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LETTER FROM THE EDITOR

CHANTEL A. REEDER

2016 has been a year of dramatic change for many of us.
I began the year losing my mother and ending it with gradu-
ating from college—two endings that demand modification
of daily routine. In these moments of uncertainty, stories are
conceived. People seldom write of mundanity; they write to
make a vanishing voice remembered—for tribute and legacy.

It was clear when sifting through the submissions we received
that many struggled with a number of issues from oppression to
depression. Writers began the arduous task of putting pen to paper
to navigate through the unforgiving tides of cluttered mind. But
notall submissions were so figuratively heavy. Some dealt with the
subtleties of a budding romance, and some were filled with the
perfect amount of Carroll-esque nonsense. For Euphemisn 12.1,
I believe we chose a mixture of both the peaks and the valleys.

This issue would not have been possible without our
amazing Euphemism statf. Thank you to our team of editors,
coordinators, and reviewers. Several faculty members in the
Department of English were instrumental in the creation of
this issue. Dr. Steve Halle and Professor Holms Troelstrup in
the Publications Unit were there to answer any questions we
had with production issues, and Dr. Jim Kalmbach played the
role of our technical advisor. We appreciate each one of you.

Of course, Euphensism couldn’t be a journal without submis-
sions, so thank you to everyone who submitted their creative
works this semester. It’s been both a privilege and joy to work
closely with each piece putting them all together in our Fall
2016 edition of Euphemism. Enjoy!
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OF BROAD “SEGREGATED”’ STRIPES AND
“WHITES ONLY”’ STARS

RAVEN PRESTON

How come the only possession I inherit is oppression?

A lump that amounts to the burden my mother and father;

and their mothers and their fathers;

and their mothers and fathers bore

passed on like an heirloom.

You inherit necklaces and land stolen from my people,

I inherit a phantom limb in the shape of a noose, created to
destroy my culture.

That same hanging appendage emerges today in our streets
ringing gunshots,

from the hands of my own.

It’s funny to you,

because the numbers on their guns trace back to your family
like my ancestor’s remains on your plantations.

“The star-spangled banner in triumph shall wave”

O’er our contestations of a black life lost?

While you mock us and fight us with statistics

weighing down the wrong side of the right side of the scales
of justice.

You nod your head to Tupac,

who prophesied his set up because you were the reason he
wasn’t meant to survive.

You crucify and commit libel on my people in the face of our card,

But it’s funny to me too,

because you expect me to sit idly by

while you kill my father, my brother, my nephew;

rape my mother, my sister, my niece?
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Oh...you thought I was sleeping on you? Oh no, I’'m not tired
yet I just woke up.

This is the real Up From Slavery.

But you still have the audacity to question;

why I don’t want to bring a child into this world.

I lie. I tell you I don’t like them.

What I don’t have time to explain to you is out of me comes
a black man and a black woman.

I refuse to bring a brown life into a world where the price tag
is paid vacation for Klansmen.

Black lives matter simply because in a system that claims to
protect its citizens,

Est. 1776 strips me bare, with only a noose to keep me warm.

Only to leave me suffocating under the heat of a system,

operating as a punch line with no joke.



OurT Sick

Z.OE SCHMIDT

“Dr. Fields will be with you in a few minutes,” the nurse says
softly and hands Ana a hospital gown. She goes to leave the
room, but pauses and takes a few steps back. Her hand lands
softly on Ana’s shoulder.

“You’ll be fine,” the nurse says. The door clicks loudly
when she leaves.

Ana removes her shirt first, carefully undoing each but-
ton. She folds it and places it on the chair in the corner of the
room. She unhooks her bra and then wraps the gown around
herself. Ana slips off her shoes and slides out of her pants and
underwear, folding those too and placing them on the chair. She

stands now, and waits, very aware of her heartbeat.

It rained today, and the drive home is suffocatingly dark.
Clouds of fog float over the road. The drive back from the clinic
is along one, and Ana has never made it this late. She turns the
radio on as if it will somehow make her see more clearly, strain
less to make out the features of the country road sprawling in

front of her. This night, she does not sing.

When she gets home, Ana flips on every light in the
house, not fully aware that she is doing so. She feeds the cat
and showers, then slips on a bathrobe and makes herself a
cup of tea. She sits on the couch and turns on the television,
then scrolls through the contacts on her phone, searching for

the nonexistent perfect person to call. When she reaches the
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“L”s, she presses “delete” on Lucas’ contact. Are you sure? the
phone asks, and she is. She sets the phone down on the coffee
table. Ana ends up falling asleep on the couch, the cat curled
up beside her and the TV playing reruns of Friends.

The sun is rising when Ana wakes up. She turns off the
TV and all the lights in the house, and gives the cat breakfast.
It follows her back to the bedroom and cutls up beside her as
the two drift off to sleep once more.

When Ana wakes up again, she has bled through her pad.
She gets up quickly and throws the blankets off the bed. She
strips the sheet, and stares at it for a few moments, the blood
staining her hands. She takes the sheet and her stained under-
wear and throws them in the trash, then takes the bag to the
curb. She showers, and stands in the hot water for a long time

after she has scrubbed herself clean.

The second time her mother calls that day, Ana answers.

“Hi, Mama.”

“Hi sweetheart, how are you doing?”

“I'm OK. How are you?”

“I'm good. I was calling to see if you had thought about
dinner tonight. Will you be able to come over? Your dad’s
making ham.”

“That sounds really good. I don’t know if I can make it
though. I'm not feeling great—1I don’t know if I'm really up
for the drive.”

“Oh, I'm sorry, sweetie. Do you want me to come over?”

“No, no. It’s just a bug or something. I'll be fine. I'll try to
come up for dinner next weekend, OK? I’'ve been busy with

work. I love you, though. I miss you.”
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“Love you too, honey.”
“Tell Dad I say hi, OK?”

“Of course.”

The cramps come in waves and sometimes Ana feels as
if she is drowning, She paces through the house and wonders
why it feels suddenly so empty. She wonders if she has lost
something,

Two days later, Ana returns to work. Her coworkers tell
her that they’re happy to see her and ask if she was sick and
say that they hope she feels better. She smiles.

“Yes,” she tells them. “I’'m fine. It was just some bug. The
flu, I think. You know, it’s been going around.”



YAHWEH.

Brcca MAREE

he lifts a gangly finger
and points it toward

my eye. “i know what
haunts you, child.”

his decaying roots

grow about my

cheek as his gaze

hovers over a

timbered box.

widened sight

as his cramped hands
bring a velvet pouch

up to kiss his arid lips.
“look, look 1 have

just the thing

to medicate
disturbance.”

the plush fabric
wriggles under his touch
as he surrenders the insides, a
mass array of disjointed
insect wings fall into
repulsed palms.

“eat, little lamb, it will all

be over soon.”



/MA’LE.FI.KUS/

Brcca MAREE

melanc|holy] spirit walks
behind the gallowtrees,

silent on grimalkin toes.
thread s[p]lices in and out of flesh,
as if through collapsing fiber.
neck [w]ringing,

the song of the wood.

let the throat give drink

at the descent of the oak.

the subsoitsoul

begs for it.

the bitch of the quarter-moon,
her teeth the foliage

shivering in preparation.

the harvest is [re]born at

the dance of the lagomorph.
opal oculus, close[d] behind
featherclaws. crimson and

the chittering of mouths

gone [un|satisfied is all

that remains.



RoAD-CROSSED LLOVERS

FORrRREST CHEATWOOD

Across the tumultuous highway, she noticed the sapphire sheen.
His feathery coat was a beautiful sky caressing little cobalt rocks.
A wisp of blue crowned his head and sharp black lines framed
his elegant face. He truly was a magnificent specimen.

But when had he appeared in her little neck of the woods?
She couldn’t recall ever seeing him in the area. It’s not as if it
mattered, really, as he was there, here and now. The only question
she needed an answer for was whether or not he would notice her.

Compared to his magnificent plumage, she was nothing, Her
coat was nothing more than a mix of dusty browns and graying
whites. Her breast hardly even displayed the dulled orange her
father’s had. What hope was there that she would ever attract
such an intriguing fellow as the one across the way? Would he
even see her? After all, she was small and part of the bark. He
would have to truly look to see her from such a distance.

But he was looking, she noticed. His head had turned, his
dark, piercing eyes, quite visible even from afar, locked onto
her own. The world might as well have stopped. Her eyes met
his, a fervent hope spinning in her mind that her suspicions
were confirmed, that he had seen het.

Then he opened his dark beak and sang a short song, Surely
it was for her, she mused, for he was gazing her direction as
she was gazing in his. Still, she hesitated. She glanced about
the developed land, worrying that there was another lovebird
seeking his affection. Her fearful eyes rummaged the lands,

ever-seeking, but there was no cerulean paramour, no feathered
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fancy to vie for his affections. Her heart slowed in relief as she
leaned slightly out. She gave a brief refrain to his own piece
and waited eagerly for his response.

True enough, he heard her call and responded with yet
another verse. His voice was exotic, she thought, and nothing
like the repeated cackle of her own. Despite the roaring of the
metal beasts, she heard his response clear as day. The lilting
harmony of his graceful song danced its way to her like a crisp
breeze, free of the arid odors from below.

She let the song sink into her soul, absorbing its very
essence, before singing her chords. She put all of her heart
into them, filling them to the brim with emotion, no longer
fearing mistaken intentions. He was singing to her and she
was singing for him.

The brilliant eyes seemed to flash at her. Her heart fluttered
in anticipation. He wasn’t responding, but she was sensing
something. Something exciting, She watched him intently as
he started to shake out his angelic wings. What better way to
touch the sky than with the sky itself, she pondered. Was he
planning on flying over? It was moving so fast, but she didn’t
mind. She just wanted to sing alongside him with no intrusive
beasts between them.

She let herself continue their song without ever looking
away from him. She would guide him to her like the sirens of
old. Not even the raging sea of metal and pavement would
drown her out.

He leapt from the branch, diving downward only to pull
up toward the heavens. His wings were unfurled, gathering the
wind for the purpose it was made for. He soared effortlessly,
his eyes focused on her own. Nothing could prevent their

union now.
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Nothing, that is, but a passing semi.

Howard, startled by the sudden azure mass of feathers on
his windshield, grunted and turned on the wiper blades. The
squeaky blades eventually managed to push the disturbance off
and onto the highway, allowing Howard a clear view once more.

As he drove on, he muttered something about stupid birds.

10



EVERYONE IS STARING

DEeviN CHILDS

Are you confused?
I strut down the street and I am fierce.
I paint my nails with varnish.

Don’t gender my experience.

I strut down the street and 1 am fierce.
With every stare I gain confidence.
Don’t gender my experience.

Do you find me intimidating?

With every stare I gain confidence.
I do own a purse.
Do you find me intimidating?

I wont shave my beard.

I do own a purse.
I paint my nails with varnish.
I wont shave my beard.

Are you confused?

11



RAcism

DEeviN CHILDS

Oh look, they’re killing us, it’s another day,
Same story, same outcome, it’s just a different name.
Stop, sit, and hear me out, please just take a break.

I need y’all to listen to what I’'m about to say.

This shit is getting old, and I’'m angry, and I'm tired.

How the fuck can I see police as someone to admire?

Racism’s alive, yes, and it’s breathing well.

It’s got a new disguise as the media, can’t you tell?

Pale eyes, straight hair, white skin, it’s the mainstream.
It’s the majority of the people that we see in the industry.

Yeah, I speak “correctly,” and my skin is pretty light,
But a nigga’s just a nigga to the cops, am I right?

Sometimes I wanna cause hell and put their ass in check,

but coming from a nigga, that’s all that they expect.
Open your eyes, you'll see we’re hurting, mourning, and grieving
all the time.

Mothers are tearful, there is no justice for the crime.

I came here to tell you to think before you speak.
You’ll shut up and listen if it’s the truth that you seek.

12



COFFINS AND DOUGHNUTS

FORREST CHEATWOOD

Two hours, thirty-four minutes, fifty-six seconds.
Fifty-seven.

Wait.

No, it goes down, you idiot. Its a countdown.
Fifty-five.

Wait, how many seconds passed?

Son of a...

No one told Germaine how dull it could be working at a
coffin store. Even with the added responsibilities of a barista,
there was rarely anything to do. His boss, Mr. Ilkmeyer, took
care of any actual business. Germaine was mostly responsible
for helping customers decide which muffin to buy while they
perused caskets and urns.

Of course, to do that, there had to be customers. Oddly
enough, the store wasn’t a hive of activity most days. It was
almost as if people weren’t dropping dead like mayflies every
twenty-four hours. Nothing more depressing,

Well, perhaps the location was more depressing. Either be-
cause Mr. Ilkmeyer was ignorant or a conniving evil genius, the
store was positioned next to the local nursing home. Germaine
never managed to get an answer from his boss to either effect.
He wasn’t sure that it mattered, though. He wasn’t particularly
concerned with any ethical dilemmas at that point in his life. So
long as the paychecks kept coming his way, he’d work. Selling
decaffeinated coffees to seniors he’d eventually be selling urns
for somehow didn’t bother him. That was probably a bad sign.

13
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Best not to dwell on that, not when he only had two and a
half hours left to his shift. This was the endgame. Maybe he’d
get lucky and no one would be dead, literally or figuratively, for
the next two hours. Wouldn’t that just be grand?

Two hours and thirty-two minutes.

Germaine sighed, looking around the store idly. The coffee
machine was humming behind him, adding a pleasant ambience
of white noise. He would turn on the radio, but he had already
heard the same twenty-seven songs yesterday. Why perpetuate
the cycle? The simple droning had a better thythm than most
of those songs anyway.

He picked up one of the muffins that had survived the day’s
onslaught of geriatrics. Crumbs rolled out of the thin paper
and onto the linoleum as he held it up between his fingers. He
studied it, taking note of its misshapen top. It reminded him
of a tumor he had seen protruding from a corpse’s forehead.
The corpse likely had a name at one point, but Germaine
quickly learned there was no point in trying to remember all
of the names of the stiffs that ran through his little corner of
the world. He always forgot them in an hour.

He put the muffin back with the other atrocities and
stretched his arms out. Something popped in one of his shoul-
ders, but he didn’t know which. He shook his arms out and let
them fall back to his sides. His fingers started to tap alongside
the coffee machine’s percussion.

Germaine surveyed the selection of urns that were on
display. The range was quite impressive, really. There was the
standard fare of metallic and bronzed urns, each with the option
of custom inlays for names and designs. Boring choices, but
affordable and, at least, elegant in some sense. Fancier options

for the prestigious, such as Grecian urns and urns designed after

14
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those Chinese vases (what was it, Ming?), existed in their own
section. Might as well be separated in death as in life, after all.
And then there was the section that Germaine dubbed “The
Aisle of Misfit Urns.” It wasn’t a particularly clever name, he
thought, but he had yet to think of anything better. Regardless,
it was apt. The aisle in question consisted of oddities, knick-
knacks, that family members could retire their “loved” ones to
for all of eternity. Some looked to be just like any other urn,
but featured some sort of tacky cartoon or phrase. His current
favorite was one that had an image of the Mother Mary with
the phrase ,“Bless you, child. You’re going to need it.”” He wasn’t
sure, but, given its slightly smaller size, he assumed it was a tact-
less design for a child born to judgmental parents. Some of the
misfits weren’t content with being a standardized shape, though.
That’s where it got truly interesting. There were urns shaped
like cars, airplanes, and boats, fish, eagles, and dogs, houses,
banks, and doctors’ offices. There was even one that was just
a disembodied head. It didn’t appear to be of anyone famous
or important, just some guy with a hollow smile and lecherous
eyes. The dead probably shouldn’t be allowed to leer after the
living as far as Germaine could figure. Next to the head were
two urns that Germaine was convinced were related: a urinal
and a fire hydrant. He just wasn’t sure if the urinal was for a
person and the fire hydrant for a dog or if it was reversed. Still,
nothing quite compared to the one that was a sculpture of a
coffin with a tiny elder dancing upon the lid. Underneath it was
written, “And you thought you cheated me out of a dance.”
The coffins were a bit tamer. There weren’t any outlandish
shapes or disembodied heads. Maybe that was only due to the
fact that they had to fit grave plots. Otherwise, Germaine was
sure, there would be a coffin shaped like a giant head, complete

15
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with a devilish grin. Instead, the creepiest design amongst the
coffins was what Germaine had labeled “The Lenin Special.”
It was a typical coffin, but with a glass lid. He didn’t see the
point since the lid would only be useful during a visitation as a
sneeze guard. After that, the glass was only going to be covered
by dirt. Perhaps it was for the worms, so they at least knew that
there was a prize in the box.

Germaine crossed his arms on the top of the glass that
guarded the pastries and rested his head in their crux. It was
spring, so the Sun was starting to take on the habits of a teen-
ager. It was just as well. The extra light aided in the insertion of
keys into cars at the end of the day. The same thought process
could probably be applied to the Armageddon. All those fiery
meteorites and lava-spewing crevasses would likely provide all
sorts of visibility.

As he pondered the inevitable demise of civilization and
its meager luxuries, a monotonous clanging signaled the entry
of some interlopers. Germaine turned his head slowly, his eyes
squinting into the yellowed light. It was a couple. At least as far
as Germaine was concerned it was a couple. They came through
the door chatting each other up, their arms were around each
other, and their faces were close. He squinted harder despite
the light being out of his eyes.

The two, a man and a woman, ignored Germaine imme-
diately. That didn’t bother him. It made his life easier when
the customers ignored him. It was only common courtesy to
do the same.

Shifting his attention back to the buzzing of the coffee,
Germaine pulled himself from the glass, his arms leaving blur-
ry streaks. He looked down at his feet and scuffed the floor.

The cheap linoleum was marred by all manner of dark streaks

16
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and blotchy scars. He let himself smile and nod his head for a
moment. The floor of petty victories.

“Do you think that one is big enough?”

Germaine heard a strange voice echo through the store. He
gradually straightened himself up, his eyes wide and curious.
It wasn’t a crotchety voice coming from a crotchetier retiree
ordering a bran muffin with a prune shoved on top (Germaine
called them colonoscopies). No, it was a young one coming
from a younger person. He knew it had to be the woman that
had just walked in, but he was still confused. Perhaps it was
the question she posed.

“I don’t know;” the guy responded. “It might be too big,”

They were standing by the coffins. They were obscured
by shelves of ash-holders, but it wasn’t hard to notice when
something was moving in a funeral patlor. Particularly if it
wasn’t located in the kitchen atea.

“Approximately how big do you think he was?”

“You saw him as well as I did. He’s not that large. Maybe
five feet.”

“Are you counting the uh...”

“Of course I am. How could I not ber”

Funeral arrangements. Not that big of a deal. Germaine
was a tiny bit perplexed as to why they were whispering. There
was no one else in the store, aside from himself and that roach
he found living in a muffin underneath the stove, so it couldn’t
be a courtesy issue. Maybe they were just quiet people. Ger-
maine was always told that he was a quiet sort of person, but
he figured that was due more to his refusal to speak to other
humans. Still, it was plausible.

“Do you think we should get a smaller box, then?” the

woman asked. “A separate one, I mean.”

17
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“What? Like an actual head case?”

The coffee machine’s dull buzzing abruptly died. Germaine
arched his back and stretched his arms in an exaggerated
manner. The couple didn’t seem to notice that the ambience
of the parlor had taken a slight turn. Germaine knew the risk
of shutting the machine off. Nothing would be there to hardly
mask the noises of a grown man sneaking about a store for
the recently, or soon-to-be, dead. At the same time, though,
nothing would be there to hardly mask the noises of a grown
couple discussing how they decapitated a guy.

The benefits outweighed the cons, he figured.

“Is that a thing people do?”

“Probably not normal people, no.”

