of the leather that was 
warm for December and he wept inside him for a moment again and he let his hand go to 
the thigh that began it and he let it rest there to forgive her though she didn’t know it and 
then he brought it back to the wheel.

“So you want to go home?” 
“No.”
“Do you want me to drive around a little bit?”
“No. Can we just sit here for a bit? I don’t want to go home yet.”
Alas he was blundered he was hopeless confusion and he wanted to strike her 

through as a swear word and slick back his hair with his hand that was trembling but all 
he could feel was the life that was in him straining against his blue jeans. He wouldn’t 
ask her because he was a gentleman and he wouldn’t ask her because he knew it would 
wrong her though he wanted her badly to kiss him alive to kiss him to blowing like 
dandelion flowers do in the springtime smelling like wild and breeding like joy he was 
wild with compassion wild with anger wild again and again with the life that was in him 
that wouldn’t die though he banged it against him with knee into knee and made it go 
softer though it sprung up again as ruthless as daisies.

And she wasn’t sorry though she did mean him kindly she did love him some
ways but wasn’t inspired she was just listless and sensible enough to know that there 
weren’t now life that was in her that could salvage her listless. But she enjoyed the still of 
the nighttime the cool air December that made her forget her that made her remember 
another in springtime who was just like her but younger and gentler and dressed in white 
cotton and naked to air where it ran to her belly as eager as sunshine and made all the hair 
on her belly to run and to gleam though nobody saw it. She was just that now felt just like 
that now as if evening was in her had sought out inside her and fed her and bathed her 
and made her contented as a cat lapping milk or a dog at a steak. She was just happy with 
animal joyful she was just happy as a snake on its belly crawled over the leaf piles in 
autumn in autumn when the sun was the sweetest since so soon forgetful of the love it 
had given in summer and springtime. Oh autumn oh autumn she longed for the autumn as 
any old body just longed for the sunshine just longed to be naked in summer in sunshine
she longed for the autumn though she was happy here now it was a happiness empty a 
shape of a happiness she thought she’d have one day in autumn in autumn before the sun 
turned malicious.

Of course he was unconscious he never knew her he never forgot her cause he
never knew her but he longed her he longed her that’s why he brought her here to the 
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evening and sought out her insides. She pulled on her hemline and wished she were 
nowhere since she longed to be naked nowhere but home and wouldn’t go there if there 
were breath in her body though she couldn’t reason why. She felt in her stomach in her 
muscular stomach though larded over with sweet-tooth she felt in her body the sense of 
suspension as if hung by a wire or stretched on a rack and it nagged her it nagged her and 
she couldn’t go past it even if she had wanted and she never would want to pass over this 
feeling as of being carved into slices and spread on a platter and she couldn’t do it when 
he went into her body she couldn’t do it because of course it would end her of course it 
would end her as sex tends to do.

But it was so silent and he couldn’t have that so he looked with his head turned 
straight forward without turning to look he looked at her angry and then he was calmer 
and then he said softly how he wanted to kiss her but she wouldn’t have it so would he 
just take her home please if he wanted to kiss her and he said alright and they were both 
needless but they hadn’t a thought for the needs of the other anymore than they had 
thoughts for the stone in the sky.

Untiled- Emily McCreadie 
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A Monologue Performed at the Edge of the Golden Gate Bridge
Sheridan Aspinwall

Evolutionary evidence suggests that all life on Earth began under water- that, at some 
point, we crawled, all warm stick and ocean ooze, out of the seas onto sand and land.

This is something we’d like to forget, and it’s an ignorance nature has allowed- she has 
since packed away our ocean, the webbed and sticky parts of ourselves, deep inside the 
body, wrapping up the whole in soft human skin.

This is the place from which we begin, the ocean, and it is woven into us in a way that is 
inescapable- our blood rushes and retreats, a red sea all its own; our slick jellyfish hearts 
are somehow always stinging.

And you. Your ocean is something I have never seen before. You come from the 
darkness, the unexplored ninety-nine percent, the trench volcano. You are a new kind of 
sea.

The first time I saw you, you were sitting on the ocean floor, hands dug into sand and 
soaking in the quiet. But nature and time have scooped the sea like ice cream twice out of 
you, leaving pockets of air needing always to be replenished.

You came up again, lungs bursting to be filled with the land and the new, and you hated 
them for it- I could tell.

And I know that sometimes it feels like something’s tearing at your throat, like the warm 
ocean squish from deep inside is pushing out; your gills are trying desperately to sprout 
anew. But you cannot move backward in time. And I know that you want to, that the 
simple days of saltwater blindness and slippery instinct are so compelling, because 
sometimes the words in your head hurl themselves like glass bottles against your skull, 
and you’re screaming out for quiet- my darling, I know.

But the future holds its blessings, too. Your fins have branched out into arms and legs, 
your puckered fish mouth has learned three languages; your scales have smoothed over 
into something soft and beautiful, something only the sun could nourish and the grass 
worship properly. You are real, you are real, and you are everything- every wrecked pirate 
ship, every briny urchin, every grain of salt. You are the ocean.

But you cannot go back. And jumping from the bridge won’t change that. The water is no 
longer your home.

