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I was eventually to become one person, gathered up maybe, 
during a pause, at a comma. 
          
 —Lyn Hejinian, My Life in the Nineties
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SmithS Ken wordS
S.K.W.

I pull a thought from my furnaced mind and place it on an anvil of reason.
The thought glows like an ember pure and fine–the precious ore of the soul.

I hammer it, then fold it, and hammer it again.
Syllable (clink) 

Upon 
Syllable (clink)

 Upon 
Syllable (think).

The thought is defined into impurity,
With edges sharper than wit.

And tongues, silent or not, handle speech 
And tong the work to be cooled:

Hardening in sight, 
Sighing in sound.

On paper, the smith’s workbench, your eyes are forged
 With words. 
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firSt wordS
Larry NarroN

 
 The ones we are not
 permitted to choose.
 The blazing chorus
 of rays that fades
 as it’s flung from
 the virgin mouth,
 that tethers together
 the horizons with all
 the plucked strings of the Song.
 The somber procession
 that wanders from the dawn,
 begetting the violet
 choir of starlight
 in the jaw.

 How long can we hold
 on to the flickering,
 to the ancient rhythm
 buried in the roar?
 It’s so hard to journey
 back to the fire, to babble
 in tongues pulled 
 from the flame.
 To sing, to hold
 notes long in the holy
 language of burning.
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“so, to make sense  
    of something broken,
you write poems”      i wanted to say    to this girl 
who studies 
quantum mechanics, 

   who wears an imagined-pristine white
rabbit lab coat            in a cold room 
below ground
level at Rice University.    a PhD candidate who has
arrived in Texas 
 to make an investment 
in nano chemistry.

in July I knew her    as the girl with a finnish name    who lived
on Colquitt off Dunlavy,
  some girl that moved from
  Utah. she became    a fling 
& I couldn’t help   but strain lines

of poetry, pulling hair out  due to anxious habits,
afraid no word would be soft   to color her appropriately. 
that’s 
because in poetry 
 you can’t do that. 
“you can’t be sentimental,” 

“in poetry,” she concluded 
 after i told her what 
i wanted to about poetry. 

a leCture from utah
CoLiN JameS SturdevaNt
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in poetry. and so
these words will be stretched
compressed & tightened

leaving no trace of sentimental thoughts. just
images:

a blue scooter that sits silently in the space
by my white car. dinner made. some stuffed 
bat named nigel. eor the donkey.
songs about N.O.T.H.I.N.G.

game board pieces like tetris pixels.
a bra tucked away in a basket on a shelf.
fossils with names like tril-lo-bite-

and this is how 
these words
 dis con nect.
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exegeSiS
NiCoLe de LeoN

 
 I write in the margins of your text
 making faith take meaning
 from a scholar’s mind

 tearing pages from your spine

 your world in my hands
 rearranged to fit
 my plan



mary-madiSon Baldo, BurtoNeSque, 
2013, Pen and Marker
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 in midst of argument, a reconciliation. several cocktails later
 arrived and ascended into loft— viewed reclaimed objects and
 inserted random flyers among old magazines in the bathroom.
 creative wanna-be’s clutched Dixie cups of wine; odd relations.
                                           a small dark area beneath the stairs.
                                                                   what is this??

 old cardboard soda flat holds tiny resin cubes. encased within
 these cubes are dreams, time passing in and out of synchronicity
 as unknown faces mirror my reflection. the eyes lock. random 
 imaginings shift to poetry within my mind— stories spilling outward—
 and I nervously consider returning to the car.
                                     (brief stab at a sort of exculpation, or an excuse)

                                                  and then I started thinking about apples,
 the brilliant vibrant crimson ones that resembled velvet in dim lighting
 and green ones in the grass behind the  fence, one with bite removed; 
 we were fighting that day too, I remember, and the slanting sunlight
 slipping through the branches was sufficient  to create a subtle moisture,
 hint of an odor or environment, wafting delicately up among the dancers.

art Show
iNga LyNN
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 Doe and fear 
 are wedded here
 touched by the trigger
 that slides over the finger.
 In place of the nuptial ring

 there is a ringing in the ears. 
 It seems to decorate the air
 like doves released or love birds
 hanging in a cage. The clip in place,

 all further flight is hindered. The deer,
 legs splayed and begging entry
 of blood to the extremities,
 lies twitching in heat. 

 The stain is small on the bed
 of endless needles falling from firs; the doe’s 
 eyes prickle back in her head like flies 
 gorged as the final spasm spreads to an end. 

 Look at the beauty in fear
 as it leaves her; the tongue blooming
 purple buds to scent the air, and a grave
 tremor of the ear heralding a rush away
 from a life of multiplying cells.

JuStiCe of the peaCe
emiLy greLLe
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touCh
BriaN r. StrauSS

Manifestations of preordained gesticulations of madness
   And I’m standing there looking at this faceless figure
And he waves to me from out the silhouette of the wall
   And I say Why you lookin at me like that way?
But he gets it so he laughs and he walks across the ceiling to the door
And I’m hanging upside down by my hair only it’s tied to the knob
And the heat’s beginning to pick up and the hinge starts to warm
And my soup’s getting cold but I drink it anyways or eat it or whatever
And my socks have holes in them and my underwears are faded black
And my asshole bleeds from the hemorrhoids when I wipe my shit
And my eye sockets are sunken craters draped in purple
And my cock is hard cause I aint had any in a while
And I think about love and I toss the thought aside
And I wail about drunk and stupid and naked and writhing
And I forget to go do that thing I was s’posed to do anyhow
   I start to finger the thought of benevolence but I give up on it
And I whisper dirty words that slink into her ear, fondling her ego
And I’m hungry so I ask for some food, at least I think I did
   or she didn’t hear me
And I get up bare-ass naked walk to the kitchen burn my hand on the stove
And I put some ice on it but I’m hungry so I forget about it
   But there it is again and I’m staring at him and he’s smiling
   Through that thick veil of darkness that seems to ring out in pleasure to me
What’s hiding in there I might think if I weren’t so lazy about that sort of thing
Or maybe I just don’t care that God might not have created us
Or he did and I just don’t mean much to him anyways
Or something else like life’s just a prelude to eternity
Or you spend all your time dead so waste your time alive

An I get to wondering when I’ll die
   So I says to God
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I says
   God...
Cause I don’t patronize him like those God awhmighty types do
An I says
   I realize if I die young
 If I were to die now, at this point in my life
 It’s my own fault.
I deserve it.
   But
An I hold my finger up as I say it
   But, smiling as I say it
now is not the time.
     I wait for him to laugh but there is no response
   Other than the throngs of frogs blurping loudly beneath the cover of darkness and 
grass
So I lean forward and I take that hit
Pop that tab
Snort that line 
And I wonder how long I’ve got

And again I strip down naked pacing the room
   Or I’m walking on molten rocks with smiling faces
And I’m looking back down on them and they’re so sterile
And there’s smoking drifting off the tips of my fingers
   Filling the room with transient mists of ghostly apparitions
And I’m telling myself it’s alright, it’s alright
 because I realize what’s happening
   Until someone else joins the conversation but I can’t find them
I can’t find the source of the voice until it becomes evident
   Until I’ve kissed her goodnight
I’m waving to the mirror as it shatters

Touch
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And the shards of glass rain down
Cutting me until there’s nothing left.
   But there’s a picture of a sunset
in my mind
   Atop a hill on a warm evening
When the breeze isn’t so stiff
And picture after picture slides behind my eyes
With the click of a thought
And I’ve been to the ends of Badlands
To the edge of glaciers
   Through the tips of hurricanes
Across the petrified remains of fallen cities   
And one prevailing thought makes itself known

I have lived a beautiful li(f )e.

Brian r. Strauss
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JameS deSoto, Study of a WomaN, 
2013, pen and ink, ink wash, and charcoal
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hotel Cavalier
BriaN r. StrauSS
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   Take me
   and I’m breathing like a dog
panting sweating brewing
up my own idea of how this goes
let’s have it filthy Darling, shall we?
in the front passenger seat
with your legs splayed upward and out 
in those awkward looking yoga poses
you do while i’m gasping for air
watching the windows fog up
and the imprints on them become visible
faint smell of cigarettes lingering on your
hands as you run them over my face
up in between strands of hair
tongue in ear fingers in merciless cunt
warm clothiness rubbing against my ass
tender squeaking of suspension and
romanticized visions of endless sexcapades
endlessly coming, and coming, never going, only coming
arch of your back pierced by two dimples just above your
buttocks

immaculate marble floors, i point out to her
I don’t know shit about floors.
our brown vintage luggage set was being rolled along
on a cart by some poor brown boy with strong english
through golden double doors leading to a service elevator
we took our own, found ourselves in a room full of mirrors

cautious eyes all around, dubiously caressing our bodies
and yet so sharply those eyes stung to express such frailty



Hotel Cavalier
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that feeling of the earth trying to pull us back 

as if we might have flown too far from the floor
i’ve got my hand buried in her hair
thick brown mane she has
massaging the back of her neck
she’s wiggling her ass by then she’s so excited
gently squeezing at my hand with both of hers
doors finally slide open, we’re showered
by the sunlight that seems to pour 
through the windows
overlooking the valley floor to ceiling 
a mural drenched in sea foam green
fluorescent neon beams of electrified light
fiery clouds splashed like paint across the sky
everything beneath all of it all the people 
floating about on their two clubs of flesh
that mingle with wandering sockets
who illuminate visions of distress
and of lust of hate of self loathing
of premature comings and goings
mangled in a tragic orgy of faraway gazes
she clung to my hand,
head resting on my shoulder
as i looked out over that horizon
a faint smile i managed to muster

for appearances sake
i don’t give a damn
or i do and i merely feign indifference
try not to think about it too much



Brian r. Strauss
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you’ve been drinking again, she says
face pressed against mine nose to nose

sniffing me out like she always does
i lightly peck her on her cheek
don’t mind it darling
the drinking never ends with you,
as she walks into the bathroom.
sigh and of course I’m following
moping about like some lethargic caricature
of a bloodhound you might see in cartoons
surrounded by mirrors 
projections of her naked flesh
the steam rising and clouding them
slide my hand across the surface 
meet my own eyes
haven’t shaved in a week
i’m standing there, nude
in need of a good trim
genitals gleefully waving back at me
get into the shower with her but it’s a sad sort of sensuality
a disparaging tenderness that reminds me of a mother with a dying son
or maybe something different,
something in the way of a teardrop
falling from the lips of a kiss.



evidenCe
meLia PavLoff

 
 In the bathroom, 
 I stand on apricot tiles
 under cheap light fixtures,
 prepare for a self-portrait.