Germaine, seizing the dry mop that was resting against the
refrigerator, started to pantomime his job. The mop’s brushes
hovered just above the floor, taunting the dust and crumbs
like an axe-headed pendulum. He had realized that actually
performing the activity of sweeping would have generated
more audible sound than the machine. He couldn’t gamble
too much, after all.

“He wasn’t terribly normal, though, was he?” The woman
was sizing up a few of the coffins, tilting her head at a pon-
derous angle.

The man, holding his hands apart as though he were
holding a basketball, was crouched next to an oak box that was
meant for children. As he pulled himself back up, he said, “I
guess not, but I’'m not sure how you would bury that mess.”

“Would they need a second plot?”

“Crap. You don’t think they would, do you?”

“What a surprise, I don’t have an answer to a question I

posed.”

18
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Germaine sidled up to one of the shelves and leaned con-
spicuously against it like an awkward sweep-carrying bookend.
He cautiously stuck his nose out from behind the wooden
support and realized that he couldn’t see through his nostrils,
so he willed himself to poke his head out far enough that his
eyes could bear witness.

“Fair enough. Although, I’'m not so sure that they would
require a second plot. They could probably just fit the head
box into the space it would have occupied anyway, you know?”

“I think I’m more worried about explaining why we had to
buy a separate case for a man’s disembodied face.”

“I wouldn’t worry about that. It’s all a business, right?
The more we spend, the less they care. We’d probably only be
questioned if we decided to staple the head back on.”

There was a slight ruckus as a few urns bobbled into each
other. Germaine had overestimated the sturdiness of his rest-
ing position and had slipped forward, bumping the shelf just
enough off-balance that it caused the stir in the ceramics. The
couple looked up in time to see a discarded dry mop coming
to rest between the rows of urns.

Undeterred, the man returned to his perusing of depres-
sive wares. The woman, curious as to why a dry mop would
materialize to disturb future graves, looked around the aisles.
When she failed to notice the slightly less dead grin next to the
lifeless smile of a poortly conceived design, she rejoined the
search for the perfect pine box.

“I doubt that, but it’s a thought.”

“Oh, now would you look at that. Seriously, do you see this?”

“If you’re referring to Cinderella’s final slipper, then yes.”

“It might have been easier to go with the Sleeping Beauty

reference, you know.”
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“Which one is more fun to say, thoughr”

“I see your point.”

Germaine, every word he could remember from his time
in junior high gym class running through his mind, stared at
the cleaning implement that had threatened his operation. He
carefully removed his head from the shelf and slunk down to
the floor. Not wanting to touch the ground with his bare hands,
he resorted to an uncomfortable method of crouch walking. He
made his way back around the stiff rack and, without pausing
in his cartoonish gait, grabbed the mop and disappeared behind
another wall of mortuary goods.

“I can’t believe this sort of thing even exists,” the woman
muttered. “It seems so...tacky.”

“You know someone is interested in that. There’s always
someone who wants that creepy fairytale ending.”

This was true, Germaine had learned. The store had only
managed to sell one of the cases, but it happened within the
first month of their arrival. Mr. Ilkmeyer had only purchased
two when he placed the order, fearing that they wouldn’t be
popular, but one Miss Jacobs had met an unfortunate end at a
young age shortly after they arrived. Her father, thinking that
it was, actually, the same sort of case Lenin was resigned to,
bought the coffin without a second thought. He didn’t want his
daughter’s youth to fade. Not many did. However, most also
recognized that magical crystal coffins didn’t exist and Lenin’s
beauty sleep was the product of embalming. Mr. Ilkmeyer once
proposed the option of embalming, but, when slapped with a
lawsuit from the government, quickly learned that taxidermy
was not the same process.

“I guess it might startle potential grave robbers,” the

woman mused.
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“I don’t think we need one, though. It would ruin the closed
casket look in our case.”

“Not if you carefully positioned the head so it was aligned
properly.”’

“Right, but unless we did sew it back on, one jostle is all it
takes to give him the Antoinette treatment.”

“Might liven up the moment.”

“Might result in repeat business for the parlor, more like.”

They kept bringing up funeral arrangements, Germaine
finally noticed. Headless corpse or not, suspicion of Bonny
and Clyde being criminals started to fade in his mind and they
started to sound more like Phoebe and Joey. He shook his head.
He needed to stop reading fanfics in his spare time.

Tossing the sweep lightly upward, Germaine caught the
handle with a quick inward swing of his arm and shuffled
back to behind the counter. He lazily looked at the clock. Two
hours and twelve minutes. Time never flew for Germaine, even
if he strapped it into an airplane traveling across international
time zones.

There was a lull in the conversation all of a sudden. The
room fell deathly silent. It made him uncomfortable. He consid-
ered reviving the coffee machine from its slumber, but he knew
it would just have to be killed later. Instead, he turned to the
decrepit radio that permanently rested next to the cash register.
He stared at the knobs and buttons for a moment, imagining a
robotic face was staring right back. He grabbed one of its eyes
and twisted until something clicked. A strangled voice started
to emanate from the multi-holed mouth and Germaine thought
he had tuned into an attempted murder. But no, it was nothing
so interesting; It was just a DJ introducing some song from the

fifties whose performer was more than likely in the ground
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somewhere. Or performers, to be fair. Not that he cared. He
twisted the eye back into its original position.

“Did you hear music for a second there?” the man whispered.

“Yes. Now, have you given any thought to cremationr”

“I have, but I’'m still not sure it’s the best idea.”

“But why? It removes the need for a coffin.”

“What about the head, though? Would we still get that a box?”

“Wait... what are you talking about? Have you been think-
ing about a partial cremation this whole timer”

“Well, sure. Isn’t that what you were suggesting?”

“No. Absolutely not. Why would we only incinerate one
half of a person?”

““One half?” So now a head is half of a person?”

“You know what I mean.”

“OK, fine, but I do have to ask then: If we cremate, can
we just fill that cistern in the backyard with dry wood, soak him
in kerosene, and toss him down there with a few matches? 1
mean, it would be cost-effective.”

Ob dear Lord, Germaine perked up, they are murderers. Headlines
spun in his brain and he thought for sure that he heard sirens blat-
ing from outside. The cops would surround the patlor and yell at
the couple through dirty white cones. A shoot-out would erupt, he
knew;, and one of them would be shot dead while the other finally
surrenders to the police. The worst part of itall, though, would be
that Germaine would have to appear in court as a witness. He’'d
have to sit through hours and hours of proceedings and listen to
jargon spouted off by overpaid “officials.” The survivor of the
pair might even swear some form of vendetta against him and
he’d have to enter Witness Protection and become some sort of
lumberjack in the wilds of Montana, roughin’ it and fending off

ravenous beavers every day and night for his livelihood.
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Didn’t sound half bad when he actually considered it.

“Cost-effective, yes, but how would that affect property
value?” the woman asked.

“Who would know?”

“Aside from us? I don’t know, but we do have some faitly
nosy neighbors. That Mr. Ackenridge is always watching us.”

“You mean he’s always watching me.”

“I'd argue a little of both. The point is, he’d know. I know
he would.”

Call the cops, call the cops, call the cops. . .Nah, that would require
work, wouldn’t it? It wasn’t in Germaine’s nature to complicate
his life. Besides, whoever it was, Germaine probably didn’t know
him. All he wanted at this point was for the two conspirators
to leave, maybe buy a stale coffee, and never return. Wouldn’t
that be grand?

“Look, we can stand here all day bickering about this orwe
can just make a decision here and now. I don’t really want to
stand around surrounded by the world’s creepiest monuments
to human existence.”

“Losing our nerve are we?”

“Yeah, all right, I guess I am.”

Germaine felt a pressure leave him and the newfound
hollowness made him lighter. He stood up straight behind the
counter and flattened his shirt hurriedly. His nametag was hang-
ing crooked like a broken sign, but he didn’t bother refastening
it, hoping that his name was obscured by its position. His lips
quivered lightly as he forced them into a limp facsimile of what
might be interpreted as a smile.

The couple reemerged from the dust-covered wares and start-
ed toward the door. They stopped for a moment as they noticed
Germaine standing beside shriveled and crusty delectables. They
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whispered something to one another, nodding and smiling, before
approaching the counter, the man rummaging for his wallet.

“How much for a, uh, ’'m assuming that’s a doughnut?”

Germaine nodded. He pointed to the price tag, the artificial
grin still plastered on his face.

“Right. Could we get two of those and two cups of coffee?
Smalls. It’s getting late, after all. Wouldn’t want to be awake all
night, would we?” The man chuckled lightly as he pulled some
bills from his money pouch.

Germaine’s head continued bobbing as he got out two
Styrofoam cups and began filling them with cooled black liquid.
Hopefully the couple liked their coffee cold. He placed plastic
lids on both and put them down on the counter. Turning to
the pastries, he threw a duo of stiff ones into a sack and tossed
it next to the coffee. When he looked back up at them, the
couple was conversing in hushed tones, but he couldn’t make
it out. It was probably something about their next victim. He
could be their next victim. His eyes widened involuntarily, yet
he managed to shrink them before the psychopaths noticed.

“So, how much with tax?” the man questioned.

Germaine opened his mouth to answer, but reconsidered
when he thought of his future. Instead of saying “$10.50” as
he was about to, he croaked out, “Nothing, Enjoy.”

The couple looked at him as though Germaine were of-
fering anthrax pills, but then smiled once more. They thanked
him, grabbed their ill-gotten goods, and started out the door.
As they reached the exit, Germaine noticed the man slipping
the woman a few bucks, shaking his head with one of those
admiring tones, if head shaking could have tones.

Confused, Germaine shook his own head. Perhaps it was

just a dream. Perhaps his mind, in a state of extreme boredom,
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had concocted the experience. That had to be it. He was day-
dreaming, No one was headless and no one was burning bodies
in cisterns. He sighed, accepting this new faith. Out of habit,
he looked up at the clock.

Two hours and ten minutes.
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SoMETHING’S NoT LEFT HERE

KaArA HaMmIrTON

I want, so badly, to be that girl. She wakes up each and every
morning at sunrise, ready to break into a run. And so she does.
Beautifully out of breath, she brews exactly one cup of coffee.
No less, no more. Just one dose of caffeine to put a spring in
her step. Maybe she’ll have a yogurt today, or a bagel with just
the right amount of cream cheese. Showers, checks e-mails,
returns them, no hesitations. She’s OK with being alone. She
dresses in clothes that she knows fit her well. There’s no need
to check the mirror more than once, twice, or seven times. Slips
on comfortable, yet compliment-worthy shoes. No possibility
of pain for her.

And leaving her apartment is not monumental.

I want, so badly, to be that girl. But I wake up, unprepared to
tackle the day. I sink into the mattress, let it become part of
my body, the sheets my skin, the pillow my overworked brain.
I have things to do. They are waiting for me to pay attention.
Just a glance at the to-do list on my untouched desk makes
me sweat. My skin’s not clear, but I need it to be. My hair is
not soft nor shiny, but I need it to be. I'm not OK with being
alone, without companionship. My clothes wrinkle, sag, sit
oddly on my limbs. Shoes a half-size too big, jeans too tight in
the morning, too loose by noon. Professors that expect me to
talk. All eyes on me, every slip-up noticed, every weird sound,

expression, fidget.

So leaving my apartment is monumental.
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AMERICAN

ALEXANDRA DAGGETT

The final bell

rings and we

run out of the school
toward the playground
grass

home

anywhere

The summer sun says
“Welcome Jane” and

my shadow teases me like
in Peter Pan or like
Jackie Johnson

does when she

steals my

ripped,

faded-navy baseball cap

We run past the Johnsons’
garden and Jackie

picks a daisy for me

but I give it back

because it looks pretty in her

yellow hair
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Jackie’s washed-out,
red converse go
chok-chok-chok

on the sidewalk and

I grab her hand as we
sprint like tiny
Road-runners to

our ship

We climb the ladder
and I take my spot at the
wheel because I'm the captain and

Jackie is my first mate

Jackie yells

“Land ho!”

and I flip my

baseball cap backward and
violently twist the steering wheel
to the right and

we get blasted by icy water

We glide down to

shore and plant

our flags in

our very own castle
because Jackie and I are
Princess pirates

partners-in-crime
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The dragon attacks me and
I fall,

injured, sleeping, waiting
for true love’s kiss

so Jackie fakes

it like always but then

Daddy is there and yells

“Dinner’s ready!!l”

louder than usual and

winds up the hose

flicks the caterpillar off my leg into the sand

tells Jackie to get her backpack from

the tree house and go home

says

“Jane will be busy for a while so maybe find another
friend?”

Jackie seems like she understands so

she takes her things and plucks the daisy from

her pretty yellow hair and hands it to me and

looks at me for a real long time with her sky blue eyes and then

starts walking away while I watch her, confused,

thinking about starting my own garden filled with flowers to
match her

Pretty yellow hair.
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THE POET

ALEXANDRA DAGGETT

I wish I were a painter so that

you could see yourself through my eyes
And then I remember that

My words atre brush strokes that

highlight your lovely cheekbones

And rose-pink lips

And the way your olive skin embraces your
smooth hips and curves around your breasts
to the hollow of your neck where I outline

“I want you”s in navy and charcoal

I remember that

Your body is a blank canvas,
waiting, longing for an artist’s hands
to bathe you in scatlet,

reminding you that you are beautiful

I make sure my stanzas

capture your every color.

I wish I were a pianist so that

You could hear yourself through my ears
And then I remember that

My metaphors are melodies that

make young girls fall in love with life

and middle-aged men want to buy
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sports-car convertibles, like

Your voice seduces my heart with beautiful music

I remember that

Your ears are sheets of empty staff paper,
aching for a musician’s fingers

to transform you into a sonata,

confessing that your siren call holds me captive

I make sure my stanzas

recall each of your velvet inflections.

I wish I were a priest so that

You could believe in yourself the way
I believe in you

And then I remember that

My syntax is a prayer that

anoints the undesired and loveless
And that you are my deity, my goddess
And I give myself to you

I remember that,

Begging to be healed,

My mind is a mortal

in the presence of a risen daughter

with the power to save me

I command my stanzas
to be honest and to honor you
Like little Catholic boys practice when

they kneel during confession.

31



Euphemism 12.1 Fall 2016

I can convince you that
I believe in heterosexuality when

I love basking in our sin

I can make you wallow in questioning
whether or not

I 'love you

or

Just want to fuck your brains out

I can make you think that
This poem is a lie,

a reflection of

my artistically-troubled mind

But

Believe me, honey,
Like the leaves turn crimson
first where

the sun caresses them most,

You changed me when you pulled that
James Joyce novel out of your backpack

and held it like you would a distressed lover
I saw you in September

And fell in love with you by the time
The snow first stuck to the ground
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You became my world

Consumed
My mind
My passion
My heart

I paint you with words
I play for you with metaphors

I praise you with syntax
And
1 write this for you now

Because
I am The Poet
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Burn

CHANTEL REEDER

Before waking that morning, she thought that it was amazing
how much skin she could pick off until she bled. Always layers
away from where she thought she was. Once it started oozing
onto the surface, the warmth, the accomplishment, the hope
that came out made every endeavor worth it. But scabs crusted
over within hours and people always asked what happened, but
they never understood that it wasn’t past tense. A few days later,
she would wait for the perfect moment to start scraping at it

again. And slowly, bit by bit, it bled again.

Her eyes blinked open one at a time as she stretched her neck
to glance around the brightening bedroom. 7:30 a.m. He hadn’t
woken her this morning. Her arms moved to hoist herself up
into a seated position beneath the heavy down comforter of
their king size bed. His side had been made up, pillows fluffed
and propped ready for another sleepless night. She sat there
for a minute listening for his usual shuffling downstairs. Fifteen
more minutes. Jitters ran through her limbs as she got out of
bed and pulled on her pale blue robe. Her slippers slid across
the wooden floors that let out the occasional creak as she slowly
descended the tall staircase.

He smiled when she entered the kitchen. She crossed over
to his embrace and received the usual morning peck on the lips.
It was cut short when he told her that her arm was bleeding.
He tore off a paper towel and handed it to her. She dabbed at
the blood around the wound for him.
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After pouring herself a cup of tea from the kettle, she sat
across from him at the table. She ran her fingers across the digs
in the oak, the once beautiful table Ron had built them for their
wedding day, marred with years of marriage.

“Joanie.” She heard her name faintly as she tried to recall
the reason for the particular dent she was examining. Realizing
Ron was speaking to her, she met his gaze. “Joanie, I said what
are your plans today?”

“I thought that I'd work the gardens,” she replied, looking
out the picture window leading to the backyard. If she squinted
she could see specks of dust floating through the sunlight. She
exhaled and blew the air to make them stir.

“It’s February, sweetheart. Maybe we should wait to start
the gardens for a while longer.” His voice patronized her. “News
said there’s only a high of twenty-eight. Better stay in. I can
start the fireplace for you before I leave.”

“I read an article. I can get the rhubarb and asparagus in
the ground as long it’s soft enough,” she told him, being careful
with her tone. She glanced at the clock. 7:41 a.m. She willed it
forward four minutes in her mind so he would leave.

He started gathering up his coat and briefcase, stopping to
look around for his car keys, which were always on the hook
where they were supposed to be. She walked him to the door,
and he bent down to kiss her cheek. As his moist lips landed, he
turned toward her ear and whispered, “Just stay in the yard.” He
faced her before he left. “Don’t talk to the trees today, Joanie.”

She sucked her lips firmly across her teeth but allowed the
corners of her mouth to turn up slightly as she closed the door
behind him. She watched him behind the partially peeled back
curtain. She watched him dial a number from his cell phone.
And as she watched him, her skin felt too tight. The growl of
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the engine reverberated through her ears echoing his words.
The gravel hissed, and the car drove down the lane kicking up
a fog that lasted longer than he did in her mind. She allowed
the curtain to fall back into place as it left her hand.

Joan climbed the stairs to take a shower. Her fingers
massaged her scalp as she shampooed her hair that she had
neglected and forgotten to cut for a few years. Most days, it
was unmanageable so it ended up in a ponytail or some messy
variation. She’d seen this picture once of a nude woman with
bony arms wrapped around her knees. The woman’s hair, almost
floor length, embraced every part of her body. It was one of
those collage works where various photos were assembled to
create some larger, less abstract image. Patterns and shapes that
twisted and raced around each other in discordance but unique,
authentic harmony. She grabbed the body wash and squeezed
it onto her loofah as she scrubbed away at her limbs.

Her hair was fairly frozen by the time she reached the rusty
shed outside. The package with the bulbs she ordered had to
be around this damp room somewhere, she thought. Rustling
different boxes and searching under Ron’s woodworking bench,
she finally found them. She grabbed her gardening box, set the
bulbs on top, and started toward the backyard.

Fifty feet from the solid dirt destined for the bulbs was a
line of trees that led out to the forest. She twisted her mouth
from side to side as she set the box down. The winter wind
whistled through the leafless branches shaking her. Her feet
moved toward them. They were striking,

Her footsteps slowed when she neared the trees. An un-
deniable yearning for what might be in there overtook her.
She’d never been past the point where her yard ended and the
trees began. Often she’d sit across from the trees and tell them
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about Ron, but they didn’t seem to like him. So she’d tell them
about her mother, all the scars. They’d bend, sway, and listen.

She’d lost track of time once last November. During her
conversation with the trees, she’d been describing the scabs
and had been showing them how she could bleed. Ron came
home and found her out there. He’'d yelled something or other
about that not being their yard and that those trees weren’t part
of their lives. To Ron, trees were only good for manipulating
them into something else. Joan liked the trees for what they
were. Since then, she’d been mindful of time.

But his warnings burned her cheeks today. Her feet crossed
the threshold, and she entered the forest. Her whole life had
been an ocean of violent waves thrashing her around, washing
her up places she wasn’t really sure that she had even chosen.

Thinking back on it now, she wasn’t sure she had ever made
any definitive, life-altering decisions on her own. She’d gotten
married because Ron persisted. Her family seemed to think
it was a good idea. Her friends, the few she had, loved him.
Why shouldn’t she? She’d gone to college because that’s what
everyone else did. She dropped out when her mother said she
wasn’t smart enough to graduate.

