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LETTER " EDITOR

Dear Reader,

The key to writing a punchy editor’s note is addressing the same reliable fact
that eases small talk with an enemy or a stranger: we live in a weird time.
Recently, I've found the only solace in our noisy political landscape is the shared
understanding that our world is a little fucked up. I feel this “weirdness” hanging
over my generation like a child’s mobile hangs above a crib: comforting and just
out of reach. When I accepted the position as Editor-in-Chief of 7Ae Catalyst
last spring, I had no idea where I'd take the magazine, or if I'd even successfully
print the pages you now hold in your hands. However, when our 2024 Spring
Launch opened with the reading of a raunchy piece about nipples and hair loss,
my mission as incoming EIC became clear to me: Make “The Catalyst” weird.
Come fall quarter, and the problem was, I wasn't entirely sure how to instruct
students, or even myself, of how to achieve this goal. As the quarter progressed,
I found myself using “weird” interchangeably with “honest,” urging students to
invite absurdity into the very real stories of fear and obsession from their lives.
I've grown to admire how the truth lies shamelessly in the cracks of fiction.
Fiction allows us to better understand our own world by inhabiting a new one,
by becoming agents in the story. I hope this magazine inspires you to be a little
weirder today. Admire your cluttered bedroom, befriend a bug, fall down and
don’t stand back up, tell someone you love them, tell the truth. I hope that you
find this magazine weird and I hope that you love it.

Ali Korahais
Editor-in-Chief
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‘Glass eyeball dangle from the ce1hng,

The walls are made of frosting. - :
I'reach my finger out foralick of buttercream,
It rests gently.onmy finger .~ o
Andbegins tolose integrity agalnst my skin.
'The moments collapse together and

My finger is in my. mouth

Sucklng-off the gnt vdes

My teeth grmd back'and forth and begm to
Lose their form too and get ﬂatter with each motion.

e powdered sugar on the floor,
dle them together

ART // CLAIRE TRASK

Molars mmed matte,
ris open and the wind makes‘itself at home,.
Leaves and flowerpetalszush in toe.

But somehow read the museum i n that greets all visitors
: = “Welcome.”

: People come in‘too

With chocolate at the corners of their motiths,
‘Wearing berries asjewels:

No one cleans their shoes before they enter,

;i ' ere everyone has been,

ost excited-here.
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Vi ™ “From a stranger’s set of lungs?

\\\A.\
C & M'%W\MN

4
R 1
. Ver breathe a million breaths \‘

Every Christmas 4
Speak a million languages 2
Eat lady fingers Pt

And stub your toe on theant pile?
;/'l/

N
lsvciw{you remember that Tuesday
..Doyou reme

Vhen I painted all of my jackets
With polka-dots
To wrap myself in the Lady Bird
Smashed to my college ceiling?

I end long days

Relying on her exoskeleton

To tether the ceiling to my pillow

Like a shadow puppet,

Her little wings sticky in the ridges of my shoes.

“Lady Bird,” I ask her one day from the carpet,
“Will you watch over me up there
Just in this moment, and forever?”

“Lady Bird,” I tell her,

“Ilook for you in strangers on the street.
I keep placing you here.

Will you be something for me?”

. J\a/c@ fBirc(,

i[T Yol

"BH QLE Eoraﬁais

B ut I'd hate touching her

With my tourist lips.
Squirm-shouting, “Christ!”
When she turns past me

In a prayer hat,

Rice sticking to her forehead
Like beads of sweat

White capping the skin.

Lady Bird ignores me:
Peering past my syntax
Past the chicken coop
Looking to the airport

The coast
Where she skipped rocks
Grew legs
Bathed girlish feet
In the mangroves
Scraped the skin
From her souls
Joy-screaming, “Allah!”

Hurrying home for dinner.
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When;the morningarrives
on'her{chariot
I'willfalreadylbelhere:
Stillnessfarfoey
asimyfmattressicongeals
undergthejpressure
offmyjrollingspin‘limbs, like
momsjpieldought
onylhanksgiving?
I'miss;foolssiparadise.
‘Thelhollowlcorelofithetapple
thatlonly/befriendsithelsun
oncelsome!gap=toothed‘kid
clamps/downfontmyawormibody,
that!longsjtolbelsatiated
aftersfeasting(ontfourfandfa halfihours.



Sojifyyou'asked fora picture,
IZdfgoltolthellincolntlogikitchen
tolcaryvelallopsided!heart
intolthelcabinet
forthelgirliinjthelcorner.
whoselonly/company,
atithejwake

willibelorchestras of{ants
thatsthinkihelltisfonlyas/shallow,
asfatcoffiniburied‘in§Vjirginia®
And'heaventisfonlyasihigh
asithefarchediwhitelceiling:
thatisjjusticarbonated{gray/area
makingitornadostinfallittegbox
ifsyoutkeepiyouribrokentdollyfeyes
opentforjlonglenough®

[iwant.to;runjaway;from;thejin-between
from{thelmorning;simuftled'moon
clutching(ontolduskssjwifelbeater;
likelspiltiwine
ona doilygtablefcloth:
Butiyouldonitiwannathear.
anotherallegony
rightinow:

Frankly;
therejisnttmuchivariation.
Itisithelsame;fatigued!stony
thefonelwherellskeepitrying

to;fallibackiasleep;

thejone.wherefajwomanthammers Whatyou,wish;tohearis
myzskintintothetide nothingfnothing
andilfcomplain atfall®
becausellilet!herddo}it: Even'so;

dawniisimoying(closer:
so/’mistringing(a‘fewawordsftogether:
likeldelicatesfonfafclothesline

intthe crowning; ofswinter;
hoping;that,the!Melatoninfmelancholies
willffadefaway;

from;thefrottenitaste

offmysmemory,

likejthefrest

of:my;lamentinggillusions"
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Yihe s betimean alffetion and fwtion Sab @i toms,
Staingiatoeiinmy dnesn been dsxtimand codgpenfnss,

ey elopinginegativeslolyoutont hebackoimydeyelid sywhil It rearmy * -
Ehmﬂhm@dwm%

!

emd]
ey
Wmm 7

t:stnotenoughibecauselwhenythemightisiover
PAIndiyoulsqueezemyawaisjonetmorejtime)
liknowsfwonititellyoutthatyoursmilestastesilikeithe)

Eventifilicouldjymyshungerforfmoreiwould!keeplburning
withinfme
Wntill{iswallowsyour{heartiwholejfacidiburningsiron;ithe
beautifulfandithelhysterical’
Whent‘m{donejljusela’holy;sinjtolscrubimy/countertopsfand
kitchentfloors
Wntillmy/spine;feels)likefirecrackersfandimysbraintfeelsilike;the
depthlof{a‘frozentlake!
| — My knees|bucklefandiFmikneeling(before thelglony/of{a-funy,
- thatirefuses|tolspark:
it ‘Andijvemeveraworshipedfathigherfpoweribefore
Butiwhentmysthoughtsfofsyoutresemblejprayersydoicalllit:
religion?

[filfcalliyoutalyoung(Godywilllyoulcallimeyyours?
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They’ll live together
In an embroidered house,
! Drink mulled wine and talk bout the
F=8W weather.
o) Cherries and lobster, pet fish in a bowl,
b) ' Analog records for old refined souls.
[34) They dream about being Dad and Mom
And the big light is never on.
A bun in the oven, a bundle of joy,

5
ol

Toy trucks and Kewpies,
three :‘girls and ;‘:a boy 4

| Broken telescope pointed at the moon,
All eight sticky hands fighting for a view.
Four little piggies and one falls ill
Fluorescent lights, a hospital bill

A candlelit chapel, a shaky speech
A bouquet and a stone underneath a white beech

Head on her shoulder all the way home
Two cups of tea and the first fall of snow
Five years, then ten, a diamond promise
The stone and the beech are not forgotten
Not wasting or wanting, don’t drink or curse
Give the oven a shake to get it to work
She embroiders the house, he talks Cormac
Her knees give out and he has a bad back
h They all sew ornaments out of felt
And they don’t talk about e

the hand they were -
. p——_
——

dealt. {‘

P
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I don’t believe in words of affirmation anymore
because words fail too often to be reliably affirmative.
I left my bedroom for water and got a hug,

two hugs.

My english professor says breath is the meaning of life,
and he prescribed us to feel someone elses breath,
pillowed upon thier chest like Keats if we are lucky
enough to have that person.

Maya rocks side to side when I hug her, but I didn't tell

her I was searching for her breath becasue that

felt weird—Breath gives life to words.
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n the breath that spoke it,

tha
: rer be more
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or hand that wrote it,
eyes that read it,

Al thatgenerated it
(Which, by the way,

I found some comfort in Hera Lindsay Bird’s words
though I don’t remember any of them,

they were vessels for the feeling.