 I, young professional,
 wear an ivory sweater set,
 my hair half its summer length.
 It is six p.m.
 I have removed the eye makeup
 to capture the prune-colored bruise.

 The blood vessels
 have burst, but
 do not bleed.

 The pattern is
 skin, little crushed plums, skin.

 I wonder,
 If I give the pattern
 a name,
 will it stay with me?

 Gone the sheen of round plum fruit,
 narrow slit left for a view.
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 Even spots rich in hue
 fade to yellow.

 I press the camera button,
 snap one picture.

 I can hold this thing,
 this photograph,
 when,
 after months of work,
 then weed,
 then making love,
 he and I just
 forget.
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mary-madiSon Baldo, you CaN’t BreaK me, 
2013, Pen
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el Camino real 
eriC miChaeL moBerg

6,097 miles from the Philippine Islands, just inside the west coast of the 
United States of America in South San Francisco, California, the question of 
who is and who is not a virgin on the first day of high school is one of intense 
speculation and dramatic importance.  Most people just drive past The Industrial 
City to the east on Highway 101 or to the west on Highway 280, but Highway 
82, El Camino Real, runs right through the center of town and directly past 
El Camino Real High School.  The Royal Highway dates back to the mission 
period, back before the Treaty of Guadalupe Hidalgo and even before the 
Mexican Independence.  The road always served commercial and trade purposes 
more than religious ones.  Any given mile of El Camino in any town from San 
Francisco to San Jose now hosts at least a dozen fast food restaurants, a few gas 
stations, a couple of bars, a car dealership, a grocery store, but not likely a single 
church.  It boasts three lanes each direction for much of the way between the two 
major cities, and the electricity generated to illuminate all of the stoplights could 
power half of Wyoming.  Since the Great Recession, more and more panhandlers 
have braved its medians trying to raise enough money to survive in 21st century 
America.    

Walking up the hill on Grand Avenue, Imelda puts her hand in Rogelio’s and 
insists, “Break up with Consuelo and hook-up with me.”

“Why?”
“We both wear Abercrombie and Fitch, we go to the same church, and we’re 

both hot.”
“What does ‘hot’ even mean?”  Rogelio looks at Imelda’s hair.  Does it still 

smell like peaches?  He had smelled it once while standing right behind her in 
line for communion.  In the summer sun some of the mid-back length, full hair 
lightened from deep black to auburn, sable, and even copper.  

“You look like Johnny Depp, and I look like Beyoncé.”

eighteen   31



“I’m Filipino, he’s white.”
“So you agree that I look like Beyoncé?” Imelda jumps in front of Rogelio 

shakes her butt, snakes her head around, spins around one-and-a-half times, faces 
Rogelio, and sings out “I’m a survivor!”

Rogelio doesn’t use words like mesmerizing, enchanting, or ravishing, but he 
would now if he did, instead, he looks at Imelda’s chest then back up at her eyes, 
“Your—”

Imelda interrupts, “I’m a B-cup now, just like Beyoncé.”
“How do you know?” Rogelio asks, flustered.
“I asked Jay-Z.”
Rogelio laughs as he shakes his head, “You’re crazy, Imelda.”
“ROGELIO,” she insists, “break up with that fat-ass-midget and get with 

me.”
“Because…?”
“I can’t stay a virgin.”
“And…?”  Rogelio blushes and nervously shrugs his shoulders.
“I have less than seven days.” 
“I can’t,”  Rogelio looks down.
“That’s not what you told her.”
“I can’t just break up for no reason,” Rogelio looks away.
“She’s a slut, sometimes you just gotta move on” Imelda smiles, leans forward 

to make eye contact.
Rogelio turns his head away; Imelda grabs his chin and forces him to face 

her.  Rogelio blinks, “I just want a girl I can depend on.” 
“You can depend on me.”  Imelda releases Rogelio’s chin, smiles, squeezes his 

hand gently, and leans against him at the corner while they wait for the Don’t Walk 
sign to change.  Rogelio notices the warmth and the softness of Imelda’s hand, he 

El Camino RealEl Camino Real
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slouches and looks down at his toes overhanging the flip-flops he is growing out 
of.  He glances over at Imelda’s feet framed by the straps of her Roman sandals. 
How does she keep her feet so clean?  His eyes follow the straps around her ankle 
and up to her round calf that, like Imelda’s thighs, are a perfect balance of athletic 
and feminine.  He realizes that he wants to touch her legs, just to know what they 
feel like.  How is her skin so much softer than mine?  Imelda’s bronze skin glistens 
in the morning sun.  Is that sweat or lotion?  Rogelio, now 5-foot eight, is finally 
taller than Imelda, who shot up to 5-foot six in eighth grade.  He struggles with 
the revelation that he wants to kiss this girl who can outwit and outfight him; 
this girl who is prettier than his current so-called girlfriend, and prettier than any 
girl he knows.

Imelda stands upright, sticks out her chest and watches the cars passing by, 
looking for people she knows in the cars driving past.  As the light turns to Walk, 
she says “Let’s go sell oranges on El Camino.”  

“By the Shell?” Rogelio asks, apprehensive.
“No, by Firestone,” Imelda answers, confident.
“But,” Rogelio worries, “they told us not to do that there, remember?”
“So, they don’t own El Camino, it’s public property.”
“Okay,” Rogelio asks reluctantly, “you have the oranges?”
Imelda smiles, “No worries, Baby Boy, we’ll buy them at Costco.”
“How do we make any money, then?” 
“Easy, we buy ‘em for $5 and sell them for $5…but people feel sorry for us 

selling oranges on the street corner…so they give us tips.”
Still unconvinced, “What about tax?” Rogelio objects.
“No tax, it’s food.”
“Okay, but I want to walk.”
“Why, it’s faster on bikes.”

Eric Michael MobergEric Michael Moberg
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“My balls hurt, though,” Rogelio winces.
“Probably from jerkin’ off too much on the internet!”  Imelda laughs at her 

own joke, Rogelio does not.
“No, I’m serious, one is getting bigger than the other one, it’s not funny.”
“So, go to the doctor, dumbass,” Imelda mocks.
“Mom’s a Jehova’s Witness now, she doesn’t believe in doctors anymore.”
“What?” Imelda is surprised.  “I saw you at mass last Easter.”
Rogelio is despondent, “Yeah, she converted right after that when she met 

her new boyfriend.”
“That stinky dude from Colma?” Imelda wrinkles her nose.
“No, the chef from Lucky Chances.”
“The guy who looks like Michael Jackson, only fat?”
“Yeah, whatever,” Rogelio starts walking in the gutter towards Costco.
“Well,” Imelda thinks aloud, “What if you have cancer?”
“In my balls?” Rogelio’s voice rises.
“Yeah, Greg Louganis had cancer in his balls.”
“That was Lance Armstrong.”
“See.”
“I’m only fourteen, I don’t,” Rogelio insists. 
“Okay, let me see ‘em.”  Imelda demands, smiling.
“No,” Rogelio walks faster down the hill.
Imelda grabs Rogelio’s arm to stop him, “I showed you my period panties.” 
Rogelio stops walking and sighs, “You showed everyone at middle school, 

and I didn’t look.” 
“So, my mom’s a CNA, I know some medical procedures.  I’m sure I’ll be 

able to tell if you have cancer in your balls.”
“No,” Rogelio starts walking again. The 300-foot Eucalyptus trees lining 

El Camino RealEl Camino RealEl Camino Real
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Orange Park shade the morning sun.  Young children play on the slides and 
swings as their young mothers watch on and talk to each other about daily life: 
the laundry, the bills, the husbands, the in-laws, the weather, the government, 
love, and—most of all—sex. 

“Please, I’ll show you naked pictures of my big sister.”
“Everyone’s already seen those.”
“No, these are new, and she’s totally naked.”
“Have you ever noticed how no other girls act like you?”  
“Thank you, I’ll take that as a compliment,” Imelda pulls out her big sister’s 

pink iPhone, recently handed-down, and shows the first picture in her Camera 
Roll.  “See…and there’s more.”

“Wait, what is that,” Rogelio stops walking to look.
“That’s her pussy, dumbass. It’s just shaved, now show me your balls.”
“No!” Rogelio starts walking again.
Imelda pushes Rogelio so hard that he falls into the street, and he scrapes his 

elbow on the pavement.
“You are such a bitch!”  Rogelio yells as he slowly picks himself up off the 

street, rotating his arm to view the scrape.
“You shouldn’t call your best friend names.” Imelda pushes Rogelio again, 

even harder.  He takes several giant steps forward to keep from falling.  A car 
zooms by and honks as it swerves to avoid hitting Rogelio.

“You’re not my best friend, bitch!”
 “Really, then who is?” Imelda stands with her hands on her hips.
“Joseph Punto.”
“Joseph Punto is a moron, and he’s fucking your so-called girlfriend, 

Consuelo.”
“He is not.”

Eric Michael MobergEric Michael MobergEric Michael Moberg
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“He’s so stupid he flunked kindergarten.”
“Bullshit,” Rogelio stops walking, turns around, and faces Imelda.
“The fuck he didn’t.  How stupid do you have to be not to be able to ride 

tricycles, sing the alphabet song, and take a nap?”
“Shut-up…bitch.”  
Imelda instinctively punches Rogelio in the stomach and knocks the wind 

out of him.  Rogelio doubles over and falls to one knee on the sidewalk in front 
of Mabuhay Pilipino Restaurant.  

Rogelio gets up slowly and spits at Imelda’s face, intentionally missing it by 
at least a foot, knowing that he cannot match blows.  Imelda grabs Rogelio by 
his hair and smashes his face up against the restaurant window.  Rogelio elbows 
Imelda in the jaw, and she stumbles and falls on her butt in the street.  A car 
screeches to a halt to avoid hitting her.

Imelda jumps up and rushes at Rogelio, grabs his pants, pulls them down, 
and exposes his boxers.  “Cyclops-balls!” she yells, laughing.  The scene is bizarre 
in public during broad daylight where everyone is sober; the rowdiness belongs 
at a roller-derby match, a fraternity party, a biker bar, or in a retro-slapstick skit 
on MADtv, where the closer someone gets to being injured, without actually 
sustaining any serious injury, the more the audience laughs at and with the almost 
victim.

