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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 The 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



 

*CONTENT WARNING: 
Please be advised that some of the material in the magazine may be 
disturbing or traumatizing  to some readers. 
The magazine contains language and addresses themes that may not be suitable for young readers.
We would like to provide our readers of the UCSB community with additional resources:
Campus Advisory Resources and Education (CARE): 805.893.4613
Counselling and Psychological Services (CAPS): 805.893.4411
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I Thought it wa s Cake!

By Claire Trask
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By Claire Trask

Glass eyeballs dangle from the ceiling,
The walls are made of frosting.
I reach my finger out for a lick of buttercream,
It rests gently on my finger
And begins to lose integrity against my skin.
The moments collapse together and 
My finger is in my mouth
Sucking off the gritty dessert, 
More buttery than I imagined.
My teeth grind back and forth and begin to
Lose their form too and get flatter with each motion. Molars mined matte,

The door is open and the wind makes itself at home,
Leaves and flower petals rush in too.

They weren’t invited,
But somehow read the museum sign that greets all visitors 

“Welcome.”
People come in too,

With chocolate at the corners of their mouths,
Wearing berries as jewels.

No one cleans their shoes before they enter,
You can tell where everyone has been,

They are most excited here.
They bounce over the silver stream swishing seamlessly 

Between cracks of the copper floors.
Sailboats made of sprinkles sway in the breeze.

ART // CLAIRE TRASK

Dirt mixes with the powdered sugar on the floor,
My footprints muddle them together
Until it’s cinnamon I’m walking all over.
The glass eyeballs from the ceiling all turn to face me
When I get on all fours and stamp my hands
In the concoction.
I rub my fingers together in my coat pockets
To bring some home for later.
They wouldn’t understand my plan
To ward off ants and make toast 
So I just glare at them.
They’re glazed just like everything else.
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But 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.

Ever breathe a million breaths
From a stranger’s set of lungs? 
Every Christmas 
Speak a million languages
Eat lady fingers
And stub your toe on the ant pile?

Do you remember that Tuesday
When 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,
“I look for you in strangers on the street.
 I keep placing you here.
 Will you be something for me?”

By Ali Korahais

Lady Bird, 
	 Will You   
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When the morning arrives When the morning arrives 
on her charioton her chariot
I will already be here.I will already be here.
Stillness a foe,Stillness a foe,
as my mattress congeals as my mattress congeals 
under the pressure under the pressure 
of my rolling pin limbs, like of my rolling pin limbs, like 
mom’s pie doughmom’s pie dough
on Thanksgiving. on Thanksgiving. 
I miss fool’s paradise.I miss fool’s paradise.
The hollow core of the appleThe hollow core of the apple
that only befriends the sunthat only befriends the sun
once some gap-toothed kidonce some gap-toothed kid
clamps down on my worm body clamps down on my worm body 
that longs to be satiatedthat longs to be satiated
after feasting on four and a half hours.after feasting on four and a half hours.

Twin BedTwin Bed
By Lucy 

RothbardtBy Lucy 
Rothbardt
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By Lucy 
RothbardtBy Lucy 
Rothbardt

What you wish to hear is What you wish to hear is 
nothing, nothingnothing, nothing

at all. at all. 
Even so,Even so,

dawn is moving closerdawn is moving closer
so I’m stringing a few words togetherso I’m stringing a few words together

like delicates on a clotheslinelike delicates on a clothesline
in the crowning of winter,in the crowning of winter,

hoping that the Melatonin melancholieshoping that the Melatonin melancholies
will fade awaywill fade away

from the rotten taste from the rotten taste 
of my memoryof my memory

like the rest like the rest 
of my lamenting illusions.of my lamenting illusions.

So if you asked for a picture,So if you asked for a picture,
I’d go to the Lincoln Log kitchenI’d go to the Lincoln Log kitchen
to carve a lopsided heartto carve a lopsided heart
into the cabinetinto the cabinet
for the girl in the cornerfor the girl in the corner
whose only companywhose only company
at the wake at the wake 
will be orchestras of ants will be orchestras of ants 
that think hell is only as shallow that think hell is only as shallow 
as a coffin buried in Virginia.as a coffin buried in Virginia.
And heaven is only as highAnd heaven is only as high
as the arched white ceiling as the arched white ceiling 
that’s just carbonated gray areathat’s just carbonated gray area
making tornados in a litter boxmaking tornados in a litter box
if you keep your broken dolly eyesif you keep your broken dolly eyes
open for long enough.open for long enough.
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I want to run away from the in-betweenI want to run away from the in-between
from the morning’s muffled moonfrom the morning’s muffled moon
clutching onto dusk’s wife beater clutching onto dusk’s wife beater 

like spilt wine like spilt wine 
on a doily table cloth. on a doily table cloth. 

But you don’t wanna hear But you don’t wanna hear 
another allegoryanother allegory

right now.right now.
Frankly,Frankly,

there isn’t much variation. there isn’t much variation. 
It’s the same fatigued storyIt’s the same fatigued story
the one where I keep tryingthe one where I keep trying

to fall back asleep,to fall back asleep,
the one where a woman hammersthe one where a woman hammers

my skin into the tidemy skin into the tide
and I complainand I complain

because I let her do it.because I let her do it.
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Glory&

The line between affection and fixation feels thin to me,The line between affection and fixation feels thin to me,

Staring into a blurry dimension between devotion and codependence,Staring into a blurry dimension between devotion and codependence,

Developing negatives of you on the backs of my eyelids while I dream,Developing negatives of you on the backs of my eyelids while I dream,
    Hanging them to dry somewhere     Hanging them to dry somewhere 

It’s not enough because when the night is overIt’s not enough because when the night is over

And you squeeze my waist one more timeAnd you squeeze my waist one more time

warm warm 
andand

drydry
in my temporal lobe when I’m in my temporal lobe when I’m 
done.done.

I know I won’t tell you that your smile tastes like theI know I won’t tell you that your smile tastes like the
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Even if I could, my hunger for more would keep burning Even if I could, my hunger for more would keep burning 
within mewithin me

Until I swallow your heart whole, acid burning iron, the Until I swallow your heart whole, acid burning iron, the 
beautiful and the hysterical.beautiful and the hysterical.

When I’m done, I use a holy sin to scrub my countertops and When I’m done, I use a holy sin to scrub my countertops and 
kitchen floorskitchen floors

Until my spine feels like firecrackers and my brain feels like the Until my spine feels like firecrackers and my brain feels like the 
depth of a frozen lake.depth of a frozen lake.

My knees buckle and I’m kneeling before the glory of a fury My knees buckle and I’m kneeling before the glory of a fury 
that refuses to sparkthat refuses to spark

And I’ve never worshiped a higher power beforeAnd I’ve never worshiped a higher power before
But when my thoughts of you resemble prayers, do I call it But when my thoughts of you resemble prayers, do I call it 

religion?religion?

If I call you a young God, will you call me yours?If I call you a young God, will you call me yours?

By June Pa
de

ra

ART // AMANDA ROSSITER
Obsession 
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They’ll live together

In an embroidered house, 
Drink mulled wine and talk ’bout the 

weather. 
Cherries and lobster, pet fish in a bowl, 

Analog records for old refined souls. 
They dream about being Dad and Mom 

And the big light is never on. 
A bun in the oven, a bundle of joy, 

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 
They all sew ornaments out of felt

And they don’t talk about 
the hand they were 

dealt.
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Toy trucks and Kewpies,

three girls and a boy. 
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By Simone Rotman
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“Lavender” 

invokes a 

thought smell 

when  written or 

read, 

20



By Simone Rotman

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. 

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. 

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? 

Bullshit.  

“Lavender” 

invokes a 

thought smell 

when  written or 

read, 

or hand that wrote it, 
eyes that read it, 

AI that generated it(which, by the way, uses many more resources than most people admit). 

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 we’d 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— 

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. 

And a word will never be more than the breath that spoke it,

Talking to Bobby,
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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 I have both too many and not enough). 

Though recently I’ve 			 
enjoyed

wordless hugs. 

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



wordless hugs. 

CHAPSTICK
BY EMILY YOON

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 creative 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, talking about the things she loved, that I knew she loved because she posted 
about them on her public Tumblr. Matty Healy 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 farmers’ tans and red cheeks laughed in the yellow-tiled kitchen. I didn’t know why I was there. As she 
braided her roommate’s hair in the early morning light and they laughed about something they had seen on the 
television last night it occurred 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 in class, but sometimes 
it gives you a headache and it actually ends up making your lips drier in the long run. Andrew Garfield said once 
of Emma Stone that she’s like a shot of espresso, which Maureen once also said about me, but something in her 
intonation made me feel like it was a bad thing, although that only occurred to me when I played it over and over 
again in my head. In the shower, with my morning tea, over and over, a shot of espresso. Soon I felt sick and I 
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.p

ART // LESLIE MILLS
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Long ago has it beenLong ago has it been

her restless soul screams out

I beg of you

I beg

In ghostly whispers,
Trapped in a bronze version of

Herself…

Give me dethorned roses

No more

Remember

Recognize my soul’s purpose 

See how your intruding fingers–

Since Juliet said:Since Juliet said: “O happy dagger“O happy dagger

Beauty rotted
Consumed by maggots

Insides deflated
Turned into dust

While a knife lay wedged
In her breast’s 

Bone.

or secret lover’s wishes.

ravaging of your greasy palms 
upon my exposed breast.

that I was thirteen,
in the City of Love, 

for love.
It’s not found in my bosom.

capturing memories–
contorts my history.

Now,

D

I beg
 I beg of you,  I beg of you,you,of

Never forget that when I laid dying,

I
Beg.

(On my knees)

There was a dagger in my heart,
Where your hands now rest.

let me die.”let me die.”

a
g

e
rs

g

B Ash l eyy Evans

ThisThis  is is thythy sheath:sheath: therethere rust,rust, andand

I beg
I beg

,
,

,

24



With 

“Free” 

by 

Florence 

and 

the 

Machine

ART // BEAU ART // BEAU 
STRICKLANDSTRICKLAND

Picks me up, puts me down.
Because I hate when my heart starts 
throbbing

I push it back, but it keeps on coming 
trying to shatter metal,

unclog my veins.
Turning my chest indigo with all its 
pounding. Picks me up, puts me down.

  I know I’ll feel stinging pink 
skin

and echoing bruises
when my blood 
returns.

But I hear music.

I feel the beat.

But I hear music.

It thrums along
cradling my heart

until there’s a flutter in my 
veins.