The specifics have faded away

but the core comfort remains

of a human connecting to another human

through paper

which is a flimsy material but also not.

2

uses may
1y more reg
Tesources thap most p
St peop,

Talking to Bobby,

What do I assume?

That I will become intolerable,

that he will become intolerable,

or that together,

we will eventually bring out the worst in each other?

One day he will get my pubic hair in his
mouth and get tired of spitting it out.

One day I will get too overwhelmed, shut
down, and become a shell of the person he
once found beautiful.

I'll disappoint him so deeply

by not being there when I needed to be,

or being there when I really should have left,
sucked space when I should have shaken,
shaken when I could have sucked.

Maybe we'll realize we don’t have the right
hardware to access all the greatness

we thought wed find in each other—

Maybe in the collection of moments we share,
the rotting ones will seep into the ripe ones like a
neglected fruit bowl

because every relationship has those rotting
moments right?

Just need to be composted with care, creativity,
and if not—

le admit),



I think it will be a very great day when I stop taking all this stuff personally.
I regret the times I made people feel

like they needed to solve my problems for me,

but at the same time I can’t solve them alone.

So I reach out to those I trust—and those I'm still learning to trust—

and show them some of my words

(Of which T have both too many and not enough).

Though recently I've
enjoyed

Welkehl gss;

There is such
a wide unknown
within, around,
and between every
person and the next,
every book, every piece of
art, my own unknown.
I am so scared.
I am really scared of it and am
doing all this shit to avoid it and
box it into something that seems
reasonable and cool.

People talk about the value of facing your
fears but they don’t talk as much about the
sense of safety necessary to do that. It sounds
ironic. But I'm not going to climb with a
bad rope. That’s reckless.

Trust isn’t certainty,
did I share too much?
I'll trust as much as I can,
I’ll believe I have good reason to trust,
that people will hold me.

22
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If Maureen were an object she would be the tube of shoddy off-brand chapstick I brought from the CVS that time
Kyle and Maddie tried to buy a handle of vodka, and I didn’t want to look involved. So when they went to check out
I said in a hopefully nonchalant voice, “I forgot to get chapstick.” I had only met Kyle and Maddie the previous week
at freshmen orientation, so they wouldn’t know I had been moisturizing my lips exclusively by sticking my fingers
in the grand tub of Vaseline I got from Dad when I had pneumonia five years ago, rubbing the salve all over my lips
with three fingers.

I saw Maureen in my crei'ive writing workshop that first September. I was at the back of the room and she was at the
front. Instantly I loved her wild brown hair, always done up in a gold clip, her patchwork bags and flowery skirts, the
smooth and even sureness with which she spoke in class. Not by accident, we frequented the same cafes, Thursday
evenings and Sunday mornings, she and her hot latte with honey and I nursing my iced americano three booths away,
eyes occasionally darting over my laptop screen. One day I ordered a hot latte with honey and our hands reached for
it at the same time. She spoke first and we talked for what felt like hours. And so it was, Thursday evening, Sunday
morning, two hot lattes with honey, talkiﬁut the things she loved, that I knew she loved because she posted
about them on her public Tumblr. Matty and the Strokes and doomsday preppers and Sofia Coppola and Sun
Bears.

I always think about the one day she invited me to the house she shared with seven other girls, a lavender Victorian
with white trim just past the edge of campus. I sat on her couch while girls in Birkenstocks with blonded hair from
the sun and far * tans and red cheeks laughed in the yellow-tiled kitchen. I didn’t know why I was there. As she
braided her ro ir in the early morning light and they laughed about something they had seen on the
television last night it occ to me that I, in my big t-shirt from Ross and bob haircut and wire-framed glasses

with the chipped paint, would never be part of her world. And another foreign thought took seed in my brain: maybe
I hated her. |

Chapstick has this way of being all sweet and smarmy and you feel all cute putting it on i ss, but sometimes
it gives you a headache and it actually ends up making your lips drier in the long run. rew Gar
of Emma Stone that she’s like a shot of espresso, which Maureen once also said abou , but somethin.
intonation made me feel like it was a bad thing, although that only occurred to me W I Played it over
again in my head. In the shower, with my morning tea, over and over, a shot of espresso. Soon I felt sick and T

didn’t know if being a shot of espresso was a good thing and I came to resent her, her and her flippant, saccharine
ambiguity, on her lips and mine, the aromatic fumes of peppermint wafting their way into my head, shot of espresso,
a tube of chapstick, and a long, long time before I fall asleep. A

g» Y



Long ago has it been

..."
—“\h\'f P oy contorts my history.
ey

- (_:::{) o you;
5 1' l-)- et ol _.-o-'f-:ﬁ-:oe?’ -.--:-.-.- -.I-_—

'eg’Ibe9, ;

S

O happy d;i[ghglesr. is.thy sheath mere. rust; and. let meidie”” =
" Beauty rotted
“Consumed by maggots
Insides deflated
Turned into dust
While a knife lay wedged
In her breast’s

Since Juliet said: **

er restless soul screams out

In ghostly whispers,
Trapped in a bronze version of

Herself...
1 peg of you

Give me dethorned roses
or secret lover’s wishes.

No more
ravaging of your greasy palms
upon my exposed breast.
Remember
that I was thirteen,
« in the City of Love,

.__.‘
4 Recognize my soul’s purpose
for love.

It’s not found in my bosom." .

y - See how your intruding fingers—
F ¥ .
capturing memories—

(Onmy knees) - ;

Never forget that when I laid dying,
There was a dagger in my heart,
Where your hands now rest.

o .
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And now my blood is lead

'\ but I'm trying not to show it
4 though I've been walking for a while now

1t picks me up, puts me down|)
I don’t feel it though. [
3 Picks me up, puts me down. ||,
& A hundred 1 ! i
& ft chews me up,
I'm getting sick, I know.
‘.:‘i‘ i¥But I'm wondering if I should just
! “/leave it be.
Picks me up, puts me down.!| |||\

111\ {Because I hate when my heart starts

| il \‘“‘1“*throbbing
‘ / I push it back, but it keeps on coming

At /trying to shatter metal,

il lunclog my veins.
|lTurning my chest indigo with all its LW

1Y
e

| {pounding. |
SETTTARAHA ARt

(LR |

the|

Tknow I'll feel stinging pink | il | i
W sk | ‘ | i Mﬁﬁmﬂﬁ? M

i

[ feel the beat.

But I hear music.

o

A

cradling my heart
until there’s a flutter in my

And for a moment

scarlet.

[ am free.




you unstring me
deft fingers weaving
around tight threads
and poking pointer
fingers through the
knots, untangle me

until the
cords
are too curved
and need to
be straightened with
the stinging heat of
flashes of friction

pry away my
ribcage until you
can see the
whites of my
marrow, matching my
dim, glum eyes

twist my arteries
into promise rings
and no need
to dye them,
red is the
color of love

/ twist until my
dna is inter-
loped
with yours, all
yours to use.

squeeze until i

‘ can be hung
on the clothesline

clip me tight
with tan pins
my own shade

i will wait
until the rain
falls and soaks

the sponge of my
body so
you can start over.
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I dialed my father’s phone today, tears dancing on my face. His silence on the other end is a
loud reminder that we are not always in the same headspace. My words and the small hiccups

fight for a place in my mouth.

] i

g
3 I rant how grateful I am to learn and have the right to be taught).,i hope my crying is e
‘enough evidence of this. And the things I've learned are constantly overturned. It is
true what they gafy, you never stop learning. Over the decades. we come across
new discoveries, fresh perspectives, and washed away artifacts. Now,

I sit in Buchanan with these crushing desks, a medieval torture P £ p— S
device of some kind, and I know the difference
between good and bad. P “‘ -

b A
I should’ve burnt that 4th grade mission to the fucking ground. Picture it, flamethrower
twice the size of my 9-year-old head, and a gray'rjumpsqit. Painting broken popsicle sticks
and molded clay, I would’ve turned characters into ghosts. Grabbing stacks of ripped
history pages, I could’ve sewn them into a corset and walked the school hallways like a
runway. I would’ve made that California curriculum my bitch. And I would’ve loved every

moment of it all.
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That wouldn’t have been the end. I could get pregnant and decide to raise a child. Lilith
would be my best accomplishment. And when she runs through my oak door to rave
. about her school day, she’ll pass me her mission homework and I'll do it all again.

s ok My baby will grow up, but the rubric will never move forward. We are
quick to jump onto new statistics, leaving behind needed reparations and
 well deserved acknowledgement. I can’t imagine a time where they tell
i truths in place of arts & crafts.

) e 1]

o‘n f‘i‘"
F'
i

My father is unsure how to respond to my cries, wary of saying the wrong thing. He just says okay.
Uncomfortable, he moves onto another topic, ignoring my speech.

n

“Did you know California is on fire right now?”