Come. Step back over the railing. Put on your shoes. 
I brought you some dry socks.
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Untitled by Thomas Pelkey 
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Gypsies
Kelsey Nieman

They appear like a mysterious scar,
With velvety smiles reclining against their 
faces, That stand out in this time;worn 
town.

I’m pulled into a tent,
Where the intonation of a woman’s 
voice Turns a soft language hard.

Vibrant clothes drape over her shoulders, 
Rosemary leaves sag over her palms,
I have a few qualms.

Her eyes croak at me,
Like I’m a pearl bracelet among golden bangles,
When, in reality, I’m more of an unfilled hoop 

earring. I listen as she traces each line on my hand,
And my future unwinds,
Like the fibers of an old rope.

She is destiny’s thief,
Stealing knowledge that is usually paid with 
time, This time, however, she could not 
predict,

My next move.
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Untitled by Sigonee Madan
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Stranger in my own Home
by Carina Cruz

The sound of lightning striking was the only sound Ibrang believe 
comparable to the strike of his father’s hammer on the sheets of heavy 
metal. Ibrang could not see his father working, but the sound resonated 
so loudly he might as well have been inside. The little shack where his 
father pounds away is among Ibrang’s first memories in this country.

Blowing on his hands, Ibrang wished he could be inside the shack. 
Watching the puffs of smoke fly up to the ceiling and out the opening at 
the top always brings a smile to his face. It is mesmerizing to watch the 
metals liquefy. Drizzling and sparkling, the molten metal making its way 
down into the machinery is fascinating.

Although the heat always leaves Ibrang with a flush and with sweat 
building on his neck, the furnace was his favorite part. Standing close to 
the powerful heat left Ibrang let wave upon wave of heat coax him to 
edge closer. The heat sufficiently encasing him like a soft cocoon. The 
heat felt like home. However, it was a rare occasion when he was 
actually allowed inside. Their father Tabai preferred them to stay 
outside.

That is how he and Balam end up at the corner of the nearby liquor store. 
Tumbling in the uncut grass lost its luster and the nearby shrubbery was 
not ideal for games of hide;n;seek. Walking down the avenue did hold 
Balam’s attention for the time being. Ibrang would grab his toddler 
brother’s hand and marvel at the heat radiating from the little palm.

Thankfully, Balam was at that age where he still marveled at bright lights 
and where colorful objects brought out his dimpled checks. The old 
ladies at the bakery would pinch their wind;cooled faces and stuffed 
them with dessert samples each time he and Balam came around. Ibrang 
would stuff his checks as they chided their father, “Oh you poor things. 
Still waiting! Your father really should be around more.” The words used 
to bring  his blood to a boil and his fist would clench, but these days he 
cannot help agreeing.

They make their way to the laundromat and bask in the heat emitted by 
the machines. They watch as each cycle churns tens of gallons of soapy 
water and sullied clothes. They do so until the hard plastic chairs pain 
their backs and leave them aching. The owner just gives them a small 
nod in acknowledgment as they leave.

They loiter around the parking lot of the nearby corner mart before finally 
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settling down at the vicinity of the liquor store. Customers come and go, 
but this will always be their spot. Perched on the steps, Ibrang makes 
himself comfortable before calling Balam to sit on his lap. He swears 
grooves will one day appear on the cement from all the time they spend 
there. Balam settles down and Ibrang lets out a little content breath, 
warmed by his brother’s pleasant weight.

Hunched over his little brother, Ibrang wraps his small arms over an even 
smaller body. Shielding Balam from the outside world as he only knows 
how. It is cold tonight, almost frigid. The wind no longer in that rare 
pleasant phase that makes him feel like new. Instead, it slaps his skin like 
the back of a hand and causes his skin to thicken with goosebumps. 
Ibrang checked the straps of Balam’s coat, the seal of his mittens, and 
pulls his hat down to cover his ears. Balam is quiet today, as expected.

Ibrang struggles to remove his face from the warmth and comforting 
smell of his toddler brother, but he does. He squints his dark eyes and 
wonders whether ice will form on the tips of his eyelashes. Blinking as 
his eyes accustom to the cold, he watches the curb for fallen money. It is 
what he likes best about this curb. There are always adults hanging 
around this area. Ibrang and Balam watch as those adults progressively 
get stupid as the day goes on; carelessly dropping bills on the ground.

Ibrang is not entirely sure what the money if for, but his father always 
gives him a pat on the head and a mega;watt smile when he presents the 
meager dollars. ‘Good Job, Ibrang. Keep doing what you are doing.”

Ibrang is feeling pretty tired today. He found a ten on the way here and 
decides that is it for the day. With the cold and the pounding in his 
temple, he is in no mood to try and scavenge for more. He thinks the 
pain is from lack of sleep. Yesterday was a tough night.

He thinks it was an ear infection that afflicted Balam so strongly last night. 
Ibrang thought back to that first piercing cry.

He remembered quaking in his bed, hands shaking from the cold. It 
was not so late yet. He made his way into the other room, where he 
father paced and whispered sweet nothings into Balam’s ear.

His father minutely turned, “Ibrang, run down to the corner store and get 
some cough syrup will you?”