There were two versions of her mother in her memory that
she had a difficult time distinguishing between sometimes. One
of them was the warm matriarch who let her have the first bite
of every gooseberry pie that she baked. The same one who told
her she could be anything she wanted to be when she grew up.
This was the one she liked best. The one who hugged her in
front of school. The one who clapped for her during church
choir solos. The other was the one who burnt the pie, blamed
it on Joan, slapped her face, scratched her skin, and locked her

in the basement closet until the marks were gone. She wasn’t
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sure which one was real anymore. Maybe they were different
people. Maybe they were the same. It probably depended on
whom you asked.

Ron didn’t like talking about the past. But Joan knew that
the past infringed upon the present. She tried showing him
what she showed the trees. She couldn’t move forward when
she was stuck.

Several crows let out a noise above her head causing her
steps to cease. She tilted her neck back to look up. It was in
that moment of studying the space past the highest branches
of withering trees into the sun that she knew. The light tried to
get all the way through, but it wouldn’t. If only it figured out,
she thought, how easily it could burn it all down.

Joan took her hair out of the ponytail holder and let it
collapse on her shoulders. She tried to run her fingers through
the icy tangles. Sitting to lean against a tree, she wrapped her
shivering arm around her knees. The other arm shakily grabbed
the pocketknife out of her jeans. Positioning her hair around
herself, she slid the knife slowly across her wrists and held them
out to show the only ones who ever cared enough not to cover
up the bleeding. Craning her neck to feel the warmth of the

sun on her face, she closed her eyes and burned.
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RyE Toast

JonN PERKINS

Rye toast. I always ordered rye toast with my meal, and it was
never quite what I wanted. The heat would cause it to curl a bit
on the grill and the edges would burn. The butter was always
too heavy and glopped on top of the burnt parts or too light,
leaving too much of the toast dry. Sometimes it was both.
They never carried the darker rye that I prefer, but I suppose
that their regular clientele might be put off by a dark brown
bread. The caraway seeds are always too old; they never have
the fresh pungency they should. Rye toast should never be
sweet. It should be heavy with bitterness and history. Bitter like
a Russian winter. Bitter like memories and survivor’s guilt. Rye
toast like they serve here is almost white bread. No substance,
no taste. A good rye toast demands your attention. It has depth
and savour. It pulls in butter like a burn pulls in salve, holding
onto it. Ah, but good butter is something else they don’t have.
Good butter is spread with a brush. Good butter is possessed
of an inner warmth and so only good butter can complement
good rye toast. The butter here comes in tiny bricks. I assume
it melts. I’ve never seen it. It tastes like it looks: a greasy blank
smear. I salt the butter; it needs it. I bite through the blackened
edge of my rye toast. The crust scrapes the corner of my mouth
and I taste a hint of metal. I rub my mouth; there’s no blood
but I can feel some roughness on the inside of my lip. If the
heat was lower maybe the toast wouldn’t curl and the bread
would toast evenly. I have to eat this carefully. The bitter of
burnt bread is not the bitter of good rye. The bitterness of rye
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is not flinty or shallow, it’s full and welcoming. I take another
bite and get a hint of the caraway sharpness, just enough to
know that someone meant this to be rye bread. There’s a little
of the good bitterness, almost a clarification that, no, this is
not just a funny-shaped loaf of white bread. When I chewed
the crust, it didn’t crunch so much as it powdered, drying my
mouth to wet its ashes. The butter was light on this slice, but
somehow it still managed to coat my tongue enough to cover the
pungency and bitterness that I was looking for. I polished off
the rest of my toast, disappointed as always. By this point, you
might be wondering why I always order rye toast if I'm never
happy with it. Well, what else would I order, an English Muffin?
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Just A GAME

SHELBI SARVER
I was told this was normal.
Just a game.

But I was too young;

ust a game.
g

Foreign hands, ten years of age.

Just a game.

Nobody expects the babysitter.

ust a game.
g

Nobody expects a female.

ust a game.
g

Something doesn’t feel right.

ust a game.
g

But I keep telling myself,

it’s just a game.
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SOMETHING DWwWELLS WITHIN YOU

SHELBI SARVER

Something dwells within you
that made you block all of my male friends out of my life,

because their intentions were bad and I could not be trusted.

Something dwells within you
that made you leave me alone,

to cry for my grandfather and father by myself.

Something dwells within you
that made you leave me at home,

so you could spend time with my best friend.

Something dwells within you
that made you ignore and avoid me,
but you would find your phone the moment she would come

to call.

Something dwells within you
that made you desite her purity.
That made you tell me that you wanted her, because she was

pretty and exactly like me.
Something dwells within you

that made you nearly kiss that girl at that party,

in front of all of our friends, while I worked.
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Something dwells with you
that made you say after five years
that you weren’t sure that you would ever want to marry me,

because you weren’t sure I was enough.

Something dwells within you
that made you tell me that if I gained more weight

you weren’t sure we could stay together.

Something dwells within you
that made you pull back your fist
and scratch up your hand as it plummeted through the wall.

Something dwells within you
that made you call me a slut
and press your body against me and say, “You want to act like

a slut, I'll treat you like a slut.”

Something dwells within you
that made the hate and violence come alive in you.
An intimate moment shattered into sobbing and trembling as

>

you casually said, “I wanted to see how far I could push you.

Something dwells within you
that made my patents have to change the locks,

because you drove me under a bridge and said you wanted to
kill me.

Something dwells within you

that makes people not believe you and he are the same person,

because you hide it well.

43



Euphemism 12.1 Fall 2016

Something dwells within me
that justified every moment,

and chose to stay.
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Focus

CHANTEL REEDER
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INFANTA MARINA

CHRISSY RODRIGUEZ

Inspired by Isaiah Gabriel’s “A Love Story”

But what’s to come?

You’d think my first day would have been a little more wondrous
than it was. I didn’t have time to iron because I woke up late.
Then the Caffeine Now!was full of berate and over-worked in-
dividuals on account of technological difficulties accompanied
by a young blonde behind the counter whose first day wasn’t
going so well, either. Work kept calling me while I was at my
appointment. They have no consideration for personal matters.
I guess the doctor injected me with the new bubonic plague
because even the mail cart avoided me once I got to work.
Acknowledgment is all I want. I’d almost think it funny how
childish they all are. They parade online about this social move-
ment and that charity drive, but when it comes to facing it head-
on, they can’t be bothered. I digress. I guess it doesn’t upset them
much until you puke in the big stall, anyway. I won’t make that
mistake again, but the high dosage makes me nauseous.
Today I faced Deena Wallace, though.

The Music Box Life

My only claim to fame is that my grandfather is Wallace Stevens.
Yeah, my dad’s dad. I like to start with that. I’'m not much of
a person, really. I wake up every day, take a walk through the
park, and I live. I experience the norms in life. My life isn’t easy,
but it isn’t hard, either. I never wanted to do anything because
I never knew what to do. I never knew I could. I tried. I really
did! I went to all of the schools, sat through those hours of
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monologues by unimpressive professors. I got a nine-to-five.
Attended some funerals. Checked off my bucket list. But I still
have some voids that need filling. Listen, I’'m not saying I have
a bad life, but there’s something missing, I can’t be, yet.
What?
Oh, his name’s Bran.

My Dad thought he was a Frontier Psychiatrist...

Did I ever tell you the story You cocunut, you knock!
about... FALSE TEETH!
Can you think of anything that
talks that’s not a person?
ABBIRD
He was white as a sheet!

7 /!
That boy needs therapy! “Dad, 'm Trans.”

>
What does that mean: ...And that’s why I'm so fucked

up.

He thought that I needed help and I couldn’t convince him
otherwise. I liked my grandmother, but she was her own kind
of messed up. She didn’t fit any stereotype. She was irate and
frail. She called me names and slapped me around on a good
day. She was also gentle and kind and taught me that every bone
in my body has a purpose for being on this planet—a point she
consistently contradicted, as well.

She was a woman that was used to being a muse; she would
dance around in her homemade dresses, cursing at me if I
interrupted her sways. Her face would twist in this unnatural
way, a grimace that still haunts my memory. After dancing, she

would come out of her room, close her door with secretive
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movements, and waltz into the main room. I think her dancing
was therapeutic; or maybe it was a selfish attempt at remem-
bering the past. Either way, my grandmother loved me with
only half of her mind, and I could tell this bothered her on
her lucid days.

My mother was a different story. She was a beam of sun-
light. She was a helper. She thought of everyone else before
herself. She cared for the Earth and all of its inhabitants. But
my father says she had a darker side that she kept hidden. He
doesn’t like to talk about it. As most sad stories go, I never met
my mother. She and her parents died on the car ride home from
the hospital—my father and grandmother in the car behind
them. With me as the lone survivor of van versus tree and his
sidekick black ice, my father raised me, and my grandmother
lived with us until I was thirteen.

I’'ve had some moments, but my life is otherwise no dif-
ferent than the norm. I breathe, screw, eat, cry, fly under the
radar, and binge drink occasionally. I'd like to trust that I wasn’t
forgotten as a child, but my tendencies make believable argu-
ments. I don’t know if my father or grandmother did a good
job with me because I don’t really have much else to compare
it to. Regardless, they made their impression on me. I’d like to
think I loved my grandmother so much, I became just like her.

But yeah, my dad fucked me up the most.

BeD
It goes a bit like this, “Anidea is hard to kill. Anidea could escape.”
1 don’t know. Doctor said it once.
But it’s true, you know. Ideas don’t have limits. They float
among the living, landing on unsuspecting victims as they drift

past. Well, not victims, per se, but that’s because most ideas are
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beautiful. They atre the blossoms of a host’s neurons, surging
through the muscles to the tips, ensuring proper announcement.

But some people don't see it that way, would you believe
that? Some people think it is OK to crush the blossoms.

My father and I never had a good relationship. He didn’t
like how close I was with my mind. I guess I indulged that voice
too much, because I was caught so many times. It’s funny to
me now, actually. The horrified look on his face when he’d find
me! Oh, the melodramal

Well, this idea can’t be crushed. I escaped. And I intend on
being the most magnificent of flowers.

But I am not ready for bloom so I will sit idly by until
Bran’s ready.

And how far do we have to go?

I caught the molasses factory traffic on the way home. That
overworked bunch move like the product they package all day.
Although I suppose it isn’t their fault since the potholes at the
entrance nearly eat a small sedan. They always looks so tired.
Driving their lemons home, knowing they aren’t being treated
well. They have protested every summer since I’ve lived here
to be unionized, but each fall the company must cut them a
deal because they usually quiet down before the first leaf falls.
My dad used to work for a company like that, but he liked the
strict pay—made his higher-than-average pay reign superior.

He hated that I took up an office job. Most of my decisions
irked him one way or another, actually. I guess the good thing
about my father is that he didn’t push things. He said his piece
and if I didn’t agree, I knew where the door was.

I never left him though. I couldn’t give him that satisfaction.
I didn’t depend on him and he knew that. My decision to stay

49



Euphemism 12.1 Fall 2016

in his house until he died was my way of proving him wrong,
But he’s gone now.

He did have some inquisitive theories about life though.
Shame he never wrote them down. They weren’t necessatily po-
litically correct, but they were insightful. He could have published
a how-to style self-help book on how to be close-minded. He
did have one thing right though: I do look very feminine in red.

“Deena Wallace.” Oh! Saying it aloud makes my stomach
turn sometimes. It’s just so beautiful. A combination of the two
most complicated people I've ever known. My grandmother
used to sew her own dresses—I used to watch her as she would
carefully hand stitch a “D” into the lining over the left breast.
A task that really isn’t that difficult if you know the basics of
a machine. I just hope the cherry pattern isn’t too obnoxious.
End.

Sorted Epilogue

The light frill covering the bottom. Her grandmother’ s broach
sewn into a small pocket in the lining covering the heart. A spray,
left and right, fills the air with a rosebud. The white heels just
tall enough to make her intimidating. Her cutls bouncing gently
above her shoulders. Her eye shadow a light red so as not to
take away from her bold red lip. The delicate pearls adorn her
neckline, resting on her long collarbones. Oh, but her eyes...
unexplainable beauty luring even the most hateful of people.
Eyes to persuade anyone’s love. She is the way one dances before
a poem. A grandiose gesture of love to which one cries at the
way one will never love another again.

Happy, oh, so...happy. I am so happy right now. The way he
reads. His pauses. Is he happy? I don’t know. But he likes the way
I dance. He likes the way I sing his words. I am his Infanta Marina.
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I will roam and take on the sea so bravely, so fearlessly, so
lovely and free. I will take on the night you failed to capture,
the women you couldn’t woo, the moment you never had. For
everything I mean to you, you mean to me.

I am Deena Wallace. I am the Infanta Marina.
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KATIE SALL
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PERCEPTIONS

KIMBERLY LLARSEN

Take a joke,
Lighten up,
Smile more.
a whisper. in passing
a yell. from the street.
advice unsolicited.
Too serious
Too sharp
Too sensitive.
gauntlet thrown
bar set
judgement unsought.
an inauspicious silhouette,
a swill of paranoia,
a sadistic array.
a brush of the shoulder ,
a bore of the eyes,

threat uninvited.
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BLUE

Emiy KiNnG

It’s the airless space between dreams and substance. When you
open your eyes, it’s the morning hush. When you fall out of
bed, it seeps through your curtains. When you stumble to the
mirror, it’s the bruises spreading under your eyes. When you
step into the shower, it’s the branches under your skin. When
you’re pulling on your clothes, it’s the color of your favorite

scarf. Or maybe it isn’t.

It’s the serrated chill when you walk outside. When you flick
your lighter, it’s the flame that licks your cigarette. When you
take a drag, it’s the taste of emptiness. When you’re pacing the
street, it’s the watery smiles of passing strangers. They’ll never

know where youre going.

It’s a promise that clings to your lips. When you reach the
shoreline, it’s the sigh that parts your mouth. When you breathe,
it’s the salt that enters your bloodstream. When you brush off
your jeans, it’s the whisper of sand passing through your fingers.

For once, you feel at home.

And when you finally make it to the edge, it’s the stroke of the

wrinkled sea.
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ATARI AT GRANDMA’S

ArLEC RIGIK

We sat on the stained carpet in front of the dominoes table, the
joystick box passed back and forth across an old VHS cabinet
under a flickering TV. The house smelled like thick carbon.
Looked like it, too. The faded glass mirror offered onlookers a
muddled full-body reflection only when the viewer positioned
himself in the worn-in divot on the fourth step of the steep
wooden staircase. There was a sharp bend on that step—more
of alanding, really. Grandma had a rug over that spot during my
eatly years of visitation. That rug disappeared after she slipped
and fell on it the January after my eighth birthday. Watch your

step for stray shochorns.

If stepping outside is a breath of fresh air, to enter Grandma
Kay’s was to pleasantly constrict your lungs. The air inside never
moved. Dust particles hung, encased in amber for years. The
only distinguishable smell apart from her Pall Mall 100s was the
teeth-grating scent of graphite and word search books. The floral
couch and tall-backed, uncomfortably blue chair in the corner
coughed, “His and Hers,” as Afghans atop the sitting places drew
the eye from yellowed walls and glass. Dirty yellow light filtered
in through the blinds. In those days, the sun in her house that
touched skin seemed to dry your insides rather than warm your
exterior. The honeycomb glass hanging light is something I will
come to miss once it’s thrown out after her death in 2013. Most
of her treasures were sold to strangers; others ended up in our

basement or the landfill. T saved what relics I could.
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I remember how good the coffee in her stolen maroon
plastic cup smelled. “Well, it kept your drink hot without it
burning your hands,” she would say in self-defense. I also
remember how bad the coffee tasted when my seven-year-old
lips stole a sip from that cup. She swiped it from the hospital
before I was born; I later stole that cup from her. I think Dad
sold it in the garage sale.

She knew that I had taken the cup and let me keep it. She
had two more—quite possibly from the same hospital, I'm
not sure. The maroon-brown cup almost perfectly matched
the pants that she wore with all of her white-based floral
shirts. She had so many of these short-sleeved button downs,
worn through to the point where Mom had to buy Grandma
mote while she was on her deathbed—not her /literal deathbed,
though. This was her pre-death, soul-death deathbed. The bed
she inhabited in 2009 that she only left when absolutely neces-
sary. The bed she was laying in when she lit a cigarette too close
to her oxygen cannula in 2011. The bed with the scorched sheets
when that was all said and done with. We put on new sheets
for her after that. She liked them a lot. She died in the hospital.

She was a skinny thing. Mom tells me Grandma used to
drink a couple of beers a day. In later years, my grandma’s
doctor would “prescribe” her a heavy beer every night before
bed so that she might stop losing weight so drastically. I think
she took it up again. Though, it’s hard to say whether it was
the increased late-night calories that kept her regular or the fact
that her body had no more excess weight to shed.

I think she bought the Atari to keep my brother and me
there longer while she spent time with Mom. Grandma knew
that Jewel-brand dinosaur fruit snacks and Raspberry Newtons
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alone couldn’t stay the wills of two young and growing boys.
She employed the use of corny jokes, photo albums, Sunny
Delight, and Klondike Bars when grape juice and 1930s’
wooden trains became obsolete. The triangular prism helped
us view that amber light spilling through the window with a
bit more color.

Standard cable was out of the question. During her years
of mobility, time at Grandma Kay’s was Grandma Kay’s time,
and, if we were going to watch TV, she was going to watch
it with us. Svengoolie was weird and, while we loved Beaver and
Andy Griffirh, those were substituted by game shows and info-
mercials by 5:00 p.m.

They say that a person’s mark is evident rather by how they
make others feel than by what they say. I don’t remember much
of what she said exactly. Though I do remember her voice.
Her warm, raspy voice...she sounded like the duckling from
Tom & Jerry. Always asking if we needed anything or if Brent
and I had eaten enough. The only time she wasn’t a forceful
presence was when she stepped out of the room to smoke; she
was always careful not to do that in front of Brent and me,
probably per my mother’s request. I don’t, however, remember
Grandma Kay’s laugh—my grandmother on my father’s side’s
most outstanding feature—but she sure could get me giggling.
We never realized how much it must have pained her to speak
until years later when those unnoticed laughs turned to piercing
coughs. I never thanked her enough for her stories.

She would tell us stories of family and of friends. She would
tell me jokes about bird poop and jokes with dumb punch lines
all because she liked to stump me and loved to see my round
belly ripple with laughter. She taught us to line up dominoes

and to solve word search puzzles. She sent us on a never-ending
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search to find the Oreo with the Statue of Liberty imprinted
on its back...I think she just wanted us to eat more.

Grandma would entertain us with the toys and tales that
were hers when she was growing up—the same ones she passed
on to my mother and her siblings. She employed Mom to take
the thousand-year-old flashlight down from the side of the
fridge to show us the basement, which smelled even mustier
than the upstairs of the house. It smelled like the shed that my
grandfather built in their backyard next to the alley. It smelled
like the same musty shed with the holes in the roof and walls
that held cobwebbed saws and ladders—the same trick-keyed
shed that Uncle Dana was going to teach me to shingle before
the cigarettes came for him, too.

On summer days, her yard was alive. Brent and I played
ball back there and explored that cavernous shed. The yard
was large and open with raspberry plants on the west fence
and snowball bushes in the middle of the yard. It was out
there that Mom would tell us stories about all of her girlhood
dogs. It was also out there that Dad would call Grandma an
“Old Bird” in front of us whenever he came over, which was
not often. We knew it was time to come back inside when we
were caught hopping the fence to retrieve our plaything from
the lattice prison under the neighbor’s patio.

But Grandma couldn’t always give us all her time. Sometimes
Brent and I were eager to get home.

And so, the Atari.

