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Jack and Jake
C. Barry Buckner

It had been 50 years ago today.
It was such a wide gulf of time. Enough time to have expunged 

grief and memories from the soul. Enough time to have made the 
past seem irrelevant.

Yet, Jack stared at the brown somewhat wrinkled 1964 calendar 
that had hung on the same spot on the wall in this small dingy room 
for all of these years. There was still that bright red circle that he had 
drawn that day. He still remembered tears streaming down his face 
as he had drawn that mark. The mark was still bright red, blood red. 
Inside that red circle the word JAKE still glared back in silence.

To this calendar was tacked an aging brown envelope that was 
marked PERSONAL AND CONFIDENTIAL. Also, the phrase 
OFFICIAL GOVERNMENT BUSINESS  was ominously typed in 
the corner at the top of the envelope.

To the right of this calendar there was a small collection of framed 
pictures. Within these pictures Jack could see a young bearded man 
in a tattered tee-shirt with a sly brazen look on his face. His memory 
said that those images were of himself in a time now so far away. 

Those were happy times but they seemed so strange and distant 
now. The pictures had been made on the street in front of the building 
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where Jack now stood.
That street was a famous street here in this city by the bay. The 

pictures showed many people holding hands with dazed looks on 
their faces. Many held various signs including one that read: GIVE 
PEACE A CHANCE.  How strange that sign seemed now. Yet it 
had been a time of so much hope and so much excitement. Love had 
seemed like a dust in the breeze that all around could breathe and 
enjoy.

Yet, it was also a time of defiance and despair. A time when there 
were so many opinions that divided people in sad and bitter ways. 

Also, on the wall there was this picture of a young man in a 
uniform with neatly combed black hair. In the background of that 
picture one could see a dense lush green jungle. There were a lot of 
other guys in that picture and they were all holding guns. At the 
bottom of that picture was a comment saying, “LOVE YA JACK.”  A 
signature beneath those words saying JAKE still took Jack’s breath 
away, even today in 2014.

Slowly, Jack reached and plucked the envelope from the calendar 
on the wall. He had done this every year for the last half century. He 
slowly opened the envelope and took out a white piece of paper with 
an official government letter head. He read only the first line that 
simply said, “WE REGRET TO INFORM YOU:”

Now the tears streamed down Jack’s face as he walked over to the 
window that looked out onto the once famous street. He could still 
feel the power and passion of the throngs of people with whom he 
had joined hands and souls so many years ago. Yet, the thought of a 
flag draped coffin loomed in his mind. He knew that he would never 
out live this date. 

He would carry it to his grave and beyond. Suddenly the rain 
began to fall and Jack walked out into the street and let the torrents 
of raindrops splash against his face. Maybe, just maybe, they could 
wash the tears away.
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Heavenly Homoerotica

i dream

            of men but do not have the Words — 
what poésie is there

                                  for Cock and Balls
and dick and nut and cum — Orgasmic words
that Fit my mouth and hallow

                                               Homo halls:
his energy was Pounding, Pummeling, Pure
a seraph entering me,

                                      angelic
                                                  rod
that declared, I’m done for me, Procure
a towel. Such Perfection! this slip-shod

i met — my dream man

                                       at four a.m.
face down against my hands —

                                                   and never saw
his Face. My Cinderella! find whose Crème
was De La Crème,

                               of Theophilus — Ra
encounter, Prostrate i Have Been for you —
my Infinite
                rainbow — Queer (‘er-) lasting hue.

—Herris George
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A Game of 20 Questions

When does it all get easier?

When do I forget the stippled stripes of stretchmarks on your 
stomach, the rise and fall of your chest as you breathe? When do I 
let go of the sickening crack of the car crash where I almost died and 
after which you held me all night, telling me how much you loved 
me? When does it all become a song of yesterday?

When do I stop getting sad every time Alanis Morissette plays in 
a pharmacy? When do I stop falling to my knees when a bear that 
looks like you gives me a wink and a smile? When does it end, when 
can I see myself as a person that is detached from every inch of you, 
no matter how much I want every inch of you inside me again?

When am I going to see someone I like in the mirror? When am I 
going to have the revenge body I always wanted but was too lazy to 
get while I was still getting fucked every night? When do I start to 
pull myself together into something you never could’ve imagined -- 
into something I never could’ve imagined?

When do I stop breathing your scent on my sheets? When can I throw 
away the letters you wrote when you decided my desert was the place 
you wanted to be? They still smell like you, which isn’t fucking fair. 
When does truth become torture, and where does stringy sinew split 
itself from my heart and let it go on beating?