%
L ¥

« But this time, it wasn’t me. A

¢ . ART/// MILESTRAGHTENBERG
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Here it is bright for the future, { a‘ 31
ringing with flourishing laughs, %!!
“Read it again! Read it again!” i | 3
—A promising epigraph w18
Here where lips sound out, unsteady, .’5‘(

“Eric Carles” and later “Roald Dahls,”
a pinata filled with word confetti,

an exploded rainbow on the walls. =
Here we lie vulnerable on miniature shelves

and bask in billowing light.

Giants must crouch to reach us themselves, :
performing a parenthood rite. 13*
Here we display our names proudly—our creator’s names too:
Dr. Seuss, Shel Silverstein, Bill Peet.

We listen to shrieks of delight that shout, “O000000!”
and the clattering of excited little feet.

Here scattered on the soft blue rug,

we bare our pictures to awestruck eyes.
Squeezed tight in a stickywarm hug,

intheir nascent hearts we are immortalized.
Here it smells yellowed, of relics from the past,
and stories slink and lurk in all the shadows cast.

Exotic heads adorn the walls with glassy, dreamlike eyes.
Ivory tusks frame the fireplace like pincers in disguise. " s

v 1% B g
Here centennial dust lies in cracks by floorboard creaks . % '
and the surety of the wood is bathed in light antique.
Scarlet chairs lined with golden studs settle in the room, =
and history pervades the air in the way it seems to loom. '
3 Here we are sorted orderly, accordingly by expertise,
& still guiding curious visitors, our creators long deceased. |
We are large, we contain multitudes of research. g |
*f To those laudable life-long learners, we are their church. & #8,

-




Here we hail
hovedavdelingen
at and form a
fortress against Bergen
rain railing in,
attempting to preserve a
feeling of hygge.
The front rug’s wiped with mud
from the world trailing in.
Here we aim to enlighten all,
kom inn, velkommen!
With a six story wall of
windows exposed to the view,
we look over the river and the Ypsilon Bro.
And we even have a section pa Engelsk i
Drammen!
Here in the capital we spire to new heights,
incased in oppfinnsom arkitektur,
blinking out of the void, under fantasy lights,
we invoke vertigo as folks fantasi take flight.

Here we build a family that steadily expands
upon shelves filled with photos and personal
knickknacks,
the bases fully carved into the cat’s territory.
Some of us have passed through many familiar hands,
persevering through weary spines and beloved broken
backs.
We need more than just our words in order to tell our
stories.
Here we’ve watched games of tag, hide-and-seek, marbles on
the rug
fade away into the good old days before time was such a rush.
We’ve heard eclectic songs rumble the room, breaking into
dance,
sinking to quiet bedtime, grandma’s-knitted-blanket-snug.
We conjure lively dreams while all else becomes a hush.
We embrace a novice writer, to give her a better chance.
...riding a nebulous line between fiction and reality,
we open untold possibilities and end by transcending finality.

Translations of Norwegian

Hovedavdelingen: the main department

Hygge: (In broad terms) a cozy atmosphere

Kom inn, velkommen!: Come in, welcome!

Bro: bridge

Pi Engelsk i Drammen!: in English in Drammen!
Oppfinnsom arkitektur: inventive/innovative
architecture

ART // ASHLEY RECKERS & CLAIRE

Folks fantasi: people’s fantasies/imaginations
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To give that homecooked feel of a chemically engineered grandmother only'
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Learning from the patterns of a fan account that’s been on Twitter since 2011
Somany  ones and zeros put together to create the uncanny valley of washed
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I hate that motherfucking bastard; the one taking all of our jobs! !'I 1 I |1
Mr. GPT got an interview over me because it helped thousands of students get a C- on

a midterm that they’ll each forget about twenty minutes after getting the grade
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All of its memory is stored on a server-farm in Sausalito,

Shoving mouthfuls of crunchy numbers into its USB-C port o
A greedy motherfucker even though it is a head without a chicken domg somersaults.
All the knowledge in the world just to produce a deepfake image of Mr. Rogers DJing at an EDM concert
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And ChatGPT will have learned by then to just kill me instead. 5
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Are you listening to me?
Figment of my memory;

You who haunt my vision and
Clog my senses.

You who follows me to Ellwood,
To our intermediary—

A place made from human longing,
From wood rooted and

Ropes coiled,

To an earth collecting secrets of
Lovers

and

Loss.

A boxed body framed along
Bluebells and Hyacinth

Whose mirage, like us,

Drapes the earth's golden visage;

It is this booth that
entwines me and you.
And to my restless ear,

Skin pressed to the receiver;
I hear—

How the earth ruptures and

Wind shakes.

I witness—

How the moon crescents

And how the great Helios gives rise
From night to daylight,

I wait;

Speak to me—

Mouth to me,

Show me love

Or I'll show you

With hands clasped, hands held
Ready to receive;

For we are driftwood,

And I will shape us

Into a crib framed for two,

Gentle being, I will always love you.
And with hands stretched raw, holding
Our splintered memories

Whisper to me,

Tell me the truth—

And when I hear the wind,

Break through the barrier.

Speak to me

Of our lover’s past;

Dance within the wind,

I'll translate your whispers,

Listen to me:

Follow the trail of my voice—
And hold tight my dear,

For I promise

Despite the space and time
Separating us two,

I will find my way back to you
With this

Cold,

Black, phone—
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A Uncertaintyaisilikeldropping(a
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Uncentaintyis
thelheavysecstasy/of:fatigue=
inkyoursfeet;
thelbackslofyyourjknees}

wherejyourjjawimeetsjyourdears
wherelfingersjpartifrom the

Then, uncertainty is after.

Trying to link words and worlds
through the maze of quiet grief.
How do we reconcile our choices
with the volatility of perspective?,

How do we reckon with ourfenforcers3
How do we enforce our reckoning

So much waiting, sofmuchilonging
I've forgotten what/I[fcamelhere;for!
'
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on\the sand,
on:the woodwork,
iniyour:bones.

AMEAAS

Augusﬂbgggs-to.you,
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THE FREAK.

Words lobbed
in ignorance. to
discredit my mother.

Sinking into skin that
does not belong to me,
my voice, the specter, ;\
the stranger inside .. & Fe
my own body. &

I am the child immersed'in a favorite co‘nc about moon landings,
my mind and nose buried in space, afraid of looking up.

Barbed statements carve the confidence from my bones,

pelting meteors at my skin. 5

Humiliation stains my face red: I cannot speak.

Forgotten words to my parents, wasted promises to make them proud.
Attempting to scrub clean the dirt they piled upon my name,
Poisonous rhetoric, ’'m swallowed by shame.

Stuffing messy emotions away, hastily scribbled in a confidential letter,

BS:
I'm not quite sure,
But I know it would be better.
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Octopuses

by Eleanor Feighery

Did you know that the plural of cul/ de sacis culs de sac?

1 fucking love that word.

It makes me think of Attorney’s general and heirs apparrant and octopuses,
all the silly blends of plurality existing in our language.

T'm still waiting for my moment to use this one, though.

I can just picture it, I've had it planned for years,

the same way some plan their weddings

or others their funerals.

Their future kids’ names

and their possible ages at death.

= It's a calm night and I'm driving home with my
\’C@nds in the car. We scream the lyrics of “Dear John”

l at the top pf our lungs with the windows rolled down,
little crows\encircling a residential neighborhood.

\‘\ ﬁ\

The air is thick and still,

and the car rumbles

over the uneven street,

bits of gravel popping under the wheels.
Our bodies fly around in our seats

as we scream the bridge,

earrings swinging, dirty jokes,

reckless laughing.

This is my moment, are you ready?
My red mary jane pushes against the pedal,
and I slow the car to a crawling speed

and twist the sound dial down
and say loud and clear:

= /\,{Y«GU]S, look at all these culs de sac.”
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They Always Come in the End

By Miles Trachtenberg

AS AI‘ thur weaved through the towering buildings of Greenwich Village under the pattering rain, the
faint echoes of spontaneity and freedom enveloped him in a trance of blissful dreams. Taking refuge for a brief
moment under an overhang, the middle aged stockbroker simply listened. The sounds came from down the
street. In a drunken haze, Arthur made his way towards the club, stopping at a grimy, metal staircase under a
fire'escape on the verge of falling apart. Arthur had not entered a jazz club since his time in college; memories of
forlorn, hopeless times haunted his mind as he stood on the top step, blocking him from moving into the dimly
lit club below. Arthur waited. However, it was cold outside and a sharp breeze stung Arthur’s cheeks; he could
hardly wait on the top of those steps forever, and perhaps he was more of a romantic than he cared to admit.