The request from his father was whispered and it made Ibrang glad that 
his father would take care of Balam tonight.
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Ibrang slipped his pre;tied sneakers as well as his coat on. He neglected 
to put on his gloves and hat. The cold stung his ears and made them 
painful to touch, but in no time he reached the corner store and retrieved 
the item asked for. He discarded the little plastic bag and stuffed the 
bottle into his jacket. The jog was not long and before he knew it, he was 
home again.

Tabai gave his boy a warm smile, “Good going, Ibrang. Sleep, child.”

Warmth coiled in Ibrang’s chest and he nodded, gladden by the praise.

The next time, waking up was not nearly as quickly resolved or as 
pleasant. Groggy with sleep, Ibrang felt his legs ache and struggle to 
wake. He rubbed at his appendages, willing his body to increase the flow 
of blood. He hissed at the sudden pain the movement brought.

He strained his ears and listened. He could hear it. The pace of his 
father’s steps and Balam’s crying. He inched closer and closer to the 
door and willed himself to quiet the beating in his chest. He knelt at the 
door where he was obscured by the darkness.

From his position, he watched his father rub little circles into the small of 
Balam’s back, rocking him back and forth as he paced along the room. 
Balam screamed all the same. Tears bubbled over lobster red checks and 
Balam continued to wail like he had just been stung by a bee. He 
squirmed and thrashed in their father’s arms, where he found no 
comfort.

He hiccuped and rubbed his little face into their father’s shoulder, where 
he tired, but did not manage to fall asleep. He tiny fists clenched and the 
muscles of his body all bunched up in discomfort.

Illness rocked the toddler’s body-sniffles and fevered skin dominated. 
Ibrang stayed where he was, knelt at the door and just watched. A few 
hours past since he went on his late night run to the store, it was not 
yet dawn, but it was close.

He felt his eyes slowly give and he faded in and out. He head would have 
nearly collided with the back of the door had he not heard his father’s 
sobs mixing in with the wails. He bunched up his falling socks and 
straighten his clothes before he slide carefully into the other room, and 
watched his father’s shoulders tremble as he tried to settle Balam down.
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“Sleep, sleep. Please go to sleep Balam. I need you to sleep. Sleep, fall 
asleep...” Tabai was not sure if he could handle another hour of this. 
Could he even handle nother minute? He was not cut out for soothing 
children, yet this life gave him no choice.

Ibrang strolled over and laid a hand on his father’s knee, “It is okay. I can 
take care of Balam.”

Tabai felt his face flushed-had Ibrang witnessed his spectacular failure 
as a parent?

“WhatIwhat was that, son?” Tabai uttered in response.

Ibrang just tugged at his father’s sleeves, forcing Tabai’s arms apart. 
Ibrang barely gave his father a second glance, as he scooped his brother 
out of his arms and proceed to bring him back to his room.

Tabai was at a stand;still, a little in awe of watching his baby being 
carried off by his other baby. It takes him a moment for his brain to catch 
up and will his legs to follow.

The door to Ibrang’s door has been near closed. Tabai stood outside the 
door and rubbed the stubble on his face. ‘Do I go in?’ He positioned 
himself to listen through the crack of the door and hears the muttering 
of his oldest boy, “It’s okay. It’s okay...”

Tabai opened the door slightly, curious at what is taking place without 
him. He managed to see his boy tug and roll the both of them onto the 
bed. His sons shift around to find a comfortable position under the 
covers. He watched as Ibrang placed his brother’s head on a pillow and 
cover his tiny head with a spare hat. He watched Ibrang’s palm grace the 
curve of Balam’s plush cheek and whisper. Balam’s eyes brightened 
despite his fevered state, he cooed and the tears reduced to almost 
nothing.

Tabai watched until he is left with a throat as dry as the air of his 
homeland. The feeling of being an intruder caused him to be nauseated. 
Never so profoundly has he felt so out of place with his sons. He stood at 
the door for a moment longer, long enough to watch Balam’s face 
pressed to Ibrang’s small shoulder and for the blankets to cocoon them 
together.

Tabai stepped away from the door with a heavy sigh and he wandered 
into the kitchen. He does not sleep, but he does count the each minutes 
till sunrise.
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Dawn comes and Tabai has worked up the courage to disturb the 
sanctuary that in his boys’ room. Balam’s soft snores fill the room.

Tabai is mesmerized and so relieved that his son’s illness has gone as 
quickly as it came. He peers down at Balam’s sleeping face and, to his 
surprise, the wide;eyed stare of Ibrang. Tabai leaned down and 
whispered to his oldest, “You did well.” Ibrang just stared back and 
nodded. His attention turned back to Balam and then closed his own 
eyes for sleep.

In the morning, Tabai could not find words for either of his sons. Now, the 
sound of heavy boots hitting the pavement with each step and the deep 
resonance of “Sons!” is what brings Ibrang out of his recollection.

Ibrang squits into the settling sun and makes out the silhouette of a 
man. Tall and strong, the man is perfectly complemented by the sunset 
backdrop. As he inches close, he face is masked by the light, but the 
features of his body become clear. Sturdy boots inch up to sturdy legs 
and powerful thighs, the fabric gives the man’s chest a rugged look, and 
Ibrang can spot veins bulging in the man’s arms.