It was simple. Twelve games we loved so much. Plug it in
and play. Dig Dug was a favorite of both my brother and mine.
I spent hours competing with him for the Space Invaders high
score, usually on the living room carpet in front of that old
VHS cabinet under a flickering TV, but sometimes in Mom’s
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childhood bedroom when Dad came with us and they had
boring “serious talks,” or when we hid from distant family that
came over every few years. The strange relatives would pinch
my face and arms as much as Grandma, but they didn’t know

me like that. Only Granny grabs these cheeks.

The bedroom had two cribs in it, eternally filled with sheets
and my mother’s and aunts’ old dolls. The tiny rocking chairs
at a tiny desk with sticky notes and a reading lamp were one
of my favorite places to sit. I was devastated when Mom told
me I was too big for those chairs. I blamed Grandma for my
weight and myself for my age.

A small TV that Grandma bought especially for Brent and
me sat opposite of that desk so that we could sit on the two
twin beds and play the Atari up there in exile. A Mickey Mouse
rotary-style telephone and two giraffe statues sat on the dresser
by the door when I was young. When Grandma became immo-
bile, all those things went—my brother included. We moved
the TV to her room and cleared off Mickey’s dresser to make
room for the small fridge and microwave, which I have since
claimed for my own use. Having food upstairs made it easier
for the caregivers to make Grandma meals, which, of course,
she refused because she had spent the past seventy years of
her life taking care of herself.

Though that part of the room changed, the back corner by
the window stayed the same. This paper-storehouse was home
to a dusty closet next to the ceramic eggs and indistinguishable
plants that sat beneath the window overlooking the Chicago
power lines out back. You could see over the neighbor’s fence
from there. After Grandma’s condition changed, her paint-
ed eggs and the abandoned cribs were the only things that

59



Euphemism 12.1 Fall 2016

reminded me of that room when things were simpler. Later
in my young life, when Aunts Holly and Leslie would visit and
compliment my legs, I hid in the same room, only this time
without my brother and for a much different reason.

It’s a wonder they’re all related: my aunts, Uncle Dana, and
Mom. Crass and funny Dana and Holly had their bouts, but
Uncle Dana was the only one who could tolerate Aunt Holly long
enough to live with her in Washington. Uncle Dana had the same
smell as my grandmother—black coffee and cigarettes mixed
with whatever type of liquor the day brought. He drank Old Style
beer because, “It gets me the drunkest for the cheapest.” Holly,
too, smelled of alcohol, but always mixed with a rather pungent
aroma of embalming spices and excrement. I hated greeting her.

Aunt Holly said she would have been all over me if she
were my age. Uncle Dana said he would be all over my then
love interest if I would only call her over. I liked spending time
with him.

Aunt Leslie was longwinded and eccentric. She and
Mom went on for hours. They still do, actually, only now via
voice-to-text and occasional long phone calls. They all got
along better then, before Grandma became sick. Before the
division of her things was a point of contention; before Dana
died exactly one year later.

Before that became a similar issue.
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They asked me to speak at the memorial service. I couldn’t.

Leslie and Holly provoked me, “He visited her with his
mom so often. Won’t you say something?” and “You spent so
much time with him. You loved him.” I stared at the grass and
shook my head, watching my tears shake loose and melt holes
into the snow before they, too, froze over.

Mom was so brave to have read everything she had written
like that. She calmly offered the mourners her memorties, but I
knew she only wanted to throw up. She was sick, and she had
the right to be. It took the death of both their mother and
brother for her sisters to return to Chicago and breathe the
same air as each other.

And here they were, watering the ground above my grand-
father’s body with their tears, readying the earth for the two new
plaques and the half-jars of their cremated correspondents that
were to accompany them. Maybe they regretted not including
Grandpa’s years of service on his headstone before adding
his wife and son’s names next to his. Maybe they regretted
not being there when things worsened. Part of me thinks that
Holly was already mourning the basement silverware box or
the buffet that Mom had already claimed. But they weren’t
there to help her sort through the tar-covered treasures in
their mother’s house.

We kept the ashes.
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ONE. HUNDRED. THIRTY. SEVEN.

JAYCE RENNER

a police chase took place november twenty ninth, two thousand twelve
in cleveland, obio. it ended in violence. more than one hundred officers
were involved in the chase. one police supervisor has been fired. one officer

Jaces felony charges.

one hundred thirty seven
bullets fired at
Timothy Russell and Malissa Williams

one hundred thirty seven
cartridges left the justice center

because of fear and hate

one hundred thirty seven
trigger pulls for

two unarmed citizens

one hundred thirty seven
punishments delivered by

police rending justice

one hundred thirty seven
outbursts of emotion unchecked

unlocked and unloaded
one hundred thirty seven

ways to ensure we only hear

one side of the story
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one hundred thirty seven
motivations of twelve whites
toward two blacks

one hundred thirty seven
challenges to belief
in the legal system

one hundred thirty seven
why’s but

ZE€ro answers

one hundred thirty seven
excuses from politicians

who call it “problematic”

one hundred thirty seven
threats to the
safety of cleveland

one hundred thirty seven
facts in

evidence

one hundred thirty seven
charges expected by

no one
one hundred thirty seven

reasons to abolish

the status quo
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Go—EXPLORE

JAYCE RENNER

to anyone who would write
with thanks to Natalie Goldberg for Writing Down the Bones

Go—explore the rugged edge of thought
the way you run your thumb
along the deckled edge of paper

respect no boundaries, no borders
write all over the page

write in the margins

write on both sides

write on the paper thin edges

write on the outside and the inside
write on the keyboard

write on the motherboard

write right on the motherfucking screen

tell us where you live
and where you go
Where to gor
pﬂmmmgate

go to the other shore

head down the valley
like the Cuyahoga
carving a lovely

groove in the earth
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write on the rocks
so that people
who come this way

know they’re not alone
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AVOIDANCE

HarLEY CHAPMAN

The plane drives forward in a continuous burst. In the air,
it is bullied as mountains mark their claim on air currents.
Turbulence: red balloon in tornado-eye. My ears never pop
and I familiarize with the rings growing around my wrists,
inverted tree trunks. The swell of pressure in my frontal lobe.
Restless babies and barometric pressure. Colic. I think of the
forever-homes that have been lost to opaque water. Tamed and
rescinded. Below, ponds and reservoirs transgress to oil spills.
Green danced acid-yellow by shadow; frosted purple mirrors.
The dip of the sun alchemizes water to cut agate.

Beneath me the mountains are old. Scarred with veins, great
mounds that birthed valleys, mimicking mother-stomachs. The
quadrangles of green-brown-beige that break them are ugly.

The ocean swells as lungs. Poseidon sighs and his spit is
a thick, freckled foam. Below my feet the sand loosens, slides
over the wrinkles of my toes, invades my nails. When the god
draws breath, rogue grains are swallowed; others grab me as
lifeboat. The water is cold, raw meat. I’'m aware the sun holds my
shoulders, painting the flesh pink, adding melanin in spots. My
mother sits there in the leopard markings, forming me to feline.

The waves crash in on themselves, a subtle fountain, a
living muscle.

My nose tastes beer-batter and salt. A white sign has been
pasted on the doorframe. It reads: CLOSED MONDAY &
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TUESDAY the 7th & 8th. Beneath it someone has scrawled:
Why? In red pen. The paper isn’t laminated.

We eat along a stagnate shore and order mimosas. There
are boats and the smell of festering in the water. Patio chairs
bite my thighs, the fleshy parts. The father’s eyes hide behind
brown Coke bottles and his eyebrows gesture in replacement.
We talk of Dolores and Zoe. We talk of sailboats.

I tried to kill him while he was sleeping. I tried to rip his
tongue out through his throat, but if that had been the case
then that’d have been the case.

The air is dense here in a way the Midwest cannot replicate.
1llinois air runs away from you, here it steams your insides. I
haven’t grown accustomed to the Yankee Candle heaviness of
gardenia and ocean breeze. I look continually for a lilac bush
that stalks just out of sight.

The body is neglected. Hair grows restless and braids itself
permanently at the nape, thin fingers over my breasts. I am knotted
and cannot part with the dead things that have become entangled.

There’s a Viethamese woman at my feet. I’ve never had
a pedicure and am testing her patience with my inability to
understand her taps: this foot in, this out, she guides me like
an injured dog. To my left is a brunette with e-mails hanging
from her fingers. She says she is a wedding planner, though
she doesn’t advertise. She only wants high-profile clients, and
high-profile clients don’t look at advertisements.

To my right is a doppelginger of the wedding planner.

Her face is forty-five and caulked with aristocracy, a familial
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stranger with blood dredged from the Red Sea. The Vietnamese
woman is rubbing lotion on my calves, stops and remarks on
my tattoo. She finds it beautiful, and I thank her. We manage
a conversation through heavy accents.

Above her I am embarrassed and very white. I never get

her name.

“All the women are beautiful here,” the father says. “Well,
not all, there are some exceptions. But pretty darn close.”

I am silent. I watch the streets as we descend them, lined
by palm trees that have been rooted against their will. The dead
fronds pile up beneath their daughters, forming thick necklaces
beneath live caps.

When he offers me pot and rum I recoil.

“Don’t you smoke and drink with your friends?”

I think, You’re not my friend.
It storms on the third day. The sun is recluse. I sleep with it.

I feed the hollow part. The father jokes that I don’t look
up from my phone, and I don’t.

I buy my friends souvenirs. Key chains and shot glasses. A
little trinket box, conglomerate of shells. I buy a sweatshirt to
keep out the wind’s fingers. I drink coffee and eat in local taco
joints. I post photos of balcony views and ocean waves. I sleep
in algorithms. When I wake at 2:44 a.m., my arms are crossed
in an “x” before me. I am postmortem rigid. Something drags
me off the bed and I try to scream but someone set the box

to mute. I wake up alone and turn on the lights.
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There is an orange tree in the backyard and its fruit has
ripened to golden plums. I pull a fat orb from bottom branches
and they cry. Broken tendons lose the seed. I sit on a bench and
peel it, throw the rinds to feed the soil. Oranges with pores like
human skin, thick cheeks, rippled flesh. Bitter and small, I spit
the chunks of white cuticle. The cat that lurks in and out of
the house, says hello and comes forward from the caverns of
an overgrown succulent. He brushes against my legs, blesses
me, awaits his food. I offer him a citrus peel and he sighs, sees

I have nothing more to give, sulks away.

Five days move quickly. I shuffle on tiptoe. I drink six cups
of coffee. When the sun falls over high tide I kiss the beach
goodbye. The ocean knows I fear him, as much for his ability
to attract as to overpower. His blood is electric with noon’s
decay; he vibrates the live-wire dampness of a creature in heat.
Poseidon roars and whimpers in stretches.

I walk into the ocean when it’s pulling away, and I am the
pursuant. When I was twelve on this beach I would scare the
ocean. I would see him begin to recede and push him further;
I would start by walking, then run toward him as he fled.
Overtaken, I would stand for a moment as he gathered himself,
undaunted by his purrs.

But as I saw him swell, coiling up upon himself as crea-
tures do, I would know, as I now know, the power he held in
his lungs, in his fluid body.

Solid legs, conquered.

I don’t chase him, and he advances on me only in inches.

We have reached an understanding,
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AMBER STOGNER

Recalling the things I did right,

noticing the faded ruby hair,

a tequila sunrise.

The dance floor, covered in drag.

Pupils fixed to the bartender.

My courage, funded by a forty-dollar bar tab,
my fingers reach out like a forked tree branch,
Like Midas, reaching for his daughter’s hand.
A low thrum of decadence and bass:
“Would you like to dancer”

It could have been a marriage proposal,

or a suicide pact,

or both, or neithet.

But, you said yes. You said yes.
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NIKKI MONRORE

You're eight years old laying in the front lawn of your family’s two
story home. Sunlight bounces off the light gray roof and sprays
across the neighborhood. Aunts, uncles, and cousins are grouped
around you, cooking and eating and playing, You’re still by yourself
in the lawn, staring directly into the sun even though your parents
told you not to. Eventually, your mom comes and lies next to you.

“All of your cousins are here, why don’t you go play with
them?”

“Nah. They’re all older than me. They don’t wanna play
with me.”

“Shelly’s only two years older than you, I’'m sure that she
would at least want to play. C’mon, do it for me. I hate seeing
you sit here all by yourself. I'd come hangout with you more
but the whole family’s here, which means I've got to do boring
adult stuff.”” She shoots you a silly face complete with rolled
eyes as she says the last part.

You smile, hoist yourself up, and begin walking over to
your cousins. You're still brushing the remaining spears of
grass from the back of your arms when you arrive at the creek
where your prepubescent cousins have gathered. They’re talking
about video games or cursing or people their age who’ve had
sex when you break their circle.

“What are you doing here?”

“My mom said that I should come play with you guys. She
also said thatif any of youleave me out, she’ll tell your parents.”
You look at each of them individually and smile.
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They exchange reluctant glances with one another.

One of your older cousins, Turner, says, “Fine. We’re going
to the woods right past the creek and we’re playing hide and
seck. Or are the woods too scary for your”

Your lips turn linear as they press together, your forehead
tightens. You may be an eight-year-old but you resent being
treated like one. “Let’s go.”

Once everyone leaps the narrow stream, you hike the
muddy lip it takes to get further into the woods. As much as
you hated Turner calling you out for your age, you had to admit
your parents hadn’t let you venture into the woods before; it
was a bit scarier than imagined.

Home base was established as a towering pine with an odd,
white scarring on its bark. Everyone split up, running from
Chance, the designated secker, while he rested his head against
the bark and counted to thirty.

Your legs move like pistons, shooting you forward as fast
as possible to find somewhere where you can disappear.

A cluster of bushes taller than you catch your eye. After you
spot them your legs return to stasis and you lower your body to
conceal yourself behind the wall of leaves. It’s been at least ten
minutes of trying to keep your breathing steady and flinching
at every twig snapping, every bird departing from a tree.

Maybe they forgot about me. Maybe they never wanted to find me
in the first place.

The thought of your cousins tricking you makes your skin
teel hot, but maybe you’re wrong so you keep waiting. And
waiting, Another ten minutes.

Maybe everyone just found really good hiding spots.

You’re rationalizing the situation in your head when you

hear the leaves smacking into one another. You squeeze your
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eyes shut and tense up, half excited that your cousins haven’t
left you, half anxious of being discovered.

Fists are balled tightly, bracing yourself when the noise
stops. Confused, you open your eyes and in front of you sits
a small, brown and white spotted bunny, chewing on a leaf
undoubtedly stolen from one of the bushes.

This is the first time you’ve ever seen a bunny up close.
Not sure of what sound you’re even trying to make, you click
your tongue and hold out a hand. The bunny stops chewing
and doesn’t move. You let your hand fall flat against the dirt
and stop clicking your tongue. Now; it inches forward. It looks
at you cautiously, but hops toward you nonetheless. You’re a
statue while you try hard to contain your excitement, afraid
that you’ll scare it away. A few hops later and it’s in your hand.
It bends its tiny head and licks your palm.

You cup your other hand around the tiny being and bring
it eye level to examine it.

It so small.

You run your fingers over its fur, lightly at first. Then, you
repeat the action, pressing a bit harder.

1 can feel its spine, ribs. Its just so small.

At some point, you lose focus and lose feeling in your
fingers as they press harder and harder into the animal’s body.
Both hands wrap around the bunny while you fixate on the
trees in front of you. Your hands find the neck and tighten.

1 wonder what kind of trees those are. ..

Your hands jerk in different directions. A loud crack follows.

What if I get grounded for going into the woods?

“Found y—holy shit. What are you doing!?”

Your head snaps to the left, where Turner is standing, then
to your hands where the limp bunny is being gripped at the
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neck, and, finally, your gaze shifts to your white knuckles that
you hope no one else will notice.

“What did you do?”

What...what did I do?

“I didn’t do anything, I swear! I, I found it on the ground
and picked it up! I wanted to see if it was OK!”

“Well it’s definitely not anymore...c’mon, guys, we should
go back to the party. Maybe we’ll let our parents know that our
cousin is a bunny-killer.”” Laughter erupts as they start back
toward the creek.

Your skin feels hot again. Hotter this time. Tiny blood
bubbles boil and burst just beneath your surface. You pick up
a pointed stick and think about spearing him, warrior-style be-
fore putting it back down, getting up, and following the group
back to your house.

The family party dissipates and everyone leaves, your cous-
ins giving you dirty looks in lieu of a goodbye. Your parents
ask you about the bunny and the hotness returns. They see
your cheeks turn to fire and they understand.

“It’s OK, sweetheart. Accidents happen. Why don’t you
go to bed and we’ll talk about this later.”

Your mom follows you to your room, tucks you into your
Avengers comforter, and kisses you goodnight. Lights out.

Your mother, sitting at your bedside wakes you. Sleepy eyes
pry open and begin to focus.

“Morning, sweetie. Your dad and I felt bad about the bunny
accident so we went out and got you one of your own!”

Your eyes widen as she picks up a small metal cage housing
an even smaller, ivory ball of fluff.

“We know it’s hard being the youngest cousin sometimes

and we know they tease you a lot. It wasn’t fair for them to
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be so cruel to you yesterday over something that was just an
accident. But now you can learn how to take care of your very
own bunny!”

“Thanks mom, but it wasn’t an accident. I didn’t kill the
bunny.”

Her smile softens. “OK. Well, I'll leave you alone.”

She shuts the door behind her and you rest the cage in your
lap, never taking your eyes off the bunny. You push a finger
through the metal barrier and the bunny comes closer. It pushes
its face against your finger while tiny pink nostrils flare in and
out. The bunny stops and lifts its head to look at you. Then, it
bites you. You pull your finger back and, although you’re not

quite sure why, you smile.
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SYNSNAED

HARLEY CHAPMAN

Fall,
raindrops and fat-bellied apples
too plump to hold the stem
Fall,
the satin arch of a woman’s
back swimming moonlight
And:
prison bars of sun-paint
obsequious on
the woman’s face.
As if,
chewing his neck could sway
bad dreams to lucidity.
Nachtraglichkeit—
“I only became me after you,

through my loving of you.”

Half-moons of honey are growing
beneath her fingernails
the dead things itch.

When,
did he step out? She asks
but he doesn’t say, doesn’t
Say,
“there’s no divot in your hip

anymore.”

No thumb-print hollowed without my grip.
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NACHTRAGLICHKEIT

HARLEY CHAPMAN

She swallows her sighs until they fill her belly and when he asks
why her ribcage has inflated she ties two feet of green cord
around her waist and smiles.

She says, “I’m sorry that I’'m messy and don’t shower. But there
isn’t enough tea to steam my insides and I don’t want to waste
the water sea-turtles need to home.”

She ignores the cavity eating her tooth.

He craves her lips pink. Swollen circles in the dark. She smells
his detergent and humid thighs. When he doesn’t want her,
she sleeps. He says she’s a fetus in his bed and she buries her
chin into the blanket-womb.

At night they feed on lint and skin. She says that her belly aches
and he tells her about the way he filters music through his toes.

He makes her shower. He says, “I can’t stick my dick in you like
that, with your face smelling of dead things.”

Her shoulders itch, robbed of their blanket. They cut the knots
from her hair and she cries at the yellow weeds littering the tile.

He fucks her in the dark and puts his nose in the scalped places.
She thinks of the sea turtles and how many gallons were
wasted to bathe her.

79



A LAsT GOODBYE
KEvIN NESS

Removal

The phone shakes in his hands, his fingers struggling to care-
fully move across the screen. His stomach is sick and his vision
blurred as he clicks the name on his contacts list. The phone
begins to ring, an empty dial, cold, uncomforting.

“What is itr”

“It’s my dad, he went down,” audible crying.

“Take a breath.”

“I don’t know what to do—1I don’t know...my mom, man,
my mom.”

“What happened?”

“I don’t know...my mom screamed to call 911, I did...his
head was back, he couldn’t breathe,” more sobbing, “I did CPR,
but his eyes...I don’t know, the ambulance is in the driveway.
What do I do? Oh God, what do I do?”