Rogelio grabs his pants, pulls them back up, and runs down the street.
“Hey, what in the hell are you kids doing?”  The driver of the halted car gets 

out to yell at Imelda.
Imelda turns, smiles, and explains: “It’s just a rehearsal for a play we’re doing 

at church.”
“What kind of church is that?” the driver demands.
“We’re Jehova’s Witnesses, mister, you should come to our church some 

El Camino Real
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time.”
“The hell, you’re freaks, is what you are,” the driver says as he gets back in 

his car and screeches away.
“Imelda!” calls a woman from the restaurant door.
“Oh, hi, Aunt Cora,” Imelda smiles. 
“What are you doing, you almost broke my window.”
“Oh, we were just playing, that’s all.”
“Where’s your little boyfriend?”
“He had to go home suddenly, he had diarrhea or something probably.”
Aunt Cora shakes her head, “You go home, too,” she says as she closes the 

door and shoos Imelda with a hand gesture.
Imelda jogs to catch up to Rogelio.
“Dude, wait,” she yells at the top of her lungs.
Rogelio turns around, sees Imelda, and starts running with a limp.
Imelda chases him, “Wait, let me show you those pictures of Remy.”
Rogelio stops running, leans over in pain, and tries to catch his breath.  

Imelda catches up to him.  She hands Rogelio Remy’s iPhone, recently handed-
down.  Rogelio starts scrolling through the Camera Roll.  He stops.  “What the 
hell is that?”

“A dildo, dumbass.  My sister likes dildos.  She has like five of them.”
Rogelio continues scrolling. “What the fuck, what the hell are they doing?”
“They’re fucking Pinoy style.”
“Who is he?” Rogelio is almost speechless.
“Some asshole from Daly City.  My sister says he has a big dick,” Imelda 

takes back the phone.  “Best friends again?”
“No.”
“Yes, I know you really mean yes!  Anyway…ready?”

Eric Michael Moberg
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“For what?” Rogelio is exasperated. 
“Costco, we’re almost there,” Imelda replies softly, attempting to soothe 

Rogelio.
“You got money?” Rogelio asks as he starts walking again.
“Sure, I got my grandma’s Costco card and her ATM card.”
“How are you going to use that?” Rogelio doesn’t follow Imelda’s plan.
“She gave me the PIN.” Imelda puts her arm around Rogelio to lead him 

down the street. 
“What are we going to do with the money we make?” he asks. 
“We should go buy you some new balls, dude!” Imelda smirks, but tries not 

to laugh, waiting for Rogelio to laugh first.  He doesn’t.  They walk on in silence.
As the two reach the Costco parking lot, Rogelio taunts, “Why don’t we buy 

you a muzzle so I can shut you up?”
“Wouldn’t work,” Imelda jokes, “I know sign language.”  
“You are too damn crazy.”  Rogelio gets a cart from outside Costco. “Where’s 

your grandma’s card?”
Imelda pulls it out of her bra.
“Gross, look at it, it’s all sweaty,” Rogelio pretends to be disgusted.
“That’s because I’m hot for you,” Imelda pinches Rogelio’s butt.
“Stop it, just stop it,” Rogelio protests.
“I can’t, Lover-Man, you too sexy,” Imelda blows Rogelio a kiss, as she notices 

the summer fog seeping over the hill from Daly city.
“Why can’t you just be normal?” Rogelio accuses more than asks.
“Too boring.”
Imelda bumps Rogelio aside to take command of the cart.  “I drive, Boy, I 

always drive.”
“Whatever.  Let’s go get some samples, I’m hungry.”
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“Hellz ya!” Imelda races down the main entry aisle of the giant concrete and 
steel warehouse store to the first sample stand under the ill-colored sulfur lights.  
“Root-beer-popcorn…sure, I’ll try that.”

Catching up, Rogelio requests, “white cheddar, please.”
Imelda spits out her popcorn, “Nasty, that’s nasty.”  Turning to the sample 

attendant, “Can I have the fire-roasted, that root beer flavor just ain’t right.”
On to the next stand: mixed nuts.  Imelda takes two samples.
“One per customer, please,” says the attendant, forcing a corporate smile.
Imelda smiles back, even more forced, “Oh, well, I’m pregnant,” pointing to 

Rogelio, “and my husband wants me to eat enough for two.  You know the food 
stamps just don’t cover it.  I know I look like a skinny little girl, except for the 
boobs,” Imelda looks down at her chest, “but I eat a lot…a lot.” 

The attendant just stares, uninterested.
Rogelio is too embarrassed to take any.
Next stand: beef jerky.  Imelda takes two.  Smiling, she explains, “one for my 

chauffeur,” and points to Rogelio.
Rogelio gets his own.  The attendant continues hawking: “beef jerky, high in 

protein, low in fat, less than ten-dollars for two eight-ounce packages; great for 
school lunches.”

“Oh, Christ, don’t remind me,” Rogelio complains about the thought of 
school approaching.

“No worries, Sweetie, we got almost another week.”
Next stand: coconut juice. Before taking any, Imelda asks the attendant: “Is 

this good for recovery?”
“It’s excellent for recovery from any workout: aerobic, weight, flexibility.”
“Well, that’s not what I meant.”  Imelda looks over in Rogelio’s direction.  

“Recovery from crack?”
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“Oh, oh, well, sure, I’m sure it would be good for that.”  The attendant 
doesn’t know whether or not to smile.

Rogelio suffers through the indignity, but complains as the two walk off to 
the next stand: “why do you always have to make shit up?”

“I’m just having fun,” Imelda shrugs one shoulder. 
“Lying is fun?” 
“It’s not lying, everyone knows I’m just telling stories,” Imelda explains. 
Rogelio grabs the cart, stopping it, “Then what’s the point?”
“Everybody likes stories.”
“Stories are for little kids, we’re going into high school.  High school is about 

facts.”
“Facts are just things.” Imelda laughs, looks up, waves her hands in the air, 

“Stories are life.”  
Imelda presses on to the next stand: artichoke dip on crackers.  “May I have 

two, please…the other is for my lover here, he doesn’t talk, he’s a deaf mute.”
The attendant nods her head and stares at Rogelio.
Rogelio takes his cracker and nibbles around the dip.
“Try the dip, Handsome, it’s good for you.”  Imelda puts her arm around 

Rogelio.
Pushing the cart over toward the produce, Imelda asks, “So, are we going to 

hook-up when we’re in high school, or what?”
“I don’t know,” Rogelio answers, irritated, pushing the cart back toward the 

dozens of checkout stands.
“Because if we are, we should get some condoms.  They sell them by the 

case here.”  Imelda raises and lowers her eyebrows several times rapidly, like W.C. 
Fields.

“That’s too much.”
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“No such thing as too much fuckin’,” Imelda says.
“No, that’s not what I meant, but wouldn’t your grandma notice on the 

receipt?” Rogelio tries to change the subject.
“She’s legally blind; she can’t read receipts, and who says I’d give it to her?”
“Okay, whatever,” Rogelio just wants to leave.
“Good, now let’s make some money so we can get your balls fixed.”
“You act like they’re machines or something,” Rogelio objects.
“No, I have an idea, we can go to the Haight-Ashbury Free Clinic like the 

hippies.” 

* * *
Officially, no such place called Clinica Sonoma actually exists.  It is known, 

however, in certain circles, mostly spoken of only in Spanish or Tagalog or Trailer 
Park English, that the small, unmarked office behind the police station and near 
the northern end of El Camino Real was a place where a girl could go if she had 
need of a certain delicate procedure that would forever change her life.  Is he a 
real doctor?  Yes, he was at one time.  How much would it cost?  Nothing.  Is 
it legal?  Well, it’s not illegal for the patient.  Does it hurt?  Sorry.  Do you have 
to fill out forms in English?  No paperwork.  That was the best part; there was 
no permanent record that anything had ever happened at the clinic that didn’t 
officially exist.  Some things are best handled in secret, then forgotten about 
forever.  Society preferred it that way, so did the church, so did the would-be 
fathers, and especially the would-be teen mothers, some of whom were as young 
as eleven.  But, no matter their age, not one of them ever forgot their visit to 
Clinica Sonoma.  

The hills surrounding the small town where the clinic does not officially exist 
teem with world-class wine grapes.  The newly famous Carneros appellation gave 
birth to delicate pinot noir and fruit-forward chardonnay grapes that viticulturists 

Eric Michael Moberg

eighteen   41



pamper year-round only to be crushed at fall harvest in mammoth multi-ton 
stainless steel tanks with computer-controlled hydraulic expanding bladder 
systems that send the clear-golden liquid running for days, later fermenting 
the first time in separate stainless steel tanks, then a second time in champagne 
bottles bearing the California versions of French and Spanish wine houses of 
venerable distinction.  

The abortion, or the thought of it, the waiting for it, the imagining it, 
strangely made Consuelo feel more alive than she ever has in her entire fourteen 
years on the planet, more alive than at the brief conception, when she and Joseph 
traded virginities in a tangle of shirts, underwear, jeans, sweat, elbows, knees, 
genitalia, germs, secretions, and—all-too-quickly—semen.  Sadly, there was no 
time, or desire, to exchange I Love You proclamations, barely time for more than 
three foreplay kisses, two of which Joseph delivered to Consuelo’s breasts, one on 
each nipple.  

The very next day, Consuelo knew she was pregnant.
“Should I tell him I’m pregnant?” Consuelo agonizes over the phone to her 

older sister in Reno, who is nursing one, changing the diaper of another, and 
warming oatmeal for her first, all boys.

  “I don’t know if he loves me.  Does your husband love you?”  Consuelo 
draws a house, a tree, a dog, a car, a woman, a baby with crayon on a paper 
napkin.  “Should I tell him, though…should I ask him for money…should I 
ask him to go with me?” No, no, no, of course not, big sister advises.  Consuelo 
knows this intuitively but really just wants to talk.  In a sad way, Consuelo wants 
to talk about the pregnancy, which proves that she is a woman—a woman who 
fucks.  Consuelo is now a mother.  Even after the abortion, Consuelo will always 
be a woman who fucks the man she wants.  In a way, Consuelo will always be 
a mother.  What will Joseph be?  He’ll never know.  What will Joseph do?  What 
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teenage boys always do: something selfish, immature, and foolish.

* * *
“Whatever, let’s just get the oranges and go,” Rogelio is not in the mood for 

another one of Imelda’s schemes.
Imelda tosses twelve 8-pound bags of oranges in the cart.
“Wait, how are we gonna carry all that, it’s like a hundred pounds.”
“Ninety-six.  That’s forty-eight each,” Imelda smiles and tilts her head to the 

side.
“That’s too much.”
“No worries, My Prince, we won’t have to carry them far.”  Imelda takes back 

the cart and selects the shortest of many long lines at the checkout.  She points 
over to the pharmacy section and tells Rogelio to “go get the condoms.”

Rogelio feels humiliated partly due to the subject and partly due to his 
experience that Imelda will get her way, again.  “Why do I have to buy them?”

“You’re the one with the dick.”
“Whatever.  You’re the one who gets pregnant, so why can’t you get them?”
“I’ll buy them, just go get them while I wait in line.”
“Where are they?” Rogelio asks, resigned to his fate.
“I don’t know, probably over by the tampons, over there,” Imelda points.
Rogelio slips away and waits until the aisle with the condoms is empty to 

grab the first box he sees.  He hides the box under a carton of toothbrushes from 
the previous aisle, joins Imelda at the checkout, where he quietly places the box 
on the conveyor belt behind a bag of oranges.