“Time to go boys,” Tabai calls again as he finally is revealed by the shade.

Tabai face’s is tired, but clear of any emotion that reveals any stress 
from last night. His father takes his hand and Balam scrambles to take 
his. ‘Maybe it’s better this way’, Ibrang thinks.

Tabai knows what Ibrang is thinking. He feels fevered holding his boy’s 
hand. He feels burns inch up his arms, is that poison entering his blood? 
He feels hot as though his insides will soon turn to mush. Tabai knows 
what Ibrang is thinking.

He takes a deep breath and just stuffs all the feelings somewhere deep, 
trying to push all the hot;blood and anxiety he feels in a suitcase. He 
knows he is overflowing and the case barely closes. Tabai knows what 
Ibrang is thinking.

He takes a deep breath. Away from his work, Tabai can feel all his 
insecurities come out.

His blood pounds and his hurries to scoop Ibrang and Balam into his 
arms. The movement entices laughter from both his boys and Ibrang 
feels the corners of his mouth twitch. The burn of his blood settles. 
Things are okay for now, but Ibrang wonders how he can handle another 
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night like that when he is already so shattered.
He can feel himself splintering off piece by piece-a new piece splintering 
for every
night he screws up.

Spending time away from his boys eases the anxiety building up in him, 
but he knows it is unfair to his sons. Tabai know the people’s gossip-
and cannot help but
agree.

But for now, things are good. He tries not to cringe at how the wedge 
between his boys is growing each passing day. For now, he will hold 
them in his arms and be lulled by their warmth. He will use their laughter 
and hugs to fix the aching of his heart.Tabai knows he must make due 
with their smiling faces and embraces. For now, those small pleasures 
will be enough to keep him from rubbing at the he scruff building around 
his neck and marveling at his own deficiencies. They just have to be.

Right now, it is enough to keep him from thinking back to his slow 
growing desperation. It is enough to scare away the nightmares. It is 
enough to keep him from wondering when he became a stranger in his 
own home.

UNTITLED BY AVA BURNES
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Against the Tide
Jimmy King

Rockford had realized by now that he should not have gone camping.  The 

satellite-mapped, suburban streets of his home were very different from Sierra National 

Park, especially in the winter.

Rockford paced around the campsite, trying to find a way back to civilization. 

The winter winds beat against his face, his will, and his survival.  All of his 

possessions were packed and secured in his backpack, as he journeyed down the 

mountain in search of a trail.  He had not had a sip of water in days, his food had run 

out, he was coughing blood and losing strength.  But his real, most pressing problem 

was that his smartphone was about to run out of battery.

The elements were growing angrier with every step he took, and his only solace 

was the portable screen that he held in front of his face. In this bleak, hellish 

wilderness, man could not turn to Google for answers and direction. He had crossed 

over the trail many times every day, but he never turned to follow it because Google told 

him to press onward.

Snow was building on the ground, and the snow turned to ice on the merciless 

mountain, making it nearly impossible walk upright.  Rockford came across a berry bush 

brimming with fruit that had lasted since last fall, but alas it had no QR code, rendering it 

useless.  Rockford could not survive much longer without sustenance, and he realized the 

importance of conserving the energy of his smartphone to get back to civilization.
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Rockford came across a pool of clear water in an enclave of hot springs that had 

remained liquid throughout the winter.  Rockford turned away from the hot springs, as he 

knew the danger of such a place.  The slippery rocks would surely cause him to fall and 

drop his phone into the water. He steered clear of this dangerous place, as it would only 

cause bring him closer to death.

Although the terrain was against him, Rockford remained stalwart in his efforts to 

endure the elements.  He would not do as his forefather had done, for their methods were 

primitive.  Who needs the Oregon Trail, the wheel, or a flint and wood when one has a 

fiber-optic cable, or AT&T- the nation’s largest high-speed network? The human race is 

advanced not with one’s obsolete palms, but with fingertips, not out in the world, but 

behind a screen.

Rockford looked down to his phone to see the battery running out of power, a 

certain death sentence to him.  The phone was his only way to perceive the outside world 

and have a chance at survival.  Brilliant color surrounded Rockford, as the dazzling white 

blankets of winter that sat atop evergreens covered the area around him.  In lakes and 

streams, salmon could be seen under the hardened screen of ice.  Rockford remained 

fixated on the screen in his palms, because he could not afford to use his own two at the 

expense of the all-seeing silicone eye.

Rockford anxiously cradled the phone like a child, and knew that he had to act 

quickly to save the battery of the phone before all was lost.  He gripped the device in his

hands, and tried to blow air into the charge port to resuscitate it.  Shockingly, this was to 

no avail.  Exhausted and out of breath, Rockford, fell to his knees.
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It was becoming colder by the second, as a blizzard intensified while the night 

grew darker.  Rockford’s eyes remained fixed to against the screen, as he knew they must 

if he was to survive.  The roaring of a waterfall thundered in front of him, and he would 

reach its edge soon.  The edge of the massive waterfall was a mere 100 feet ahead of him, 

and he had to use the last of his strength to crawl towards it.  The arrow on his maps app 

on the smartphone pointed him forward, so he continued to crawl forward.  With each 

movement he made, the rushing of water grew louder as it surged hundreds of feet to the 

waterfall’s bottom.