“Where’re your mom and sistersr”

“My little sister is downstairs and my mom and older sister
are out in the car.”’

“OK, well, go to the hospital. Everything’s going to be
oK.

“I don’t know, man, I don’t know.”

“Go be with your family and text me. I'm here for you,
bud.”

He hangs up the phone, wipes away the tears from his
eyes, takes a deep breath, and walks out of the room. He will
not cry again.
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Dear [Redacted],

My name is [Redacted]. I'm a junior in English. My father
died last night. As a result, I won’t be able to make it to school the
first week. I apologize for any inconvenience this may cause you.
Sincerely,

[Redacted]

Eulogy Draft One

My dad was a great man. I learned so many things from him.
As we go about in remembrance, I really wish that we would all
remember him for what he was: a dentist, a helper, a servant of
God. I cannot remember a time when my dad was not willing to
help someone. He was probably the most selfless person. But
you all know that. But he will live on, in our hearts, our mem-
ories. Perhaps that is his gift to us: his memory. And hopefully
we will all cherish it the way it should be cherished. Although,
granted, this is complete bullshit, some clichéd saying to make

you and me feel better.

The Look

His cousin walked up to him, a comforting, happy smile resting
on their face. He cracked a smile right back.

“I’ve been showing that picture of your dad to every person
that comes up to talk to me.”

“Really?”

“Yeah, it’s funny. Besides, this is so sad for my dad’s funeral,
people need to laugh a little.”

His cousin laughed.

“You know what’s really gotten to me? When people walk
up to you and say sorry. But the way that they look at you, it

drives me absolutely crazy.”
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“I know what you mean—that part is horrible.”

“I mean, people mean well. My dad did just die. But every
single person looks at me like my dad just died,” he laughed.
“What a good reminder.”

“Yeah, we called it ‘the look.”” His cousin turned, glancing
around, before spotting who he was looking for. “Hey, Melissa,”
his other cousin—also affectionately known as his cousin’s
sister—turned toward them, “remember ‘the look?”’

She looked at him with another comforting smile and

nodded.

Eulogy Draft Two

My dad was a great man. I learned so many things from him.
As we go about in remembrance, I really wish that we would all
remember him for what he was: a dentist, a helper, a servant of
God. I cannot remember a time when my dad was not willing
to help someone. He was probably the most selfless person. 1
struggle to come up with words. Usually you hear people say
that bad things happen to good people. But this? How can I
say that this is bad? Death is not inherently bad or good, just
neutral; an aspect of life that we are content to live with, un-
derstanding that we all must confront the inevitable one day. I
want to say that this is bad. I want with every bone of my body
to. Screw that. This is not fait. But, in the end, death will not
care. He can, no, will wait. And I guess at that point I might
be able to ask him. I might have the option to ask: Why would
you take my dad so soon? But, in my heart, I already know the
answer: He will stare at me, a smirk crossing his face. In any

case, thank you for coming. It would’ve meant a lot to my dad.
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Eulogy Free Write

How do you start a eulogy? There is no good way. How do 1
approach writing it? My dad was a very religious man. So do I
approach it religiously? My father was also a very logical man.
Do I approach it logically? Where is the logic in dying at 55?
There is none. How can I look at you as an audience and talk
about the man I looked up to and loved most in this world? I
can’t. I struggle to think about him myself. It’s funny. I've taken
CPR training before, but they never tell you the real gruesome
details that can come with this. Sure, they mention the ribs
cracking, but they never tell you about the horrid, empty, oc-
casional breath that is the lungs releasing air; they mention the
eyes, but they never talk about just how empty they are. The last
memory I have of my father is filled with empty eyes. I think
the act of writing the eulogy is more therapy than anything else.
There’s some comfort that occurs as a result of the writing pro-
cess; the first part of process is confronting the death, coming
to terms with what happened, then there is the dive into the
memory, a deep enveloping of oneself into the surrounding
embrace of the moments that have already occurred, and,
finally, the actual writing of the decided moments, challenging
the person writing to attempt to express a memory that is now
full of such indescribable happiness and melancholy that haunts
the tone of every remembered moment. Of course, after this
occurs the current moments become surreal: the new normal,
as it is often referred to, because there is no coming back, the
eulogical process comes with a price, a sacrifice. And, so, those
who have sacrificed become stuck without reality, stuck in a
world seen through their surreal filter, a surreality. The question:
will they be capable of returning to reality?
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Relativity in Death

One of his dad’s best friends sat next to him in the car. He
was headed back to school. The should-be-barren cornfields
had small sprouts coming out from the dead winter field; he
wondered momentarily, knowing nothing about farming, how
that would affect the field’s viability for life come spring.

“I know he was my dad, but I feel like there is a tier system
attached to the grief. Obviously, my mom is at the top, followed
by my grandma, next my grandpa, my sisters, my uncles and my-
self, and then, of course, you and Mr. Ledbetter. I mean, it feels
horrible for me, but I only knew my dad for twenty-two years;
meanwhile, my uncles knew him for over fifty years. I could only
imagine how much pain they are in, maybe even more than me.

“But sometimes people grow apart. The fact of the matter
is he was your father, and losing your father at your age is a
terrible, terrible thing.”

“I mean, yes, that is true. I think there is a degree of rel-
ativity to it all. I did lose my father, but my uncles lost their
brother. They did know him longer than me; I can only assume

that their reality shifted as much, or more, than mine.”

At the funeral, my uncle gave one of the most heartfelt
eulogies about my dad. How he always looked up to him grow-
ing up. As he struggled to get through some parts, I realized
just how much my dad had meant to him, even if they didn’t
see each other consistently anymore. As he walked back to his
seat, he gave my older sister a hug, my mom a hug, my grandma
a hug, my grandpa a hug, my little sister a hug, and, finally, me.
As I hugged him, I got choked up from my realization and
whispered, “I’m sorry you lost your brother.”

He looked at me, “I’m sorry you lost your father.”
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I’'m not sure he understood that I considered his loss
greater than my own. My father was supposed to die at some
point during my life. But amongst your siblings, assuming you
don’t hate them, there is always that secret hope that you will
go first, that way you will never have to attend their funeral.

My uncle was not that lucky.

Eulogy Draft Three

How do you begin to write something to say at a funeral? That’s
the question I asked myself when I began to think out what
to say. In rhetoric/public speaking—I’m sure we’ve all taken
it, but humor me—we atre always told to establish our ethos,
pathos, and logos. My ethos is my dad’s casket. My pathos seems
pretty inherent since this is a funeral, even better it’s my dad’s
funeral. My logos is the fact that we all die, so logically we will
all be here one day, whether we want to or not.

As I write this, I want to be mad. I want to scream at my
dad for not taking better care of his health. I want to scream
at myself for not doing CPR better. I want to scream at God
for the pain that he seems happy to cause me. I want to look
at everyone at my dad’s funeral and say that I hate you. You

got to spend just those couple of extra minutes with him that
I could have had.

The Waves

Waves come and go in a continuous motion and never seem
to mind erosion. The waves go about their way, to the grief,
which they obey. The cliff’s face gives and gives until it cracks,
and the waves continue to love him back. The cliff must stand
there happily and try to hide that he might bleed.
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His best friend sat next to him in the strangely unwelcoming
seats of the church hosting the wake. The sign on the door
read: Reserved for Family.

“I keep saying, “Thank you for coming. Thank you for
coming.’ The occasional, ‘It would’ve meant a lot to him.”

“That’s all you can say.”

“I get that, but I have said it so much the words are starting
to feel empty, devoid of any meaning.”

“But each person you say it to is hearing it for the first time.
To them, it does hold meaning”

“I know, but still.”

“The wake is as much for them as it is for you.”

“But is it?”

The Flowery Phoenix

Day Zero: Death

Day One: The Ashes begin to settle

Day Two: From the Ashes, the Flowers arrive.

Day Three: You begin to water.

Day Four: The sadness sets in and still you water.
Day Five: The Flowers look sad and still you water.
Day Six: The Flowers wilt and still you water.

Day Seven: The Flowers die and still you water.
Day Eight: And still you water.

There is no Title for This

They walked into his grandparents’ house. He needed to be
here. He knew that. They walked through the kitchen and he
stopped in front of the refrigerator as his uncle walked through
the doorway into the family room.
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“Steve!”

“Mom, you need to stay seated.”

“What’s wrong?”

“Early tonight, Dave had a heart attack and,” pause, “he’s
no longer with us.”

“Oh no, that’s horrible. Anderson?”

I walked into the room slowly as he said it.

“No, your son.”

What’s in a Picture

There was a picture from my parents’ wedding album at the
funeral. I became fixated on a single page containing two pic-
tures. One picture was my dad, displaying perhaps the goofiest
smile with his eyes looking up toward the ceiling, being kissed
on each cheek by the first two bridesmaids while the third
stood nicely off to the side with a bouquet in her hands; the
other, a picture of my mom, smiling innocently, being kissed
on each cheek by my dad’s best man and my oldest uncle with
my youngest uncle standing off to the side like he had mistak-
enly walked into the picture and decided to smile then leave:
a true retro-accidental-faux-photobomb. The majority of my
time before the funeral ceremony was spent showing people

my uncle’s faux photobomb.

Eulogy Draft Four

How do you begin to write something to say at a funeral? That’s
the question I asked myself when I began to think out what
to say. In rhetoric/ public speaking—I’m sure we’ve all taken
it, but humor me—we are always told to establish our ethos,

pathos, and logos. My ethos is my dad’s casket. My pathos seems
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pretty inherent since this is a funeral, even better it’s my dad’s
funeral. My logos is the fact that we all die, so logically we will
all be here one day, whether we want to or not.

Today, I am talking because I need to. There is no other
reason besides that. I know that, in the future, if 1 had not
spoken here, today, that would be a greater regret than my dad’s
death. Your father only dies once in your life and, when that
day comes, it is your time, no, obligation to speak on his behalf.
The worst way that I could imagine honoring the memory of
my father would be to not speak at his funeral. I think he’d
understand. I mean, my dad was never one for the spotlight or
honors about himself—he probably wouldn’t like the idea of
his casket being center stage—although, he understood their
significance for others. So as I write this, and as I look out to-
ward all of you who came to my dad’s funeral, I feel obligated
to say that this is not for my dad. This is for us, collectively.
This is our last chance to say thank you to a man who played
a role in each of our lives. So—and I believe I speak for my

dad—thank you for playing a role in his life.

The Door
“1,2,3,4,5,06,7,8,9,10,” his hands pound against his father’s
chest to the count, “1, 2, 3,4,5,6,7,8,9, 10.”

“You're doing great,” a voice from the phone said.

“1,2,3,4,5,6,7,8,9,10.”

The small details. Those are the things that will haunt
him in the coming weeks. The count will remain in his and his
sister’s dreams.

“Where is the ambulance?” he shouts. “Dad, come on, stay
withme. 1,2, 3,4,5,6,7,8,9,10.”
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His hands keep with their rhythm. Eventually, he becomes
tired from the continuous pumping; His sister switches in and,
in unison, they repeat, “1, 2, 3,4, 5,6, 7, 8,9, 10.”

His sister will pump continuously until she is tired then
he will switch in. This switching will continue. And continue.
Eventually, they will stop, and, upon stopping, they will be
forced to walk through the door. There will be no decision
allowed. No option to look back. They will walk through
the door and never look back. And still the count will go on,
“1,2,3,4,5,6,7,8,9,10.”

Eulogy Free Write 2

Wrap your head around the concept: he’s gone. You need to
see that. You need to speak. You need to say something. What
is there to say? What are you even writing? Is this really about
writing a eulogy or speaking to those who are showing up?
The current draft is not really in line with a eulogy. It’s more a
message to those who showed up. Idea 1: thank everyone for
being there. Idea 2: talk about how great of a person he was.
Idea 3: be honest.

Idea 1: There are no words. My Dad was a man of God.
He loved the Lord and believed in Christ as his Savior. It
would be selfish of me to be mad at Christ for not saving him
from death. No, that is not Christ’s job. His job is to shepherd
those lost souls and embrace those who have died. As a result,
mourning to me does not feel proper. Granted, none of this
seems proper. Having said that, I would like to thank every one
of you who showed up and I am sorry for the loss that you
have endured. I know you will probably think that it was my
father who died and I have no need to apologize. But I do. My
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father would not want me to be selfish, to keep the spotlight
on myself or him, yet he would want me to give his regards to
every person here. Sincerely, it would have meant a lot to him.

Religious, which is good, but do I risk alienating anyone
showing up who might not be as religious as him? Approaching
grief from a religious stand point might be defendable, but
is it rational? Probably yes for religious individuals and no to
non-religious individuals.

Idea 2: We all knew my Dad. It really is safe to say that each
one of us took him for granted. He was kind, compassionate,
smart, and funny. He cared about each and every one of us.
There was rarely a task that he was not willing to do for a person.
In fact, sometime he would go totally out of his way, probably
more so than he would like to admit to any of you. Just the
other day, I heard him say one of the rare negative things I have
ever heard him say about a person: not empathetic enough. Not
empathetic enough. He did not judge a person on how useful
they were, or how smart they were, or how much money they
made. He evaluated a person by their capacity for empathy and
character. Personally, I think it is a rare person who can do that,
and I am proud that my Dad was one of them. Thank you all
for coming. It would have meant a lot to him.

Is mentioning the negative comment a good idea? There
will be people there who will remember it.

Idea 3: I want to say my father was a good man because he
was. But there is a part of me that wants to come clean, be hon-
est. He rarely tried to draw attention to himself. He strove to be
a generous man that was rarely recognized. He had a penchant
for being soft spoken. He was a kind, compassionate, smart and
funny man. But that comes with a cost. My dad was always the

hardest to buy presents for, quite simply, because he wanted
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so little from others, even his own family. He had expectations
for us, but was rarely upset if we did not meet them. He gave
to others and expected my sisters and myself to give also. My
father did his best to make my siblings and me good people as
well, although, for me, this came at a price. Some guys are best
friends with their dads, but, somewhere along the way, I feel
like our relationship was sacrificed, it felt like it was dying. We
struggled to get through conversations as a whole and usually
reverted to sports. There was little there. We had put so much
into giving to others that we had sacrificed our relationship.
Are relationship revolved around others, around all of you.
And, now that he is gone, I am left to pick up the pieces. I am
left to determine what remained of our relationship. I know
he loved me. But was he proud of me? Was he upset I would
rarely cook with him? Was he sad every time I would choose
to listen to music instead of talking to him? Did I disappoint
him by never applying myself? Could I have ever made it all
up to him? All these pieces of a relationship that we might
have fixed are scattered, and he will never be around for the
day I put them back together. And I think that that hurts the
most. I love you dad, you were my best friend. Thank you all

for coming, it would have meant a lot to him.

And Yet We All Must Say Goodbye

His best friend from college drove in from Cedar Rapids, Iowa,
nearly a five-hour drive. He got off work and drove from 7:00
pm. to 12:00 a.m. The next day, he spent time with him at
the wake. He left the next day at 10:00 p.m. at night to drive
back to lowa for his kid’s doctor’s appointment. The five-hour

drive from Cedar Rapids, Iowa to Gurnee, Illinois is a mentally
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taxing one. Approximately four of those hours are spent in the
middle of cornfields and, of course, right in the middle of the
longest stretch of cornfields, approximately an hour into the
stretch of cornfields, around mile marker forty to sixty within
the 113 mile stretch, there is a distinct absence of any radio
station that a fatigued mind would like to listen to. As a result,
the mind resorts to roaming its recesses, usually leading to a
strange existential questioning of one’s own identity within
the world in relation to corn, further fatiguing a mind that is
already being fatigued from the act of driving. This journey is
extremely difficult to pull twice in one weekend, and my best
friend, the one guy I can trust in the worst moment of my life,
braved that journey twice within thirty hours.

Right before his best friend left, he was worried. It was
snowing pretty rough and, of course, the drive is long. He asked
him if he’d be OK. He had responded that he would, he had to
get back; he had to be there for his son. And that’s the father’s
job: to be there for his son. He couldn’t help but appreciate
everything his dad had done for him in that moment. His best
friend never knew his dad much, but he can’t help but feel like
they would have agreed on many points.

When the time came to say goodbye, he gave him a hug,
told him to drive safe, and to send him a message when he got
home. Soon, his best friend was gone, and he was left to wait

for the message.

I Lied
Before they closed the casket, I kissed my dad’s forehead, looked

at him for the last time in my life, and walked away. I could feel

the tears falling down my face.
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A Last Goodbye

Eulogy(?) Final(?)

How do you begin to write something to say at a funeral? That’s
the question I asked myself when I began to think out what
to say. In rhetoric/public speaking—I'm sure we’ve all taken
it, but humor me—we are always told to establish our ethos,
pathos, and logos. My ethos is my dad’s casket (it’s right there in
case you were unsure). My pathos seems pretty inherent since
this is a funeral, even better it’s my dad’s funeral. My logos is
the fact that we all die, so logically we will all be here one day,
whether we want to or not.

One of the last gifts my dad got me was the Trois Couleurs
trilogy by Krzysztof Kieslowski. The films themselves are
named after the three colors of the French revolution, which
stand for the three tenants: liberty, equality, and fraternity. 7rois
Couleurs: Bleu follows a woman trying to liberate herself from
the pain of losing both her husband and daughter. Trois Cou-
leurs: Blanc follows a man on his journey to see himself as an
equal to others around him. Finally, Trois Couleurs: Rouge tollows
a model and a judge who form an unlikely bond. They are
beautiful films that I am so glad my dad gave to me. Because,
in doing so, he gave me one final gift: a brief understanding
of grief, love, and fraternity, all of you. In a way, today, we are
all part of some weird fraternity or family. In some way, my
dad managed to play a role in each of your individual lives;
he gave what he had to you so that you could be part of this.
Thank you all for coming, for being part of this family. I know
for a fact that each of you being here would have meant a lot

to my dad.
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One Last Letter

Hey, Dad,

It’s been ten months and twelve days since that night as I
am writing this section. Everyone is doing OK. I think Dexter
is still waiting for you to walk through the door so he can climb
onto your lap and lick your face. This section works so much
better in my head. I write the things that I wish I could say to
you. I keep looking back and thinking through things. But my
memories feel more and more like they are dreams that I've
placed some heavy, ineffable credibility in. Diana finally got a
job. If you had survived that heart attack, then I have a feeling
the shock of that news probably would have killed you anyway.
I got ajob, also, which would have been another death for you.
I’'ve found myself doing this more, counting your deaths, as
if the more I count the less significant your death becomes,
the less random.

You never read any of my writing. I think that’s what hurts
the most now. I have a reoccurring image in my head that I
will hand you something I wrote, and you’ll sit there and read
it. And as I watch your eyes slide down the last page to the last
sentence, you'll look up, smile, and the sunset will slowly give
way to the soft glow of the warm, welcoming fire.

With Love,

Kevin
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SKELETON IN THE WATER

StAcY MADDOX
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UNICORN

Brianna KALEEL

Mother says unicorns
present themselves only

to a virgin.

A virgin is a child,

with wonder and glitter

and sparkles,

who spirals with tornado
leaves and howls like a wolf

until the sun falls asleep.

A virgin is naive,

and fragile. So breakable
in fact that if someone
were to lay a pinkie

on the virgin, the virgin
will hyperventilate,
rock vigorously.

have a heart pounding
drum, and blood
rushing to the face
until the roses blossom

under the eyes.

When the unicorn appeared to me,
in the black forest,
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Unicorn

I saw its white horn
twisted, and angelic

hair flowing with the wind.
I tried showing Mother
the magical unicorn, but

it disappeared when I

searched for it again.

Mother says it is a sign
that I shall live with grace
and vibrate with passion,
but she did not know that
the unicorn, that day, stole

my innocence.
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TEMPERATURE

NIKKI MONROE

My hands grab the cloth that constricts my body and tug until
my skin is free to breathe again. The hazy hotel bathroom
still doesn’t hide anything and we’re left staring at each other,
completely naked. Completely exposed.