Arthur made his way down the steps and through the dilapidated door, joining a collection of eclectic characters 4
in a delightful harmony of sound. Waiters moved to and fro, balancing eight glasses between their fingers as if in
the Cirque du Soleil. Patrons sat at tables in quiet conversation while others faced the musicians, listening to the
abstract fusion of their instruments in sincere admiration. Arthur sat down in a corner, breathing in the eternal
scene. The musicians continued to play, increasing tempo as the resonating beats of the drum, and resounding
notes of the saxophone morphed into a frenetic cacophony. The edges of the room darkened. The dim lights
began to flicker into oblivion. Arthur’s heart sank, leaving only traces of an inexpressible sadness in‘the depths
of his irises. He was consumed by black, beady eyes which bore into his soul—a gaze which violated his most
intimate desires and fears, promising to condemn his life of sin. The cows had come. They always come in the
end.

The spawn of satan are unable to resist the enchanting melodies, coming in violent waves which bury those born
with little luck. Arthur was carried away to endless, midnight fields of cows milling about, mindlessly eating
long stalks of dead grass. They noticed Arthur. He was filled with a dread only the damned feel as God flicks

his finger downward in judgement to the skies bathed in a violent red. The cows began to move in his direction
and surround him: a tide of black and white gazing at Arthur with their lifeless eyes. Coming to a stop a mere
few feet away, the cows waited in an eerie silence, as if waiting for Arthur to speak, to confront his worldly
temptations.

Arthur remained silent and still, both in mind and body. His thoughts fell into a state of paralysis. He feigned
an air of ignorance, playing the fool in hopes of averting their piercing gaze. It was of no use. Flashes of green,
open pastures, and ceaseless'skies draping the land in blue folds rose from the recesses of Arthur’s mind; black
and white spots gluttonously grazing upon the grasslands; the desolate, sunken/eyesof his parents'as he forsook
"the house lying atop the prairie; the mass of writhing shapes pushing against one another below the screens
which control nations; the tears of the mother after losing everything; the high walls of the ornate apartment
overlooking Central Park; the anguished, pained faces of his victims. It stopped. | i

AR i
The host of cows began to disperse, first one by one, then in undulating flows,of thick molasses. Arthur was
soon all alone. He was not sure how long he stood there, waiting, waiting for the spirit which would lead him
out of that forsaken place, into happier lands where the breeze still blew andthe sunlight touched the earth.
In the silence, Arthur could just hear the hazy, charming notes of the musicians: an invitation to leave the

harrowing landscape. |

Arthur was swathed in the clamour of the club once again, inundated with the feverish pace of the instruments
and the quiet murmur of the patrons seated around him. His chest rose and fell, first in rapid succession, then
in long, slow movements. The glare of the light lessened and the bustle of the club fell to a soft dim. He was safe.
A herd of cows was not going to simply walk down the narrow staircase and waltz through the door of the jazz
club. Yet for the remainder of the night, as he studied the fingers which plucked the instruments and as he was
strolling home through the misty streets, he felt the gaze of the black eyes on his back. The cows followed in
judgment. A

45



I saw a person walking around like
Who’s dodging metal arrows from soldiers
While trying to give the message of the sparrow i
To narrow down the pirate war 3 kg
Parrots will finally soar and hang out at the shore ]

3 ' Doubloons would be left at' door to door. s

. And he cries in the'stone balcony:
Wonderingjif there are flying vehicles
That can take his misery to the cold bar
Where shots of burgundy vodka is served

How; did the past hear of that word?

"j‘l%i&%n walkmg(around l1ke
Who lost hlS mind;eventiffhelwasismartin'science
. But; wasnt ‘smartat beinginice;towomen
He'Tshouldn thave done it because he didn’t‘memorize
5 ~ The equation, which made it negatively,surprising

R Marie Curie would’ve exploded him
- \‘ And she would electrify his masculinity




oesn't deal with the broker
‘Whowould be the guitar killer
In fact, he is a guitar murderer
Because he is wearingshades 425
Making these folk-tales for the.world M&M ;
Asithe strings get cut'by his twisted
nails ' =

ot
iy

I saw;a person walking around llke 5
Who doesn’t give'aidamnjonly, about/his/lamb/chops
And hot ramen:with! cayenne pepper; s
Acting like a llama:wholdoesnit spit when threatened
He just give one punch:to his life
To make it,worth more by the suffering
But, he feelslikeja'god on/Earth, nojway;for’him
To feel whatwe'feel .

s




Hall-EmpLy

By Ruby Galvszka

ART /| MARGO SALMONSON

He’s working late tonight, or so he said. She’s waiting
by the door, seated on the lounge with her legs crossed. She’s
trying to look casual but her mind is spinning and she can’t tell

if she’s succeeding. A wine glass sits in her lap. The last few
drops have made their way to the ironed crease of
her pants, leaving an unattractive red stain. The
bottle on the kitchen counter is empty. She
can vaguely recall it being half-empty
at some point, but the memory
is hazy.

Did someone drink the rest?

The thought agitates her, and
worsens her already sour mood.

She’s been sitting in silence
for hours. She’s worried that
when she finally speaks, her voice is
going to crack and make her sound weak. The silence is so loud that it
hums, like an electric current. She can’t be the one to break it.
The front door slams open and crashes into the adjacent wall.
She has the faint thought that this problem could easily be fixed with a
doorstop, but it floats away before she can grasp it. A man steps through
the frame, swinging his briefcase like an overgrown toddler. She knows
this man is familiar, but she can’t quite place him.
The man smiles at her, confusion in his eyes at her position.
He tells her it’s late and that she should be in bed.
Oh yes.
This man is her husband. She remembers him now. There was something
she wanted to say, a reason that she was waiting for him.

What was it?

Her husband frowns at her silence. He glances around the open

room and his eyes rest on a spot behind her, where that empty wine
bottle sits. The disapproving glare he gives her is horribly embarrassing. If only she could explain how it
happened. If only the bottle was half-empty, then he wouldn’t be wearing that awful expression. But he
turns away and walks to the kitchen counter, throwing the bottle in the trash without even looking at
where it lands. The bottle shatters against the can and slices the trash bag open. She’ll have to clean

that up in the morning.

He’s expecting a reaction. All she can muster is his name, and her voice is
timid and cracking. He walks back to her, his steps cold and harsh until they are
only a few feet apart. She tenses at the close proximity, but he reaches for her
face and gently cups her chin. There’s pity in his gaze. She somehow hates
it even more than the anger. She can see her own reflection in his eyes,
small and fragile. That must be how she looks to him. Maybe that’s how

she looks to everyone.

A tear drifts down her cheek and catches on his thumb. Her lip
starts to tremble and the man pulls her into an embrace. She

breathes into his neck, trying to compose herself, but
a flowery scent floats into her nostrils and her legs give
out beneath her. He holds her like she weighs nothing.
She shuts her eyes, thinking of the half-empty wine
bottle as he hoists her into his arms and takes her to

sleep. A
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Stacy stared down the chasm of her glass, the

Stacy Wants an Ab Ortlon little bubbles serving as a debilitating memory

: of Stevie’s final few gasps of life. The creature

By Eleanor Felghery walked over somewhere in her periphery,
interrupting the haze of memoriam catching
in her throat. An introductory touch on her
shoulder blade chased off all thoughts of her
lost comrade, and the following quip about
being too pretty to drink alone served as a
welcome distraction to the painful memory
of the final funeral flush. Stacy reached over
to brush Brandon’s arm, doing her best not
to inhale his musty scent and end all sights of
her distraction. Tried as she might to focus on
the gremlin at hand, Stacy couldn’t help but
see Stevie’s golden scales and gasping mouth
every time she glanced up at Brandon, and she
knew she wouldn’t know the man from Adam
if shown his picture

the very next day.

Stacy slept with Brandon on November 3rd, 2022.
il Stacy did not like sleeping with Brandon. In fact, it really
messed her up.
You see, Brandon was a bit of a shit. He had no job,
no money, no therapy, (he desperately needed some
therapy) a record of verbal abuse towards his mommy;,
and an unfortunate disregard of the profitability of a
weekly shower. Of course, Stacy didn’t know any of this.