“Hey, you!  You’re getting too close to the falls!  Stop right there, I will get you 

help!”

A park ranger from the wooden cabin labeled “Progress Falls” was yelling at 

Rockford to stop.  But Rockford knew that the man was only a hallucination, a distraction 

from reaching civilization. He pressed on towards the Falls, using every last bit of 

strength to carry out the orders of that omnipotent pixel, directing him to his salvation.

“Stop! You’re getting too close to the edge of the Falls!  Do you hear me?”

Rockford was knee-deep in water, floundering in the icy stream that ended with a 

three-hundred foot plummet.  Rockford did not pay attention to the alien calls that

beckoned him away from his only hope, his last connection to humanity and civilization. 

As only a few feet remained between Rockford and the cliff’s edge, the sun peaked out of 

the clouds.  Rockford raised his hands over his face to shield himself from this 

annoyance.
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Rockford believed that he had arrived at the final stretch of stream before his 

salvation, because Google told him so.  He stood on the edge of the waterfall as water 

rushed around him, and he took one last look at his map app to check his route.

Unmapped Territory: Please Drive to the Highlighted Route

With that, the screen fizzed to its black silicone self, and the electric pulse of the 

device died in Rockford’s hand.

With nowhere to turn for guidance, Rockford begrudgingly raised his head, 

observed his surroundings, and walked back up the river, against the current.
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Seafoam by Daisy Ruiz 
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To Emily

Sheridan Aspinwall

Recall for me the broken places of our childhood.
Tell me of rickety, single-knot swingsets; take me through thorn-laden backyard forests 
in search of kidnapped princes.
O Captain my captain, tell me the tales of cardboard pirate ships, of easy-bake ovens and 
makeshift houses and sunburned feet dipping gingerly into the neighborhood pool.

Remind me how we never went inside-
how, searching through your summer lawn for dandelions with dirt-drenched hands, we 
only ever pulled up torn-out Bible passages and half-smoked cigarettes.

Remember how your father paid his debts- the time our joint dog-sitting money, saved up 
in footsteps in a box under your bed, mysteriously disappeared.

You said you believed in ghosts.

Make for me the breakfast you prepared every morning for your mother, yolks running 
underneath her ever-sleeping face. Remember pretending not to notice the water 
gathering at the corners of her blank eyes.
You were always so fascinated then with your fingernails; the eggs inevitably grew cold.

Tell me of the day your house caught fire, the day you ran back: save the dogs, save the 
pictures, save your sleeping brother, leave yourself behind.
You came out the collapsing door with glowing hair and blistered knuckles, a singed 
soul.

An animal will never touch a hot stove twice.

Tell me the story of the teenage years, when began the procession of looking-glass 
boyfriends and drunken nights, chain-smoked cigarettes crushed underneath shameful 
feet.

It’s okay. I understand. It must have felt nice to be the one doing the burning.

Roll up your sleeves, will you, and show me what you did to your body when you tried to 
scrub away the past, scratching the scars from your shoulders with fingernails like thorns, 
soap thick as summer sweat. You eventually gave up, and
I once saw you laying out in the night, hoping the dark would help the coal dust on your
skin blend in- hoping to disappear. Hair flushed with streetlights, hands full of scars, eyes 
closed to the world that betrayed you.

Let me say this.
It is okay to cry, for
you have a swingset heart, always in motion.
Your burns will never disappear, the glass shoe will never fit. 
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 And for you I must break this news: love will never save you.

But let me remind you
(you, with the star-eyes; you, with the pirate-ship stomach and charcoal hands):
I will be right behind you, a loyal sergeant, the day you again take up your cardboard 
sword and decide to save yourself.
And for you I must break this news: 
love will never save you.

But let me remind you
(you, with the star-eyes; you, with the pirate-ship stomach and charcoal hands):
I will be right behind you, a loyal sergeant, the day you again take up your cardboard 
sword and decide to save yourself.

Untitled by Megan Ebner 
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A Treatise Advocating the Practicality of Windows in Modern 
America

Jimmy King

I froze at the window pane, my face pressed against the glass, 

immobile.  The frost on the thick glass obscured my view, but I could see 

the outline of the horror well enough. My twelfth birthday had passed 

since I left, and I shuddered to imagine what had become of The Great 

House in my absence. We had, up to this point, known two leaders of the 

Great Household: the Mother and the Father. Their differences met in 

perfect balance and harmony, holding order in our conflicted world.  Now 

the two sat, aged and bitter, turned away from each other in the Hall in 

separate chairs.  They were ready to face off once again over a 

much;repeated debate well;known to the House: what to eat for dinner.  

As the sun set outside, I grew colder and suffered. I had not eaten 

anything in days; my parents had assured me that my wellbeing required 

it. I sat outside of the window and watched my parents, fearing what 

might be my consequences of their argument.