His arms wrap around my waist as he hoists me into the
tub. I’m facing the faucet when I see his arm out of the corner
of my eye, moving forward, through the gap between my arm
and my waist. Fingers reach the knob and suddenly the water
spurts out. As droplets disperse across our bodies, he presses
himself into me. A warmth I’ve never been able to imagine
before permeates every inch of me.

Our hip bones mingle and we let them for a while. Longer
than we ever have before. My hands are anchored to his shoul-
ders while my neck cranes back to let the water run through
my hair. The warmth keeps digging into me. Eventually, our
hips retreat, our bodies catch their breath.

We let the water run down us. He puts shampoo in his
hands and then my hair, the way he always does. He lathers and
rinses, lathers and rinses, making sure to avoid getting soap in
my eyes. I peck at him playing salon, studying my hair as if it
were important. I stifle laughter but not my smile.

We clean each other and as the clouds of soap slide off
our bodies he stares at me. He lowers himself to the shower
floor and sits, his back against the tiled wall. His hands beckon
me and I come. They guide me onto his lap where I settle and

coil my legs around his waist. Water pounds against my back
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making it blush. My forehead rests against his shoulder while
my hands wander through his hair. His hands roam across my
body. They slick down my hair, slide down my arms, run across
my waist while his head lies against mine.

He tilts my chin and pulls me up to eye level. His eyes search
me. I can see him thinking, processing, learning. They’re jogging
from one body part to the next when he stops. Diamond eyes
shift back up to meet mine.

Your bottom lip is bigger than your top, theres a freckle in your left ear,
and theres tiny white scars just above your tattoo. I never noticed before.

He pulls me into him again, pressing his lips to my ear.

Theres nowhere else in the world I'm meant to be.

He kisses my hair, my head, and my cheek.

But before he kisses my lips, he pulls away. Water rushes
down my face, into my eyes. I rub them furiously until my
vision is clear again.

I can’t see him anymore.

I realize the water is too hot. Suddenly, it’s burning.
Dragging across my skin like razorblades. I shift to turn the dial,
but it’s on the same setting. It isn’t the same, though. Nothing
is. I sit down again, my back pressed up against the dingy tub. I
grab the nearest bottle and keep drinking until the temperature

eventually feels perfect again.
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MORGAN WHEELER

What is yours is not yours, it is theirs and they use it to their

liking, and you like their liking to use it.

Your father watches you clean yourself, trying to teach you propet.

Somehow no matter how hard you scrub it still never feels right.

You’re a little gitl in your best friend’s room and he wants to
play a game. You’re shoved up against a wall and there’s a hand
down your pants and laughter blisters your ears. He doesn’t

understand why you want to go home.

His tongue fills your mouth and you bite hard, that intrusive
meat startles you, stuffing up a place you had no hunger for. The
Rage is explosive and sudden, the fear in your eyes calming his
squall for only a moment, until that never ending phrase “just

relax” turns it all into a different kind of temper.

You find the wall again. Your back and it are becoming well
acquainted. He rubs your shoulders, although you find no solace
in what is to be a comforting gesture. The urgency of his need
traces Indian burns down your arms. As his face approaches

yours, you move to only be stopped. “Just relax.”
He asks you for the thousandth time if he could give you babies.

You tell him for the first time that you will report him if he

sexually harasses you again. He scolds you with every breath in
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his lungs to “take a joke”, the words fall on deaf ears as your
coworkers refuse to acknowledge what is happening in front
of them, but you learn The Rage is a norm and silent smiles
will help you better in this world.

A man once told you that he wouldn’t kiss you because your
breath was bad. The sudden incessant brushing of your teeth
asseverates to the testament that slowly you were becoming
disgusted by the parts of you that weren’t good enough for him.
This is not the first time this happens. This will not be the last.

You stuff your bra wanting them to like it. They won’t notice the
white tissue filling their fingers isn’t flesh. You paint your face
wanting them to like it. They won’t notice the falsity of beauty
isn’t flesh. You smile when they see you. They won’t notice
your pulled teeth isn’t happiness. You moan when they take
you. They won’t notice the deceitful pleasure isn’t happiness.
They will call you a slut for sleeping with that guy from the
party. They will call you a bitch for not fucking them in return.
They will hate you for wanting to be a friend. They will call at
you from the streets and The Rage will take offense when the

compliment is not thanked. Thank them.

Mistaking for so long anxiety as butterflies. What is believed to be
passion was in truth the visceral fibers of the body screaming no.
The reality of rippling wings was instead a current of chaos flood-
ing the cavern of an empty belly. The pain of a lost love echoes
through the shattered stained glass cathedral of a broken heart.

I am on my back. His forearm is at my throat, pushing. My limbs

twisted behind me at science fiction angles. The smell of iron and
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anguish is unbearable and it chokes my throat to further close. His
voice is booming thunder against the little one inside my head,
“ob baby girl, how did you end up here?” In his eyes The Rage is an
all-consuming inferno and he looms over me like a tidal wave of
flames. The Rage is palpable and it touches me. Searing my skin.
Over and over. His hands change as they inflict my flesh. Over
and over. My own transgressions leave me in a corner bloody and
alone. Over and over. This succession is a ring I wear around my
wedding finger. A gleaming halo of what I have always known.

My mother caresses my face with a warm enveloping hand and

she gently murmurs affections in my tiny ear, “Oh sweetheart,

boys will be boys, don’t let them get to you.”
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PriME WOLF

KATIE SALL
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DEeLUSIONS OF GRANDEUR

JOE ALBERTS

Passion

Glorified

In the splendor of empty words
Takes the eternal stage.

Hung on the wall

A white blank canvas

To commemorate

Grand

Prolific

Events that never happened.
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AVELINE

Davib Fry

There was a smoke hanging in the evening air; a freight train
might have passed outside the pub only moments ago with red
coals in a dirty heart. It came on and pushed away. The lights in
the bar dimmed as the dancers took the stage. Although dressed
in a myriad of colors, their choreographed twirls made them as
doppelgingers; the faster they spun, the more they all looked
the same. Not so Aveline.

I saw her there. 1, in my forest green dress that felt now so
plain, looked only to her, wondering how she stood just so. I
watched her until there was only her: no sight in color or sound
in music. I did not know her name, but Aveline my heart called
her and so Aveline she became to me. I did not see her stop
dancing, but rather felt the end. What I did see was the stage
rolling back, the bar receding as she and some other women
descended the steps. Some quiet part of my mind told me that
she moved through the bar toward the exit, but the larger truth
was that the Earth moved beneath her to suit the will of her
most casual motion.

I saw, or thought I saw, a man reach out with his hand in
the smokey air, but like a light breaking shadows she stepped
through him and out the door. His hand landed on me in-
stead, and I shook him, pulling away. I winced at his fingers
catching in my hair and brushed his hand away. Then I was
at the door, stepping through, stepping out. As I did, my eyes
wandered, but I could not see where she had gone. I did,

however, know the way. My feet carried me down the street,
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with never a doubt of where Aveline had gone or where she
would appear next.

The ease of walking in the night brought memories down-
stream into the topmost layer of my mind; there were mothers
to call, applications to fill, and friends and acquaintances with
whom to speak. But these thoughts went as quick as they came;
and my eyes only looked ahead. Ahead there was only Aveline.
I could not tarry; I could not falter.

It became a thoughtless journey.

Those same feet led me to my home: we traveled together,
my body and I, up the front steps past the garden—swhich
would in the morning bloom—into the dark house and out
the back again. I stopped. There were no flowers here. There
was nothing. I doubted then, as I still sometimes do, that there
had ever been a gitl called Aveline.

The house welcomed me back inside. The darkness hid
nothing; I had nothing to hide. I wondered how long it was until
midnight and if it would rain. The house seemed so empty that
these questions fell unspoken out into the dark and lost them-
selves. Tempted to speak, I chose only silence; my lips worked but
no words were forthcoming; So quiet it was, like a pause stretched
out into speech. I felt much too strongly the sturdiness of the
floor beneath my shoes. I abandoned them, casting them to where
I could not see them and so would not find them until morning,
Barefoot, the floor gave my feet a chill. I smiled at the pleasant
shiver and stretched my arms high. I thought I saw my reflection
stretch in mockery, but so dark was the room and so distant my
curiosity that it may have been nothing: no more than a trick of
the light. It occurred to me that it would have been, anyway.

I wandered lonely like the mist that clenched the windows
in a cool grip. I concluded, based on nothing at all, that this was
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what she would have done. I wished that Aveline were here,
now, with me. I wished that this were where she had gone.
Twirling, these loyal feet brought me round the corner, colder
steps in the dark cutting my path as if I strode through snow.
They brought me where I most desired to go.

The creak of a nearby door in another fenced kingdom
caught me. I steadied myself against the wall. I had forgotten
all else in Aveline’s wake; she had made me forget. So brief
she had been, a firefly behind glass in my peripheral, whose
light remained after she had gone, a memory in my eye only.
I checked the calendar stuck to my refrigerator by two small
magnets. Curious: this night was still tonight. I felt far away,
lost in remembering the present.

A curious notion struck me just then. I was Aveline;
Aveline was me. What I had seen, I would never know. What I
remembered: was it fantasy? I ask not if it was real, for I surely
know, but was it fantasy? I never knew, and in not knowing,
refused to wish to know. I asked in spite of this. I ask still. I
followed her here. The memory of her followed me ever after.

She follows me still.

What a glory to be so pure and free:
forgotten.
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THE REAL SUPER-HUMANS

ZACKERY JONES
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MOTHERING

JULIA ANDERSEN

I walk this earth delivering

Mysteries to you all, to this address,

That address, your yawning

Mailbox’s open mouth perched

At the apron-edge

Of your driveway. your next door neighbor sees me
And calls out, calls in

The dog from the yard, and I know

That I am sometimes that dog at the heels
Of your neighbors, of my neighbors,

Of the man in 326 with his weekly letters
From Tulsa and daily

Red-stamped over-due notices

What else can I be?

Post-woman, bearer-woman, a woman bearing fear
Or some other ardent primal thing,

Tasting the possibilities like sweat

Running down my nose

And holding out my tongue

I catch them, let them slip

Like stinging fire down my throat, claim them

As the rightful fruit of my labor
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If T could, I think I would like to deliver

More than tax forms and junk mail, more even
Than enveloped mysteries, I think

Joy, bundles of joy, can’t you see me

As this bearer-woman, bearing you

A drowsy new pup or perhaps

A baby, clamping finger claiming

Your thumb, your devotion. stork-like

I would walk with reaching planting strides
From door to door, and with a gentle extension
Of my limbs I would deliver unto you

The purest form of terror

You can experience: the trusting sleep

Of an infant, the lusty squall

Of need.
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SNOWFELL

JULIA ANDERSEN

A

/1 N\
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last
night
o while you were
sleeping. It covers every-
n thing that was familiar to your 1
bedroom window. Do you see all this
white piled up here on this roof? See the absence
of color, the way the sun glints fresh & sharp & cruel off

this painful white roof? Doesn’t it just split you open, this aching

pure absence of slate or tar or bird shit? Doesn't it just leap up
against your eyes & howl “Dare you, I dare you to set foot here!
Climb out your bedroom window, haul yourself out that frame and
set your ugly old feet here, mark me up like you own me or know me,
parade across this fearless whiteness and leave something behind for
the air to remember you by as it rushes after, strung to your ankles,
eager to fill in these new caverns you left,” can’t you just see the
new depressions stamped into screaming silent snow covering
the roof you know as morning air, as sunrise truth, as constant
companion to your waking—every morning there, every morn-
ing waiting black & tarred & covered in bird shit, every morning
in the weak & faltering sun that struggles upwards yet again, yet
again, yet again? Now you are left with none of it, none of the
careless filthy truth of routine and regularity, you are instead ma-
rooned in the jeering whiteness of the snow, the careful cosmic
joke laid gently, treacherously across the eaves, along the skyline,
upon the trees & telephone poles & chimneys, & doesn’t it just
gnaw you, pile up around you, chill you to the foundations? Did
you hear? Snow fell last night, came silent as you were sleeping.
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ZACKERY JONES

Stomach aches. Skin rains. The glass tints enough so sunlight
forever grays and mists. Crispy vines writhe their way up the
metal and glass, trying to taste the sun as if it was still there.
The Greenhouse knots around me, no doots, no wonder to
the outside.

The hoops and polymers wrap around, break into glass.
Fireplace roars and shadows laugh at our convention.

“Did you know it was time to age?

“Yes, paternal or may I call you...maternal?

Heat summons the salt from my skin. Nitrous evades my
lungs. Heat, pressure, compacting me into the mass of carbon
I am. Laughing would be justified. Expenditure of energy
would not.

“How do you plan to age?”

“Define the concept.”

Pots of polymer stack high, butlap layered above ground.
I hate them. I hate their stack. Had they been used? Had they
gotten the chance? Does it matter? Is the fire too hot?

“To grow, to flourish. To be properly used.”

“I dislike that. But, I'll entertain it.”

Stiches knead my skin to putty. Fibers, rough like batk.
Like scabs. Plywood doors missing hardware handles, mock
me and my attempts of escape. The sun. Gray. Everything else.
Brown. Mind boring like a pest into an Ash. It, as it already
was, becomes nothing.

Memory prompts:
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JERRY

Did I do a terrible thing tonight?
ELAINE

You mean lying to your uncle?

JERRY

I couldn’ have dinner with him. Plan Nine From Outer
Space one night only, on the big screen—my hands atre

tied.

GEORGE RETURNS STILL LOOKING AT THE MAN ON THE PHONE.
GEORGE

(TO JERRY AND ELAINE) You know, it’s a public
phone. You’re not supposed to just chitchat.

ELAINE

Jerry, get menus so when we sit down we’ll be able to

order right away.

JERRY

I can’t look at 2 menu now. I have to be at the table.

GEORGE

He knows I’'m waiting. He sees me. He doesn’t want

to look.

ELAINE

(TO JERRY) Everything’s gotta be just so all the time
with you.
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Mouth splits. Laughter erupts. I find it funny. Nothing,
Never mind, no mind.

“You ready? Answer me.”

“How long do I have?”

Particles stomp my body. Bring heat, bring life.

No life here.

No, these are the corpses of lesser beings. Annual. Dispos-
able. Impractical. Unvegetable. The fire is too hot. The chair
too comfortable. The parental presence...too enticing

Irresistible. This Greenhouse holds in this heat. Lets it in.
Better not run away.

“Why are you laughing?”

“I never could.

Tripping on ivy carrion. Cutting the glass. Tasting the soil.
Tastes like bones. Like silicon. Unlike nitrogen. Useless.

Tears salt the soil. Giving it purpose. But there are no seeds.

“I have a plan for you if you won’t provide one yourselt.”

“That’s worth a laugh.”

Crawling through thorns, cutting cloth. Stick in my hair,
waiting. My breath to the gas. Skin, to the laugh. These particles,
heat, elicit madness. Happiness. Wounds, now here though
never before. They, I can’t fear. Will, will not fear. Not feel
anything. Heal my atmosphere with the nitrogen from the air,
from the soil.

But, at the end of the heat death, there is no soil. No gas.
No future. No Use. Just boiling earth, from sun or fireplace.
Magma. Stigma. Dogma. Summer to winter. Green to brown.

No plan to wake up. Can’t wake up.
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StiLL I SET
Kartie SALL
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WONDER THE SPACES BETWEEN THE
Gars IN My MEMBRANES

ZACKERY JONES

“Holy fuck! This baby’s alive.”

“What do you mean?”

“It’s fucking talking!”

An arbitrary amount of time later, the talking baby was
appointed as Chief Arbiter of Facts over the entire world’s
population. “I want to know everything! You there! Get me a
goddamn book!”

“Por what purpose Chief Arbiter?”

“For knowledge consumption! Get it now!”

The book was handed off, the talking baby absorbed it with
95% efficiency, and the man was murdered for asking too many
questions. This went on for decades until the Chief Arbiter
knew enough to intellectually manage an entire city. Completely.

“Chief Arbiter.”

“Fucking Christ! You’re wasting my fucking time! I need a
shorter name. Brevlin! Call me Brelvin from now on!”

“Yes, sir. We are having a revolt of the zoological nature.”

“Right, make the cats fuck all the dogs. And give the cats
human level intelligence so they understand what they’re doing
and the dogs annelid level intelligence so they don’t. Got it!”

“Yes, sit.”

Once the cats had had enough, they began creating a new
civilization and attempted to enslave the humans, who were at
even levels of intellect. But, because Brelwin was against the
cats (creating an imbalance in the shared levels of intelligence, in

favor of the humans of course), he and the others successfully
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resisted the revolt, counter-enslaved the hyper-aware cats, trans-
muted them into humans and expanded their own empire.
Bralvin then had control over an entire continent’s population.

“Get the fuck over here!”

“Yes, Brilvin?”

“I want the world’s water supply converted directly into
knowledge with 100% efficiency and then installed directly
into my own mind.”

“We don’t have the technology to do that, sir.”

“Why you!”

Brelvyn then tackled the insignificant pessimist, laid them
down, stripped off their clothes, shoved his thumbs into their
eyes until a thick gravy-like substance gooped from their sockets
and ate through the floor with its high acidic properties.

“How long will it take to generate the technology required?”

The dying pessimist screeched out in a child’s voice “About
five-hundred million years of constant hard labor and mental
exorcises! With close to 99% efficiency of course!l”

“Make it s0.” Brucklvin licked the gravy from his fingers
and began the process of developing massive levels of tech-
nology for the sake of gaining further understanding;

It took Brlvn only five years to gain mastery over the entire
planet and four hundred ninety-five million years to conquer the
galaxy. During this time, Brandon’s massive intellect expanded
at a rate unthinkable, yet underwhelming.

“Sir, we have the technology you requested.”

“Upload the water thoughts into my mind. Let’s celebrate.
Bust open the champagne!”

“Champagne hasn’t existed for forty-seven million years, sir.””

“Shit. Reinvent it. I can spare the water. How long will it

take for this technology to be fitted to other forms of matter?”
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“Nine-hundred trillion years.”

“How long would it take to make our rate of technology
production faster?”

“By how much, sir?”

“We’ll start with infinity.”

“Only three picoseconds, sit.”

“I want one team working on making other forms of
matter into knowledge and another working on making our
technology production rate faster by infinity percent. Once
that second team is complete, apply their research to the first
team and then get them working on infinity squared. Repeat
this process forever until it’s all done.”

“Yes, sit.”

In approximately five nanoseconds, most of the matter
of the universe was converted into knowledge and uploaded
into Breglin’s mind.

One day, Broken was observing the non-observable
universe and said to himself, “Why am I not omniscient
yet.” With mere thoughts alone, Briomlin willed himself
omniscient.

“Get the fuck by me!”

“Sir.”

“What's left?”

“I would recommend showing off your accumulated
intellect.”

“How can I demonstrate my vast knowledge?”

“By becoming it, sir.”

“I see.”

“Didn’t you already know that?”

“Yes, but you can’t know that I knew it. You are not

omniscient.”
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“As far as you know, sir. If 1 were omniscient, we would
be the closest two individuals had ever been. We would know
everything about the other with 100% efficiency. Sir, I love—"

Brilbont converted the universe and his physical self into
surplus knowledge and installed it into his newly omnipresent
mind. Since the universe was now his mind, and he was omni-
scient (a state that relies on the total amount of information
the universe has to offer), his intellect severely shrank to next
to nothing,. In fact, the only thing that could exist is memories
that, paradoxically, never happened. His intellect remained in
a loop of existence, memory, and impossibility for the rest of
what used to be time and is now just Brunkleberry. With 100%
efficiency of course.