And for a moment

I stop walking.
My body’s blazing and aching
And my socks are stained 
scarlet.

I am free.

And now my blood is lead.

I’m on fire
Quicker steps, 

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

and I think burst blisters
have serum pooling in my shoes.

It picks me up, puts me down
I don’t feel it though.

Picks me up, puts me down.
A hundred
Led poisoning causes numbness.

times a day.It chews me up,
I’m getting sick, I know.

spits me out.
But I’m wondering if I should just

leave it be.

Therapy
By Charlotte L

an
do
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H
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a petal in a voiceless valea petal in a voiceless vale
in wind, fell with no wordsin wind, fell with no words

she stroll off into the streamsshe stroll off into the streams
in whorehouse, the man wakesin whorehouse, the man wakes

still, white lilies in light morning miststill, white lilies in light morning mist
dew bend its tender formdew bend its tender form
the beau and pater tittersthe beau and pater titters

naked, the young nun prayed insidenaked, the young nun prayed inside on thin branch of a faded willowon thin branch of a faded willow
a sickly catkin sproutsa sickly catkin sprouts

rain drops, she sat by the innrain drops, she sat by the inn
in her arms the child slept softlyin her arms the child slept softly

27
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I dialed my father’s phone today, tears dancing on my face. His silence on the other end is a 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 loud reminder that we are not always in the same headspace. My words and the small hiccups 
fight for a place in my mouth.fight for a place in my mouth.

I rant how grateful I am to learn and have the right to be taught. I hope my crying is I rant how grateful I am to learn and have the right to be taught. I hope my crying is 
enough evidence of this. And the things I’ve learned are constantly overturned. It is enough evidence of this. And the things I’ve learned are constantly overturned. It is 
true what they say, you never stop learning. Over the decades, we come across true what they say, you never stop learning. Over the decades, we come across 
new discoveries, fresh perspectives, and washed away artifacts. Now, new discoveries, fresh perspectives, and washed away artifacts. Now, 
I sit in Buchanan with these crushing desks, a medieval torture I sit in Buchanan with these crushing desks, a medieval torture 
device of some kind, and I know the differencedevice of some kind, and I know the difference
 between good and bad.   between good and bad.  

I should’ve burnt that 4th grade mission to the fucking ground. Picture it, flamethrower 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 jumpsuit. Painting broken popsicle sticks twice the size of my 9-year-old head, and a gray jumpsuit. Painting broken popsicle sticks 
and molded clay, I would’ve turned characters into ghosts. Grabbing stacks of ripped 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 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 runway. I would’ve made that California curriculum my bitch. And I would’ve loved every 
moment of it all. moment of it all. 

on Fire
on Fire
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on Fire
on Fire

That wouldn’t have been the end. I could get pregnant and decide to raise a child. Lilith 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 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. about her school day, she’ll pass me her mission homework and I’ll do it all again. 

My baby will grow up, but the rubric will never move forward. We are 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 quick to jump onto new statistics, leaving behind needed reparations and 

well deserved acknowledgement. I can’t imagine a time where they tell well deserved acknowledgement. I can’t imagine a time where they tell 
truths in place of arts & crafts.truths in place of arts & crafts.

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

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

But this time, it wasn’t me..But this time, it wasn’t me..pp

ART //  MILES TRACHTENBERGART //  MILES TRACHTENBERG
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1.1.
Here we exist outside s pace and time,Here we exist outside s pace and time,

covered and s pellbound with every rhyme...covered and s pellbound with every rhyme...

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

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.

Here we are sorted orderly, accordingly by expertise,
still guiding curious visitors, our creators long deceased.

We are large, we contain multitudes of research.
To those laudable life-long learners, we are their church.

Here it is bright for the future,
ringing with flourishing laughs,
“Read it again! Read it again!”
—A promising epigraph
Here where lips sound out, unsteady,
“Eric Carles” and later “Roald Dahls,”
a piñata 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.
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, “Ooooooo!”
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,
in their nascent hearts we are immortalized.
Here it smells yellowed, of relics from the past,
and stories slink and lurk in all the shadows cast.

30



1.1.
Here we exist outside s pace and time,Here we exist outside s pace and time,

covered and s pellbound with every rhyme...covered and s pellbound with every rhyme...

   
   3

  Translations of Norwegian

  Hovedavdelingen: the main department
  Hygge: (In broad terms) a cozy atmosphere
  Kom inn, velkommen!: Come in, welcome!
  Bro: bridge
  På Engelsk i Drammen!: in English in Drammen!
  Oppfinnsom arkitektur: inventive/innovative       
  architecture
  Folks fantasi: people’s fantasies/imaginations

ART // ASHLEY RECKERS & CLAIRE TRASK

2

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 på 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.
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Iron TongIron Tongueue

By June Padera
By June Padera

ART // MADELINE MILLERART // MADELINE MILLER

The metallic aftertaste of your iron tongue lingers.The metallic aftertaste of your iron tongue lingers.
Crushed, messy linens fusing with my vertebrae,Crushed, messy linens fusing with my vertebrae,
I beg you to let me kiss the last of my blood off of your lipsI beg you to let me kiss the last of my blood off of your lips
And you pull away, excruciatingly gentle, as if my protestsAnd you pull away, excruciatingly gentle, as if my protests
Are simply echoes of your own triumphant heartbeat. Are simply echoes of your own triumphant heartbeat. 
Your insatiable desperation only grows as I resist the urge to decline.Your insatiable desperation only grows as I resist the urge to decline.

Bruises and dark circles under my eyes,Bruises and dark circles under my eyes,
The inevitable anemia an indication of a hunger for more.The inevitable anemia an indication of a hunger for more.
I always find you here, grasping half-heartedly at my arteriesI always find you here, grasping half-heartedly at my arteries
Claiming some semblance of intention, always losing an unopposed tug-of-war match.Claiming some semblance of intention, always losing an unopposed tug-of-war match.

I don’t want to love you like this anymore.I don’t want to love you like this anymore.
If your intention is to leave me tonightIf your intention is to leave me tonight
(as it always is)(as it always is)
Allow me to lick the truth off of your teeth,Allow me to lick the truth off of your teeth,
And fall asleep with the taste of ironAnd fall asleep with the taste of iron

On the tip of my tongue.On the tip of my tongue.
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Nuts and bolts marinating in liquid smoke,Nuts and bolts marinating in liquid smoke,

Learning from the patterns of a fan account that’s been on Twitter since 2011,Learning from the patterns of a fan account that’s been on Twitter since 2011,

I hate that motherfucking bastard, the one taking all of our jobs!I hate that motherfucking bastard, the one taking all of our jobs!

All of its memory is stored on a server farm in Sausalito,All of its memory is stored on a server farm in Sausalito,

To give that homecooked feel of a chemically engineered grandmother onlyTo give that homecooked feel of a chemically engineered grandmother only
programmed to understand yes, no, and a pinch of salt and pepper.programmed to understand yes, no, and a pinch of salt and pepper.

ones 	 and 	 zerosones 	 and 	 zeros

They’re training each other to speak in sentences like those of a gay millennial.They’re training each other to speak in sentences like those of a gay millennial.

Mr. GPT got an interview over me because it helped thousands of students get a C- onMr. 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.a midterm that they’ll each forget about twenty minutes after getting the grade.

Shoving mouthfuls of crunchy numbers into its USB-C port,Shoving mouthfuls of crunchy numbers into its USB-C port,
A greedy motherfucker even though it is a head without a chicken doing somersaults.A greedy motherfucker even though it is a head without a chicken doing somersaults.

All the knowledge in the world just to produce a deepfake image of Mr. Rogers DJing atAll the knowledge in the world just to produce a deepfake image of Mr. Rogers DJing at an EDM concert.an EDM concert.

influencers,influencers,

smokesmoke

smokesmoke
smokesmoke

“I Told Chat “I Told Chat 
GPT To Kill GPT To Kill 
Itself and Itself and 
it Told Me To it Told Me To 
Go Get Help”Go Get Help”

So manySo many   put together to create the uncanny valley of washedput together to create the uncanny valley of washed
100 0111 101 0000 101 0100100 0111 101 0000 101 0100
100 0111 101 0000 101 0100100 0111 101 0000 101 0100
100 0111 101 0000 101 0100100 0111 101 0000 101 0100
100 0111 101 0000 101 0100100 0111 101 0000 101 0100

!! !! !! !! !!  ! ! !! !! !! !!

The AI detector was made with AIThe AI detector was made with AI
Studying patterns of AI in AI generated language,Studying patterns of AI in AI generated language,

We are looping or crochetingWe are looping or crocheting
And professors and researchers can’t notice everything.And professors and researchers can’t notice everything.

If you ask AI twice what AI stands for,If you ask AI twice what AI stands for,
It will first tell you Allen Iverson and then Artificial Intelligence,It will first tell you Allen Iverson and then Artificial Intelligence,

I told ChatGPT to kill itself and it just said it’s against its policy.I told ChatGPT to kill itself and it just said it’s against its policy.
But if I asked it to write me an essay for my senior thesis it would spit out some garbageBut if I asked it to write me an essay for my senior thesis it would spit out some garbage

and tell me where to press submit,and tell me where to press submit,

Better hope you don’t get sick because our future doctors will ask ChatGPT why yourBetter hope you don’t get sick because our future doctors will ask ChatGPT why your

I would ask ChatGPT to kill itself again but it would probably just give me the suicideI would ask ChatGPT to kill itself again but it would probably just give me the suicide

stomach hurts and they’ll probably just end up amputating your leg.stomach hurts and they’ll probably just end up amputating your leg.
Then you’ll be stuck with one leg and ChatGPT will maybe not make the same mistakeThen you’ll be stuck with one leg and ChatGPT will maybe not make the same mistake

again and your doctor will ask ChatGPT again what it should do instead.again and your doctor will ask ChatGPT again what it should do instead.

hotline number,hotline number,
I’ll call and tell them what they said and they’ll just send me back to ChatGPT and tellI’ll call and tell them what they said and they’ll just send me back to ChatGPT and tell

me to apologize to the greatest invention since biological warfare and sliced bread,me to apologize to the greatest invention since biological warfare and sliced bread,
And ChatGPT will have learned by then to just kill me instead.And ChatGPT will have learned by then to just kill me instead.

ART // ASHLEY EVANSART // ASHLEY EVANS
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Skin pressed to the receiver;
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— A
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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, 
I hear—
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Uncertainty is like dropping aUncertainty is like dropping a
cast iron pan on your foot;cast iron pan on your foot;
like eating cold rice with like eating cold rice with 
sesame at 2 in the morning.sesame at 2 in the morning.