“That’s okay,” the cashier says, “you don’t have to put all the oranges up on 
the conveyor.  Just leave them in the cart.  We’ll get the condoms, though.” 

Imelda smiles, Rogelio walks away to return the toothbrushes and avoid any 
further humiliation.
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“Aren’t you going to help me, Darling?” Imelda calls to the retreating Rogelio.  
Rogelio ignores her and walks back to the toothbrush aisle, then passes over to the 
snack bar area next to the exit.  Pizza slices, hot dogs, and sodas disappear down 
hungry throats in the din of the warehouse, where hundreds of simultaneous 
conversations drown each other out, making eavesdropping virtually impossible.  

As Imelda passes with the cart, Rogelio follows her, two steps behind.  Just 
outside the door, Imelda hands Rogelio the condoms and four bags of oranges.  
“Why do I have to carry the condoms?” he protests.

“Because you’re the one with the dick.”

* * *
There is no sign on the plain wooden door.  Is this it…how do I know?  

Consuelo tries the handle: locked.  Do I knock…should I call…what’s the phone 
number?  The door opens to a space that looks like a converted two-car garage, 
which it was.  A balding past-middle-age white man in a short sleeve white lab 
coat, worn jeans, and peach polo shirt opens the door to the clinic that does 
not officially exist.  Consuelo’s throat swells and her knees ache.  Her stomach 
wants to vomit, but since she ate no breakfast it cannot.  Where is the lobby…
the receptionist…the nurse?  “No fancy lobby, you can just have a seat,” he points 
to the paper-covered table beneath a large light suspended by a boom apparatus.  
The floor, ceiling, and walls compete in some sort of dingiest-surface contest.  A 
plastic tray on what looks to be a nightstand holds shiny instruments, one of 
which is clearly a needle.  “You can just call me Jeff, and feel free to ask me any 
questions before we begin…or at any time.”  His voice is eerily calm, and his 
businesslike manner is anything but soothing.  Consuelo talks only to herself.  
Jeff…not doctor something…just Jeff?  Jeff begins the pre-op interview, “How do 
you know you are pregnant?”  Consuelo shows Jeff the home pregnancy test strip 
with its bright red plus sign.  “And how far along are you?”  Consuelo raises eight 
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fingers, without saying a word.  “Well, given that you are not so far along,” Jeff 
gazes at Consuelo’s stomach, “this should be pretty simple vacuum procedure.”  
Jeff smiles for the first time.  “Should have you out of here in about an hour.”  
Consuelo finally sits on the table.  She grows more and more lightheaded at the 
austere sight of the room and its lack of anything that resembles the modern 
electronic medical devices she has seen on television.  “If you have no questions,” 
Jeff continues, “lie back so I can do a quick pelvic, take your vitals, and start the 
anesthetic.”  I’m gonna be unconscious won’t I?  “Shouldn’t be any need for heavy 
sedation, this is just something for the pain, shouldn’t be much anyway.  Most 
girls don’t even cry.”  The mention of crying and other girls in this room alone 
with Jeff suddenly suffocates Consuelo with a terror that quickly paralyzes her, 
even before he has administered the anesthetic, or touched her.  Neither the 
stethoscope nor the blood pressure cuff register, nor does the needle entering 
Consuelo’s arm.

“Okay, everything seems fine,” Jeff determines in a checklist voice.  “You’ll 
need to slip off your jeans and panties now, you can cover yourself with this 
towel.”  A towel…no hospital gown?  Consuelo complies silently, zombie-like.  
“Probably best to just lie back and relax now.”  Consuelo stares at the beach-scene 
poster taped to the ceiling straight above her.  “Most girls don’t like to watch,” 
Jeff drones on.  The reminder of other girls going through this torture forces 
Conseulo to close her eyes in an attempt to escape.  I’d rather be anywhere…
anywhere would be better than here…I’ll never fuck another boy again...I’d rather 
be a lesbian.

“If you count backwards slowly from ninety-nine, it will all be over by the time 
you reach one,” Jeff sounds almost happy, which makes Consuelo uncomfortable 
with the idea of counting.  What if I get to zero and he’s still operating?  Jeff’s finger 
is the first violation.  “Well, there’s your cervix…and, yep, uterus feels about eight 
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weeks.”  The vaginal speculum is the second violation.  Is he using a metal clamp in 
my pussy…is that thing even lubricated…is that my cervix…my uterus?  The saline 
solution is the third violation.  Did this asshole even bother to warm that shit up…
what the fuck is in it…why does it smell like bubble gum?  The quick removal of the 
unlubricated-vaginal-syringe-enema-saline-tube is the fourth violation.  Why is 
he pulling it out so soon…why do I smell bubble gum…is the baby…gone?  “Okay, 
half way there,” Jeff sounds more like a flight attendant than a medical doctor.  

Whirrrrrrrrrrrrrrrrrrrrrrrrrrrr
The noise of the vacuum starting is the fifth, and most disturbing, violation.  

Is he really gonna put a vacuum in me…will it hurt worse than the tube…will it 
take…the baby?  “This will be a little uncomfortable, but bear with me,” the 
concern in Jeff’s voice terrifies Consuelo.  Consuelo feels all breath leave her 
body at the pain of the speculum spreading the walls of her vagina to make room 
for the vacuum; this is beyond violation, this is horror.  The penetration of the 
machine is a chilling violation, all the more so as the motor audibly slows as the 
vacuum sucks at Consuelo’s most personal female insides.  Why doesn’t it hurt 
any more…is it working…what is that burning smell?  Consuelo tastes metallic-
electric smoke and wants to vomit more than ever.  The motor slows more as the 
vacuum penetrates deeper.  Did he turn it off…did it work…did he get…my baby?  
The vacuum stops, and Consuelo wonders if Jeff is pulling it out.  She sits up to 
look, just in time to see the blood stained vacuum tip exit her body.  My baby is 
gone.  Looking up to meet eyes with Consuelo for the first time, Jeff advises, “Best 
to lie back now and relax.  You can leave as soon as the bleeding stops and your 
pulse and blood pressure are normal,” Jeff continues, monotone, “if there is any 
abnormal bleeding after you go home, go straight to the emergency room.  Don’t 
come here because I won’t be here.”  Jeff won’t be here…my baby is dead, my baby 
is dead, my baby is dead, my baby is dead, my baby is dead.
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Big sister, nursing in her car parked at the post office across from the police 
station, looks up, turns down the radio, and greets Consuelo without a smile, 
“Well, you did it.  Now you’re a real woman.”  Numb to the world, Consuelo 
crawls into the back seat in her horror of shame, confusion, and violation.

The hour ride back to South San Francisco is a haunting daydream of 
resignation, resentment, and regret.  Neither sister talks, and the three boys nap 
all the way.  Tiburon Bay, the Golden Gate Bridge, and the San Francisco city 
skyline have lost all beauty, all wonder, all promise.  Almost home, Consuelo’s 
neighborhood appears a muddy swill of drab and dreary colors, sounds, and 
odors, all slopping together in a world that can never again be what it was.  There 
is no going back.  Consuelo cannot ever be a girl again.  She cannot even pretend 
innocence.  She cannot claim morality.  She can never even confess her visit to 
Clinica Sonoma at church.  

Consuelo steps clumsily out of the car and walks toward her front door 
without saying a word to her sister or her nephews.  She does not turn back.  
She does not notice if they wave.  She does not hear if they call.  As she enters 
her house she does not announce her arrival or see if anyone else is home.  She 
vaguely hopes to be alone.  She walks straight to her room, closes her door, lowers 
the blinds, crawls into her bed, hides under her covers, pulls out her cell phone, 
and rages:

Joseph

I HATE YOU I HATE YOU I HATE YOU 
I HATE YOU I HATE YOU I HATE YOU 
I HATE YOU I HATE YOU I HATE YOU
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aJa dandridge, afro-hiP, 
2011, Pencil
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aSh-Covered forehead
NiCoLe de LeoN

 

 Silver circle engraved—
          two letters, N D, and a cross
          witness to poverty, chastity, obedience
—left on a nightstand

thirty pieces paid
Sinner marked
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laundry leSSonS
KeLLeher WiNShiP

 
 She only did laundry on Thursdays.
 I watched her from behind the peeling picket fence
 as she hummed and sung and hung cream sheets – 
 cotton capes that floated on the breeze
 waiting for their superhero’s return.
 I’ll be there soon
 though I don’t dare disturb her now.

 She looked loveliest when she thought no one was watching,
 her motion mimicked pouring honey:
 slow and smooth with saccharine substance –
 a dance that she perfected
 with the ghosts of empty clothes
 many laundry sessions ago.
 I’ll learn the steps in time.

 She took great care to clip each piece
 of fresh clothing into its place
 and smoothed the wrinkles with her soft hands – 
 the ones that would french braid my hair later.
 And even when tangles tugged,
 she delicately loosened holds between hairs
 so that my eyes would be spared a sporadic shower.

 I sat with crossed legs on clean sheets
 and waited for her fingers to comb my head,
 to feel her nails scratch where mine couldn’t reach –
 just the right pressure, just the right touch.
 Her song carried over from outside,
 nestled in the grooves of my eardrums;
 her lush, hushed tone found home in my harmony. 
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white   sheep at reunion 
      behind blue eyes
      with blood that is half known
      in heart that is all                black

father   before him
      still giving the wrong name
      with some scribble on bad checks
      left here for our                mother
        
son      ashamed
      for leaving the close race
      before getting to know
      the world being                   mixed

white Brother
JoShua gray
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KriStin mCKague, BryCe tree, 
2013, Photography
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white SmoKe & CroSSeS
CoLiN JameS SturdevaNt

i. stipes

somewhere in Vidor, TX 
are strung faces
looking sad. 
white hooded men
set their messiah 
afire. 