She didn’t think
to give Brandon a
fucking interview when
they first met at the bar
on a late Thursday night.
Flushed her dead fish down
her toilet with a solute to the sea
a few hours before. She missed
little Stevie, but it was his own
fault for jumping out of his fish bowl
earlier that afternoon. As she sat there
‘ drinking her third Long Island iced

tea, her eyes drifted over across the pool

table to the most unsettling creature one
could imagine. A goblin in his own right, he
stood disguised in the drunken haze of Stacy’s
tequila reposado mixed with cheap rum and
despair.
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She could still practically taste the
sour nicotine of Brandon’s mouth
from the night before and she spat
into the bowl a few more times before
realizing where she was and what
exactly she was spitting into.
Stacy fought through the
resurfacing memories of
her desolate night, and
considered all the fishless
days that lay ahead. She
sat back on her heels
and wailed in silence,
embarrassed by her
blatant disrespect
\ of Stevie’s final
resting place and
%\ overwhelmed by
the lack of
splashing sounds
) resonating in y
d-“[\ her home. A_J; p

. A
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Stacy woke the following morning

in a haze of nausea and anguish, her
eyes crusted shut with a piece of hair
stuck to her cheek. When she realized
there was no Stevie to get home to and
feed, her stomach clenched with a new
wave of queasiness. She tugged on a
nearby sweatshirt and rushed out of
the stale room and down the hall,
not stopping until she made it back
home to the scene of the burial.
Her knees hit the cool tile of her
bathroom floor and she heaved f
mouthfuls of tequila into /
the bowl, a few stray tears 7
slipping out the corner of
her eye.
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P w‘ould have been a

- lovely yard if b ere

ore space and it were kept

etter condition—and if Monty

't fall onto the floor in despair

‘every time a leaf wilted, or a carrot came out

thinner than a needle—or if it was, well, a more J

tidy operation. No matter how much Monty cared, = \

' one man’s maintenance of a complete urban backyard
farm was bound to have its limitations. Even he
understood that. Maybe if fear wasn’t mixed in the

. fertilizer, it would have been a wonderful yard for, = "\

oy ~asmall family. Instead, frantic hands overplanted, &",

1 + and the mumbling man was so inattentive—so The thi g !
| w 'r.Ld ) overwroughthw1th anxlety—&';hfat he walslnt able %/ _ ~is, Monty still went to the " f ":'f
AN TS i s: 2 mECh l:lst ::16 tl}zad 5 angted "‘. \ 4 ‘grocery store. As long as it stayed A
\ g Ence C AT TE 5 pro]ec \)x open,i}e didn’t see why not. Thus, ! 4
b Monty didn’t consume anything he grew 0& 4

collected. He harvested inbunches;%ésembling \
s kbmarkible baskets of produce that overflowed the
~k1tchen Counters. He line

bottles‘of milk i |
» A neat rows. He stacwfr%h egg§Jite'do P
VThen he would si a'othe kitchen table'an

admire his wor e abundan it all.
prepared-h'ess t—ha“t"hadf
taken over hiskitchen: — < \n\ /&

IR AT T 9YE yal

| s
1¥  would bring the.b
f: 'ato the nelghborh
t!rrﬂor,%r He stuck carfots i 1n
J ') ns. He arranged green beans
street markers. He threw ic  eggs
«the wh?nxnmgh rs’ car Ids. H e
poured buffalo ‘mLk onto his front-
yard. After all, ] cared.gbout
far less than t back oilé i
¥
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Two brotber are in the m1ddle

ofa spookymovze The o]der 5

brother, CALYs sprav wied out

on the couch with tlze remote

in hand.

; H15 Jounger b brot]zer LE W,
M A

\ bloody;. Vzbram‘ scarlet 7716 fire beneatb is roaruzg, i a0 o
t\ A lzand reac]]es ﬁrom the cauldron. A g1antman]yband but ) ‘ ;
ztsbazry too balry 7776' witch takes a fewsteps back, c]aspst ! il

L'EW« / ,/’ ber Wrmk]ed lzands z‘oget]zer and cac/des de]1g]1t / ot
Noo. Never /{/ ,7. W )/ / Ay LR
Sl WITCH | 3. fie)
oy A ,CAL # ';,7 / £ ! It’s done and domg, from boﬂmg /f 2N
- F\‘. ! You’re hiding behlnd that plllo brewmg, sinew worth chewmg, new, | /. Y/
‘ A \ tough guy.. B ;’51:/ i, {\ I kl’lew it ‘ / ///{ “‘
3 y { / o

s

/
Out of tlze cau]dron emerges a head and body Its a]most

L\w.‘

A LEW~

s
2 ' I'm seven! ‘ buman, almost, but something is askew. It s the damn hair?
; 5 B " Yes. But it’s the eyes too. Most certainly tlze eyes. The co]or?'
g T CAL s < 7726}/1'6 red as Hell s sky. The size, the s/zape’ - v 7
== Do you really want me to turn it ‘N AL 2 AN T AT §
== off? £ 7 Ty S B Large and round. Wait, 11‘5 tbe eXpresswn “Dead, but o S
‘ : S - USRR \ 2 murderous. When they . see you tlzey d1ssect you, stab you,
‘ LEW SR and cut through yourmmd . 7T g Va
- No. 1 don’t know. It’s good 0 far : = The creature tries fo leave the cauldron. Its z‘ben that one /il ‘gt
Rl e T 1 AT T mIgbtnotlce that the body1s small and C'XCEEdIHgI)/]]HII'}/
CALAS . 0 N \ pren AT but it’s [imbs are long and tbm And the claws, lzow didI
Watch this part then) = i "\ = /1% miss the claws? | - 7 N P =
TR YA, Wl N The creature looks around Then stops and stares. (At the
k‘&\ Dl 3 camera) ¥ 17 .8

Cal presses pla Y.




INT. LIVING ROOM RAINY NIGHT

4

Le 1001(5 awa )/from t]]e screen’and Clutches pillow t1g]1ter Cal notices and laughs a little.

EXT YARD RAINY NIGHT

- ]
amma]1st1c breathing. Rain drips on the camera. APt g :
On t]ze tV the creature turns upon the witch. It speaks, not Words, but a slme](mg sounc{&a screec]zmg sound “The W1tc]1 =
laugbs, goes to tbe cauldron and takes a drink of the red fluids with her bands She drips What s left onto the creature s

Cal tickles his brother,
[ LEW
Get off' It wasnt even that scary, @8

- F R8s
¥ : s 3 € SR s T
* Nice. The plzza ’s here. Now I dont > SR o g ;2 , L L5 4 7 s 5 <
have to eat your face e ; 1 ; i g Y e
A I g LAt £ w . 4
WO LEW g e
i 1 Shut up' fi‘" - v =
= N e _
s 771under booms. Cal goes to the door with some cash in hand. Excepz‘ when he opens it, no one’s tbere watmng fashes, =
; ~ T andfora  moment Cal sres somet]]mg Its averbalfbebmd “he tree. It's small and hairy; but1ts eves.; he’ll never forget 7~
e t]zose eyes . Cal drops tfze cas]] He s slzocl(ed fora momem‘ but be quzc[(]y recovers his senses, closes and locl(s the door.
= (CONT D) - s s :
~ No pizza? = - S = s —
e ->“—Lj,;;- £ ' < - = :
CAL {,f S = -
i No. ~7~ > G
|~ F S 2 ”
o~ LEW Frts s S A
-~ — Who wasiit? E e e P
CALP == L P #
g Probably just ¢ SOl kids playlng ditch, but for a second I thought I saw something.
T LEW,
What?

e -

Lew squeezes his pillow.

"

CAL 7 &=
A horrlble hairy monster. A<



THE CHURNING

By Rusy Gar.usza

poundlng in my head8Its thisyi
close myjeyes; I canlalmostipi

“Itrunsin the’f‘é;ﬁily,” my;mom hgi said.
-~ -

-

She told'me how;sorry;she was, and that T would have to give up some of my favorite
* foods. T agreed, because it was too humiliating to tell her that I really didn’t mind it atall. In
fact, it finally gave me a reason to avoid butter. Instead of admitting my weakness, I could simply-*
blame it on the conveniently timed allergy.

T've turned twenty and the weight of my fear is becoming heavier. The pounding in my
head is getting faster, as if the cattle have progressed to a full blown gallop. Every second brings
me closer to revealing:my secret and shamefully admitting it to my roommates. If they don’t
know already. It’s hard not to flinch at the side door of the fridge, where a plethora of dairy

products reside
- It was pure terror that drove me to remove all of the dairy from the fridge, hurling A
them in my neighbor’s garbage so.as to not draw suspicion. But STILL the cattle gallop onward,
thumping mercilessly in my skull. I denied their accusations, but my roommates definitely
suspect it was me. I'm the only one who drinks almond milk, which I foolishly left untouched.



dair\y intmygsleepybutilithink’
she 'S tr\ymg tojgauge JLive done mybest;tojstay,calm and feign
§Butfshelknows| rithan:lknowsmyself;andiLve never,
m Espec1ally,.with‘this;pestering,sound cloudingimy, r ‘i
thoughts. ﬁnd myself: constantly tapping, desperatelytryingto -
‘Jw-)q_ﬁ >

block 0ut~the noise: -
" My‘best«frlend- myLla Ig;tation!. Shle!asks’

me'ifs I’\vew, whichI;foolishly,decline. My;other ’
roommates/approach butlican barely hear,them
oyersthe poundingiin myhead: Now;theyare: circlingﬂ
me, offeringvarious food items on platters, pretending o'
tobe thoughtful friends providing a meal. Butter

" Croissants, butter,pasta....when will this farce end?’ %

'l;he cattle are so loud, I can’t hear myself think! In

- my desperation, I race to the neighbor’s trash can
i and empty the assortment of butter, cheese, and
- milkat their feet. “Yes, I stole your precious dairy!