AbsenceAbsence

ART  //  JOCELYN GOMEZART  //  JOCELYN GOMEZ

Uncertainty is Uncertainty is 
the heavy ecstasy of fatigue—the heavy ecstasy of fatigue—

in your feet, in your feet, 
the backs of your knees,the backs of your knees,

where your jaw meets your ears, where your jaw meets your ears, 
where fingers part from the palm.where fingers part from the palm.

Then, uncertainty is after. Then, uncertainty is after. 

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

How do we reckon with our enforcers?How do we reckon with our enforcers?
How do we enforce our reckoning?How do we enforce our reckoning?

is making love drunk,

is making love drunk,

Uncertainty

Uncertainty

undressing each other

undressing each other
silently
silently

in the dark;
in the dark;

fucking, standing,
fucking, standing,

in her roomate’s

in her roomate’s

room
room..

So much waiting, so much longing. So much waiting, so much longing. 
I’ve forgotten what I came here for. I’ve forgotten what I came here for. 

	 In your absence I’ll love	 In your absence I’ll love		  some pine
		  some pine		           or 

		           or 
granite granite 	

and think (softly):

	
and think (softly):Uncertainty is telling someone you’ll 		

Uncertainty is telling someone you’ll 		

	
        love them

	
        love them		


as long as you live. 

		


as long as you live. 

By Matteo ShaharBy Matteo Shahar
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Uncertainty is Uncertainty is 
the heavy ecstasy of fatigue—the heavy ecstasy of fatigue—

in your feet, in your feet, 
the backs of your knees,the backs of your knees,

where your jaw meets your ears, where your jaw meets your ears, 
where fingers part from the palm.where fingers part from the palm.

August brings two full moons August brings two full moons 
and with it, the end of a full year and with it, the end of a full year 
of existence on the other side of earth. of existence on the other side of earth. 

The moon is a bright button The moon is a bright button 

The moon’s reflection on theThe moon’s reflection on the

The golden road to salvation The golden road to salvation 
breaks in smaller pieces,breaks in smaller pieces,
the closer you get to it.the closer you get to it.

The ocean tide swells to The ocean tide swells to 

You feel the ocean’s breathYou feel the ocean’s breath

You had once burdenedYou had once burdened

on the night shirt of the sky,on the night shirt of the sky,
lending a generous halo around lending a generous halo around 

those who find themselves near her—those who find themselves near her—
transformed to angelic creatures transformed to angelic creatures 

upon this tragic world,upon this tragic world,

once in a bluE moon.once in a bluE moon.

depthless sea is a golden depthless sea is a golden 
road to salvation, going uproad to salvation, going up

and going on, towards and going on, towards 
the endless seam between the endless seam between 

earth and heaven— earth and heaven— 
the seamless end between the seamless end between 

the forsaken and the forgiven.the forsaken and the forgiven.

the indifferent moon,the indifferent moon,
as though learning to takeas though learning to take

its first deep breathsits first deep breaths
after emerging from after emerging from 

its mother’s amnion.its mother’s amnion.

as it exhales with every as it exhales with every 
spilling  wave, crashingspilling  wave, crashing

onto the shore.onto the shore.
You feel the ocean’s breathYou feel the ocean’s breath

on the sand,on the sand,
on the woodwork,on the woodwork,

in your bones.in your bones.

the moon with much meaning.the moon with much meaning.
August brings to you,August brings to you,

with its end, the lightness ofwith its end, the lightness of
a moon bereft of meaning, a moon bereft of meaning, 

except maybe it’sexcept maybe it’s
helping the ocean to breathe.helping the ocean to breathe.

Blue MoonBlue Moon

ART // ELLA MCKHANNART // ELLA MCKHANN

By Srijita KarmakarBy Srijita Karmakar
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The Martian
by Liv Brebes

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 
                                    my own body. 

  I am the child immersed in a favorite comic 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.
  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, I’m swallowed by shame.
  Stuffing messy emotions away, hastily scribbled in a confidential letter, 

P.S. 
I’m not quite sure, 
But I know it would be better.

Is there life
 on Mars?
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Did you know that the plural of cul de sac is culs de sac?

I 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.
I’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.

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:

“Guys, look at all these culs de sac.”

It’s a calm night and I’m driving home with my 
friends in the car. We scream the lyrics of “Dear John” 
at the top of our lungs with the windows rolled down, 
little crows encircling a residential neighborhood.

Octopuses
by Eleanor Feighery

ART // MILES TRACHTENBERG
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Blazing and burning,Blazing and burning,
Through the hills and the valleys, Through the hills and the valleys, 

Of a wasteland of woe, Of a wasteland of woe, 
Sat Six Shot Sally. Sat Six Shot Sally. 

Rode in from the East ,Rode in from the East ,
On a horse named “The Beast,”On a horse named “The Beast,”

With a pistol in hand,With a pistol in hand,
She confessed to the priest.She confessed to the priest.

She spoke no regret for the men that she bed, She spoke no regret for the men that she bed, 
Nor the near seven she’d left for dead,Nor the near seven she’d left for dead,

But there was some regret in the back of her head,But there was some regret in the back of her head,
For the man she left hollow and fled. For the man she left hollow and fled. 

Lowdown and dirty,Lowdown and dirty,
Double-dealing and sturdy, Double-dealing and sturdy, 

Was the love of her life, Was the love of her life, 
Mr. Theodore McCurdy. Mr. Theodore McCurdy. 

A man of low standing, A man of low standing, 
Born early in Palo Pinto County, Born early in Palo Pinto County, 

Theo saw more than a bounty, Theo saw more than a bounty, 
In the silver eyes of Six Shot Sally. In the silver eyes of Six Shot Sally. 

Six Shot SallySix Shot Sally  
40



He romanced her and danced her, He romanced her and danced her, 
Bought her bouquets of asters,Bought her bouquets of asters,

Bracing for disaster, he’d never fallen faster,Bracing for disaster, he’d never fallen faster,
And with merely her soul, she’d become his master. And with merely her soul, she’d become his master. 

When she feared they’d gone dim, When she feared they’d gone dim, 
Convinced he’d turn her in,Convinced he’d turn her in,

She left his arms on a Wednesday whim, She left his arms on a Wednesday whim, 
And prayed he would someday love again.And prayed he would someday love again.

But little weight do sinners’ prayers hold,But little weight do sinners’ prayers hold,
They hit God fast and whither as time goes, They hit God fast and whither as time goes, 
And the years decorated with aster and marigolds, And the years decorated with aster and marigolds, 
Would be the last years he’d ever let love show.Would be the last years he’d ever let love show.

With every utter to the priest, With every utter to the priest, 
She felt the guilt contract and increase, She felt the guilt contract and increase, 

As it throbbed through her ribs in violent beats, As it throbbed through her ribs in violent beats, 
Tore through her soul and shattered her beliefs.Tore through her soul and shattered her beliefs.

What had kept McCurdy was never the promise of a bounty,What had kept McCurdy was never the promise of a bounty,

It was the silver eyes of Six Shot Sally.It was the silver eyes of Six Shot Sally.

BY LESLIE MILLS BY LESLIE MILLS 
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As ArthurAs Arthur  weaved through the towering buildings of Greenwich Village under the pattering rain, the 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 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 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 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 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 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 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. 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 Arthur made his way down the steps and through the dilapidated door, joining a collection of eclectic characters 
in a delightful harmony of sound. Waiters moved to and fro, balancing eight glasses between their fingers as if in 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 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 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 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 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 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 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 intimate desires and fears, promising to condemn his life of sin. The cows had come. They always come in the 
end. end. 

The spawn of satan are unable to resist the enchanting melodies, coming in violent waves which bury those born 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 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 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 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 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 few feet away, the cows waited in an eerie silence, as if waiting for Arthur to speak, to confront his worldly 
temptations. temptations. 

Arthur remained silent and still, both in mind and body. His thoughts fell into a state of paralysis. He feigned 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, 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 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 eyes of his parents as he forsook and white spots gluttonously grazing upon the grasslands; the desolate, sunken eyes of his parents as he forsook 
the house lying atop the prairie; the mass of writhing shapes pushing against one another below the screens 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 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. overlooking Central Park; the anguished, pained faces of his victims. It stopped. 

The host of cows began to disperse, first one by one, then in undulating flows of thick molasses. Arthur was 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 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 and the sunlight touched the earth. out of that forsaken place, into happier lands where the breeze still blew and the sunlight touched the earth. 
In the silence, Arthur could just hear the hazy, charming notes of the musicians: an invitation to leave the In the silence, Arthur could just hear the hazy, charming notes of the musicians: an invitation to leave the 
harrowing landscape. harrowing landscape. 

Arthur was swathed in the clamour of the club once again, inundated with the feverish pace of the instruments 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 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. 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 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 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 strolling home through the misty streets, he felt the gaze of the black eyes on his back. The cows followed in 
judgment. judgment. pp
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I saw a person walking around like I saw a person walking around like 
Who’s  dodging metal arrows from soldiersWho’s  dodging metal arrows from soldiers

While trying to give the message of the sparrowWhile trying to give the message of the sparrow
To narrow down the pirate warTo narrow down the pirate war

Parrots will finally soar and hang out at the shoreParrots will finally soar and hang out at the shore
Doubloons would be left at door to doorDoubloons would be left at door to door

Jack SparrowJack Sparrow

I saw a person walking around like I saw a person walking around like 
Without a cura to the capitalistic nationWithout a cura to the capitalistic nation

That he so desired, but he admiredThat he so desired, but he admired
Las señoras chulas for all the love poemsLas señoras chulas for all the love poems

He wrote, it could be for anybodyHe wrote, it could be for anybody
Someone silvery bold or leaf likeSomeone silvery bold or leaf like

I saw a person walking around likeI saw a person walking around like    
Where Mona Lisa's smile is sickeningWhere Mona Lisa's smile is sickening

And he cries in the stone balconyAnd he cries in the stone balcony
Wondering if there are flying vehiclesWondering if there are flying vehicles

That can take his misery to the cold barThat can take his misery to the cold bar
Where shots of burgundy vodka is servedWhere shots of burgundy vodka is served

How did the past hear of that word?How did the past hear of that word?