& away from then and old times,
here & now in Houston-
‘whatever you’re stressed
or sad about’, she said
to me, an unnamable
girl. ‘smoke these.’ the perfume
of her voice. this

subtext as she handed
me an American Spirit
light menthol, white
over one another,
twisted asparagus previously
in domestic hands, wrenched-
sexual.
 
us-
our legs in jeans as we look
off a second floor-
her garage apartment & a pool 
below that collects 
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& baptizes the moon 
& ashes
rolling white flakes 
from orange cigarette ends.

ii. patibulum

i’ve got my problems, 
set aside like cue cards 
for sundays
between me & some father
and she has none, so i think. 
she’s mormon. holistic -
i assumed as i imagine 
what happens in Vidor, TX.

a messiah being lit 
with kerosene.
but she made me feel 
relaxed. 
okay, calm. stretched like nicotine,
freely untangled in midair.

for years i’ve loathed 
my color. my whiteness
& i hating the very fact of hating,
but loving the color of her skin, 
the whiteness, 
the short curve 
of her neck 
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and her small chest, 
her hunch as she makes 
an odd face
as she exhales the burning 
mint like factory emissions, 
a round oval slanted-
her face, tilted back
unpacking fumes of stress,
white clouds like the ones
that rise from the messiahs 
on fire in Vidor.

up and out 
from her throat.

iii. sedicula

i made faces
of my own 
to be stereotyped
asian descent, made bent 
accents & poor jokes 
about forced labor 
& saying “damned commies.”
to this from her lips, 
like silver scissors 
cutting me off, 

 she said
“you know there is more 
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to people than that?” 
and so I lend her a book, 
two books-sleeves-history broken,
fractured, how poetry 
by my close friend should be,

bit by bit. a Japanese 
American poet &
maybe from this 
she’ll see i’m not 
some white southern boy 
i fear only live south, 
a stereotype.

she’s become a familiarity, 
a whiteness & i am wanting 
to peel her away and off as if 
she were latex, because i think 
of a white sink on Colquitt street, 
rice noodles resting in water

like the moon 
from the first night 
& ash flakes drifting 
down to the pool, 
our legs crossed, 
American Spirit menthols, 
an old addiction-
poems about her. broken. 
i found her false, not holistic, 
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not really 

bandwagon mormon. 
i found her open 
like a flower in some blonde
woman’s mouth 
on the cover art
of some CD. 
silenced but free, beautiful
cold images of water running 
down asparagus, twisted by
her wrenching

hands. and i want 
to get rid of our first
kiss. meeting, 
her flight to Texas-
crossroads never happening 
at Missouri street. 
i wish my cranium
would unzip and spit her out, 
like scissors 
cutting her off. 

iv. suppedaneum

in the past
my mother would say,
‘we owned slaves,’
we supposedly treated 
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them, ‘okay’
like messiahs set afire. 
in my mind. & this isn’t 
the icon of a woman
i’ve grown to learn 
& stereotype.

but in the here & now,
this girl says to me
how “blacks are”
a certain way - “ghetto”.

v. resurreccion

& now I’ve collected memory
of women from different regions
with closed minds
& dust them off as
if they were unwanted ash
on my denim jean leggings,
legs crossed like menthols,
a pack I now keep 
reserved for myself
& strangers’ fingers kept 
from my pack.

the holiness 
of loneliness
kept alit.
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but then I think
of good riddance, 
clean lungs.

a whiteness burned off
like latex, menthols left alone-
beautiful messiahs
set afire. 

i cast these wasted moments,
of women not so pure,
cast them out from my 
cranium and mouth
like the word she uses-
“ghetto” for all that she is.

I’m not some man 
from Vidor, TX
galloping with racism 
lighting up a creed. i’m not 
“poorly learned”. i am 
just growing like 
the fire. 
consumed 
at the same time.
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SilenCe Before the Sighting
emiLy greLLe

 
 “To tremble is not to disdain; we never despise that which excites our fear.“ 1 

 Said the rabbit to the wolf
 just asking for a hiding
 from the grey-bearded creature
 a hare’s breadth away. 
 The wolf said: 
 “Fear is costly. I know this
 after tasting a beating
 of a heart like yours. 
 The blood runs so fast
 it escapes us both,
 but you’ll be outlived 
 by its course down my chin.”

 The rabbit is a shade
 whiter than the falling
 of snow. “What is costly
 is not fear but excitement.
 The fear is ringing in my ears
 its jaws at my throat already, 
 and yet here I sit unwilling
 to excite. If I flee you will act, 
 but as of yet you have no threat,
 no cause to eat me. If not
 why haven’t you yet?”

 “I’m not fond of flattery;
 how do I know you really 
 fear me if you don’t try
 to get away? It is your liberty
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 to despise me. How can I 
 consume the eye in which
 my image is fixed?”

 “Yes, it is your fear 
 that’s costly. You are all spent
 from many tearings
 of bone from flesh. I see that 
 a tooth’s gone missing. 
 What else has been lost by you?”

 “Let me cut to the quick
 method of doing this
 and you will know that to lose
 is better than being lost.”

 The rabbit’s speech is the first
 thing to go. Then there is the hearing
 which the wolf will see
 is executed fairly
 before the gelatinous eye
 which, in hindsight,
 was not as reflective as it looked 
 to the wolf before he found the nerve
 through which to drive the point
 of his fang-like hunger.

1From The Empire of the Czar: A Journey Through Russia by The Marquis de Custine 
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xylophone man
KaLi PoLLard

 There is a wooden skeleton – just off the trail, 
 who was hacked to death at the ribs so long ago.

 I loved him instantly.

 For his voracious youth,
 for his triumph and his fall,
 but mostly for his mass of hollow bones
 just daring to endure.

 Even in death he stands guard on his roots.

 The severed horizon of his ancient wound stands erect;
 a labyrinth of slivered jagging layers.
 There must be hundreds of them 
 splitting at joints into cracks of thousands,
 but I touch each one with compassionate intent.

 Each contact reverberates the key’s existence.

 Then my fingers wave a chorus of proclamation.
 Then over, and again, echoing birthanddeath in each dead bare bone;
 that familiar solemn sound, though to each its own note,
 its own time of life remembered
 in every rippling tap.

 I have never heard such a beautiful eulogy.

 I do not weep for him
 since he still stands up quite well for himself,
 but I will not forget that wooden skeleton – just off the trail,
 who was hacked to death at the ribs so long ago.

 His song rings in my fingers still.
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the mailBox
miKayLa forKeS

She listened at the door until the sound of the white truck pulling away from 
her house faded. The door flew open, banging into the wall as she soared through 
the frame. Her feet carried her down the well beaten path of her driveway, just as 
they had every day since he’d left. 

Her hand finally reached the handle, and the lid fell open with a dull metallic 
thud. The wind whistled through the open box as her impatient hands rifled 
through the stack of letters, searching for the one that held her sanity. Shifting 
from side to side as the soles of her feet began to burn on the hot cement, she 
finally found it between the pages of the grocery store ad. 

The burning immediately stopped as the familiar scratched scrawl met her 
eyes and the world faded into a meaningless shell. She absentmindedly tucked 
the remaining letters under her arm. Her fingers skimmed the scratchy lettering 
that spelled his name across the upper corner. She slid her finger gently under 
the edge, carefully breaking the seal, wary of damaging the envelope’s precious 
contents. 

Her mind barely registered the cool air of her living room caressing her skin 
as shaky fingers pulled the letter from the envelope. Dirt fell from the paper as 
she unfolded it, and a soft smile pulled at her lips. Not bothering to move any 
further, she leaned back against the closed door and began to read. 

My beautiful Hope,
I miss you. Every day in this scorching hell makes me long for you. I can imagine 

you, sitting on the swing under the willow tree out back with your latest book on your 
lap. In my mind’s eye the warm breeze blowing through the leaves. Never again will 
I complain about the heat back home, any breeze would be welcome relief here. I 
haven’t felt clean in months. I go and take my five minute shower, and I’m clean and 
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happy, but as soon as I step outside, I’m covered with a layer of dust again. 

She looked up and smiled, looking at their living room and remembering 
him returning from a pick up football game with his platoon buddies, covered in 
mud, grinning through a dirt-smeared face. She wondered if he’d be any cleaner, 
after.

I really miss you. A year wasn’t enough time. I keep telling myself, only three 
more months, then I’m done, back home with you, my wife. Regardless of how much I 
despise the dirt, the heat, and the loneliness…I still feel like I’m doing the right thing 
though, like I’m where I’m supposed to be. I feel proud when I see men in uniform, 
and know that I’m one of them.

Other times I just miss you. I have another patrol in the morning, but I’ll write 
again soon. Remember that I am yours, I love you Hope, Wait for me baby.

Forever and always,
Kevin I. Acton

A happy sigh released from her chest and she pressed the paper to her heart 
for a long moment. She took no more than a step forward when there was a 
knock on the door. She opened it, a pleasant grin still lingering on her lips, and 
looked out at her visitors. 

As she realized who the men were heavy creeping lead filled her veins, holding 
her stiffly in place. Shaking her head in short panicky movements the mail she 
was holding fell, fluttering to the cold linoleum floor as they spoke foreboding 
words. 

“Hope Acton? We…have some bad news.” 

The Mailbox
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A strangled gasp tore through her lips as her violently shaking fingers allowed 
his letter to join the others on the floor. It was caught in the breeze from the open 
door, dangling in mid-air for a moment, mocking her with its misleading joy as 
she fell to her knees. 

They needed to say no more as dread carved out her heart. Hot tears blurred 
the world around her and the lonely whistle from her forever empty mailbox 
drowned out all other sounds. As the sound pierced her chest all of her hopes 
came crashing down around her, muffling out the sad keen as the blackness 
overtook her, abandoning her, forever alone.

Mikayla Forkes
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SpeCtator Syndrome
raCheL LeviNe

 
 In my time I have seen
 The cacophonous and bloody fall of empires
 The wrenching human drama across the street
 The concussive sundering of lives few and many
 The sickening tragedy detached by glass
 The loss of masters
 And of youths
 And all of those in between.

 I am complacent in the face of sheer madness.
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piCKing at the wallpaper
raCheL LeviNe

I am chained.
I am free.
My muscles and tendons spring-loaded to react,
my bones a toothy frame of blades.
If I dare move
they may shred me asunder.
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the typiCal artiSt
adam BraShearS

Thirteen and three is sixteen. Even. No good. Thirteen three times is thirty-nine. 
Excellent. But this is no ordinary endeavor. We need more. Thirty-nine at least three 
times again is one-hundred and seventeen. One-hundred and seventeen seventeen times 
is one-thousand nine-hundred and eighty-nine. Sounds perfect, to the layman, but 
we’ve been at this a long time and although the idiots at Harvard would call that an 
odd number, we can see the hidden eight. And eight is even. Always has been, always 
will be. So back to the drawing board. 

    Thirteen and nine is twenty-two. No good. Thirteen nine times is one-hundred 
seventeen again. One-hundred seventeen. One. One. Seven. That’s it! The pattern! How 
could we have been so blind! We assumed two ones would be too close to even but with 
the addition of the seven, a one with a hat, it’s really three ones and one hat. All odd. 
Perfect. One-hundred seventeen one-hundred seventeen times is thirteen thousand, six-
hundred and eighty-nine. No! No! No! A six and an eight! Even. Even. Even.

    Three knocks at the door tear me away from myself and I stare at the door 
in disbelief.