The Father, wearing his faded suit and clouded eyeglasses, faced 

away from the Mother, and bellowed robustly, “My children and fellow 

family members, your mother has yet again insisted that we have turkey 

tonight. Having turkey for dinner would have so many dangerous 

repercussions to the health of this household, I need not enumerate 

them. To begin with, it does not taste good…  She is an aggressor unto 
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the safety of her own kin, and if law did not bind her, she would do well 

to resign from her position.  But there is hope, members of the Great 

Suburban Commonwealth!  I will stand firm, and will not bend to the 

malicious will of your mother.  It is only standard procedure that we again 

postpone dinner until your mother comes to her senses.”

With that, he glared indignantly at his wife and resumed his 
contemptuous

silence.  The streets outside the house were strewn with debris and 

remains from the fights between my parents. On one occasion my 

parents had smashed our household appliances and set fire to the city 

block surrounding us during a particularly passionate debate over how 

best to maintain the tranquility of the Great Household. Unfortunately, no 

such proactivity had befallen this squabble.  My Mother and Father did 

not seem to realize or consider it significant who heard them, for they 

alone populated the Great House. The entire block seemed to collapse 

whenever my family’s Great House was in turmoil. The neighborhood was 

now in a state of ruin, as all of the children had fled their houses in 

search of some refuge. It was getting frigid outside, but the gas;fired 

heater in my parents’ house let the row proceed.  The sun continued to 

dip down, the distant horizon losing effort to hold its eyelid aloft.

My Mother was donning a lavish dress that was creased at the 

seems from her fixation to Great Hall’s armchair. Her face was eerily 

fixated and twisted from prolonged immobility and strenuous talking 
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that it seemed chiseled out of stone. She was a self;made gargoyle 

occupying a queen’s throne.

My Mother commenced her monotone tirade without looking at my 

Father, “Oh, it pains me so to see you children starved and famished as 

you are; “.  Her speech was interrupted by one of her button’s popping 

off.

Flustered, she resumed speaking, “;But it is very clear that your 

Father’s arrogance and refusal to compromise is responsible for the 

eighty;seventh consecutive postponing of dinner. There is but one clear 

and logically sound solution to our woes: our Turkey Dinner Initiative. 

The Turkey Dinner Initiative will efficiently collect all food from our 

children, remove half, and then hide it in the forest for the children to 

find. This will be the greatest stride in efficiently cooking dinner in since 

the construction of the Great House. Your father’s refusal to agree to 

such a clear;cut, flawless program is abhorrent.  Therefore, I will note 

that it has been decided intercept and withhold for inspection all 

children’s food, to protect the standard of living of the children.”

I pressed my nose against the window, as ice hardened around my 

face to bind it to the glass.  The sun had finally finished setting, and the 

black night gave a strange, solemn peacefulness to the neighborhood.  

Then I saw something astonishing: my Mother had risen from her chair, 

and was moving towards the door! I was struck with awe and hope that 
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one of the two had finally, by some method unknown to me, understood 

our plight. I then saw her reach the door, and effortlessly flick on the 

light switch, so the two could carry on.

Untitled by Megan Ebner 
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For More Options Press Zero by Johnny-Louise Nute 

I met with Catlin at Fullerton Avenue, the main street which met 
our two blocks. The neighborhood is Logan Square. Provided 
with boulevards, parks, cheap and delicious food, hot spots for 
nightlife, and an unfortunately rising hipster population, Logan is 
the best neighborhood in Chicago. On my street you’ll find  
Puerto Ricans, Blacks, Columbians, the young, the old, straight, 
lesbian, and so much more. That is Chicago, diverse in every 
sense. Born and raised there, I have never felt sheltered a day in 
my life. Life is open, limitless, and I always knew that in an 
environment like this you had options.

It was a beautiful day at the end of the summer. The green grass 
and clear air was going to make this trip more bearable. Catlin 
and I were going to be starting high school in a few days. Today, 
we were meeting up and she was bringing the gift basket we put 
together the night before. It was made up of a variety of baby 
toys and newborn clothes. While we were shopping for materials 
at target close by, we tried to go with gender neutral colors; 
green and yellow seemed to work out. It took us a while to  
realize that the sizes were measured by the age indicated on the 
packaging. I remember us reassuring ourselves, “this should be 
fine right?” after choosing each item. We let the baby section 
guide us, however the basket did come together with the candy 
and decorative touches we added. We were bringing the basket 
with us to the Illinois Masonic Hospital in Lincoln Park. Lincoln 
park was the same neighborhood where our elementary school 
was located so we knew our way around. The students in my 
elementary school came from all over the city, but Lincoln Park 
was our home center. After school, before going our separate 
ways on home, we would get pizza, go to the movies, or hang 
out at the book store. I see a past adventure on every corner of 
that neighborhood. Chocolate chip cookies,

Johnny-Louise Nute Com 201 C1
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smoothies, and comic books at Borders. Laughs and pizza slices 
at Amaro. Every neighborhood in Chicago has a different 
demographic. This one was made up of

predominately white residents who lived comfortably. The 
sidewalks were never absent of moms with their strollers, dogs, 
or both. It is like the meet between suburbia and city life; you can 
get the best of both worlds. It is safe and urban, with plenty of 
public transportation and cars driving around, and as many 
apartments as houses, nice parks, upscale stores, and fairly 
good schools. I went to school for a very long time in this 
neighborhood. You will find the same people shopping at the 
same stores, driving the same cars, eating at the same 
restaurants, and I believe that is how they like it. But I can’t  
forget about its suburban quality, like stagnant water, and  
nothing ever changes.