I saw a person walking around like I saw a person walking around like 
Who lost his mind, even if he was smart in scienceWho lost his mind, even if he was smart in science

But, wasn’t smart at being nice to womenBut, wasn’t smart at being nice to women
He shouldn’t have done it because he didn’t memorizeHe shouldn’t have done it because he didn’t memorize

The equation, which made it negatively surprisingThe equation, which made it negatively surprising
Marie Curie would’ve exploded himMarie Curie would’ve exploded him

And she would electrify his masculinityAnd she would electrify his masculinity

Pablo NerudaPablo Neruda

Albert EinsteinAlbert Einstein

ART // ASHLEY RECKERS
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Walking Around
By Jeovany Tzilin Gomez

I saw a person walking around likeI saw a person walking around like
Who doesn’t deal with the brokerWho doesn’t deal with the broker

Who would be the guitar killerWho would be the guitar killer
In fact, he is a guitar murdererIn fact, he is a guitar murderer

Because he is wearing shadesBecause he is wearing shades
Making these folk tales for the worldMaking these folk tales for the world

As the strings get cut by his twisted As the strings get cut by his twisted 
nailsnails

I saw a person walking around like I saw a person walking around like 
Who doesn’t give a damn, only about his lamb chopsWho doesn’t give a damn, only about his lamb chops

And hot ramen with cayenne pepperAnd hot ramen with cayenne pepper
Acting like a llama who doesn’t spit when threatenedActing like a llama who doesn’t spit when threatened

He just give one punch to his lifeHe just give one punch to his life
To make it worth more by the sufferingTo make it worth more by the suffering

But, he feels like a god on Earth, no way for himBut, he feels like a god on Earth, no way for him
To feel what we feelTo feel what we feel

SaitamaSaitama

If we walk around, life is walking, too...

Bob DylanBob Dylan
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By Ruby GaluszkaBy Ruby Galuszka

	 He’s working late tonight, or so he said. She’s waiting 	 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 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 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 if she’s succeeding. A wine glass sits in her lap. The last few 
drops have made their way to the ironed crease of drops have made their way to the ironed crease of 

her pants, leaving an unattractive red stain. The her pants, leaving an unattractive red stain. The 
bottle on the kitchen counter is empty. She bottle on the kitchen counter is empty. She 

can vaguely recall it being half-empty can vaguely recall it being half-empty 
at some point, but the memory at some point, but the memory 

is hazy. is hazy. 

    Did someone drink the rest?     Did someone drink the rest? 

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

She’s been sitting in silence She’s been sitting in silence 
for hours. She’s worried that for hours. She’s worried that 

when she finally speaks, her voice is when she finally speaks, her voice is 
going to crack and make her sound weak. The silence is so loud that it 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. 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. 	 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 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 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 the frame, swinging his briefcase like an overgrown toddler. She knows 
this man is familiar, but she can’t quite place him.this man is familiar, but she can’t quite place him.
	 The man smiles at her, confusion in his eyes at her position. 	 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. He tells her it’s late and that she should be in bed. 
Oh yes. Oh yes. 
This man is her husband. She remembers him now. There was something This man is her husband. She remembers him now. There was something 
she wanted to say, a reason that she was waiting for him. she wanted to say, a reason that she was waiting for him. 

What was it?What was it?

HalfHalf--EmptyEmpty

	 Her husband frowns at her silence. He glances around the open 	 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 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 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 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 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 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. that up in the morning. 
	 He’s expecting a reaction. All she can muster is his name, and her voice is 	 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 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 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 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, 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 small and fragile. That must be how she looks to him. Maybe that’s how 
she looks to everyone. she looks to everyone. 
A tear drifts down her cheek and catches on his thumb. Her lip 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 starts to tremble and the man pulls her into an embrace. She 
breathes into his neck, trying to compose herself, but breathes into his neck, trying to compose herself, but 
a flowery scent floats into her nostrils and her legs give a flowery scent floats into her nostrils and her legs give 
out beneath her. He holds her like she weighs nothing. out beneath her. He holds her like she weighs nothing. 
She shuts her eyes, thinking of the half-empty wine She shuts her eyes, thinking of the half-empty wine 
bottle as he hoists her into his arms and takes her to bottle as he hoists her into his arms and takes her to 
sleep. sleep. pp
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Love is a terrible, terrible creature with many faces and many eyes and many limbs. It stumbles Love is a terrible, terrible creature with many faces and many eyes and many limbs. It stumbles 
on its many arm-leg-hand-feet, and it walks slowly but steadily along the winding river of time. on its many arm-leg-hand-feet, and it walks slowly but steadily along the winding river of time. 
There is no end to the river, just the river itself and how it ebbs and flows and runs its course, but There is no end to the river, just the river itself and how it ebbs and flows and runs its course, but 
eventually the river meets a bend in the earth upon which houses and shops stand. Love follows, eventually the river meets a bend in the earth upon which houses and shops stand. Love follows, 
because it always does. It is not so early in the day that the villagers are still asleep in their cots because it always does. It is not so early in the day that the villagers are still asleep in their cots 
and it is not so late that they’ve busied themselves with endless loads of work. It is just the perfect and it is not so late that they’ve busied themselves with endless loads of work. It is just the perfect 
window of the morning wherein the people of this homely place wander around the gravel streets window of the morning wherein the people of this homely place wander around the gravel streets 
to chatter with their neighbors, water the potted plants under the windowsill, and watch the to chatter with their neighbors, water the potted plants under the windowsill, and watch the 
orange-pinks of dawn melt into the blues of daydreams.orange-pinks of dawn melt into the blues of daydreams.

Love comes lumbering down the road, arm-legs stuttering, colliding, falling with each step Love comes lumbering down the road, arm-legs stuttering, colliding, falling with each step 
forward. Love’s many, many eyes watch the townsfolk with a grand apathy—or perhaps neutrality, forward. Love’s many, many eyes watch the townsfolk with a grand apathy—or perhaps neutrality, 
as Love does not know what to feel for these people, not yet. Someone, a baker or merchant or as Love does not know what to feel for these people, not yet. Someone, a baker or merchant or 
anyone, really, sees Love come shambling down towards the village. They do not scream. They anyone, really, sees Love come shambling down towards the village. They do not scream. They 
stand in mute awe. Another person sees Love, and another person, and then another one, and stand in mute awe. Another person sees Love, and another person, and then another one, and 
another one, until everybody in the village square stares staunchly as Love hauls itself over the another one, until everybody in the village square stares staunchly as Love hauls itself over the 
rocks and into the thick of the buildings. One unashamed soul steps forward and says, Oh how rocks and into the thick of the buildings. One unashamed soul steps forward and says, Oh how 
lovely you are, with your many faces and many eyes and many limbs. Oh how fair a creation you lovely you are, with your many faces and many eyes and many limbs. Oh how fair a creation you 
are, a love letter to us from the universe.are, a love letter to us from the universe.

But Love does not think so. Love does wnot believe that it is anything like that: Love is not a But Love does not think so. Love does wnot believe that it is anything like that: Love is not a 
thing of beauty, Love thinks, but something terrible. Something so terrible in its existence and thing of beauty, Love thinks, but something terrible. Something so terrible in its existence and 
abominable in its presence on earth. Love knows how ugly it must look because Love feels that abominable in its presence on earth. Love knows how ugly it must look because Love feels that 
ugly, too. Love says as much, but not so much in words as in groans and wails through its many ugly, too. Love says as much, but not so much in words as in groans and wails through its many 
faces and many mouths.faces and many mouths.

You are wrong, the people say. You are not ugly. Not at all. What you are is a gift to us who live You are wrong, the people say. You are not ugly. Not at all. What you are is a gift to us who live 
here. You can never be a burden if you bring us such joy. But Love knows how this all goes. This here. You can never be a burden if you bring us such joy. But Love knows how this all goes. This 
is not the first time Love has come across a village, a people like this. It is not the first time nor is not the first time Love has come across a village, a people like this. It is not the first time nor 
will not be the last. Love knows that these humans will never understand what it is in its entirety, will not be the last. Love knows that these humans will never understand what it is in its entirety, 
in its whole, unforgiving nature. Love knows that these humans will want it to stay, and it knows in its whole, unforgiving nature. Love knows that these humans will want it to stay, and it knows 
that it will hurt them, because that is what Love always does to people like this. Love creeps closer that it will hurt them, because that is what Love always does to people like this. Love creeps closer 
to the gathered crowd, and they ooh and aah with Love’s every movement. Someone—many to the gathered crowd, and they ooh and aah with Love’s every movement. Someone—many 
someones—reach a hand out, and come close. Too close. Love has many faces and many mouths someones—reach a hand out, and come close. Too close. Love has many faces and many mouths 
and many limbs. It has enough mouths. It opens all of them, and shows these people that it has and many limbs. It has enough mouths. It opens all of them, and shows these people that it has 
many teeth, too. many teeth, too. pp

BY Kellan NguyenBY Kellan Nguyen
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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. 

Stacy slept with Brandon on November 3rd, 2022. 
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. 

Stacy stared down the chasm of her glass, the 
little bubbles serving as a debilitating memory 
of Stevie’s final few gasps of life. The creature 
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. 

ART // MILES TRACHTENBERG
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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 
mouthfuls of tequila into 
the bowl, a few stray tears 
slipping out the corner of 
her eye. 

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 
her home. pp
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By Milena Seymour

W
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The day all the supermarkets close, 
all hell will break loose. The day 

all the supermarkets close, people will 
climb over each other in the streets and wreak 

havoc on the quaint town square. The day all the 
supermarkets close, Monty will be ready. He’s been 

preparing for that day for many years now. 

Sure, his wife left him the day he 
insisted the chicken coop should be kept 

in the bedroom. Sure, his daughter, Annie, 
stopped parading around the yard with Monty’s 
deluxe Swedish shovels after she discovered teenage 
angst. 

Sure, 
the neighbors complain 
about the cow feces and 
the relentless inhabitants 

of the beehive. None of this mattered much to him at 
all. Monty’s tiny backyard was his pride and joy.

Tomatoes scattered the yard like ruby pebbles and 
overripe peaches stained the stepping stones a sticky 

brown.

Cows, 
sheep, 

goats, 
camels, and 

buffaloes stepped 
over one another 

in a menagerie of dairy 
production. Every inch of 

free soil was packed with vines 
and bushes and roots. Fruit trees 

towered over it all, leaning over to one 
side as peaches, oranges, apples, and lemons 

ripened and weighed down the branches. Stray pieces 
of honeycomb littered the ground and stuck to Monty’s knees and 

hands as he crawled on all fours, searching for taro root and trinidad scorpion 

peppers in the bushels of leaves and stalks that protruded from the ground.