A doppelginger of Brickle, from a universe similar to what
once was, came by and noticed the rapidly deteriorated intellect
of the now quasi-existent Brevmind. He pointed and laughed
at his tiny mind and then called over other doppelgingers from
other universes. They all pointed and laughed until one realized
what had happened and then convinced the rest to attempt to
replicate Brunvlon’s results in the name of the scientific meth-
od. Before they began, they managed to replicate themselves
as many times as they needed in order to have one Brizlvin in
every possible universe. They then replicated the experiment
and became one with all universes on an individual basis. This
led to the collapse of the multiverse and emptied most of the
omniverse.

They existed as the primary Brevlando had for an arbitrary
amount of neo-time. Eventually, one intellect fell inside of
another and managed to coexist inside of it, providing ben-
eficial cognitive services that the larger intellect had trouble

performing on its own. The larger intellect, in turn, gave the
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smaller one protection against other larger intellects that existed
in this space outside of space. The intellects fed off of each
other until they grew too big to hold together and split into
two separate super-intellects.

This went on through neo-time until evolved a multi-cel-
lular intellect, or a hyper-intellect composed of super-intellects
that are themselves made up of other individual intellects. This
hyper-intellect remembered who it was and thought optimis-
tically about all it had accomplished. Omniscience and omni-
presence achieved to the nth degree. The multi-membranous
entity then created an audience of highly intelligent, yet not as
intelligent other entities to look upon itself and admire how
great it truly was. This peak of awe was locked in neo-time

and designed to never end, that is, if the term was applicable.
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INEFFABLE

CHANTEL REEDER
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THE START

MADDIE BLACKWELL

in my first memory

I am bleeding

or maybe she is

and I haven’t learned
the difference

not born but resurrected
a vicious alchemy
amidst organs

tense and marbled

like 2 monument

to some grand failure
extracted like sandstone
body part

then body whole

already

the subtle butchery
of fight or flight
rapid blink

already

the sun stroke
already

I do not touch

for fear of bludgeoning
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the start

in my first memory
I am bleeding

in my first memory
I am the blood
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SEMESTERS AGO

MADDIE BLACKWELL

steam surrounds me,

skin like a weighted blanket

it does not feel like I am waiting for anything
but who is waiting for the ground to break?
no promise of reprieve,

staring at that other self in the mirror
tasting the sour climate of our mouths

our eyes closer than touching.

dress myself in hours,

the day draped across me,

each morning

a period of preparation and undoing,
permitting and revoking,

I bathe within myself,

asking to dissolve into the rhythmic motion
of what came before.

the eyelash structure of my patience,
traying, delicate.

I am tired of grappling with myself

the scent of a body in repose,

heady and putrid.

walking alone

I am clumsy and drunk

on the ecstasy of soil around me

ready for the bloodletting

finally, ready for the bloodshed.
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semesters ago

the end is not peaceful

so much as inevitable

and finally

I am breathing with intention,
finally.
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WHERE TiME LErFT Us

Curis KRUEGER

This is hopeless, I said.

Dont worry, it will all be over soon, the earth whispered back.
Yes. This is destruction we have brought upon ourselves. I did
my part, like everyone else.

But the prophecies are still intact.

They must be wrong; I see no way out.

They are not wrong. It will be over soon, but not like that.

You will go on, but will we?

1 am you. Without you, without perception, I am nothing.

What’s that smell?

The core. It5 rotting.

See! The core is wasting away and yet we go on feasting and
igniting our beasts.

The core has always been rotting, just like you have done what you always
needed to do.

But we don’tl We haven’t needed to! The perpetual elders just
have no peripheral vision!

It wasn't the best path, but a path nonetheless. All paths lead in the same
direction.

We are swerving and twisting, at some point we will make the
wrong pivotal turn.

Perhaps.

Like that machine we built, didn’t that hurt?

More than anything.

Why don’t you hate us. I want you to hate us.

Hate is a wish for something not to be. If you are not, then I am not.
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You were almost obliterated! Scattered and thrown across
empty space.

What a sight that would have been.

You take existence so lightly.

A precious thing to be appreciated, for sure.

I paused and considered. What if all the things I wanted to be
wrong were fine. Not good but fine. Where was the line been

fine and demise?

Are you still there?

Where else would I be?

Can’t you help? Send us a sign if we go the wrong way?
Which would you prefer, hurricane or volcano?

I am being serious here. I just want us to succeed.

1 can do nothing, have always done nothing.

The prophecy offers no guidance. The perpetual elders’ wisdom
diminishes with each rebirth.

Do you not wear the sign of the Shadowed Man?

I do.

What guidance does that provide?

It’s teachings conflict with the other signs. We’re heading back-
ward and forward at once.

Follow your sign, if its yours.

So the Shadowed Man is The One?

No.

Then how do we change course as a whole?

You're far too worried about everyone being of one mind.

I couldn’t understand the optimism of a dying creature. A
creature whose death could be stopped. I wanted it to see my

understanding,
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Your waters bleed a cloudy gray that poisons all it touches.
Surely something is wrong.

To those who touch it, yes.

Your mountains no longer hold the ice in the sky. They are as
barren as death.

Those who wish for the cold can find it elsewhere.

The natural forces no longer give consistent direction.

Then those who need guidance should look to the unnatural.

This environment will be a cause of panic and destruction, if
not the symptom.

Temporarily, but fears will subside. Consistency will lead to calm.

Can a constant degradation be called consistency?

You seem to plead for your bleak version, even with the beautiful vision
1 give you.

I guess I am trying to apologize.

Apologize for being wrong, not for what you have done.

Did it not care how many fell of us fell off its face as long as a

few remained? Was the prophecy only for a select few?

The organization is crumbling and we are nowhere near a
solution.

Then someone will do it alone.

Alone! It’s not that simple. We are already divided and starting
to sever within.

Severed parts can reconnect under the right conditions.

Everyone already thinks we failed. Few are trying.

The Shadowed Man said that Mighty Ones developed this place for Trying.
And a trying time it is. The Hollowed Branch says they devel-
oped it for indulgence.
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They are not incompatible, since death stops indulgence. They must Try
as well.

And so we Try to indulge?

Different words for one goal.

I will continue to Try, but my outlook has not changed. I love
you, I said.

You will succeed, and I will be here waiting, the earth whispered back.

I left that place no calmer than when I arrived. I still held
doom in my soul. It was clear that we failed ourselves, but it
was ambivalent or just blind to our misdoings. I just wanted it
to understand and give it time to accept its expiration, for we
cannot give it life. As the prophecy says, we will have the means
to leave this earth by the time it must be, but when that time
comes, the earth will not be abandoned. It will come with us,

in our pockets and in our hearts.
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AURORA

CHANTEL REEDER
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THE WHAMMER

Ray Hoborowicz

L

Oscar Mann paced back and forth, shaking his hands and taking
deep breaths, all the while reminding himself that he did not
sign up for this shit.

“I did not sign up for this shit.”

Well technically he did sign up for this shit when he agreed
to his contract—one service project a year—but he did not sign
up for this exact shit.

Here’s a man who has played in front of crowds of forty,
fifty thousand, let alone the countless millions watching at home
on the TV. Yet, he’s not so sure if he’s ever been so nervous.

Again he took a deep breath while washing his hands
in the white porcelain sink. Splashing cool water in his face
helped wake him up a little bit. His head pounded in cadence
with his heart reminding him of the boisterous stomps that
at times could shake the whole stadium. Though that was
more a result of the hangover. He really oughta start laying
off the booze.

He studied the lines of his face—crows’ feet beginning
to perch near his eyes, his mouth, which now drooped into a
permanent frown. His brown hair now wasn’t only entwined
with strands of gray but also thinning, Just another reason why
he enjoyed wearing his cap.

Christ. Did he always look this old? He’d been feeling old
for quite some time but this image before him in the mirror

particularly shocked him.
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He exhaled one last time while slapping his face with both
hands. It didn’t wake him up as much as it enhanced his head-
ache. Fuck it. Game time.

Out of the bathroom, down the hall, third door to his left,
Oscar made his way. There was a slight hobble in his stride
from dinging up his knee a few series back in Milwaukee, but
he couldn’t complain. At least not right now. In a few hours
any open ear would be subject to the bitching of a life time.

There it was, third door on the left. Oscar was about to
enter but got cold feet. He wasn’t no actor but here he was
acting, acting as someone he hadn’t been for a long time. Right
now just being Oscar Mann was not good enough. For about
an hout, right here in room 307, he had to be more. He had
to be The Whammer.

Upon entering Oscar encountered a light so intense, so
blinding, that his initial reaction was to say ‘“goddamn some-
one in this place put the blinds up.” Once his eyes adjusted he
sobered up immediately.

Fifteen feet away laid the reason why Oscar was here. Bald
as a Siamese cat and entrapped in a cocoon of white sheets
Sammy rested in a hospital bed. Everything was white, the only
color in the room coming from the green cap with a white WM
stitched on the front for Oscar’s team, the Waterville Maples
that rested on the bedpost.

Ya see, Sammy was fighting a battle with the cancer and a
losing one at that. Closest to Sammy stood the parents, one on
each side with a hand on their only child. Their faces looked
like that of a couple of folks who knew that their only child
would soon be gone.

But looking at Sammy you couldn’t tell that a damn thing

was a matter. All Oscar could see was a big smile that could
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light up a room if it weren’t already so damn bright. Sammy’s
eyes ignited with joy like the fireworks that lit up the sky every
Friday night at the park. It was a sight that Sammy’s parents
hadn’t seen in quite some time, causing the mother to cry and
father to choke back his tears.

Oscar was too scared, no maybe scared wasn’t the word,
too shook to move. For what seemed like hours Oscar just
stood there staring at Sammy and Sammy at Oscat. The only
sound in the room came from the heart monitor plugged into
Sammy somewhere, boop boop booping away, imitating a slow
clap that never picked up speed.

Then Sammy spoke.

“Whammer.”

It was hardly above a whisper. As he heard it Oscar himself
smiled, a smile more sincere than he was expecting it to be. He
made his way over to the bed.

“Whammer.” Sammy croaked again. The way color would
vacate Sammy’s face showed that speaking took considerable
effort. “You made it.”

“Hey,” Oscar said, offering Sammy a fist bump, “I wouldn’t
miss this for the world.”

Sammy bumped the fist of this man who may as well have
been God. Some considered him that once upon a time but
Sammy’s opinion remained unchanged.

“You’re my favorite player ever, Whammer.”

Whammer grinned. He hadn’t heard that in a long time.
“And you’re my favorite fan, son.”

“Whammer?” the skin that was once covered with eye-
brows scrunched. “I’'m a girl.”

Oscar rubbed the back of his neck. “Ah. Hmm. Well, it’s
hard to tell without the...Well, ya know.”
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Well, shit. Things had been going so well too. Oscar looked
out the window, wanting nothing more than to dive out and
bail, glass be damned. Death was preferable to this level of
discomfort. Maybe the kid wasn’t in such a bad spot after all.

Oscar didn’t like this. He didn’t like putting on the charade
that he was still The Whammer. The Whammer had brown
locks that fluttered in the wind as he ran the outfield, believing
that his body would never break. The Whammer had eyes,
green as the Maples cap and sharp as fishing wire, that could
detect off speed as soon as the ball left the pitcher’s hand. A
stare that shook pitchers’ bones and melted women’s hearts.

And he didn’t like all these off field obligations that came
with being a pro. He felt that one had nothing to do with other.
It sure as hell wasn’t why put on the uniform. Why, he did it
for the cash. And the broads. And to chase an eternity’s worth
of glory all the while playing a simple game.

“Whammer?”

Christ. What was it now? He turned to face this bedridden
child waiting in dread for whatever she’d say next.

“Could you hit a homer? A homer, for mer”

Oscar gave Sam a soft smile. “There’s nothing I’d want to
do more,” he lied.

Sam returned with a smile of her own. All eatlier nonsense
was forgiven and forgotten.

“But I don’t suppose you know who’s pitchin’ tonight?”

The sheets bundled her in so tight she could hardly shake
her head. But she did. Little Sammy did not know who was
pitching tonight.

“Sid Farkington, Sid Goddamn Farkinton!” Goddamn was
not his actual middle name but was said for effect. Even say-

ing the name Farkington knotted Oscar’s stomach like a rope.
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“Reigning strikeout king and bound to repeat. And I don’t sup-
pose you’ve seen my numbers recently?”

This time Oscar didn’t wait for a response and correctly
so, for Sam had not seen The Whammer’s numbers recently.

“Hitting .219 on the season and .178 in my last fifteen. Hell,
I couldn’t hit water if I walked in on it defiling my mother.”
He chuckled at his little analogy. Archie would like that one.

Sammy, however, did not. And her parents sure as hell
didn’t. They just stared at their guest wide-eyed and slack-jawed.

But Oscar didn’t notice. He was too busy squinting out the
window looking for times long gone. “So could I hit a homerun
for ya? Probably not.”

It’s a sad moment, realizing you’re not as good as you once
were. But as Oscar admitted so, a great burden lifted from his chest.
For the first time in a while, Oscar felt free and with this newfound
freedom came the feeling that he could do just about anything,

“No, probably not,” he repeated, stepping away from the
window and making his way to the bed with great meaning in
his stride. “But goddamnit I can try.”

Engulfed with passion, Oscar crouched beside Sammy
and put his hand on her shoulder, a little too hard causing the
monitor to beep faster.

“All you can do is try, understand me? Never give up.” Horns
played in his head. This was his great moment, his speech that
would last forever. Today I consider myself the luckiest man on
the face of the earth. “No matter how slim the odds look. Wheth-
er your opponent is terminal cancer or a pitcher with a slider
that bites like a cobra, you gotta try goddamnit. You gotta try.”

Satisfied with his spiel, Oscar got up. Oblivious to the death
stares from Sammy’s folks, he left the hospital without saying anoth-
er word, feeling more like The Whammer than he ever had before.
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II.

With a great urgency, Oscar made his way to the clubhouse. He
was determined to get a head start with extra batting practice,
maybe even study some film on Sid Farkington. It was four
hours before game time with no one else but his longtime
friend and teammate Archie Bauer in the clubhouse. As al-
ways, Archie was already dressed in full uniform and flipping
through a magazine on the black leather couch in the middle
of the clubhouse.

A man with small round glasses that sat upon a small
round face, Archie looked more librarian than ballplayer. Hit
more librarian than ballplayer, too. But he was as slick as any
with the glove and memorized batters’ spray charts the way
you might remember a painting that struck a chord in your
soul. He would be a great manager someday, as he was ev-
erything a manager should be: well-liked, loyal, hardworking,
intelligent, and white.

“Hey, Arch,” Oscar greeted as he went toward his locker.

Archie licked his finger then flipped the page. “You see
who’s pitching today?”

“No.”

“Ricardo Spinosa.”

“No?”

“Yep.”

“Shit.”

“Yep.”

Ricardo Spinosa. Mulling that name over plenty of times
had ground Oscar’s teeth to an ash.

It was seven years ago, last time the Maples reached that
nirvana known as October baseball. The air seemed lighter,
the pitches slower and straighter.
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It was the bottom of the eight of game five, winner going
to play for the pennant. Oscar headed into the series fresh off
a batting title but his bat turned cold like the fall night on which
they played. But now would be a good time to break that. Now,
as he dug into the box, bases loaded and his team down one.

Spinosa was behind the plate that game, though an after-
thought at the time. That is until he rung Oscar up on a heater
a good three inches off the plate (the length expanded with
every retelling of the story), leaving him empty-handed for a
final time in his only postseason appearance. Oscar went home
that day with nothing but a bitter hated for a man who screwed
him over on, what in reality, was a borderline call.

Oscar threw his bag down in disgust. Another great obsta-
cle on this splendid day. A rage churned in his belly. Would it
consume him or motivate him? Fuck Spinosa. Fuck Farkington.
Fuck Cancer. Oscar Mann was going to put a ball in those
stands. No, The Whammer.

III.

“Oscar Mann,” the PA announced. The sound bounced be-
tween the half empty stands creating an eerie echo as Mann
approached the box. The face that grinned on the jumbotron
resembled nothing of the man who scowled at his enemy sta-
tioned sixty feet six inches away.

On his own island of dirt stood Goddamn Farkington.
A wiry figure of about six foot three, each of Farkington’s
appendages angled in a different direction during his windup,
as if they had minds of their own. The result was an extremely
deceptive delivery that concealed the ball until it was in orbit.
His pitches didn’t move as much as they danced: a two seamer
gliding into the hands of a lefty and a cutter that did the same
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to the right, a slider that swung across the whole plate. Hitters
weren’t sure if it was a changeup coming out of his hands until
they’d swung out of their shoes a half second too eatly.

And the southpaw was dealing tonight. Seven outs so far,
six of them Ks. Oscar dug his feet into the lefty’s batter’s box.
He was once a switch hitter but gave it up a few seasons ago
when he realized he could no longer turn on that inside heat
from the right side.

Behind him was Spinosa. He got more fat, which Oscar did
not know was possible. Breathing like he just walked fifty flights
of stairs, Oscar wanted nothing more than to turn around and
pop the bastard, just to quiet him up. Four goddamn inches.
He tried to focus on Farkington.

Farkington raised his hands over his head, signifying
the start of his windup. Like some parking lot magician, he
kept the ball behind his back until it was whizzing thirty, now
twenty, now ten feet away and gaining speed right toward
Oscar’s shoulder. Oscar crashed to the dirt just in time to avoid
what would’ve been a nasty bruise.

The fans who cared to show, showered boos upon the ace.
Oscar dusted himself off and exhaled deeply. Well, that sure
woke him up. He dug in again.

Farkington’s face, stoic as a card player, caught the ball
and went into another windup. Oscar was more prepared, this
time for a sinker that plunged below his knee. Excellent, 2—0.
A hitter’s count.

“Strike onel”

Oscar dropped his head and spat a great loogy in front of
home plate. Then he turned to meet Spinosa’s glare, and told
him rather matter of factly, “I’'m surprised you can see your

own cock let alone the strike zone.”
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To Oscar, what happened next was a blur. But Archie would
later explain that Spinosa ejected him before he could even get
back into his stance. Oscar erupted, unleashing every profanity
in the English language and a few that Archie believed to be
Dutch, right in the face of Spinosa. Oscar wasn’t subdued
until Archie and manager Bud Harris dragged him back to the
dugout, all while he screamed, “Fuck you Spinosa! Six inches
outside! Six inches!”

It made for pretty good TV and it riled up the fans pretty
good. They hadn’t cheered like that in quite some time.

Butin Sammy’s hospital room, there was not a single sound.
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RED

MAaAGGIE KuNzZE

The living room of my first childhood home had
Red floors,

A soft weave that climbed all the way

Up the stairs to the second floor.

I’'ve been reflecting on it for some time,

Trying to remember the word for that particular
Shade of red,

Not as bright as

Tomato,

But not quite as deep as

Crimson.

I'm sure I know

The wortd,

But I can’t call it forth now.

I’ve never laid its syllables across the floor of that room
And let it soak until it left a stain.

Still, I know

That red.

Learned it before I learned its name,

Walked down the stairs one morning,

The way I did every morning,

Carpet yielding to my bare feet,

Hugging my toes with each step,

Until little more than halfway

To the first floor,

It wasn’t anymore.
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And I looked down to see what felt flat and smooth
Beneath my right foot.

A paper ornament, cut from a cereal box,
Printed with the cartoon face of the Grinch,
The one from the Dr. Seuss book, and suddenly
That red

Was so bright

Next to that lime green, its fiber

So plush

Beside that slick paper,

That my sole stilled above it,

Tried to memorize its sensation,

See if I could roll

The carpet into a ball so tight

That I could pass it through time

And catch it cleanly,

Hold it firmly,

The moment I was surprised to find that particular
Shade of red

Carrying me

Down the stairs,

Just like it had for years.