Up until the end of eighth grade, Sam was my best friend. When 
we laughed I had to grab my stomach and her eyes would squint 
beyond seeing capability. I remember talking, well more like 
obsessing about boys; we gave advice as if we knew what we 
were doing. I know that there was a lot more. It became more 
difficult to be her friend once she started dating Tayvin. Tayvin, 
the dark cloud that hovered over her constantly. I remember 
pulling into the parking lot every morning and seeing them on the 
playground. She kept close to him at all times, arms crossed  
over her body and her eyes at her feet. On the other side 
everyone huddled in groups, while they stood alone far from 
everything else. He was the gargoyle towering over her, keeping 
out any and all intruders. All I see is the dark cloud he 
surrounded her with. Sam was never not by his side. Fear, and 
probably other things, kept her from breaking up with him. His 
energy is one of the worst ones I have ever felt. But I was 
thirteen and sure that he was temporary. I thought everything at 
thirteen was temporary. Maybe had I tried harder, he would have 
been.
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We took the Fullerton bus towards Lincoln Park and got off at 
Halsted. Halsted street, the heart of Lincoln Park. Further down 
we found the hospital. It was like a field trip without

2

chaperones. We were not sure where the main entrance was or 
even what we were going to do once we got inside. This was the 
first time I’d been in the hospital since I was small. Like baby fish 
in the ocean, we went inside intimidated by the size and
adult-like atmosphere. We told the nurse that we were there to 
visit Samantha Zavala who had just given birth. She told us the 
room number and pointed us in the right direction. The hallway, 
big, empty, and quiet, seemed to never end. Despite this, we 
managed to laugh, joke, and make light of the situation. I look 
back and I have no idea how we did so. We had completely 
accepted the situation and treated as if this wasn’t a life  
changing circumstance Sam was going through. When we 
walked into the room I saw Samantha, her mom, and her baby. It 
was real. She was on the bed and the nurses were handling the 
baby. The lighting was extremely low but the mood was all love. 
This was the first time I had seen Samantha since we had 
graduated the 8th grade. She looked tired, a messy ponytail and 
she was slouched over with her eyes barely open. She still 
managed to smile.

There were people in the room I did not recognize, probably 
Tayvin’s parents. I avoided him, wanting to be nowhere near that 
dark cloud.

A part of me felt guilty, still feels guilty, that I could never stay in 
touch with her when things got difficult. She goes to a dark, 
forgotten, and hidden part of my memory. Sometimes she makes 
her way through, but I quickly stuff her back in.

Sam was a really small girl. One of the shortest and thinnest of 
anyone I knew. So since being pregnant she had swelled up like 
a balloon. Her fingers were like sausage links and her ankles 
were nowhere to be found. Her thirteen year old body actually
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capable of creating a child. At this point we had accepted that 
Sam was a teen mom, a pre-teen mom at that. So Catlin and I 
acted like anyone would if your best friend had a baby. Wrote 
cards, brought gifts, and gave support and congratulations.

This boy was the perfect size of adorable. None of it felt real, it 
was like holding a dream. 3

Somehow he managed to be effortless, like when you’re 
dreaming and you can’t seem to fully grasp anything. He was 
beyond my reach, in a beautiful way.

These memories don’t stick like pizza slices at Amaro’s, or 
smoothies at Borders. I see them like videos playing in my head. 
But I can’t remember the feeling of smiling at Terence, her son. I 
can’t re-feel him in my arms. Sam, her smile, her child, they’re 
just images.

It was not an ideal situation. Here were three just turned 14 year 
old girls, visiting their friend in the hospital who had just given 
birth. None of us were truly aware of how much Sam’s life had 
changed. I see it now, when we are all in college leading 
completely different lives.

Since that day I saw Sam twice. She brought Terence to a 
reunion-type party I was throwing at my house when we were all 
freshman in high school. I chose to accept everything as it was 
because that was Sam’s life and there was no changing it. I 
never dwell on it all, but it is truly astonishing how quickly things 
were set in motion. We all just kept moving on.

Catlin goes to the University of Missouri at Columbia. We still talk 
almost everyday and see each other as much as we can when 
we are home. Facebook tells me that Sam has her son Terrance 
and she goes to Community college.

I am hurt by her lack of choices due to the path that she was 
given. Things could have been so much more different. I have no 
idea if Sam is happy or not, but I like to tell myself that she is. I
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put her and our friendship in a separate compartment. Right 
beside my guilts and regrets. Maybe, I’m just conceited enough 
to feel that this story was mine to be told.

Pathway- Daisy Ruiz
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Serpentine by Anonymous 

Noisy city streets, and city lights, 

Strangers, one with passers-by

A cold wind blows, your hand takes mine

The bats scream, and I bat my eyes 

An audience who pays in smiles  

We stay, and as they come alive

Those secrets, we let them go 

Jump the gate, say hello

To tomorrow, to a promise of a rose

And so it goes, the moon still shines 

The fox still runs, and your lullaby

Still gets me, still whispers to the Serpentine.
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Patient by Daisy Ruiz                                                    Still by Daisy Ruiz 
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Blush
An Animated Short Film

Michael Kagan and Katie Hupp

We are soaring above rural Japan.
Below we can see thousands of Cherry Blossom trees sprawling across the Kanazawa grove. It is early 
spring.