ART // ELLA MCKHANN
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It would have been a 
lovely yard if there were 

more space and it were kept 
in better condition—and if Monty 

didn’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 
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 
a small family. Instead, frantic hands overplanted, 
and the mumbling man was so inattentive—so 
overwrought with anxiety—that he wasn’t able 
to see just how much his life had changed 

ever since he started the project.

After one wretched 
half-hour of teary-eyed 

self-admiration, Monty 
would bring the baskets out 

to the neighborhood and mark his 
territory. He stuck carrots into front 

lawns. He arranged green beans along the 
street markers. He threw ostrich eggs onto 
the whiny neighbors’ car windshields. He 

poured buffalo milk onto his front 
yard. After all, he cared about it 

far less than the back one.p

The thing 
is, Monty still went to the 

grocery store. As long as it stayed 
open, he didn’t see why not. Thus, 

Monty didn’t consume anything he grew or 
collected. He harvested in bunches, assembling 

remarkable baskets of produce that overflowed the 
kitchen counters. He lined up bottles of milk in 
neat rows. He stacked fresh eggs like dominoes. 
Then he would sit at the kitchen table and 
admire his work. The abundance of it all. The 
excellent badge of preparedness that had 
taken over his kitchen.
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Pukwudgie
By Jakob Post

INT. LIVING ROOM - RAINY INT. LIVING ROOM - RAINY 
NIGHT NIGHT 
Two brothers are in the middle Two brothers are in the middle 
of a spooky movie. The older of a spooky movie. The older 
brother, CAL, is sprawled out brother, CAL, is sprawled out 
on the couch with the remote on the couch with the remote 
in hand. in hand. 
His younger brother, LEW, His younger brother, LEW, 
is wrapped in blankets on the is wrapped in blankets on the 
chair. chair. 

LEW LEW 
Turn it off! Turn it off! 

CAL CAL 
Why? You scared. Why? You scared. 

LEW LEW 
Noo. Never. Noo. Never. 

CAL CAL 
You’re hiding behind that pillow You’re hiding behind that pillow 
tough guy. tough guy. 

LEWLEW
I’m seven! I’m seven! 

CALCAL
Do you really want me to turn it Do you really want me to turn it 
off? off? 

LEW LEW 
No. I don’t know. It’s good so far. No. I don’t know. It’s good so far. 

CAL CAL 
Watch this part then. Watch this part then. 

Cal presses play.Cal presses play.

INT. WITCH’S CABIN - THUNDERSTORM NIGHT-INT. WITCH’S CABIN - THUNDERSTORM NIGHT-
CIRCA 1600S CIRCA 1600S 
A witch boils a brew. Of course in a cauldron, but this brew is A witch boils a brew. Of course in a cauldron, but this brew is 
bloody, vibrant, scarlet. The fire beneath is roaring. bloody, vibrant, scarlet. The fire beneath is roaring. 
A hand reaches from the cauldron. A giant manly hand, but A hand reaches from the cauldron. A giant manly hand, but 
it’s hairy, too hairy. The witch takes a few steps back, clasps it’s hairy, too hairy. The witch takes a few steps back, clasps 
her wrinkled hands together, and cackles delight.her wrinkled hands together, and cackles delight.

WITCH WITCH 
It’s done and doing, from boiling It’s done and doing, from boiling 
brewing, sinew worth chewing, new, brewing, sinew worth chewing, new, 
I knew it. I knew it. 

Out of the cauldron emerges a head and body. It’s almost Out of the cauldron emerges a head and body. It’s almost 
human, almost, but something is askew. It’s the damn hair? human, almost, but something is askew. It’s the damn hair? 
Yes. But it’s the eyes too. Most certainly the eyes. The color? Yes. But it’s the eyes too. Most certainly the eyes. The color? 
They’re red as Hell’s sky. The size, the shape?They’re red as Hell’s sky. The size, the shape?

Large and round. Wait, it’s the expression. Dead, but Large and round. Wait, it’s the expression. Dead, but 
murderous. When they see you they dissect you, stab you, murderous. When they see you they dissect you, stab you, 
and cut through your mind. and cut through your mind. 
The creature tries to leave the cauldron. It’s then that one The creature tries to leave the cauldron. It’s then that one 
might notice that the body is small and exceedingly hairy, might notice that the body is small and exceedingly hairy, 
but it’s limbs are long and thin. And the claws, how did I but it’s limbs are long and thin. And the claws, how did I 
miss the claws? miss the claws? 
The creature looks around. Then stops and stares. (At the The creature looks around. Then stops and stares. (At the 
camera).camera).
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By Jakob Post

INT. LIVING ROOM - RAINY NIGHT INT. LIVING ROOM - RAINY NIGHT 
Lew looks away from the screen and clutches his pillow tighter. Cal notices and laughs a little. Lew looks away from the screen and clutches his pillow tighter. Cal notices and laughs a little. 

EXT. YARD - RAINY NIGHT EXT. YARD - RAINY NIGHT 
Something is watching the boys, or maybe the screen, from outside the window. We’re in an fpv shot, but we hear heavy, Something is watching the boys, or maybe the screen, from outside the window. We’re in an fpv shot, but we hear heavy, 
animalistic breathing. Rain drips on the camera. animalistic breathing. Rain drips on the camera. 
On the tv, the creature turns upon the witch. It speaks, not words, but a shrieking sound, a screeching sound. The witch On the tv, the creature turns upon the witch. It speaks, not words, but a shrieking sound, a screeching sound. The witch 
laughs, goes to the cauldron and takes a drink of the red fluids with her hands. She drips what’s left onto the creature’s laughs, goes to the cauldron and takes a drink of the red fluids with her hands. She drips what’s left onto the creature’s 
head. head. 

WITCH WITCH 
It’s perfect. It’s perfect. 

INT. LIVING ROOM - RAINY NIGHT INT. LIVING ROOM - RAINY NIGHT 
Cal gets up to go to the fridge. On his way he pounces at Lew. Cal gets up to go to the fridge. On his way he pounces at Lew. 

CAL CAL 
(In his best witch voice) (In his best witch voice) 
Mwah ha ha my pretty. Time to eat Mwah ha ha my pretty. Time to eat 
those eyes of yours. those eyes of yours. 

Cal tickles his brother. Cal tickles his brother. 

LEW LEW 
Get off! It wasn’t even that scary. Get off! It wasn’t even that scary. 
The doorbell rings. The doorbell rings. 

CAL CAL 
Nice. The pizza’s here. Now I don’t Nice. The pizza’s here. Now I don’t 
have to eat your face. have to eat your face. 

LEWLEW
Shut up! Shut up! 

Thunder booms. Cal goes to the door with some cash in hand. Except, when he opens it , no one’s there. Lightning flashes, Thunder booms. Cal goes to the door with some cash in hand. Except, when he opens it , no one’s there. Lightning flashes, 
and for a moment Cal sees something. It’s over half behind the tree. It’s small and hairy, but it’s eyes.; he’ll never forget and for a moment Cal sees something. It’s over half behind the tree. It’s small and hairy, but it’s eyes.; he’ll never forget 
those eyes.  Cal drops the cash. He’s shocked for a moment, but he quickly recovers his senses, closes and locks the door. those eyes.  Cal drops the cash. He’s shocked for a moment, but he quickly recovers his senses, closes and locks the door. 

(CONT’D)(CONT’D)
No pizza? No pizza? 

CALCAL
No. No. 

LEWLEW
Who was it? Who was it? 

CAL CAL 
Probably just some kids playing ditch, but for a second I thought I saw something. Probably just some kids playing ditch, but for a second I thought I saw something. 

LEWLEW
What? What? 

Lew squeezes his pillow. Lew squeezes his pillow. 

CAL CAL 
A horrible hairy monster. A horrible hairy monster. pp
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THE ChurningTHE Churning
By Ruby GaluszkaBy Ruby Galuszka

		 There’s a pounding in my head. It’s this incessant thumping that never stops. When There’s a pounding in my head. It’s this incessant thumping that never stops. When 
I close my eyes, I can almost picture a herd of cattle marching toward me, their hoofbeats I close my eyes, I can almost picture a herd of cattle marching toward me, their hoofbeats 
thundering in unison. thundering in unison. 
	 I have nightmares of a giant stick of butter trapping me in a room. It would slowly melt 	 I have nightmares of a giant stick of butter trapping me in a room. It would slowly melt 
until I was submerged in the nasty liquid yellow with no way to escape. I would cling to the until I was submerged in the nasty liquid yellow with no way to escape. I would cling to the 
melting slab, desperate to stay afloat until it eventually disappeared. melting slab, desperate to stay afloat until it eventually disappeared. 
	 I think it started when I was eight, visiting my grandmother in Arizona. We had 	 I think it started when I was eight, visiting my grandmother in Arizona. We had 
waffles for breakfast and she smeared butter into all sixteen slots—to the point it became more waffles for breakfast and she smeared butter into all sixteen slots—to the point it became more 
butter than waffle. It oozed out of each hole like a pimple getting popped. I remember the butter than waffle. It oozed out of each hole like a pimple getting popped. I remember the 
wave of horror that came over me as I watched my grandmother willingly take a bite from that wave of horror that came over me as I watched my grandmother willingly take a bite from that 
monstrosity. The steady drip of melting butter down the sides reminded me of the unbearable monstrosity. The steady drip of melting butter down the sides reminded me of the unbearable 
Arizona heat and the constant streams of perspiration it produced.Arizona heat and the constant streams of perspiration it produced.
	 In my teens, I developed a lactose intolerance. I couldn’t help but wonder if my years 	 In my teens, I developed a lactose intolerance. I couldn’t help but wonder if my years 
living in fear of butter had somehow contributed to this problem.living in fear of butter had somehow contributed to this problem.

	 “It runs in the family,” my mom had said.	 “It runs in the family,” my mom had said.