    Who could that possibly be? Are there not three signs on the door? With three 
letters a sign? Nine letters, three signs, one message: I am, far, ‘way. 

    Three knocks come again and I curl my body into a tight ball, knees to the 
chest, arms around the legs, and rock swiftly back and forth three times. 

    Go away. Go away. Go away.
     Three more knocks.
    Three knocks, three times. Nine knocks, three instances, one message: answer 

the door. Answer the door. Answer the door. The pattern, a code, covertly informing us 
that, whoever this person is, they have urgent information regarding our work. We must 
answer the door or risk losing everything. The entire world is at stake.

    With a sudden burst of explosive energy, I fly from my fetal position and 
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land gingerly on a braided rug. Carefully, I judge the distance to the door.
    Thirteen feet to the door. Thirty-seven inch steps. Four strides. Even. No good. 

We could jump seven feet which would leave one thirty-seven and one thirty-five inch 
stride but that would be one jump and two strides. Two strides are even strides. No 
good. But if we jump one-hundred and eight inches, take one thirty-seven inch stride, 
and one eleven inch step that makes: one nine-foot jump, one three-foot stride, and one 
one-foot step. Excellent.

    I jump, walk, and step my way to the door flinging it open as fast as the 
hinges will allow. Behind it, Rose, my neighbor, is revealed.

    “Hello. I didn’t catch you in the middle of working did I?” 
    Twelve words. Even. Not a good start.
     I place my left hand behind my back to assist me in my speech.
    “I put up signs explaining,” I say, exhausting all of my fingers.
    “Oh, I’m sorry. I didn’t exactly know what you meant by that,” she says 

making me cringe at the count.
    Twelve words again. This is going terribly.
    “I only stopped by to bring you this. It may help you.”
    Twelve and twelve again. Twenty four. Double the strength. Double the trouble.
    Rose extends her hand and offers me a small orange package. On the side 

is an image of light bulb artistically re-drawn to resemble a small chick. The label 
reads: “Little Bill lights your house for pennies a day.”

    Little Bill bulb. Eighty-eight cents at the hardware store on Eighth Street. She 
has no idea what she is doing. We have to get rid of her.

    I slowly begin to close the door desperately hoping she won’t protest. 
    “It’s just,” she interrupts just as the door passes through the midpoint of 

its ark, “You are such a great artist, and I saw you collecting bulbs the other day, I 
thought maybe I could help out.”

The Typical Artist
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    First twelve. Then twelve twice over. Now twenty-four! Twenty four words!! She 
is going to ruin everything! If we don’t do something now the world will be torn apart! 

    I snatch the box from her hand and slam the door as quickly as I can, 
ignoring the incredulous look on her face. With my back now resting against the 
door, I slide down to the floor, resume the fetal position, and rock three times.

     Go away. Go away. Go away.
    “I’ll see you later,” a muffled voice calls from behind me.
    Four words. Why is this happening to us? We do this for your own good, for all 

our good. 
    I look up at the ceiling.
    One thousand, nine hundred and thirty-one bulbs. One, nine, three, one. Odd. 

Excellent. 
    I stare down at the package in my hands.
    One bulb. Good. But adding it to the device makes one thousand nine hundred 

and thirty-two. Even. To a device this large it could be catastrophic. It has to be destroyed 
of properly. Now!

    “I know what I have to do,” I tell the empty room.
    Using the door as a support I bring myself to a stand.  Then I jump, walk, 

and step back to my chair. I sit rigidly as I un-wrap the package and expose the 
bulb. I hold it in my right hand and examine it in the light.

    It would have made a nice addition if the circumstances were different. A beauty 
of a bulb. But we have to see the bigger picture. We must do our part. We are talking 
about the greater good here. Only we can see the truth.

    I place the bulb in my mouth and clamp down. A loud pop rings through 
the small room as the gas escapes and quartz glass fills my mouth. Slowly and 
purposefully I grind the shards back into sand, washing them down with mouthfuls 
of blood.

Adam Brashears
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oCCupied
BritNey miNar

“Welcome to Sunny View!” said the nurse as she stretched out her hand for 
a shake.

Honey kept her arms tightly folded across her torso and gave the nurse a 
spiritless smile. 

“Alright, that’s okay,” said the nurse as she lowered her arm and looked down 
at her clipboard. “Honey Myers? What an interesting name.”

“Thanks.”
“Alright Honey, I’m just gonna need you to step up on the scale here,” 

motioned the nurse.
Honey kept her arms folded and slowly stepped on the black square of the 

rickety beam scale. The nurse adjusted the markers to the appropriate notches 
and frowned as she wrote down the number on her clip board. 

“Alright, great. Now if you could put your back against this wall so I can 
measure your height.”

After her height was measured, Honey followed the nurse into a brightly lit 
room down the main hall. The walls were littered with motivational posters and 
various snapshots of women with overbearing smiles. The room was furnished 
with a cluttered desk full of seemingly disregarded scattered papers, and by the 
window sat two beige leather chairs facing each other, as if they were on the 
frontline, ready to charge.  

“Okay Honey, just have a seat in one of the chairs over by the window and 
make yourself comfortable; Dr. Wagner with be with you in a sec!” 

As the nurse closed the door, a wave of relief washed over Honey. She was 
finally alone – a luxury she hadn’t had since this whole mess began. Honey slumped 
into the chair and buried her head into her palms as a tear streamed down her 
cheek. All she wanted was to be back in Savannah, back at her apartment only a 
few blocks away from her school, and back to her life, which had been completely 
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uprooted two weeks prior. 
A quick knock on the door tore Honey away from her loathing. 
“Hello, I’m Dr.Wagner. I will be your advisor and mentor throughout your 

stay here at Sunny View. Honey? Is it? Wow, that’s a great name.”
Honey examined Dr. Wagner as she closed the door and made her way towards 

the leather chair across from her. She wore a mint green turtle neck accompanied 
with freshly ironed khakis and clunky black slip-on shoes. Her auburn hair was 
pulled back halfway and secured with a rhinestone crested hair clip, allowing 
her natural curls to nest on her shoulders. She was attractive, although her sense 
of fashion was limited, but Honey’s eyes were glued to the ring of fat that sat 
perched on her midsection. With each step Dr. Wagner took towards the chair, 
Honey watched in disgust as her mint green midsection jiggled.    

“So Honey, why are you here?”
Why do you think? thought Honey, annoyed at the question’s condescension. 
“I’m here because I was forced by my parents. They threatened to stop 

helping with my college tuition if I didn’t come.”
“I see. Well, looking over your chart here, Honey, your health is at serious 

risk. Although you, yourself didn’t choose to come to Sunny View, my staff and I 
would like to do whatever it takes to help you.”

She seemed truly sincere, and under any other circumstance, Honey would 
have thought Dr. Wagner to be kindhearted and likable.

“I don’t need any help. Thanks.”
Dr. Wagner had probably heard this answer many times before, thought 

Honey as she looked down at the floor and clicked the heels of her sneakers 
together. 

“You know, I once sat right where you are sitting. I, myself, have dealt with 
what you are dealing with,” said Dr. Wagner as she placed her hand softly on 
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Honey’s knee. “Sunny View saved my life and it could do the same for you.”
Honey quickly uncrossed her arms and peeled Dr. Wagner’s heavy hand 

from her knee. To prevent any further physical contact, she pulled her knees up 
to her chest while she tugged at the sleeves of her oversized knit sweater to cover 
her dry, chapped hands covered in various drawings and scribbles. Dr. Wagner 
noticed Honey’s change in demeanor and made a quick note on her notepad. 

“Alright Honey, I’m just going to ask you some question so we can get to 
know each other a little more. Is that alright with you?”

Honey rolled her eyes and buried her head in her folded arms; she mumbled 
a “mhm” that was muffled by the material of her sweater

“I see from your chart here that you go to Savannah College of Art and 
Design. I have a neighbor whose son goes there! How do you like it?” asked Dr. 
Wagner peering up from her notepad.

“I love it.” Honey took a deep breath and begged herself not to cry. 
“Your college years are the best years of your life... I’m sure you have heard 

that a time or two.”
Honey lifted her head and shyly made eye contact with Dr. Wagner. “Yeah, 

I’ve met a lot of great people and my classes are great. Ever since I was a kid, 
I’ve always wanted to go there,” said Honey, wondering how long this small talk 
would last.

“That’s fantastic. And it’s your fourth year?”
“Yep, I am supposed to be graduating in spring.” Honey took another deep 

breath. Don’t cry.
“Wow, graduating and you’re only…” Dr. Wagner’s finger moved quickly 

over her notepad until she found the answer she was searching for, “22!”
Honey’s hands bunched into tight fist making every vein on her bony hand 

pop. “But now I’m here, missing school, falling behind.”

Britney Minar
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“That must be hard. Well, let’s talk about why you’re here, if you don’t mind 
me changing the subject.” Dr. Wagner paused for Honey to confirm with a nod. 
“I’m going to start asking you more personal questions now, some might make 
you uncomfortable, but I just want you to know that this is a safe place and the 
only reason I am asking these questions is to not only get to know you better, but 
to get to the bottom of your disorder.”

Disorder? Honey hated that word. She tucked her hair behind her ears, placed 
her feet on the floor, and once again folded her arms tightly around her torso.  

“Ready to begin?” prodded Dr. Wagner.
Honey slowly nodded her head and clenched her jaw.
“When was the first time you made yourself throw-up?”
The bluntness of Dr. Wagner’s intrusive question punched her right in the 

stomach—she  shut her eyes and took a deep, labored breath. She remembered 
every detail about that night, eight years ago. It was the end of summer before 
the start of her freshman year of high school. She was at Maryanne’s house, her 
best friend since elementary school, and they were having one of their weekly 
weekend sleepovers that interchanged between Honey’s house and Maryanne’s. 

* * *
“I cannot believe we start high school next week!” exclaimed Maryanne as 

she set down her sister’s Cosmo magazine and shoved another handful of Skittles 
into her mouth.

Honey and Maryanne were both on the heavier side amongst the girls in 
their middle school. Honey knew that they both had bellies that hung out a 
little too far and faces a little too plump. They were almost identical despite 
their hair color, Honey a soft brown and Maryanne a towhead blonde. When it 
came to personality, however, they greatly differed. Maryanne was outspoken and 
boisterous, while Honey was more reserved and sometimes timid.   
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“I know. I’m a little nervous to be honest,” said Honey apprehensively as she 
picked up the Cosmo and adjusted the throw pillows behind her back.

“Do you have your first day outfit picked out?” asked Maryanne as she got 
up from the bed and headed towards her closet.