A flock of Japanese Bush Warblers burst into the frame, 
disrupting the peaceful environment with their flurrying.

They're at the end of their seasonal migration.
Each year the flock travels to this cherry blossom grove, and as the 
birds descend we follow them,
we begin to see more detail in the trees.

A breeze blows through their limbs,
the ebb and flow of the grove makes it appear as they are each waving. 

They are welcoming the birds back.

We enter the grove with the flock. Weaving 
between hundreds of trees, maybe thousands.
We realize they have faces, they are 
chattering excitedly, smiling,
and giggling.

The entire grove is excited that the birds are back.

We notice one bird who is breaking away from the group and follow 
him as he speeds through the grove.
We can tell that moments away from the rest of the flock are sacred to him.

All of a sudden he is thrusted into an open field on the outskirts of the grove, he is 
alone,
we realize the giggling has died down.

As we look around we see one tree alone on the crest of a nearby hill. 
Everything is silent for a moment.
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But we begin to hear the faint sound of a female humming. He 

begins to fly towards the tree the humming becomes louder it's 

coming from the tree.

We can tell he is nervous.
As he gets closer he comes to a stop a few feet behind the tree.

He is cautious now.
Making quick, calculated jumps towards its base, trying to 
be as quiet as he can.

All of a sudden the silence is broken by the crack of a branch under his feet. The tree 
whips around,
releasing a cloud of pink petals in all directions. The two 

are face to face now.

Shocked,
the shy bird is knocked off balance, 
stammering backwards,
he stumbles,
and quickly looks down with embarrassment.

The trees petals quickly turn a deeper shade of pink, she's 
blushing.

We realize that this is the most beautiful tree of all.
She has a canopy full of opaque, frosted pink and white petals, each one 
stemming out of a thin, intricate branch.

She is delicate but at the same time powerful.
The way her petals catch the light makes it seem as if she is glowing There is 

an awkward silence.

The two of them exchange glances,
neither one brave enough to make eye contact. She slowly 
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turns around again.

It's now or never.

He begins to hum,
the same melody she had before.

The corners of her mouth turn upwards forming an 
adorable, asymmetrical smile.

She turns back around to face him. 
Gradually beginning to hum as well, their 
voices click,
harmonizing.

There is a montage of them interacting together, playing,
singing, laughing.

We can see their love growing with each shot. They are 
completely infatuated with each other.

The montage comes to an end.

As the sun rises we see him sleeping in her branches.
Our view widens to show a few blossoms drifting downwards to the ground.

She always wakes up first and enjoys watching him sleep, But 
today shes in disbelief,
She hadn't realized 9 days had gone by.

The Cherry Blossom blooming season is ending, soon her 
branches will be barren.

We can see her carefully stretch out her branches, she 
cringes as more petals begin to fall,
a mass of them collect on the ground.

We see a look of worry cross her face,
she doesn't think she will be this beautiful for another year, and 
what if the bird doesn't love her anymore?
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Suddenly, our bird awakens,
flying down to the base of the tree just like every other morning.

The tree whips around,
casting a cloud of pink petals in all directions, she is 
sobbing,
tears running down her trunk.

Wanting to end her sadness the bird quickly starts collecting the petals, flying 
them over to a nearby stream,
and leaving them to float away.

Suddenly, we jump to the same flock that we entered the grove with they are 
noisily making their way out of the grove and back into the sky, they are moving on 
with their migration.
We have lost track of the bird,
we can't tell if he is among those leaving.
Our tree's tears suddenly end in a panic as she turns expecting the bird to have left as well. He isn't 

there,

she tries to hold back her tears but they begin flowing again, heavier 
than before.
She doesn't even notice what the bird had down with her blossoms, or that he 
is drifting back towards her from the river.

Amidst her soft crying,
a faint hum can be heard from the bird as he flies into view.
we recognize it as the same song she was singing when he first saw her. Her tears 
continue,
but now they are because she is happy.

They both turn to watch the flock leave the grove, soaking 
in the silence,
and the beauty,
he flies into her branches.

She smiles,
a few tears still making their way down her face,
she realizes that her blossoms aren't what make her beautiful to him.
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Red Car by Anonymous 
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Editors Page

Chimaerid (K-EYE-MI-RID) – The chimaeridae are a group of fish, named after the Greek 
mythological beast the chimaera, a monster put together from the parts of many animals.

Our magazine is also put together from many parts and includes the talents of many types of 
artists: poets, photographers, playwrights, painters, fiction writers, etc. We’re that kind of 
fish.

Editorial Staff:

Ava Burnes, Jimmy King, and Daisy Ruiz.

Many thanks to Dean Natalie McKnight for funding the magazine, for the faculty in the CGS 
Rhetoric and Humanities Divisions , as well as to Steven Siegel for promoting the magazine.
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