		 She told me how sorry she was, and that I would have to give up some of my favorite She told me how sorry she was, and that I would have to give up some of my favorite 
foods. I agreed, because it was too humiliating to tell her that I really didn’t mind it at all. In foods. I agreed, because it was too humiliating to tell her that I really didn’t mind it at all. In 
fact, it finally gave me a reason to avoid butter. Instead of admitting my weakness, I could simply 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.blame it on the conveniently timed allergy.
	 I’ve turned twenty and the weight of my fear is becoming heavier. The pounding in my 	 I’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 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 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 know already. It’s hard not to flinch at the side door of the fridge, where a plethora of dairy 
products reside.products reside.
	 It was pure terror that drove me to remove all of the dairy from the fridge, hurling 	 It was pure terror that drove me to remove all of the dairy from the fridge, hurling 
them in my neighbor’s garbage so as to not draw suspicion. But STILL the cattle gallop onward, 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 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.suspect it was me. I’m the only one who drinks almond milk, which I foolishly left untouched.
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	 My roommate claims I mumble about dairy in my sleep, but I think 	 My roommate claims I mumble about dairy in my sleep, but I think 
she’s trying to gauge my reaction. I’ve done my best to stay calm and feign she’s trying to gauge my reaction. I’ve done my best to stay calm and feign 
ignorance. But she knows me better than I know myself, and I’ve never ignorance. But she knows me better than I know myself, and I’ve never 
been a good actor. Especially with this pestering sound clouding my been a good actor. Especially with this pestering sound clouding my 
thoughts. I find myself constantly tapping, desperately trying to thoughts. I find myself constantly tapping, desperately trying to 
block out the noise. block out the noise. 
	 My best friend remarks on my agitation. She asks 	 My best friend remarks on my agitation. She asks 
me if I’ve eaten, which I foolishly decline. My other me if I’ve eaten, which I foolishly decline. My other 
roommates approach but I can barely hear them roommates approach but I can barely hear them 
over the pounding in my head. Now they are circling over the pounding in my head. Now they are circling 
me, offering various food items on platters, pretending me, offering various food items on platters, pretending 
to be thoughtful friends providing a meal. Butter to be thoughtful friends providing a meal. Butter 
croissants, butter pasta… when will this farce end? croissants, butter pasta… when will this farce end? 
The cattle are so loud, I can’t hear myself think! In The cattle are so loud, I can’t hear myself think! In 
my desperation, I race to the neighbor’s trash can my desperation, I race to the neighbor’s trash can 
and empty the assortment of butter, cheese, and and empty the assortment of butter, cheese, and 
milk at their feet. “Yes, I stole your precious dairy! milk at their feet. “Yes, I stole your precious dairy! 
It’s right here!” I shout, voice frantic.It’s right here!” I shout, voice frantic.  

“Now please, make the cattle stop!    W
hy

 do

n’t th
ey stop?"

“Now please, make the cattle stop!    W
hy

 do

n’t th
ey stop?"pp

57



TT
HH EE

DD
ee
vvii ll’’ss

CC
rr

ee
ee

kk

It was June of 1984It was June of 1984 when my parents  when my parents 
sent me to spend the summer at a sleepaway camp in the forests sent me to spend the summer at a sleepaway camp in the forests 
of North Carolina. To this day I’m not sure why they did it, but I of North Carolina. To this day I’m not sure why they did it, but I 
don’t remember ever feeling any type of anger about it. Truthfully, 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, 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 kids used to say that the devil himself lived in those woods—that 
if you strayed too far from your cabin in the night, you’d hear if you strayed too far from your cabin in the night, you’d hear 
the heavy thudding of hooves or the ominous crackle of hellfire. the heavy thudding of hooves or the ominous crackle of hellfire. 
I was never a particularly superstitious person, but despite my I was never a particularly superstitious person, but despite my 
quick dismissal of those rumors as nothing more than silly camp quick dismissal of those rumors as nothing more than silly camp 
legends, I won’t deny that there was something strange about legends, I won’t deny that there was something strange about 
that summer. Although I can recall the months before and after that summer. Although I can recall the months before and after 
with perfect clarity, those twelve weeks seem to blur together in with perfect clarity, those twelve weeks seem to blur together in 
my mind, as if someone placed a piece of film over my memories 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 and now everything’s a little hazy. Whether that’s my own mind 
playing tricks on me or honest-to-god infernal influence, I’ve playing tricks on me or honest-to-god infernal influence, I’ve 
never been able to tell.never been able to tell.

If there’s one thing that I do (at least for the most part) If there’s one thing that I do (at least for the most part) 
remember about that summer, it’s Judith. She and I were among remember about that summer, it’s Judith. She and I were among 
the oldest at camp, unceremoniously shoved into cabin 6 the oldest at camp, unceremoniously shoved into cabin 6 
with eleven other girls who were one or two years our junior. with eleven other girls who were one or two years our junior. 
The cabin was small and, much to everyone’s dismay, one cot The cabin was small and, much to everyone’s dismay, one cot 
short. Taking what I felt was my responsibility as the oldest, I short. Taking what I felt was my responsibility as the oldest, I 
volunteered to sleep on the floor. Uncomfortable as it was, this volunteered to sleep on the floor. Uncomfortable as it was, this 
sacrifice earned me respect, and before I knew it I had become a sacrifice earned me respect, and before I knew it I had become a 
sort of leader of our group.sort of leader of our group.

I grew close with each of the girls, but Judith by far the 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 most. She was often proud and haughty, but though I’d always 
considered myself a kind and peaceful person, there was considered myself a kind and peaceful person, there was 
something about Judith that I found oddly compelling. Perhaps something about Judith that I found oddly compelling. Perhaps 
I admired the way she was never afraid to voice her opinion, or 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 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, that there was more to her than she presented on the surface, 
and I wanted to figure her out. To my surprise, she found me 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 just as interesting as I found her, and before long we were doing 
everything together. Judith was obsessed with the same camp everything together. Judith was obsessed with the same camp 
legends that I scoffed at, sneaking out and dragging me with her 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 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, so-called devil. The specifics of those nights now slip my mind, 
but I’m almost certain we never achieved that goal of hers. I’m but I’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 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 my failing brain would hold onto. What I do remember is how I 
felt during my adventures with Judith—giddy and fulfilled. felt during my adventures with Judith—giddy and fulfilled. 

Despite what happened in the Despite what happened in the 
end, the memory of her still end, the memory of her still 
makes me feel an inexplicable makes me feel an inexplicable 

fondness.fondness.  

When I grew weary of sleeping on the floor, she invited me 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 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 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 semblance of romance in the way her eyes held mine for just a 
little too long, something vaguely sexual in how her hands often little too long, something vaguely sexual in how her hands often 
settled on my hips in the night.settled on my hips in the night.
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When summer started nearing its end, Judith began acting strangely. Our excursions into the woods became less frequent, and When summer started nearing its end, Judith began acting strangely. Our excursions into the woods became less frequent, and 
it seemed like she had something heavy on her mind, something that she was always contemplating. As curious as I was about what it seemed like she had something heavy on her mind, something that she was always contemplating. As curious as I was about what 
she was hiding, I never asked. I think I was afraid of unleashing something that I didn’t truly want to know.she was hiding, I never asked. I think I was afraid of unleashing something that I didn’t truly want to know.

A few nights before we were supposed to leave, Judith asked me to come swimming with her in the creek. We crept out of the A few nights before we were supposed to leave, Judith asked me to come swimming with her in the creek. We crept out of the 
cabin while the others were asleep, undressing at the riverbank and trying to stifle our shrieks as we felt the frigid chill of the water. cabin while the others were asleep, undressing at the riverbank and trying to stifle our shrieks as we felt the frigid chill of the water. 
Splashing around with her in the dark, I forgot about the fact that we’d be leaving soon, or the possibility of some demon watching Splashing around with her in the dark, I forgot about the fact that we’d be leaving soon, or the possibility of some demon watching 
us from just out of sight. I simply felt happy.us from just out of sight. I simply felt happy.

When we finally decided it was time to head back, I heard Judith let out a cry of pain. She had cut her foot on a sharp rock while When we finally decided it was time to head back, I heard Judith let out a cry of pain. She had cut her foot on a sharp rock while 
stepping out of the creek, and it was bleeding profusely. Seeing how her face went pale at the sight, I offered to help. She sat down stepping out of the creek, and it was bleeding profusely. Seeing how her face went pale at the sight, I offered to help. She sat down 
on a large log and I knelt at her feet, using creek water and my own towel to clean the wound. Something about the experience felt on a large log and I knelt at her feet, using creek water and my own towel to clean the wound. Something about the experience felt 
strangely intimate. Almost biblical.strangely intimate. Almost biblical.

“So,” Judith began, breaking the intense silence. “The devil. “So,” Judith began, breaking the intense silence. “The devil. 

I think I know how we can find him.”I think I know how we can find him.”

I paused and looked up. Judith was gazing far into the distance. Her eyes avoided mine.I paused and looked up. Judith was gazing far into the distance. Her eyes avoided mine.
“Oh?” I remarked.“Oh?” I remarked.
Judith didn’t elaborate. She merely nodded.Judith didn’t elaborate. She merely nodded.
I resumed washing her foot in silence, until it was sufficiently clean and I tore off a piece of towel to wrap it in. “All done,” I said I resumed washing her foot in silence, until it was sufficiently clean and I tore off a piece of towel to wrap it in. “All done,” I said 

softly.softly.
I looked up at Judith, and she looked down at me. I could tell there was something she wanted to say, but she couldn’t bring I looked up at Judith, and she looked down at me. I could tell there was something she wanted to say, but she couldn’t bring 

herself to do it. Finally, she opened her mouth and spoke, her voice barely more than a whisper. “I’m sorry.”herself to do it. Finally, she opened her mouth and spoke, her voice barely more than a whisper. “I’m sorry.”
I was confused. “Hmm? Sorry for what?”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 behind them, 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 behind them, 

but I can’t remember what color they were.but I can’t remember what color they were.
The next night, Judith asked me to accompany her into the woods once again. As we made our way through the trees she was The next night, Judith asked me to accompany her into the woods once again. As we made our way through the trees she was 

uncharacteristically quiet and withdrawn, but every step she took seemed filled with a great sense of determination. I grew more uncharacteristically quiet and withdrawn, but every step she took seemed filled with a great sense of determination. I grew more 
and more intrigued as she led me to a section of the forest that we’d never been before.and more intrigued as she led me to a section of the forest that we’d never been before.

We stopped at last in a patch of woods where several trees had been chopped down, their stumps forming an ominous circle. We stopped at last in a patch of woods where several trees had been chopped down, their stumps forming an ominous circle. 
Most of the surrounding vegetation was dead—this area was almost completely barren. “Judith,” I started. “Where—”Most of the surrounding vegetation was dead—this area was almost completely barren. “Judith,” I started. “Where—”

And then she kissed me. There were no words, no explanation, nothing at all that could have prepared me for it. I simply stood And then she kissed me. There were no words, no explanation, nothing at all that could have prepared me for it. I simply stood 
there in shock, and as I did, I vaguely remember feeling very hot, smelling something a bit like brimstone, and then—nothing at all.there in shock, and as I did, I vaguely remember feeling very hot, smelling something a bit like brimstone, and then—nothing at all.