When does the bile stop rising during my morning commute when I 
pass your workplace on the freeway, when I think of crashing through 
the front doors going 70? When can I let myself go, goddamnit, 
let myself become something new and exciting and wonderful 
and extraordinary? When do you stop laying your ley lines on my 
topography, tugging me up onto tiptoe just to say “hi”? When do I 
stop replying?

When will you leave the underside of my eyelids? When do I get 
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to blink and see someone new, something worthwhile? When do I 
stop couching my fear of the unknown in awkward malaphor and 
comfort sex? You know what they say: A stitch in a hatching chicken 
saves nine more stitches, or something. When do I start making sense 
again?

When do I know who I am again?

—Iggy Q. Roquefort
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I started sleeping with the kinds of boys 
who wouldn’t talk to me in high school

the worst violence isn’t always the kind we do to ourselves 
but sometimes, in the heaviness of the morning 
pillow-smothered
something to prove

I think of you, and I can’t figure it out
the sharky shape of your mouth around your Camel cigarette 
your tax evasion hands
fingers expecting to be webbed

in someone’s else’s house
I leave lipstick prints on every mug 
the worst at swimming, knee bled and blotted 
on the hungry asphalt

my mother never learned to cook
and neither did I
you make the coffee black and let it cool
sometime in late August 

—Joanna Acevedo
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BREED BETWEEN THE LINES

FIT UNIVERSITY CHAP SEEKS 
FLIRTY YOUNG WOMAN IN GREATER YORK AREA
FOR MUTUAL ENGAGEMENT, CUDDLES, 
AND ASSORTED REVELRY. INTRIGUED? INQUIRE NOW.
MY NAME IS YOURS. WITH LOVE, ANTICIPATION, AND FEELING. 

—CJ Strauss

Heat
Robin Jeffrey

Sweat rolled off Mavis’ skin, pooling in her body’s natural valleys: at 
the meeting of her thighs where she still had cigarette burns and at 
the base of her neck, bruised purple from his last beating. Still she 
sat on the porch, forsaking the air-conditioned living room for the 
stifling heat of the outdoors. Even the funeral had been inside, her 
husband’s casket rolling behind a discreet steel door and into the 
crematorium ovens. She thought of him, burning, the heat of it, and 
what it might feel like for him to endure that heat for all eternity. 
Mavis smiled.
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Skirt 
Jazmyn Tyree

It’s just a piece of fabric. Cotton and polyester glued together under 
a machine in a factory 10 times the size of their little town and 100 
times the size of the little house they share with dad and Carter 
and Poland, their little dog clad in that gaudy orange collar Carter 
begged for. 

Poland is a boy dog, right? How does he feel in something so 
inherently feminine girls on the street always ask them what “her” 
name is? Does Poland even know? Know he’s not supposed to be 
okay in something made for “girls,” for “ladies,” for female doggies 
designed to do nothing more than make more cute little doggies for 
people to call “she” when they’re “he” or “he” when they’re “they.” 

Kyle balls up the hem of the skirt just over their thighs, red plaid 
fabric slipping between their fingers. Cotton, polyester. From a 
factory in Bangkok or maybe it was Guangzhou or some other city in 
some other country with disgustingly underpaid workers that make 
them sick to think about. A factory in a city, in a country miles and 
miles away, across the world where no one would even know. Know 
how they keep being called “he” and live with their dad and Carter 
and Poland and try to hide the feminine tendencies they gravitate as 
naturally towards as the moon to the Earth. 
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Kyle lets the skirt go. It’s wrinkled now but it still flares out 
around their thighs like it’s meant to. No, not meant to because Kyle 
isn’t meant to wear skirts even if they are just cotton and polyester, 
fabric wrapped across their hips like nothing more than a too-thick 
belt. Their father would hate it just like before. 

It was nail polish first. Pale pink lacquer that their father just so 
happened to have seen when Kyle grabbed their backpack to head to 
school. They were late that day, body bruised and throat sore from 
the yelling, the calls of “stop,” the tears over their father’s yelling and 
slams of his fist. Kyle had never heard the F word so many times, and 
no, they’re not talking about fuck. 

But Kyle would rather push that right back into the bottom 
drawer of their mental chest, pretend it never happened, doesn’t 
exist. Like the Bass Pro jacket their father got them when they were 
thirteen for their big fishing trip. Kyle was supposed to be learning 
what it meant to “be a man” that day, but they were really learning 
that maybe they weren’t that “man” at all. Maybe they’re not even 
real. Maybe none of it’s real. 