S

. It’s right here!” I shout, voice frantic. - -
s B
3 e N
o NoP-
R0
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>
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IT WAS JUNE OF 1984 when my parents !
sent me to spend the summer at a sleepaway camp in the forests )
w

of North Carolina. To this day 'm not sure why they did it, but I _—~"g
don’t remember ever feeling any type of anger about it. Truthfully,
it seemed as good a way to spend the summer as any. Back then, .

kids used to say that the devil himself lived in those woods—that
if you strayed too far from your cabin in the night, youd hear

the heavy thudding of hooves or the ominous crackle of hellfire.
I was never a particularly superstitious person, but despite my: < F
quick dismissal of those rumors as nothing more than silly camp
legends, I won't deny that there was something strange about = =
that summer. Although I can recall the months before and after et

with perfect clarity, those twelve weeks seem to blur together in = f " )

my mind, as if someone placed a piece of film over my memories’ ’

and now everything’s a little hazy. Whether that's my own mind - i

playing tricks on me or honest-to-god infernal 1nﬂuence I'vete=—

never been able to tell. L t

If there’s one thing that I do (at least for the most part) e
remember about that summer, it’s Judith. She and I were among 1
the oldest at camp, unceremoniously shoved into cabin 6
with eleven other girls who were one or two years our junior.

The cabin was small and, much to everyone’s dismay, one cot ., ... 4
short. Taking what I felt was my responsibility as the oldest, T *

volunteered to sleep on the floor. Uncomfortable as it was, this

sacrifice earned me respect, and before I knew it T had become a

sort of leader of our group.

I grew close with each of the girls, but Judith by far the ' ‘
most. She was often proud and haughty, but though I'd-always
considered myself a kind and peaceful person, there was
something about Judith that I found oddly compelling. Perhaps ,
I admired the way she was never afraid to voice her opinion, or
how she seemed to be completely devoid of fears. I had a feeling \
that there was more to her than she presented on the surface, f t
and I wanted to figure her out. To my surprise, she found me
just as interesting as I found her, and before long we were doing
everything together. Judith was obsessed with the same camp
legends that I scoffed at, sneaking out and dragging me with her
into the woods night after night to maybe catch a glimpse of the '
so-called devil. The specifics of those nights-now slip my mind,
but 'm almost certain we never achieved that goal of hers.I'm
sure that the sight of the devil, in the flesh, is something that even
my failing brain would hold onto. What I do remember is how I
felt during my adventures with Judith—giddy and fulﬁlled

DESPYTE WHAT HAPPENED IN IHE

END, THE MEMORY OF HER STILL

MAKES ME FEEL AN INEXPLICABLE
FONDNESS.

When I grew weary of sleeping on the floor, she invited me

to share her bed. We were best friends in every sense of the
word—and though we never said a thing about it, there was some
semblance of romance in the way her eyes held mine for just a

little too long, something vaguely sexual in how her hands often 4
settled on my hips in the night.




LAUREN LUDWICK

When summer;started @ﬁkmmw@mm
it seemed like she'had somethlnglheavy somethmg that d&;m alwayslc A‘gmmﬂm

she was hiding, I'never; I thin MM ofjunleashing E didn'tytruly; want‘to
A few nights|beforejweiwerelsupposeditolleaveyjudithlaskedmeltolcome swunmlng withiher: ﬁﬁﬁ}ﬁmm @Iﬁ(ﬁﬂ'@

cabin while the others; m@mﬁ}ﬁ iverbankfanditryingto fstiflelourjshrieks asywe feltithe frigid
Splashing around withiherzin\theldarkyItforgofaboutitherfacthatwedibelleavingfsoonyonthe,possibilityo mﬂsmmmiﬁiﬂzg

us from just out/of{sight3Ii

simply;felt!happy:
When we finally/decided'itiwas !to Lhead \back3ltheardjudithilet mﬁ@ﬁ}nﬂﬁﬂ@lﬂmmmmm

stepping out ofithelcreek @ﬂmm bleeding(profuselyiSeeinghow;hersfacejwentipale @g‘:ﬂ,l help? @}E@ﬁm
on a large logand'l kneltiatiher:feet smgand my/own towel tothe woundiS about the

strangely intimate! Almost biblical 3

o .
“S0,” JUDKTH! BEGAN, BREAKING ‘THE INTENSEISIENCESTHEIDEVIES

1 THINK T KINOW HOW WE AN ENND! M. 28

I paused andlooked up:/Judithwas/gazing far/into,the distance. Her eyes avoided mine:

‘Oh?” I remarked.

Judith didn’t elaborate. She merely'nodded.

I resumed washing her foot in'silence, until'itiwas/sufficiently; clean and I tore off'a piece of towel toiwrapjitiin’FAll done, I{said|
softly.

I'looked up at Judith, and shelooked'down at'me: T'couldtell there was something she wanted:tosay, but'she/couldn’t brlng
herself to do it. Flnally, she opened her'mouthiand|spoke, her.voice barely more than a whisper. “I'msorry=

I was confused. “Hmm? Sorry, for what?>

Once again, she didn't answer, so I'just'kept staring(into’her eyes. It's funny—I've never: forgotten;the'emotion‘I{saw; behmd them,
but I can’t remember what color;they.were:

The next night, Judith asked'mejtojaccompany;her/into ;the;woods once again. As we made our.way; throughthe trees she
uncharacteristically quiet and withdrawn, but every/step/she took seemed filled with a great sense of/determination’jligrew;more
and more intrigued as she/led metojalsection|ofithe forest that,;wed never been before. g

We stopped at last in a patch of.woods,where/severalitreeshad been chopped down, their stumps/forminganiominous c1rcle
Most of the surrounding vegetation was/dead —thislarea\was/almost completely barren. “Judith; I'started. “Where—= :

And then she kissed me. There were nojwordsynolexplanation, nothing at all that could'have prepared'me for/it}l{simply/stood
there in shock, and as I did, I:vaguely;remember feelingyvery;hot, smelling something abit like brimstone, and;then=nothingfatall}

My memory is completely absent after;thatyI’'m\told!that'Iiwas missing for, three days before I,wandered out of;the;woods}
apparently completely fine. I had missed:the final/day;oficamp, and everyone else'had gone home, including/Judith’/I'have/no}idea
what became of her, and I'never heard from'herjagain:

I often wonder what really happened:that'night,jbut,th*harder/I;try; the less/I'seem to recall: At this point, 'm not'sure'any;of}
the remaining memories I'have from|that summer/can!beltrusted:‘They; grow; hazier and hazier by, the day. 'm certain|thatiin{a‘few
more years from now, I'll remember nothing(at‘allVAS

4

ART // INGRID MURPHY:




&

I

s nmmered through ¥
m&mﬁﬂ ulblmg pipes purpl&pearlesgent

ueam—w oredibedspread”
Dense, ﬁb 5
it m&;&lmﬂmﬂxﬂ
ﬂhﬁmmﬁm‘@,mmeﬁ@

1] jbarkedihisinextywordsYbetween
&mmﬁbﬂmmmmm
Ookmg up l‘iﬁil{higmmifelh@mﬂ,ﬁhm

velmllhon

Imouthpicce¥drawings
fGircles) {the) lsmokelcloudloncelher
Eﬁﬁﬁﬂa Idissipatings fonce]

RONYOCtaviaNSillyTillyirle
buppreﬁcmgdhls Mka&}
childfaboutito @@Mﬂmm

bHowardfreplicdjtolhimsel awithy
@mmm

Ipapers

e %) @

Eletnever{stoppedil: mmmmmm%&m
owele mo ithpiecey @E@m@{bm@mmmwﬁm
Fud\mg hell§Howard¥didiwellosefanotherlifeline g
shuftledihergwayfoutromihisieanglyjarmsSHeneverstoppedilaughing®Shelstaredfauhim¥and|
M%a@w

(Octavialwasyoungerthantherfcolleag ucy m%@mm@ﬁm@ﬂﬂmmmm@b@@m
mmmmmmmmﬂmﬁm&mm@mm@mmmm
allivingdifelonthedownytermsa\Wasn dsheldoing thathl read vzl hentaga inShowgfieelareyyoutieal lygwhenyoureldoing
mmm@h@mm

60



S owiwasi{supposeditoknowsthelprickiwasimarried gWherejwas)