My memory is completely absent after that. I’m told that I was missing for three days before I wandered out of the woods, My memory is completely absent after that. I’m told that I was missing for three days before I wandered out of the woods, 
apparently completely fine. I had missed the final day of camp, and everyone else had gone home, including Judith. I have no idea apparently completely fine. I had missed the final day of camp, and everyone else had gone home, including Judith. I have no idea 
what became of her, and I never heard from her again.what became of her, and I never heard from her again.

I often wonder what really happened that night, but th harder I try, the less I seem to recall. At this point, I’m not sure any of I often wonder what really happened that night, but th harder I try, the less I seem to recall. At this point, I’m not sure any of 
the remaining memories I have from that summer can be trusted. They grow hazier and hazier by the day. I’m certain that in a few the remaining memories I have from that summer can be trusted. They grow hazier and hazier by the day. I’m certain that in a few 
more years from now, I’ll remember nothing at all. more years from now, I’ll remember nothing at all. pp

By LaureN ludwickBy LaureN ludwick
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Octavia drew a puff of smoke from the bedside waterpipe. Cottony Octavia drew a puff of smoke from the bedside waterpipe. Cottony 
cosmic energy shimmered through the radiation-shielded porthole. cosmic energy shimmered through the radiation-shielded porthole. 
Brilliant beams danced off the burbling pipe’s purple pearlescent Brilliant beams danced off the burbling pipe’s purple pearlescent 
glass, mingling plum-like with the cream-colored bedspread. glass, mingling plum-like with the cream-colored bedspread. 
Dense, heady air crept its way through Octavia’s lungs— Dense, heady air crept its way through Octavia’s lungs— 
it   tasted of peaches and menthol. She held her breath; but it   tasted of peaches and menthol. She held her breath; but 
that was a mistake. After a moment, she exploded into a that was a mistake. After a moment, she exploded into a 
coughing fit. Her hacking and retching sent Dr. Howard coughing fit. Her hacking and retching sent Dr. Howard 
howling.howling.
The doctor barked his next words, between breaths. The doctor barked his next words, between breaths. 
SSaliva dribbled onto the sheets. aliva dribbled onto the sheets. Octavia shifted in his Octavia shifted in his 
embrace, looking up at the balding man’s head, thrown embrace, looking up at the balding man’s head, thrown 
back with vermillion delight. back with vermillion delight. “HAAAhahaha!” “HAAAhahaha!” You You 
wanna know the best part of this job is for me? wanna know the best part of this job is for me? “Nah” “Nah” 
She choked, She choked, ejecting spittle and phlegm onto his ejecting spittle and phlegm onto his 
chest” She admired the pipe’s mouthpiece, drawing chest” She admired the pipe’s mouthpiece, drawing 
circles within the dissipating smoke cloud once her circles within the dissipating smoke cloud once her 
lungs had settled.lungs had settled.

“Oh, Octavia. Silly, silly girl.”“Oh, Octavia. Silly, silly girl.”
Silly Girl.Silly Girl.
Suppressing his laughter like a Suppressing his laughter like a 
child about to tell a bad joke, Dr. child about to tell a bad joke, Dr. 
Howard replied to himself with Howard replied to himself with 
a shrill voice: “Can’t get served a shrill voice: “Can’t get served 
divorce papers across the solar divorce papers across the solar 
system!”system!”

Octavia lowered the mouthpiece, but a violent tremor, large enough to shake the entire space station, Octavia lowered the mouthpiece, but a violent tremor, large enough to shake the entire space station, 
gave her pause. “Fucking hell, Howard, did we lose another lifeline?” She shuffled her way out from his gave her pause. “Fucking hell, Howard, did we lose another lifeline?” She shuffled her way out from his 
gangly arms. He never stopped laughing. She stared at him, and shouted, “You’re a dumbass!” gangly arms. He never stopped laughing. She stared at him, and shouted, “You’re a dumbass!” Octavia Octavia 
lowered the mouthpiece, but a violent tremor, large enough to shake the entire space station, gave her lowered the mouthpiece, but a violent tremor, large enough to shake the entire space station, gave her 
pause. “Fucking hell, Howard, did we lose another lifeline?”pause. “Fucking hell, Howard, did we lose another lifeline?”

She shuffled her way out from his gangly arms. He never stopped laughing. She stared at him, and She shuffled her way out from his gangly arms. He never stopped laughing. She stared at him, and 
shouted, “You’re a dumbass!”shouted, “You’re a dumbass!”

Octavia was younger than her colleague, sure. But silly was reserved for children and stories; the void was no place for such Octavia was younger than her colleague, sure. But silly was reserved for children and stories; the void was no place for such 
things. Here was someone doing work that mattered: she promised herself once she escaped that wicked corporate solar farm, things. Here was someone doing work that mattered: she promised herself once she escaped that wicked corporate solar farm, 
she’d be living life on her own terms. Wasn’t she doing that already? Then again, how free are you really when you’re doing she’d be living life on her own terms. Wasn’t she doing that already? Then again, how free are you really when you’re doing 
research for someone else’s passion project?research for someone else’s passion project?
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The isolation got to me; she thought. How was I supposed to know the prick was married? Where was The isolation got to me; she thought. How was I supposed to know the prick was married? Where was 
the ring? The wedding photos in his wallet? Hell, even a credit card with some else’s name would do! All the ring? The wedding photos in his wallet? Hell, even a credit card with some else’s name would do! All 
the cheesy shit people that age did with to show they at least pretended to know how to love someone the cheesy shit people that age did with to show they at least pretended to know how to love someone 

other than themself? Sleeping with your boss. Sleeping with your married boss on a space station in other than themself? Sleeping with your boss. Sleeping with your married boss on a space station in 
the middle of bum-fuck space. the middle of bum-fuck space. 

“Tell me Howard, what are you going to tell your wife when you get back to the colony?“Tell me Howard, what are you going to tell your wife when you get back to the colony?
You gonna tell her what we do with each other up here? How much we enjoy it? Huh? What are You gonna tell her what we do with each other up here? How much we enjoy it? Huh? What are 

you gonna tell her?”you gonna tell her?”
That got him to stop laughing, at least.That got him to stop laughing, at least.

“That’s easy,” he said, high and nasally, “I’ll Walk up to my precious bitch’s face and tell her “That’s easy,” he said, high and nasally, “I’ll Walk up to my precious bitch’s face and tell her 
‘Honey, I’m home!” Smoke dissolved within Octavia’s lungs. Her heart began beating with ‘Honey, I’m home!” Smoke dissolved within Octavia’s lungs. Her heart began beating with 
adrenal haste; her eyes were welling up with tears. adrenal haste; her eyes were welling up with tears. 
“I hope she’s happy…You’re SUCH a charmer.”“I hope she’s happy…You’re SUCH a charmer.”
Octavia wanted to claw her eyes out. Her throat burned, from the nicotine and hate. Octavia wanted to claw her eyes out. Her throat burned, from the nicotine and hate. 
Precious bitch? Bitch face? Who does he think he is? Precious bitch? Bitch face? Who does he think he is? 
“I can’t believe someone with a god complex as big as yours could be called a husband- “I can’t believe someone with a god complex as big as yours could be called a husband- 
let alone a professional. You see that piss-colored rock out there?” She motioned to the let alone a professional. You see that piss-colored rock out there?” She motioned to the 
window- “I’m here because this space station was supposed to give me the life I dreamed window- “I’m here because this space station was supposed to give me the life I dreamed 
of. Fuck, Howard, I’m living that dream right now, and now I…I…how can I enjoy this of. Fuck, Howard, I’m living that dream right now, and now I…I…how can I enjoy this 
because of what you’ve done?” because of what you’ve done?” 
At least, she thought she was speaking. “Octavia,” He interrupted, taking her hand and At least, she thought she was speaking. “Octavia,” He interrupted, taking her hand and 

placing it on his chest- “don’t spoil our fun because you can’t handle the business. Just placing it on his chest- “don’t spoil our fun because you can’t handle the business. Just 
think of it! You know, when the Journal of Colonial Science interviews us when my data think of it! You know, when the Journal of Colonial Science interviews us when my data 

gets published, I think we should really ham up the theatrics. Get playful with it, you know? gets published, I think we should really ham up the theatrics. Get playful with it, you know? 
And you know what, for your simply stellar work today, I’m willing to share the headline with And you know what, for your simply stellar work today, I’m willing to share the headline with 

you. You’re gonna be famous, too!” you. You’re gonna be famous, too!” 

Howard sat up, resting his head casually on a mountain of velvet pillows. Octavia turned to face Howard sat up, resting his head casually on a mountain of velvet pillows. Octavia turned to face 
the window. He was foul. There were words swimming inside her mind, harsh words, that must the window. He was foul. There were words swimming inside her mind, harsh words, that must 

be uttered with care. She considered how they might move this naked beast before her, perhaps to be uttered with care. She considered how they might move this naked beast before her, perhaps to 
repent, to prostrate at her feet in supplication; but that would be a waste- listening seemed, for him, an repent, to prostrate at her feet in supplication; but that would be a waste- listening seemed, for him, an 

afterthought.   afterthought.   
From the corner of her eye, a comet’s trail briefly blazed, and the emergency klaxons blared. All the color From the corner of her eye, a comet’s trail briefly blazed, and the emergency klaxons blared. All the color 