Red
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LITTLE BLACK SUBMARINES

JULIA ANDERSEN

When you were little did you ever sit and think to yourself about
the way your family was sailing through things together about the
way your mother leaned forward to break the waves and the way
your little brother sat tucked up behind her at the prow while you
tangled yourself up on the damp floor the top deck the crow’s
nest  the way you ate a pile of ropes holding nothing in place
nothing together no sails in place to catch and strain in the vicious
wind the wind that is somehow always there and then
there is the way your father hangs dark and heavy behind you all
he is what anchors this family he will tell you

nothingis the same on land nothing is the same unless you’ve
landed lucky nothing is the same land as the homeland and when
you leave home (if you leave home) you are landing yourself in
a wortld of hurt a different hurt than the sea salt spitting in
your face or the rope burns up and down your arms from slack
lines that have ends glowing like the cigarette butts your father
smokes your father presses your father puts out on your arms
he will tell you all about the importance of his presence of his
patience of his prescience he knows what will corrupt you and
that is why he rains his cigarette butts down onyou  Zeus with
vicious lightning bolts could not do so well to save a mortal from
himself maybe if Zeus had tried he could have kept the patient
prescient anchor from dragging while the mother plowed forward

wooden figurehead carved and rotting in the stinging sea
flinging itself up at her and trying to gain the deck the

sea is always out there  churning and waiting for one of you
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to tumble overboard and you are always waiting and watching
for the flailing arms disappearing into the gloating ocean

you did not expect the arms to be swimming sure crawl
strokes away from you from this safe damp ship you have
here in this briny wilderness barnacles clawing for pur-
chase and your anchor dragging through the sand you
did not expect pirates to creep up from below the waves in
their little black submarines skull-and-crossbones leering up
through the water and the way they attack from everywhere at
once the way they demand rent money and school lunch
money and charge you a fortune for electricity or heat  you
did not expect them but you swing down from the crow’s nest
with a war cry that tells them you can bring back the man
swimming fast sure crawl-strokes away from you away from
this ship  you swing wail fight while your father approaches
the sirens irresistible inhuman

But none of this really happened, because I am from the
shore and when my father leftit wasina car  there were no
sirens we lived on a quiet street in a quiet neighborhood  he
decided to go and I could not anchor him I don’t know if
this one is a surrender or a revel I don’t know if I am waiting
for the waves or taunting them I don’t know if my father made
itacross the ocean with its strange undercurrents but I could not
hold him down I could not keep him where he did not want to
be I ripped his shirt off his back to keep him from leaving and
he drove off without a shirt ordinary and land-bound ~ and
some days I believe that I can do the same that I can turn my
back and walk away that nothing can hold me here where I
am sitting looking up at the sails hanging limp and thinking to
myself the sails are waiting and the ocean is rough

so what happened to the wind?
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Jury Sky

KATIE SALL
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UNTITLED

EMILY JOHNSON

See them stride with brains held high
Piling into pews far and wide,
Offering money to bribe the Lord
Bidding on sweet salvation

As if it’s something to afford

Hollow hearts.

Mouths preoccupied
Gorging on gossip and gin
Drunk on bitterness and lies.

The blind squint to study Scripture.
Stiffened hands fly to the heavens.
Mute praises from hypocrites

They do not please Me.

Empty songs and pockets,
They do not love Me.
Haughty hallelujahs,

They do not know Me.

For only I wash the charcoal souls

Of children gone astray.

Only I possess the power to save.

When tragedy yanks them to their knees

Mercy descends as they weep and plead.
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Yet pleasure abducts their hearts
No thanks be to Me.

Why do you only seek Me when you are dying?
Why do you break My heart in your serenity?
Why do you complain when your loves forsake you?

For you have done the same to Me.
I see all.
I know all.

I am all.

The Maker cannot be fooled.
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I-55 NorRTH

MAGGIE KuNzZE

A host of angels

met me on [-55.

I hadn’t been expecting them.
I was too busy worrying
about the slick pavement

to think about anything

other than friction.

But when I saw them there,
adrift in the fog that lingered
after a late night rain shower,

I had no choice

but to slide into their embrace,

let my body lose traction.

The mist gathered in soft halos around their heads,
beacons that shamed my headlights,

Assembled in rows above the highway,

they turned their golden stares

upon my passing car.
Through hazy air they beckoned me

across a horizon so dark,
that the earth bled into sky.
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CLUSTERED SOUND

SAMANTHA Ri1z71

It resides in the mouth of an oyster,
slippery peach tongue kept safe in

ribbed and rocky shell.

Ocean’s blanket lays heavy

on cheekbones pressed against the floor, but
the cacophony of blending waters

parts drowsy lips, who

admit, softly, baroque secrets.
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VISAGE

CHANTEL REEDER

Just her and me in our apartment with stolen cable. Mom
worked too much, sometimes three jobs at a time. I could mostly
take care of myself by the age of seven. I walked home from
school, stopping only at the library. I could microwave with the
best of them: mac and cheese or leftovers from the restaurant
where Mom worked. I actually liked having the house to myself.
An entire fortress to rule with my loyal, stuffed animal minions.
Those whose allegiances faltered were immediately eradicated.
Traitors were found out via waterboarding,

People called her an unfit mother, but she put the right
clothes on my back so kids at school would stay off it in our
small town. Whispers always found their way into stores or
restaurants we entered. I learned early on what words like
whore and slur meant and that they tended to be unfoundedly
synonymous with young, single mother. But she held her head
high in those hushed rooms even though it often fell when she
thought I wasn’t looking,

Eventually, they found out about the stolen cable, but
she schmoozed the cop, and he gave her a warning. I admired
that she even knew how to steal it in the first place. Besides,
I didn’t mind reading. On her nights off, we’d sit on opposite
ends of the couch beneath the same blanket and read. She’d
take a break every now and again to throw a cracker at me from
over the top of her book or just to watch me. I felt her eyes
on me and pretended not to notice. Her gaze enclosed me in

my warm sanctuary.
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Occasionally, she was home in time to tuck me in. She’'d
call me Angel Girl and kiss my forehead. She’d ask me if I knew
how much she loved me—that she didn’t know what she would
do without me and a myriad of other forgotten clichés. But her
eyes were tired, and her face crinkled even though she hadn’t

seen thirty yet.
.

In third grade, Mrs. Beasley made us give a report on our lives
thus far, as if that could be an interesting topic for a group
of nine-year olds. She sent us home with a list of research
questions, like how old we were when we took our first step.
I most likely complained, shoved the paper into my backpack,
and waited until the last minute to do the assignment. Issues
with authority began at an early age so I probably talked shit
about Mrs. Beasley to my friends at lunch.

Now I can only speculate those moments before, but I do
remember the aftermath. When I interrogated my mother for
the answer to one particular question, What was my first word?,
it became something I’d never ask again. Dada, she’d replied.
I didn’t have to be overly perceptive to understand the pain
behind my first word being someone who I’d never met, some-
one who abandoned her when he found out she was pregnant,
someone who left her homeless at nineteen. The same someone
who she allowed her heart to break for daily. We didn’t talk about
him, and this isn’t even remotely about that faceless man. It’s
about her. And the way her eyebrows squished together like
sad caterpillars, her eyes closing—either trying not to see him

or worse, struggling to remember what he looked like.
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I didn’t understand Mom and Aunt Louise not liking Grams.
My cousins and I would stay at Grams’s house on the week-
ends so our parents could work. Adventure existed around
every corner of her house. Each room filled with mountains
of treasure. Being the oldest and not quite sold on democracy,
I elected myself Captain of the Treasure Hunt. Some rooms
only had one path for sailing around, and if you accidentally
bumped into one of the mountains, an avalanche was bound
to occur. We lost a lot of good men that way.

Mom said Aunt Louise started seeing a doctor. Aunt Louise
thought Mom should too. At thirteen years old, they sat my cous-
ins and me down to talk about Grams. Why couldn’t we go over
to Grams’s house anymore? Just tell them, Louise. Theyre old enough
to understand, Mom pleaded. None of it made sense. Unnecessary
yelling. The woman who hit them, kept them in closets, cut off
their hair to embarrass them, or made them write apology letters
for food had slimy, green skin plastered with warts. I knew Mom
had broken a lot of bones when she was little. I just thought
she was clumsy like me. They tried confronting Grams about
what she did to them, but she denied everything. That’s why we
couldn’t visit her anymore. She wouldn’t give them closure, so
they gave it to her. Maybe we weren’t old enough to understand
so we hated Mom and Aunt Louise temporarily. Even amid the
arguing, I remember Mom?’s face. Like my disbelief had slapped
her just like her mother had done before. Like all the others who
hadn’t believed her. So small.

I used to play with the little vials of clear liquid in the re-
frigerator. They contained antidotes to the flesh-eating virus
plaguing my kingdom. They held a lethal poison that could
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destroy my enemies. In reality, they just kept Mom alive. Her
diabetes stayed manageable for a long time. When she reached
forty-three, it turned against her. It made claim over her eyes
first. I remember an inescapable defeat painted across her, and

time moved quickly.

Watching her eyes as they read her favorite book one last time.

Watching her eyes as she memorized my face, the one she’d
seen evolve over twenty-two years.

Watching her eyes dampen when she realized that she’d never
know what my wedding dress would look like. What her
grandkids would look like. What she would grow to look like.

And watching her watchless eyes darken.

But all those moments were nowhere near watching your hero
crumple onto the floor like tattered scraps when it got to be
too much.

Anger replaces faith.

Countless hospitals. Endless doctor’s visits. Dialysis. It wants

her organs.
L]

It’s July. I am twenty-seven, in a fitting room at some irritatingly
white bridal shop. She’s here with me, and I’'m getting annoyed
because she keeps feeling the dresses, asking me to describe each
one to her. I don’t know. It looks like another white fucking dress.
She gives me the same look she does every time I say “fuck,”
but smirks while she lets it go. I already don’t want to be here,
but I recognize this moment’s importance to her. After all, it

isn’t entirely her fault that she raised a contrarian. She calls me
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every day to hear the latest wedding plans. I make sure she’s
included, though I couldn’t care less about the wedding so long
as she’s there.

I take her home from the bridal boutique, and she tells
me to come inside. I wanna talk to you about Savannah. We
are going to Georgia for vacation next May. I know what she
wants to talk about, but I’'m not having this conversation. The
doctor says that we have a year. ’'m getting my year, and I'm
not canceling that trip. She shakes her head at me, as if my

tenacity has sprouted from an unknown source.
.

You should probably come now. My stepdad, Brian, calls and my hus-
band and I make the drive across state lines to their house. It’s
two days before Christmas. I’m still twenty-seven but so much
younger than she was at my age. What do you mean she quit dialysis?
I scream into the phone. She didnt want you to worry. She was so
tired. Brian’s trying to rationalize things that don’t make sense.

When I get there, hospice tells us that we should talk to
her like she’s part of the conversation. She said she googled
my mother’s disease. I'm in no mood for WebMD nurse. I'm
pissed that God cast the Village Idiot to play doctor to my dying
mother. I roll my eyes at her and walk away. I’'m not sorry. Mom
shouldn’t be here. She should be in a hospital.

She’s mostly gone. Her eyes open a few times, and I think
she tries to tell me she loves me. I attempt my usual snarky
comments toward her, and she lifts her eyebrows like she’s
trying to put me back in place. I just want her to wake up long
enough to tell her everything that I never did. Just long enough
to stop being tough like I thought she needed me to be. But

she doesn’t so I can’t.
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The whole family gathers at the house on Christmas. Gramps
keeps saying that he thinks Mom will get up and walk right out
the door. That she’ll beat this thing, But he’s an actual idiot, so 1
ignore him. Aunt Louise makes the announcement that Grams is
on her way, which makes everyone uncomfortable. But everyone
remains surprisingly cordial to each other, though none of us can
usually stand being in the same room. People from their church
come by to pray with us. I guess it makes them feel like they’re
helping, All of them fake and none of this real.

I need air.

I'walk along the edge of the yard near the water where she
used to garden. We had another year. The same argument that
keeps falling flat like a contract tossed in this creek that refuses
to freeze over even though it’s December. The edges moisten
first and the water creeps toward the center. It floats away and
disappears. Contracts made with some deity that I only converse
with on icy interstates were bound to breach.

But I never understood the point of prayer, asking for hand-
outs from a pervy puppeteer looming above. If some omniscient
asshole is watching us dangle from the strings he cut, shouldn’t
he already know what we need? He’s running the show. We're
just furthering the plot. But I'm not here to stroke his ego so I
head back inside without asking for anything from the clouds.

Brian breaks out the guitar after dinner, and we all sing
carols while acting like the normal family we’ve never been.
Mom’s mouth twitches around when we get to “Silent Night.”
The oxygen tank keeps rhythm.

A couple of nights after Christmas, and I’'m lying in my old
bed upstairs. I should be next to her, rubbing her head like she
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used to do for me when I was sick, but I’'m a coward. Instead
I’'m listening for the footsteps that come into my room and
tell me that she’s gone.

I don’t want to see het.

I don’t want to remember a face sloped, colotless, and void of her.
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WAKING

Davip Fry

Turn away, walk away.

A loving fear is here,

hold your breath and drown.

Little fingers,

little fingers,

a feeling lingers,

little fingers.

A loving fear is always here.

Kiss me, deat.

Kiss me,

hear.

The writing roams across the stone.
The kissing crests rise and foam.
Down goes the day.

The wotld turns away.

A feeling lingers.

A soaring bird with wheeling wings
beyond the towers where dead men sing
falls into the ocean bay.

Away, away.

A cold wind mutters, dead leaves crack,
windowless shutters, blinking eyes,
gentle hands to cup the air,

soft the breath and tousled the hair,
reaching for someone somewhere

missing little fingers.
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NIGHTINGALE NEBULA

Davip Fry

Manifest this fear

and ask me, softly,

what it is I hear

when the day chases you away.
Touch the center of my chest,
where the galaxy spins, saying only,
“What do you keep right here?”

Sometimes I think I know.

I want to be tranquil in the dark.

I want to know

where you keep your heart.

And if this silence builds a wall between
where we have been

and what we’ve seen,

you’ll ask me the difference.

I hope I hear you calling,

And if it’s tranquil in the storm

then that will be

where I make my home.

And if the wind through my hair sings
whispering the beat that forms your name,
let the wind that bears your wings

turn around again.

You already know.
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CAGES

ALEXANDRA DAGGETT
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UNTITLED #1

Livvie JuHL

We lie on your dirty floor in your dirty apartment. Your room-
mates are gone and you put on a Neutral Milk Hotel record
on. I don’t cry but I want to. You lie next to me and try to hold
my hand and I let you. I don’t cry but I want to. I think about
how I'm going to hurt you or you’re going to hurt me. You
feel safe but I don’t know how to trust, I don’t know how to
love. I don’t know what a healthy relationship is. You’re not my
boyfriend but I don’t know what that means, anyway. I say we
should smoke, and we do in excess. I don’t know how to feel
correctly. I don’t know how to get people to love me. I bite
the inside of my mouth when you look at me. Your dark eyes
mirror mine, something that always makes me feel safer, but I

push that thought away. I don’t cry but I want to.

You tell me the story of your first love. I tell you I never had
one and you say I must be lying. I tell you about a girl who
made me realize I was never meant to love or be loved. You

hold me and I cry and tell you I have to go.

She’s pretending to be drunk and I’'m pretending that 'm not
high, but I’'m not doing a very good job. She wants to kiss me
and I know it’s for other people to see but I do it anyway. Men
make approving noises and yells at us. I go outside to smoke a
cigarette and then another and then she comes out and asks if
I'want to come to the bathroom with her. I put out my cigarette
and follow her. We have sex in the bathtub. She’s softer than
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anyone I’ve ever met. Someone calls for her and she gets half
dressed and leaves me. I get out of the bathtub, get dressed,
and walk home. She doesn’t talk to me after that, no matter

how long it’s been.

UNTITLED #2

She is beautiful as we sit on my twin-sized bed cross-legged,
gossiping about people we half know, who we might see tonight,
who we definitely hate, who we wish we could be friends with

She is beautiful as she takes a shot for the first time standing
barefoot in my bathtub, afraid of spitting it out immediately
and making a mess in my bedroom, beautiful even when her

face twists up afterward

She is beautiful as she dances with me, with other gitls, to
trashy early 2000s pop music in a darkened living room with
a sticky floor, always finding her way away from boys, a skill I
wish I possessed

She is beautiful when she asks to talk to me in the bathroom
for a second, my heart the only thing I can hear after she asks

me this as she takes my hand and leads me upstairs

She is beautiful in the morning when she pretends it never

happened
She is beautiful

She is beautiful when she breaks my heart
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Untitled #1-3

UNTITLED #3

running a low-grade panic attack

but this fever will never break

i used to love autumn but now

the cold is creeping in like your hands did

1 retrace my steps to try to find where i was truly happy
the cocktail of chemicals in my head

is a mixed drink made by a recovered alcoholic

a boy in the body of a man shouting “falsely accused”

to anyone who will listen
1 feel the clouds forming in my head
saving me from truly being here

ut 1 still make sure to respond to the texts asking if i'm o
but i still mak t pond to the texts asking if 'm ok

i walk home
different

mist clinging to my ankle-length wool coat
seven dollars from a goodwill

that smells like cat piss if it gets wet

i used to love rainy days but now i only respect a downpour
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SPACES IN BETWEEN THOUGHTS

Mike COLEMAN

cob webs

upstairs,

no spiders.

blue-veined hands,
bruised knuckles,

and a battered notebook.
cigarette shaking,

smoke trailing up toward
some heaven

no one’s been to.

in between

sips of whiskey,

the ghost

of lipstick on the rim.
small thoughts

of a girl,

sunny days,

wind in the

trees,

leaves rustling together.
it smells

like rain might come.

dim-lit desk,
paper tossed about,
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in between sips,

a smooth burn

down to the stomach.

somewhete
between the next
drink

and love.

somewhetre
between madness
and the

next drink.

Spaces in Between Thoughts
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PesT CONTROL

Mike COLEMAN

he placed the keys

in the lock and opened the door.
the stale must of

the old garbage, that

sat by refrigerator

relented only to

the smell radiating

from his own body.

he threw his work supplies
down near the trash.

the chemicals used to
smoke, stun, and kill.

he opened the fridge and
glanced through the
slowly decaying food.

he found a beer and
walked to the couch.

he put his legs up.

it already smells, he thought,
dirty boots touching the table.
my table, he thought,

and sipped his beer,

it was bitter toward

the end of each sip,

166



Pest Control

and the bitterness carried
down his throat,

to his stomach, coating it.

he thought about work,
the day’s death count,
while he turned on the TV.
all the ants, the roaches,

the possums, the skunks.

the news was on,
there was another attack
in France, the death count

was unknown currently.

sipping the bottle,

he looked away from

the T'V.

the walls were white,

the couch used to be white,

no artwork adorned the walls

aside from

a large painting of a dull gold crown,

set against a blood colored background.

he thought about

the ants, roaches, and rodents
again.

he thought of France,

of the feat, the terror

those victims felt.
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fear is god,

he felt pop into his mind.
he stood up

and threw the bottle

near the garbage,

it broke on the fridge

and shattered to the floor.

glass flew around the kitchen,
little black glistening
shards fleeing from

the point of impact.

the ants, the roaches,

scrambling in terror.

fear is god,

he thought, again.
I must be

a god,
then.
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CALL FOR SUBMISSIONS

We publish two issues per academic year (August—May) and
have two reading periods. We carefully consider work from all
writers who send submissions. We accept work in traditional,
non-traditional and multi-generic forms. We accept individual
and collaborative pieces. We accept fiction, nonfiction, poetry,
spoken word, music, sound instillation, video submissions,
comic strips, and review essays. Please proofread work that you
send; although we try to maintain the integrity of experimental
work, Euphemism reserves the right to fix any obvious typos.
We do have several editors who are happy to work with writers
who would appreciate an extra editorial eye. Please visit our
website at https://english.illinoisstate.edu/euphemism/index.
htm to learn more.
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