“No, I haven’t really thought about it. But whatever I wear has to be perfect! 
Something like...this!” exclaimed Honey as she lifted the Cosmo and pointed at a 
picture of a model clothed in a light summer dress with color coordinating shoes. 
“If only I could look like that.”

“That’s a model Honey; you have to be skinny to look like a model.”
Honey looked at Maryanne and then down at her stomach. The way she was 

sitting scrunched together her stomach, forming three unproportioned rolls. As 
Maryanne turned back to her closet and rifled through tangled hangers, Honey 
grabbed at each roll, twisting and turning, until the skin beneath her shirt flamed 
red.

“Did you hear me? What are you doing?” asked Maryanne, as she turned 
around to see Honey lost in self-loathing.

“How do we get skinny Maryanne? I can’t go another year, especially my 
freshman year, being the fat girl. I can’t do it anymore. I’m tired of being called 
a fat-ass when I’m walking down the hall or the hefty twins when we are walking 
together. Doesn’t it drive you crazy?”

“I didn’t really know you felt that way, Honey.”
“Yeah, well, you always seem to brush it off when people make fun of us, so 

I try to act like it doesn’t faze me but it does. It hurts.”
“Okay, well we can go on a diet?” said Maryanne, whose voice creaked and 

cracked as the word ‘diet’ escaped her lips. 
Before Honey had a chance to answer, Maryanne interjected, “Or we can 

make ourselves throw-up? I know it sounds gross but I overheard my sister on 
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the phone once talking about how some girl she knew would throw-up after each 
meal. She said she got skinny super fast!” 

Throw- up? On purpose? Honey juggled the idea back and forth in her mind. 
She knew a diet was out of the question: after Honey’s parents’ divorced, her 
dad moved to Florida where he married a yoga instructor named Becky, leaving 
Honey in the care of her mother Susan, who had become quite favorable to Mr. 
Chang’s all you can eat buffet and Big Larry’s delivery pizza.   

“Let’s do it!” said Honey with determination in her eyes.
“Right now?”
“Yeah, why not? School starts in a week Maryanne! We’ve got no time to 

waste!”
Honey jumped up from the bed, latched on to Maryanne’s arm, and drug 

her into the bathroom connected to Maryanne’s room. 
“Close the door! Maybe we should turn on the faucet or something. What 

if your mom walks by?”
“Good call,” said Maryanne as she followed Honey’s instructions.
As the water spewed from the faucet, the two girls looked at each other, not 

sure what to do next, each waiting for the other to take the lead.  After a few 
awkward seconds, Honey broke the silence.

“So…how do we do it?”
“You have to hit that thingy in the back of your throat,” said Maryanne 

nervously. She was never a fan of vomit—the sight, the smell, the taste. 
“Well, seems like you know what you’re doing. How about you go first,” 

directed Honey.
Maryanne gritted her teeth and smiled as she fought hard to maintain her 

nonchalant façade.
“Yeah, alright.” Maryanne stepped over to the toilet and opened the lid. As 
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she sank down to her knees, she looked up at Honey for reassurance and was 
met with a comforting nod. Maryanne looked down at her stubby fingers and 
decided her index finger was best suited for the job. She placed her face over the 
bowl of the toilet and opened her mouth while she slid her finger to the back of 
her throat. She moved the finger back and forth, in and out, until it dripped with 
saliva. The motion of her finger produced a couple of light gag reflexes, but not 
enough to implement regurgitation. 

“It’s not working!”
“Put your finger in deeper!”
“I don’t want to do this anymore Honey!”
“Move! Let me try!” said Honey, as she switched places with Maryanne, 

almost knocking her over.
As soon as Honey approached the bowl, she forced her index and middle 

fingers to the back of her throat. As she jabbed and poked, her eyes began to 
water, causing tears to stream down her cheeks. With one final jab, a wave of thick 
vomit filled her throat and poured from her mouth. As the vomit penetrated the 
toilet bowl, little drops of water bounced up and sprinkled her face. Honey rose 
to her feet, brushed past Maryanne, and stepped over to the mirror that hung 
above the sink. As she stared at her reflection in the mirror, a smile slowly crept 
across her face and her eyes burned with satisfaction; with the back of her hand 
and end of her sleeve she wiped her mouth clean. 

* * *
“You and Maryanne seemed very close,” said Dr. Wagner as she set her pen 

and notepad on her lap and cupped her hands together. 
Honey gazed out the window at the cars flashing by below, “We were.”
“Do you and Maryanne still keep in contact?”
“Not at all. During high school, we kind of went our separate ways.”
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“How come?” questioned Dr. Wagner as she picked up her pen.
“She was jealous of me.”
“Jealous? Jealous of what?”
“Well, freshman and sophomore year I lost a lot of weight. I started hanging 

out with different people, I had boyfriends, I was popular…” said Honey as her 
voice trailed off. 

“I see.”
“I changed! Alright?” said Honey combatively. “I didn’t want to be associated 

with Maryanne anymore. I needed the old me to be gone, completely. People 
called her a pig...a heifer! I swore to myself I would never be that person again. I 
wouldn’t come home crying like I did every day of middle school. I wouldn’t be 
the person people laughed at and teased. I made a choice, and I’m happy with my 
life and the decisions I’ve made! This is bullshit! I don’t need to defend myself!”

Honey pushed herself out of the chair and rushed towards the door. 
“Wait, Honey! Come back, calm down. I didn’t mean to make you upset,” 

said Dr. Wagner as she chased Honey to the door. Her voice was undeniably 
soothing; as each word dripped from her mouth, the suffocating tension in the 
room dwindled into a peaceful calm. 

“I didn’t mean to upset you. Please, let’s return to our session.”
What other choice do I have? Honey thought to herself. With a small bitter 

nod, they returned to the leather chairs.
“So, high school sounded like a good experience for you,” resumed Dr. 

Wagner.
“Yeah, it was. I was finally becoming the person I always wanted to be.”
Dr. Wagner made another scribble on her notepad. “Now you said you lost 

a lot of weight during your freshman and sophomore year? Was the weight loss 
exclusively the result of bulimia?”
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“Uh, well…I joined the tennis team so I was exercising regularly, but I did 
occasionally resort to throwing up.” There was a hesitant tone to Honey’s voice. 

 “I see. When was your bulimia at its highest? Or in other words, at what 
point did it become a way of life?” 

“It started off slow, but when I was about seventeen or eighteen, it completely 
occupied my mind.” 

“What changed?”
“I was about to compete in the Miss Georgia Peach beauty pageant.” 

* * *
“Honey! Hurry up we don’t want to be late!” yelled Honey’s mother, Susan, 

as she caked on another coat of lipstick. 
Today was the day they had been waiting for: registration day. Honey 

grabbed her purse and her new olive green scarf, and skipped down the stairs. At 
the bottom step, she was tightly embraced by her mother for the third hug that 
morning.

“Alright, mom.”
“I’m sorry baby. I’m just so proud of you! You have blossomed into such 

a beautiful young lady these last few years. It brings tears to my eyes! And now 
you’re competing for Miss Georgia Peach?! Lord, those judges would be out of 
their damn minds not to pick you!” Susan pulled out a crumpled tissue from her 
purse and dabbed the corners of her eyes.

Susan was a large woman and not the most attractive. What she lacked in 
looks she made up with layers upon layers of heavy makeup, extra large hair 
curlers, and outfit coordinating accessories. When she heard about the Miss 
Georgia Peach pageant from some girlfriends down at the hair salon, she knew 
Honey would be the perfect fit now that she had lost all her “baby weight,” as 
Susan called it. Susan had a habit of vicariously living through others: it made her 
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painfully mundane life more bearable.
Honey and Susan made the forty five minute journey to Brunswick, only 

getting lost twice, and pulled into the parking lot of the hotel where the pageant 
registration was to be held.

“Are you ready?” said Susan, as she removed the keys from the ignition and 
placed them carefully into her purse.

“Yep.”  Honey was never really the competitive type. When her mother first 
approached her with the idea of competing in the pageant, she was hesitant, but 
Honey could see the desperation in her mother’s eyes— she knew how proud 
this would make her. Once Honey agreed to compete, she, too, felt the sting of 
excitement. She was finally beginning to feel comfortable in her own skin; this 
pageant could be the confidence boost she longed for.

“Welcome welcome! Make sure you sign in at the registration desk and then 
make your way into the ballroom for orientation!” yelled an overly enthused, yet 
well groomed man in a tight fitting magenta suit.

Honey filed in line and glanced around at the other competitors. An 
immediate feeling of inadequacy washed over her as she examined each girl 
thoroughly. Perfect hair, perfect skin, and perfectly thin. As she compared herself 
to each girl, she felt more and more inferior. Why did I eat that oatmeal this 
morning? That had to be at least 130 calories, not to mention the banana I had with 
it. Do I not have one ounce of self control? I’m never going to win. What am I doing 
here? thought Honey, disgusted with herself. She slid her hands slowly down her 
almost flat stomach and, with a deep inhale, she sucked in her abdomen and 
folded her arms tightly around. The registration process was a complete blur. Her 
mother’s lips were constantly moving but not one word could be deciphered. 

“Honey, are you listening? Hellooo?”
“What? Oh. Yeah, I’m listening. I have to go to the restroom,” said Honey 
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as she gave Susan her purse to hold before running off in the direction of the 
restroom.

“Alright, I’ll save us some seats in the ballroom! Hurry up!” yelled Susan.
Honey burst into the restroom and checked each stall for unwanted witnesses. 

None. She turned on the faucet and ran her index and middle fingers under the 
water, turned off the faucet, and picked the stall furthest from the door. She 
knew she didn’t have much time; it was a miracle the restroom was empty to 
begin with. She slid her fingers down her throat as she had done too many times 
before; she knew the technique all too well. Like clockwork, grayish brown vomit 
escaped quickly from her mouth and splashed in the toilet bowl. Right at that 
moment the bathroom door swung open and two women stepped inside.

“What do you think of the girls this year?” said the first.
“Slim pickings. Might as well just crown each of our daughters right now!” 

said the second. Honey peered through the gap in the door and watched as the 
women snickered and snorted while they spritzed their hair and applied more 
makeup, stopping only when they heard the sound of Honey’s toilet flushing. Each 
woman silently examined Honey as she emerged from the stall, slowly washed her 
hands, and gave each woman a tepid smirk before exiting the restroom. 

“Honey! Honey! Over here! Hurry! They are about to start!” yelled Susan, 
frantically waving her thick hand. 

* * *
“Sounds like you were under a lot of pressure, not only from your mother, 

but from yourself,” said Dr. Wagner, as she laid her pen down on her notebook.
“Yes, it was stressful. But worth it.”
“Worth it how?” questioned Dr. Wagner.
“It was the motivation I needed to lose more weight. I didn’t feel like I 

belonged there. All the girls were so perfect and I was far from it. I started taking 
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myself more seriously.”    
“I see. How often did you make yourself throw up?”
“After every meal.”
“Your mother never noticed your significant weight loss?”
“She did. She didn’t know how I was doing it, but she was proud of me. 