drained from her face. Maybe it was impacting flotsam from the station’s heat shields, peeling off in layers, adding drained from her face. Maybe it was impacting flotsam from the station’s heat shields, peeling off in layers, adding 
to the debris cluster. Perhaps the last energy tether had broken free. When did this all happen? Was it while Howard to the debris cluster. Perhaps the last energy tether had broken free. When did this all happen? Was it while Howard 
was still begging for more! More! was still begging for more! More! 
“You know Octavia, once we’re back at the colony and I divorce my wife, we should get hitched. Married, you know? It “You know Octavia, once we’re back at the colony and I divorce my wife, we should get hitched. Married, you know? It 
would really sell the whole joint-discovery narrative. Think of the doors it’ll open for your career. Think of the FUN we would really sell the whole joint-discovery narrative. Think of the doors it’ll open for your career. Think of the FUN we 
could have together!”could have together!”
Octavia felt cold and wished to be alone, but the Doctor held her captive as the alarm sirens wailed. She wanted nothing Octavia felt cold and wished to be alone, but the Doctor held her captive as the alarm sirens wailed. She wanted nothing 
more than for that window to shatter into a thousand, razor-sharp pieces; for the vacuum of space to mangle them more than for that window to shatter into a thousand, razor-sharp pieces; for the vacuum of space to mangle them 
to shreds over the sharp, jagged edges of double-reinforced glass and to take back the shame that now consumed her. to shreds over the sharp, jagged edges of double-reinforced glass and to take back the shame that now consumed her. 
Instead, she’ll be a dizzy corpse, gently drifting into the void. Instead, she’ll be a dizzy corpse, gently drifting into the void. 
A layer of hoarfrost began to rime the porthole’s glass, spreading spiderweb-like across the carpet and the walls. A layer of hoarfrost began to rime the porthole’s glass, spreading spiderweb-like across the carpet and the walls. 
Octavia’s breath crystallized across the threshold of purplish lips. “The Sun Sets the same, and You’ll always be an Octavia’s breath crystallized across the threshold of purplish lips. “The Sun Sets the same, and You’ll always be an 
idiot,” Octavia whispered, resolved to inaction. The porthole was covered in a sheet of ice, growing thicker by the idiot,” Octavia whispered, resolved to inaction. The porthole was covered in a sheet of ice, growing thicker by the 
moment. A computerized voice interrupted the alarms to announce, “imminent cabin depressurization in fifteen, moment. A computerized voice interrupted the alarms to announce, “imminent cabin depressurization in fifteen, 
fourteen, thirteen…”fourteen, thirteen…”
 Octavia sat up, and inquired with a smile, Octavia sat up, and inquired with a smile,

“got anything stronger, Howard?” “got anything stronger, Howard?” pp



August 2, 2024

I arose at 715 this morning. Breakfast included black tea and two 
hard boiled eggs. I jogged on my treadmill for 30 minutes and began work at 
830. Lunch was a baked potato. I ended my work day at 530. Dinner was pasta with butter and 
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.

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.

By Margo Salmonson
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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.

Jesus.

August 10, 2024

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
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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.
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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.

Dinner was pasta with butter and salt. A dull pain throbbed in my back left wisdom tooth. p



w
She stands in the lunch line, tapping her foot to the frantic trill of “Bohemian She stands in the lunch line, tapping her foot to the frantic trill of “Bohemian 
Rhapsody” blasting through headphones—the old fashioned kind, with a cord Rhapsody” blasting through headphones—the old fashioned kind, with a cord 
and everything—echoing inside her tempestuous mind. and everything—echoing inside her tempestuous mind. 

Carry on, carry onCarry on, carry on

As if nothing really mattersAs if nothing really matters
Will today be the day it really Will today be the day it really won’twon’t matter? And then she sees them. Over  matter? And then she sees them. Over 
there, they rest righteously at the salad bar. Sterile and cold and wrapped 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 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 shoulders as her chest convulses and her diaphragm spasms, sending her into 
a violent fit of coughing. Wishful thinking that the cafeteria might leave her a violent fit of coughing. Wishful thinking that the cafeteria might leave her 
alone today.alone today.

Carry onCarry on
Strawberries. What was there to like about strawberries anyway? Little red Strawberries. What was there to like about strawberries anyway? Little red 
devil fruit. They’re shaped like a heart. Not the innocent, rounded teardrop 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. on a cute little card that your crush hand-cuts for you on Valentine’s day. No. 
Construction paper has nothing on the pulpy monstrosity that lies within, blue Construction paper has nothing on the pulpy monstrosity that lies within, blue 
veins disfigured like cracks in a sidewalk. Like the fissures in her own fractured veins disfigured like cracks in a sidewalk. Like the fissures in her own fractured 
heart. Real love is ugly. It is gory. Real love can bring you to your knees in grief, heart. Real love is ugly. It is gory. Real love can bring you to your knees in grief, 
crafted of mere human flesh and blood as you are. The fruit-that-shall-not-be-crafted of mere human flesh and blood as you are. The fruit-that-shall-not-be-
named is formed from this meaty core, which the grim reaper, after cracking named is formed from this meaty core, which the grim reaper, after cracking 
open your ribs, pulls from your body. Beating and bleeding. Barbaric. Pulsing open your ribs, pulls from your body. Beating and bleeding. Barbaric. Pulsing 
and repulsing. Repulsive. Strawberries are shaped like the organ that gives and repulsing. Repulsive. Strawberries are shaped like the organ that gives 
out on a cold metal gurney in the hall of a crowded hospital, fluorescent lights out on a cold metal gurney in the hall of a crowded hospital, fluorescent lights 
flickering as a doctor screams code. flickering as a doctor screams code. 

Someone shoves her from behind as the line lags in her stillness. Her breath Someone shoves her from behind as the line lags in her stillness. Her breath 
catches as she stumbles forward, tripping on the untied shoelaces of her black catches as she stumbles forward, tripping on the untied shoelaces of her black 
Skechers. The boy snickers. Her face burns. Skechers. The boy snickers. Her face burns. 

Carry on, carry onCarry on, carry on
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Her chin bounces nervously, her teeth chattering. The hairs on her arms Her chin bounces nervously, her teeth chattering. The hairs on her arms 
stand erect, lined up like little centurions scanning for danger. The line stand erect, lined up like little centurions scanning for danger. The line 
moves forward. The bouncing continues. moves forward. The bouncing continues. 
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By Ella McKhannBy Ella McKhann
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Carry on, carry on as if nothing really Carry on, carry on as if nothing really 

matters.matters.pp

“Bohemian Rhapsody” became a sort of comfort to her in the time since “Bohemian Rhapsody” became a sort of comfort to her in the time since itit happened. Unlike this lunchroom.  happened. Unlike this lunchroom. 
Why couldn’t his favorite fruit offer the same solace as his favorite song? Probably because of the way both Why couldn’t his favorite fruit offer the same solace as his favorite song? Probably because of the way both 
their worlds effectively ended at the hands of one little red morsel. their worlds effectively ended at the hands of one little red morsel. 

They’re hairy too. What’s up with that? No one wants to eat a hairy little heart. Also, no other fruit has the They’re hairy too. What’s up with that? No one wants to eat a hairy little heart. Also, no other fruit has the 
audacity to turn its insides out for the whole world to see, each seed a beady little white eyeball, haunting her audacity to turn its insides out for the whole world to see, each seed a beady little white eyeball, haunting her 
dreams till the end of time. dreams till the end of time. 

He used to laugh when she brought up the eyeballs. He used to laugh when she brought up the eyeballs. Oh stop, hermanaOh stop, hermana, he would say, rolling his eyes. He loved , he would say, rolling his eyes. He loved 
strawberries. strawberries. 

It wasn’t like she’d never had one. You can’t judge before you’ve tried, mother used to say. He always said he It wasn’t like she’d never had one. You can’t judge before you’ve tried, mother used to say. He always said he 
was curious as to how she’d apply that logic to drugs, but all that ever got him was a swat on the bottom. Silly was curious as to how she’d apply that logic to drugs, but all that ever got him was a swat on the bottom. Silly 
little boy. No, she’d had strawberries before. She could still remember the last taste–warm sunshine exploding little boy. No, she’d had strawberries before. She could still remember the last taste–warm sunshine exploding 
on her tongue like a burst of bliss and life and sweet comfort itself. And of course, she could still remember on her tongue like a burst 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 what followed. The way his voice ceased mid-laugh. The world filled with the twinkle of his joy, only to be so 
violently replaced by a deathly silence, thick and heavy with shock. Then the screaming. The pleas. The sirens. violently replaced by a deathly silence, thick and heavy with shock. Then the screaming. The pleas. The sirens. 
The way her mother hysterically prayed to The way her mother hysterically prayed to DiosDios as she followed the ambulance in their silver 1999 Toyota  as she followed the ambulance in their silver 1999 Toyota 
Corolla. How she sat frozen in the back, gripping the door handle, knuckles stretched tight as she too prayed Corolla. How she sat frozen in the back, gripping the door handle, knuckles stretched tight as she too prayed 
to to DiosDios that her mother could see the road through her tears. She would always remember later, in her last  that her 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 single drop of strawberry juice, thick like blood, moments with him, and the goodbye she couldn’t face. A single drop of strawberry juice, thick like blood, 
crusted at the corner of his mouth; his eyes stared open and unblinking in the tumbling roar of silence. The crusted at the corner of his mouth; his eyes stared open and unblinking in the tumbling roar of silence. The 
only marring on his skin. The only sickeningly outward wrong that would inform the rest of her existence. The only marring on his skin. The only sickeningly outward wrong that would inform the rest of her existence. The 
same DNA that had so recently run through his veins pumped scrambled through her own frantically beating, 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 of each other’s lives. And just like strawberry-shaped heart. Her baby brother. They were an inextricable part of each other’s lives. And just like 
that, his was over.that, his was over.

She turns sharply and vomits into the trash can at the junction of the buffet. A ring of disgusted kids fan She turns sharply and vomits into the trash can at the junction of the buffet. A ring of disgusted kids fan 
out around her, exclaiming in rude delight as only teenagers can. She looks down, arms braced on the edge, out around her, exclaiming in rude delight as only teenagers can. She looks down, arms braced on the edge, 
panting shallowly. like the little white shih tzu they used to have, back when things were good. Bruno was the panting shallowly. like the little 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 with a thousand beady little white dog’s name. A single, perfectly untouched strawberry stares back at her with a thousand beady little white 
eyeballs, splattered with yellow-green blobs of her regurgitated breakfast. eyeballs, splattered with yellow-green blobs of her regurgitated breakfast. Bruno is also deadBruno is also dead, it taunts. , it taunts. Life Life 
will never be good againwill never be good again. She pulls herself upright and walks out of the lunchroom, keeping her eyes trained . 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?on the doors as she passes the salad bar. Maybe tomorrow will be easier. But who is she trying to fool?
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SAD TO SEE YOU GO ... 
SAD TO SEE YOU GO ... 
SAD TO SEE YOU GO ... 
SAD TO SEE YOU GO ... 
SAD TO SEE YOU GO ... 

SAD TO SEE YOU GO ... 
SAD TO SEE YOU GO ... 
SAD TO SEE YOU GO ... 
SAD TO SEE YOU GO ... 
SAD TO SEE YOU GO ... 
SAD TO SEE YOU GO ... 
SAD TO SEE YOU GO ... 



SAD TO SEE YOU GO ... 
SAD TO SEE YOU GO ... 
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        Interested in joining The Catalyst?  
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