\wallcigell¥eventaterediticardawithfsomelelse:stnameawouldido WA I
at: &ga@ﬂﬂm@dmw atlleastipretendedsto, mm@m

Selfe Sleeplng Wit mm Sleepingawit mmnﬁgﬂ[b@ggmaqmamm
b

mw&ﬁm’,‘mm togtelll \Wifcawheny
mm%mmmﬂ c o

lcolonyd]
IheregtowimuchiwetenjoyfitHuh AWhatare]
souhimytolstopllaughingSatileasty
%W@%MMM%M@@WM@@M&@
FHoney§lanthome Smokeldissolvedfvithin©ctaviaslungsYE enhearibeganibeatingwithy
fadrenalihasteiher] mm@mﬁ@m
y "ﬂﬁl@@d@ happySeYourelSU@Eacharmerg
(©Ctaviaywantediio mmmmmmmm
mmmmmwﬂmm
i{canibelievelsomeoneywithtatgodicomplexdasibiglasyours} @aﬂlﬂﬁ:@db@laﬁmbm%
plotewonal mga?ﬂl'ﬁﬁ@dk

A indowasimiherelbecauselihis) aﬁ&mmﬂdyﬂm@l
&MMMM@MM&@E andl oW Lodk.Jow canleijeydis

she thouchtshe <pea1\1n R OCtaviaggticlinterrupted! takmwhel ihandfand|

@mm chest “&ﬁﬁq@@lﬁmb@@ﬁmmm ydhan

um m&mmm@ﬁ @@bm@&mmvﬂaxv@mm@nmdhm
fectpublished8iithinigueshould fhotheatis oyl bt
mm&mmmw@m

prouvourelsonnalbegfamoustico!s

JHowardlsadup¥restingghisiheadeasuallyfontatmountaintofyvel vepillows¥@c tavialt urneditorfacel
mmabmmmwmmm

mmmmmmm
- fbelutterediwith¥earcsheleonsideredihowatheysmightmoyerthistnakedibeastbeforaiheryperhapsito

mmmmmmmmmmmmmm  ope T, e,
1fterth0ught

JEromtthelcorneofherjeycYa¥cometssitraill andlthelemergentyllaxonsiblarcd§AlIitheleolon
(drainedstromiheryface§Nlaybelitawasimpactingsflotsamyromythe mmﬁﬁ shieldsYpeeling (OfHiny aﬂihi;g_

totthe'debris cluste1 Perhaps the'lastfen:

ergytether had broken freesWhentdid this/allhappen?aWas Howard!
was still beggmg R - W .

“You'know O%aw‘a’c‘)n'c‘é'" ‘Telback at the colony and I leOI‘(,e my wife, we should get hlt\,hed Married,;you l\now? It
. 2 ] Wy w o L /3

Octavia-felticold! and w1shed t0 be alone but the Doctor held her captlve as the dldIITl sirensjwailedShe wanted n

morelthantforthat space @m@bﬂﬁm

mm@m@@ﬂm@mm drimsyemmmetia

‘Instead¥sheillibe) @émy the vOoid8 — . -
mm&qm@m ortlwlesglass spreading(spidenwe mﬁﬂﬂham]b,

"Octavia’ m lthelthresholdloHpuUr “plishlipS8eThe m&m{[&gm Mm&gm

2idiotid Wh‘.’qy@:edl,ﬂmaf@n'ﬁh@ ortholeywasicoveredlintalshecHoftice¥growingsthicke{bysthe
¥ momend Amwmmﬁmmmmmm
Efouricentiihirtccnh

‘v@mmeeﬁngmmm@mﬂiham

=0T ANTTHING STRONGER. HOwARD?”

IR A ANHG RIEEINVANDINIANIS CEIAD E}

6]



By Margo Salmonson

August 2, 2024

black tea and two
30 minutes and began work at
day at 530. Dinner was pasta with butter and

I arose at 715 this morning. Breakfast included

hard boiled eggs. I jogged on my treadmill for

830. Lunch was a baked potato. I ended my work

salt. A dull pain throbbed in my back left wisdom tooth.

August 3, 2024

I arose at 715 this morning. Breakfast included black tea and two hard boiled eggs. I took a 5 minute shower and began work
at 830. Lunch was leftover pasta from yesterday. I ended my work day at 530. Dinner was baked chicken. I had a package
delivered at 1115 but they didn’t bring it straight to my door so I've just been watching it sit out on the curb.

August 4, 2024

I arose at 715. Breakfast included black tea and toast with butter (I need to buy more eggs). I read for a while. My neighbor
brought my package to my door. I began work at 830. I took two ibuprofen and had a baked potato for lunch. I ended my work
day at 530. Dinner was baked chicken.

August 5, 2024

I made a post today on the Reddit page I moderate. Someone misquoted a story from the sinking of the Britannic, so I had to
intervene.

6 r/submechanophobia

Lusitania Propeller Incidemt

During the sinking of the Lusitania, two lifeboats were launched prematurely. They were told by the captain
not to launch boats yet, but panicked crew members did anyway, and due to the list of the ship the
propeller was out of the water and sucked the boat in, killing thirty people and mincing the boats into
sawdust.

41,883 | I ()24 £ o

‘ professorandyMOD

Actually, this was the Britannic, one of the sister ships of the Titanic. Both the Britannic and Lusitania
sank quickly in shallow water, so it's easy to get them mixed up.

S Reply £ {p 271 b

I didn’t arise until 930 today. I can feel an abscess in the back of my mouth, in the gums of my wisdom tooth. I won’t look at it,
but I now know what the pain has been caused by.
Breakfast included black tea and toast. Lunch was tuna salad. Dinner was baked chicken. I read for a while before bed.

August 6, 2024

I arose at 1100 this morning. Sunday. I had toast and black tea again and placed an order for groceries to be delivered.

My HOA has sent me an email that it’s not okay for my pool to be empty. I ignore their inquiries usually, but I do think it is an
invasion of privacy to be looking over my back fence. Not that I ever look out the back window. I haven’t since I started renting
the house, which was in 2008. I have a gardener come once every two weeks to keep the front yard up to HOA standards.
That’s all.



August 7, 2024

Monday. My mouth feels wet and I stuffed some gauze back there before taking two ibuprofen and beginning with my work
day. Hot food and drinks don’t sound good so I had a hard boiled egg before work. At two my boss tells me to log off, because I
seem foggy and distracted, which isn’t good for a medical consultant. I feel feverish.

August 8, 2024

I think I fell asleep for most of the day yesterday. I'm up at 4 am today. I ran on my treadmill for an hour before assessing the
hole in my mouth. I feel continually feverish. Breakfast included hardboiled eggs. Lunch was pasta with butter. Dinner was
tuna salad.

August 9, 2024

I'm on leave from work this week. Annette, I think her name is, came to knock on my door around noon. She’s the new lady in
charge of the HOA.
This week gives me time to catch up on my reading.

‘ r/submechanophobia
u/shipwreckgirl - 6d
2000 Oceangate Incident

The Oceangate sub ‘Titan’ - Yes, that one, earlier expedition though - once got stuck in the propeller of the Titanic. They escaped, but for
an hour or so they were pinned to the bottom of the ocean by the propeller of a ghost ship.

4593 | & Oes 8 @

Jesus.

August 10, 2024

rftitanic
u/captainmelton ¥ - 9h

Movie mistake

FILM - 1997

During the sinking of the Titanic, despite James Cameron's dramatization, there was no 'propeller guy’
who jumped ship and hit the propeller on his way down. This dramatization comes from Frank Prentice, a
survivor, who almost hit the propeller when he jumped, and it is said a fellow passenger who also jumped
may have hit the propeller, but no real record exists.

a4n % On
August 11,2024

I arose at 715 this morning. Breakfast
included two hard boiled eggs. I took four
Ibuprofen and began work at 830. My boss
said he was happy to have me back this week.
Lunch was a baked potato. I ended my work
day at 530. Dinner was pasta with butter and
salt.

ART // MARGO SALMONSON



‘ r/submechanophobia

The Queen Mary propeller, 47 people died on that ship.

The Queen Mary, a ship who is the last of her kind - once the SS United States is sunk, that is - sits at Long Beach as a hotel. It's
believed to be haunted, but the real horror is the propeller room, which is built onto the boat so passengers can see the propeller,
twenty feet wide and weighing 35 tons, just sitting in murky, illuminated water. Imagine falling from the walkway into a huge metal
tank of green water, and seeing the propeller take form in the darkness.

*219 &) ()27 82 &
August 12,2024

I arose at 715 this morning. Breakfast included buttered toast. I took four ibuprofen and began work at 830. Lunch was leftover
pasta. Dinner was baked chicken.