She never wanted me to be overweight like her. She has struggled with weight 
problems her whole life, even more after her and my dad divorced. I think she 
was just happy for me because she knew how much I suffered in middle school.”

“How did you do in the pageant?” said Dr. Wagner in attempt to lighten the 
mood.

“I was the third runner up.” A faint smile appeared on Honey’s face.     
“Wow, that must have made your mother proud.”
“She cried. My name was in the local newspaper, and I won some money for 

college.”
“Have you competed in any more pageants since?”
“No, after high school I went straight to Savannah College of Art and Design. 

I needed to get away from my home town, really start over fresh, you know?” said 
Honey as her faint smile turned into a full toothed grin.

“You really like it there, don’t you?”
“I do. I miss it.”
“It says on your chart here that you have a boyfriend. Does he go to Savannah 

College too?”
“It says that on my chart?” said Honey, confused and a little bothered.
“Well when your mother called to get you into Sunny View we had to ask 

her a series of questions and one of the questions was how she knew you were 
bulimic.”

Honey’s faced turned into a scowl at the very thought of her boyfriend, 
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Chad, who was to blame for new residency at Sunny View. 

* * *
Chad and Honey met in their freshman Life Drawing 101 class. On the 

first day, the teacher asked the class to break into pairs and draw your partner 
as realistically as possible to break the ice amongst the students. Both Chad and 
Honey scanned the classroom for prospective partners when their eyes met. 
Honey went first. She wasn’t the best at realistic drawing: she favored animation 
and cartoon styles more. She grew frustrated quickly, especially when trying to 
draw Chad’s perfectly symmetrical nose. The finished product was all but realistic 
to the Chad she had been staring at and admiring for the last thirty minutes. She 
felt ashamed to show him the drawing that gave no justice to his intoxicating 
smile and beautiful almond shaped eyes. 

“Let me see it!” said Chad as he went to turn the easel around. 
“No! It’s horrible! It looks nothing like you!”
“Come on, it can’t be that bad!” said Chad as he got up from his chair and 

stood behind Honey to look at the drawing. Honey could tell he was trying hard 
to hold back laughter. 

“I’m not used to realistic drawing.”
“What do you like to draw then?” said Chad, as he looked deep into Honey’s 

eyes. 
Mesmerized, Honey pulled out her drawing pad from her book bag and 

flipped through page by page of colorful animations that varied from drawings of 
flowers to the solar system.

“Wow Honey, these are great! You’re really talented!”
“Really? You think so? I haven’t really shown anyone my drawings before.”
“I don’t know why you wouldn’t; you’ve got a real talent Honey Myers,” said 

Chad as he gave Honey a wink. “Alright, my turn to draw you.”
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The partnership formed an instant friendship and eventually, after a couple 
awkward dates, a relationship. They had dated for two years, and during that 
time, Honey could sense that Chad was growing suspicious of Honey’s habits. He 
often questioned the amount of food she ate and sometimes commented on her 
skinny frame.  It wasn’t until their first weekend getaway together, three weeks 
prior to her new residency at Sunny View, that his suspicions were confirmed. 

They had decided to go to South Carolina for Veteran’s Day weekend; it 
was only four hours away and Chad’s family had a vacation home on the beach 
in Charleston. Along the way, they stopped at a run-down restaurant as soon 
as they had passed the border into South Carolina; Chad claimed they had the 
best pulled pork sandwiches in the world and that it would be a mortal sin to 
just drive on by. Honey didn’t mind the stop: she wanted to stretch her legs, and 
besides, the food wouldn’t stay down long anyway.

“Oh my god! See, I told you Honey! Best pulled pork in the world! Did you 
like it?” said Chad as he wiped the barbeque sauce from the corners of his lips.

“Yeah, you were right. It was really good,” said Honey, as she placed her 
napkin over her unfinished sandwich.

“You didn’t eat much of it.”  
“I wasn’t that hungry I guess. I’m going to go to the bathroom before we 

leave. We still have another two hours ahead of us,” said Honey as she got up to 
leave. “Meet you at the car?”

“Mhm,” grunted Chad as his eyes followed Honey towards the restroom.
The restroom sat towards the back of the small restaurant near the kitchen. 

There was only one unisex restroom. Honey always preferred the single restrooms 
over the restrooms with multiple stalls—more privacy. Honey slid the rusty chain 
of the door guard to the locked position and ran her fingers under the faucet, 
turned the faucet off, and assumed the crouched position over the toilet bowl. 
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Before she slid her fingers down her throat she heard a loud bang on the door. 
The sound startled Honey and she swung her head in the direction of the door.

“Just a minute…” said Honey confused.
The door handle started to jiggle.
“OCCUPIED!” 
She didn’t have much time. Whoever was on the other side of the door 

was clearly impatient. She quickly slid her fingers to the back of her throat and 
coughed loudly as she violently forced herself to gag. Vomit splashed nosily in 
the bowl, making Honey wish she had left the faucet running to drown out the 
noise. She flushed the toilet, washed her hands, and checked her makeup in the 
cracked mirror above the sink. As she stared at her reflection in the mirror, she 
pulled her sweater up to reveal her stomach. She slid her hands down her gaunt 
torso and over the bones that protruded from her hips until they collided with 
the jeans that sat too loosely on her waist. Almost there, five or six more pounds and 
I’ll be at my goal weight. Once this trip is over I can get back down to business. She 
grabbed at the loose skin on her stomach and with a sigh, she yanked her sweater 
down and turned towards the door. 

Before she had time to unlock the chain, another bang hit the door. What in 
the world, thought Honey, as she angrily unlocked the door and swung it open. It 
was Chad. The look carved into his face was a mix of disgust, fury, and confusion. 
Honey froze underneath the threshold, unsure of what to do, what to say.

“Hey…I thought you were going to wait at the car,” stuttered Honey. 
“What were you doing in there? HUH? I can’t believe this,” said Chad as he 

pulled Honey by the arm. “What are you doing Honey?”
Honey tried to wiggle free from Chad’s sturdy grip, “What do you mean? I 

don’t know what you’re talking about! Let’s just go to the car!”
“How long has this been going on Honey? Don’t lie to me. I know what you 
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were doing in there!” Chad’s eyes pleaded for the truth.    
Honey looked around to see if anyone was watching; this was not the time 

or place for this conversation to happen. 
“Can we please go to the car?” pleaded Honey.
The two walked hastily out to the car. The remainder of the ride was spent 

talking about Honey’s bulimia – how and why it started and how long it had been 
going on. She pleaded with Chad to not tell anyone which only made him more 
angry, not only at Honey, but at his own obliviousness. 

* * *
“It sounds like he really cares about you,” said Dr. Wagner softly.
“No. If he cared he wouldn’t have gone running his mouth. He told my 

roommate. My mom! She was so angry, she called me hysterically crying, telling 
me I was stupid, asking why I would do such a thing.” 

Dr. Wagner looked at Honey’s sunken face with sympathy, “Well, why do 
you do this to yourself? Don’t you think you are skinny enough?” 

“No. I can’t stop yet.”
“When will you stop?”
“When I’m beautiful.”
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arBitrary
iNga LyNN

  
  things change. It seems
  so fundamental, but it’s hard
  to let them go- you’re not old
  Ms Sunshine says, it’s only wisdom

  --that I could share this certainty--
  but clear water turns to mud,
  thick black mire where once
  we dared each one to enter
  peering over ancient stones
  into a different blackness

        so still
                so cold

        you were only babies then, once.
        It’s strange sometimes, to walk
                                               these paths alone.

            stones contain their own wisdom

           cattails are ragged sentinels

               selfsame shadow circles over all

  and suddenly peace again…almost.
            Time is just a notion, really
            I’m opting out.

       {     buzz               buzz               buzz     }
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they never saw the way
I used to be

as the conscious rises
“the dimple is really just a manifestation of space-time 

as it bends to accommodate this mass” *

      that, and a raspberry scone
      will get me off the bus. It’s hard
      to filter my own reality
      with this phone in my pocket. Why
      can’t you let me be?? It’s just
      a matter of convenience.
      I’m trying to believe

(the water’s still, there- beauty hidden and soon revealed)

                                                                                                                                                      
*someone said this.
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 I dove too deeply between the lines;
 read too much into the scenes.

 I drowned in black liquid
 while settling in the fibers 
 of paper’s requiem.    

 I breathed in literature
 and choked.
 I coughed up Keats
 and overdosed on Plath.
 The doctors said it would take three years to clear from my system.

 I woke up with Williams on my tongue,
 while Whitman followed me out of the bedroom.
 I mixed honey in my tea with Sappho,
 and discussed my imagination with Stevens.
 I traveled to Dublin with Joyce,
 then went further overseas to meet Euripides.
 And let me tell you…
 he was such a mind tease.

 When I found my way home
 there was a book of poetry on my doorstep.
 I kicked it aside.
 It yellowed outdoors for weeks or so 
 before I decided to let it in.
 Then it became buried under unfinished chores.

 

Bathing with ghoStS
KeLLeher WiNShiP
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 I swept away a bill on my kitchen counter 
 about five months later 
 and noticed it.
 I cracked open the cover and found a note,
 written to me:

 “What kind of a person are you?”

 I closed the cover and sat for an hour.
 In silence.
 I didn’t have an answer,
 so I drew a bath instead. 
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 I spread my soul on you,
 like butter, every morning,
 and say my prayers to you at night.

 I eat 
 and drink 
 and work 
 and play 
 and sleep 
 and fuck 
 and read 
 and write all over you,
 and I’m not sorry.

 Besides, you love it.

 You know my work, my elbows, 
 better than any man, or god.
 I have filled your fake wood drawers,
 and scratched your surface plenty.
 I have brought you back to life.

 Together maybe,
 we could be immortal.

deSK
KaLi PoLLard
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KriStin mCKague, gaS PumPS at haCKBerry, 
2013, Photography
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Streetlight
JoShua gray

 
 she didn’t say to come home, but I did
 sun down, summer night
 streetlight
 turning shadow into friend
 ride fast chasing love
 the warmth of a mother

        six year-old vagabond 
        left my jacket
        on the edge of town

 neighborhood
 coasting
 quiet except for the ticking 
 that comes from the cars 
 while they sleep 
 on the street, my wheels 
 go smooth as the skin
 on my hands
 as they warm in my shirt

 windows around
 show dinner scenes
 like on tv, at the table with gravy

 her music spills from the door as
 I ghost-ride my bike to the side fence

 home
 hungry
 for cereal, love
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