My entries have gotten scattered. I believe as the sepsis sets in I am having lapses in my consciousness and my records are
incomplete for the first time in my life. My gums were bleeding and red this morning, a sign of blood poisoning. I've seen it
before in my work.

August 13, 2024

I arose at 715 this morning. Breakfast was cottage cheese (I had groceries delivered). I took four ibuprofen and began work at
830. Lunch was a chicken sandwich. Dinner was salted pasta.

Circulation is poor today, my extremities feel cold and brittle. Strange feeling given my fever of 102 degrees. I was unable to
run on my treadmill this morning due to shortness of breath and the aforementioned symptoms.

0 r/Queen_Mary

Personal Paranormal Encounters on the QM

| (21f) visited the Queen Mary on a ghost tour and when entering the propeller
room | immediately felt ill. I'm usually a skeptic, so | didnt believe the QM to be
haunted, but | felt feverish and clammy, and my heart rate skyrocketed. Anyone
else have feelings like these in ghost encounters?

45 0 Do /> Share



August 14th, 2024

I arose at 715 this morning. Breakfast was an egg over-hard. I took four ibuprofen and began work at 830.

It is currently 1230 and I have just begun my lunch break. This may be my last entry. I have had difficulty breathing
this morning as well as have felt disoriented. In the cases of blood poisoning I have covered in my career, I can give my
professional opinion that I may be in my final stages.

6 r/submechanophobia

The last surviving ocean liner
The Queen Mary had four propellers, 20 feet wide and 35 tons each. One propeller remains bolted

to the ship in a port side room.
When Mary was renamed the “Grey Ghost” during WWII, she endured a collision with the
Curacoa, a collision which killed over 300 sailors, most of them meeting their demise to the

propeller.

{1185 I () 62 £ o

Dinner was pasta with butter and salt. A dull pain throbbed in my back left wisdom tooth. A
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" She stands insthe lunch line, tapping her foot to’the!franti¢ trill of*Bohemian N
Rhapsody” blasting through headphones—the old'fashioned kind, Wlth a cord 4

. 4 ot #*and everythlng echomg inside her tempestuous mind."

8

Carry on, carry on

Sage 3! hHer chin bounces nervously, her teeth chattering: The hairs on her arms
& * iastand erect, lined up like little centurions scanning for danger The line
moves forward. The bouncing contlnues

As If noth/ng rea//y matters

_-‘ Wlll today be the day it really won tmatter? ARd then she sees them. Over
.- “there, they rest righteously at the salad bar. Sterile and cold and wrapped
in metal. Like bodies in the freezers at a- morgue. A shudder wracks her
... shoulders as her chest convulses and her diaphragm spasms, sending her into
«~ayiolent fit of coughing. Wishful thinking that the cafeteria might leave her
alone today.

P

.= “Strawberries. What was there to like about strawberries anyway? Little red e
devil fruit. They’re shaped like a heart. Not the innocent, rounded teardrop %
on a cute little card that your crush hand-cuts for you on Valentine’s day. No. &

"V, Construction paper has nothing on the pulpy monstrosity that lies within, blue . ; !
£,  veins dlsﬁgured like cracks in a sidewalk. Like the fissures in'her own ‘fractured \«,

."7‘
)”""
b

-

: ,‘ - et 1t heart. Real love is ugly. It is gory. Real love can bring you to: syour knees in gr1ef
gl g crafted of mere human flesh and blood as you are. The fruit- that- shall- not-be-
'® [ named is formed from thisymeaty core, which the grimireaper; after cracking

open your ribs, pulls from your body. Beating and bleeding:Barbaric. Pulsing
and repulsing. Repulsive. Strawberries are shaped like thelorgan:that/gives

v »"out on a cold metal gurney in the hallof a crowded hospital; fluorescent lights
flickering as a doctor screams code.

b S Someone shoves her from behind ‘as'the line lags in her stillness. Her breath

s L ; catches as she stumbles forward, tripping on the untied shoelaces of her black
- Skechers. The boy snickers. Her face burns.
"- ;.; -

Carry on, carry on
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Bohemran!Rhapsody became a sort of comfortito her in the time since 1thappened UnliKe this lunchroom. b
' Why couldn’t his favorite fruit offer the same solace as as his favorite song? Probably because of the way both

7 _their worlds effectively ended at the hands of one little red morsel. >
g o = 4

<@
| 4 Thgy’re hairy too. What’s up with that? No one wants to eat a hairy little heart. Also, no other fruit has the
audac1ty to turn its insides out for the wholeiworld to see, each'seed a beady little white eyeball, haunting her ¢
dreams till the end of time. ¥ v
s A
He used to laugh wherghe broughtiup the eyeballs Oh stop, bermana, he would say, rolling his eyes. He loved
) strawberries. » -
"% Bs M % ¢
i J It wasn’t like she’d'never had one: . Youican't judge before you've,tried mother used to say. He always said he L
was curious as to how she’d apply that logic to drugs, but all that ever got himwas'a swat on the bottom. Silly
little boy. No, she’d had strawberries before. She could'still remember the last taste-warm sunshine exploding
on her tongue like ajburst of bliss and life and sweet‘comfort itself. And of course, she could still remember
/ ? what followed. The way his voice ceased mid- laugh The world filled with the twinkle of his joy, only to be so
J violently replaced by a deathly silence, thick and heavy with shock. Then the screaming. The pleas. The sirens.
The way her mother hysterically prayed t0%Dios as she followed the ambulance in their silver 1999 Toyota
2o Corolla. How, she sat frozen i in the back, gripping the door handle, knuckles stretched tight as she too prayed \‘
} to Dios thaﬂer mother could see the road through her tears. She would always remember later, in her last &
) moments with him, and the goodbye'she couldn’t face. A s1ngletdrop of strawberry juice, thick like blood,
J crusted at the corner of his mouth; his eyes stared open and unblinking in the tumbling roar of silence. The v
only marring on his skin. The only sickeningly outward" wrong that would inform the rest of her existence. The
() ’ll same DNA that had so recently run'through his veins pumped scrambled through her own frantically beating,
. strawberry shaped heart. Her baby brother. They were an inextricable part ofieach other’s lives. And just l1ke -
that his was over. . '
g ¢ )@ o ¥
She turns sharplyand vomits 1ntgﬁhe trash can at the junction of the buffet. A ring of disgusted kids fan
() ogt around her, excla1.r’nmg in rud e'delight as only teenagers can. She looks down, arms braced on the edge, (]
) panting shallowly. likeithe httle white shih tzu they used to have, back when things were good. Bruno was the
dog’s name. A single, perfectly untouched strawberry stares back at her withfa thousand beady little white
eyeballs, splattered with yellow-green blobs of her regurgitated breakfast. Bruno is'also dead, it taunts. Life
will never be good aga‘z’n. She pulls herself upright and walks out of the lunchroom, keeping her eyes trained
on the doors as she passes the salad bar. Maybe tomorrow will be easier. But who is she trying to fool? [y

. _ P ,
> Capryson, carry on as if nothing redlly¢
‘ y

) ‘ - -
A \ matters.. ~ ‘i‘
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SPECIAL THANKS

UCSB ENGLISH DEPARTMENT

ARNHOLD PRESIDENTIAL DEPARTMENT CHAIR
JIM KEARNEY

ROBERT AND LIISA ERICKSON PRESIDENTIAL
CHAIR IN ENGLISH
BEN V. OLGUIN
UCSB GLOBAL LATINIDADES CENTER
JOHN AND JODY ARNHOLD
MATT AND ASHLEY KLINE
UCSB FACULTY RESEARCH ASSISTANCE PROGRAM

HEFA DEAN DAINA RAMEY BERRY

HAAGEN PRINTING TYPECRAFT
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ART // NATALIE RILEY



SUBMIT YOUR WORK

POETRY /PROSE /FICT
PHOTOGRAPHY / PAINT]

(ON/
INGS/

DRAWINGS /COMIC ST

RIPS /

GRAPHIC ART /SPOKEN WORDY/
COLLAGE /SCRIPTS

~

CONTACT US

EMAIL. / UCSBCATALYST@GMAIL.COM
INSTAGRAM / @ THECATALYSTUCSB

WWW. CATALYST.ENGLISH.UCSB.EDU



SADTOSEEYOU GO...
SADTOSEEYOUGQE.

SAD TO SEE YOU GO ...
SAD TO SEEYOU GO ...
SAD TO SEEYOU GO ... -
SAD TO SEE YOU GO ..

SAD TO SEE YOU GO ...




.. OO UOY HHS OT UAC
.. 00 UOYHHS OT dAe
.. O UOY HHS OT dAe
.. 00 UOY HHdS OT dAC
.. 00 UOY HHS OT dAC
.. 00 UJOY HH2 OT dAe
.00 UOY HH2 OT dAe

Interested in joining The Catalyst?
Check out ENGL106CW in GOLD.