Kyle lifts the skirt with their palms and lets it fall again, looks 
in the mirror at the red and green tartan mini like it could be a 
counterfeit twenty-dollar bill. Well, the skirt is real, but Kyle still 
isn’t too sure if they are. Could they become real if they wore it? 
More than their dad’s little boy gone wrong and just his kid? His 
sixteen-year-old that doesn’t want to be anything more than that. 
Doesn’t want to be a son or a daughter or the fucking faggot down 
the hall that doesn’t get why the skirt and the nail polish are all so 
wrong. Kyle just wants to be a person, to be seen like everyone else. 

A skirt. A piece of fabric. Cotton. Polyester. Real. 
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Easter Sunday Sex Orgy

Easter used to be an Orgy
For thousands of years
Before Christ.
Easter was a Sex Orgy – A Festival of Fertility!
Ēostre: Germanic Goddess
Of Earth annually reborn.
Mother of Nature’s awakenings.
Easter was a sexual celebration!
A release. Freedom from dark
Repressive Isolation of Winter…

Dawning of Springtime.
Spreading sunlight over
Beautiful naked Pagan bodies.
Pan-Anglo Princess
Dressed in white.
Blonde hair crowned in wreath of Cherry Laurel…
Easter was a Sex Orgy
Before Wiccan Priestesses
Were persecuted by Puritans!
Equinox Everlasting!
Paschal Month – The Passions!

Painted Egg offerings to Ostara.
April Showers and Deflowering.
Dionysian Drum Circles.
Dancing in the Nude.
Easter was an Orgy – So Feast my Friends.
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Feast and Fuck like Bunnies!
Easter Bunnies…
Salute the Gods of an Ecstasy
That can’t be found in pill form.

Schenectady

Easter Sunday 2020

—Slay! the Dragon

Eat the Pieces

You can put me in a blender
And chop me up to bits
You can strap me beneath an elephant
And laugh hard when he sits
Do anything you want to me
Because you know I am your pet
I wish I would stop remembering
All the things I need to forget

I’ve got a gun and I can show you how
To pull the gleaming lever
Maybe if you kill yourself now
You’ll feel this good forever

And then when the fun eventually ceases
Bake me in a pie and eat all the pieces

—Mike Frazier
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Choreographer
Edward M. Cohen

“I’m dying!” my father bellowed into the phone. “A heart attack!”
“Hold on a minute, Pop…”
“Don’t tell me to hold on!”
“What are the symptoms?”
“All of a sudden you’re a doctor? You’re a choreographer! How 

does a cockamamy choreographer know if someone is dying?”
When my father curses my career, it means he’d like to take 

potshots closer to home, but I’ve warned him not to call me a faggot 
again. Of course, my father bellows constantly. In conversation, on 
the street, falling into rages at bank tellers. He is a retired attorney: 
son of immigrant parents, drove a cab during the day – went to law 
school at night – an amazing tale of survival and success.

“You gotta come down! I’m dying, you hear?”
“Did you call an ambulance, Pop?”
“By the time they get here, you’re dead. You’ll drive me in the car. 

OWWW! The pains are awful!”

They kept him all night. The time passed in a panic.  Since I was 
little, he has scared me but, recently, a dancer video-taped me in 
rehearsal and what I saw was him: bellowing, giving orders, moving 
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masses of people around, exuding authority, making huge demands, 
energizing the room. I had defined myself as an artist to get away 
from him, but I had used what he had taught me to do it. If I had 
used those talents differently, say, by becoming a lawyer, I would 
be helping people, making lots of money. I would not be tied up in 
knots, working in crummy off-off Broadway theatres, trying to prove 
that I was different from him. 

It made such sense in the fluorescent glare of the hospital waiting 
room.

Turned out to be indigestion. In the morning, he was perched on the 
side of his bed, flirting with nurses.

“This is my son! A big shot choreographer!” Then, snarling out 
of the side of his mouth, “She probably thinks that’s some kind of 
chemist!” 

“Dad, I thought about that last night. I made a decision to take 
some time off from dance. What the hell, I’m not making any money.”

“You can say that again!”
“I’m thinking of going to law school. I’d like to become a lawyer.”
He reflected for a second. Then, “If I had it to do over, I’d never 

be a lawyer. I made all my money in real estate!”
“Son of a bitch,” I seethed to myself. “Nothing I do can please 

him.” But the moment had been so surprising, we lapsed into silence. 
I peeked up to find him glancing at me.

Finally, I had to get to rehearsal. Waiting for the elevator, I tried 
to figure out what had just happened. I had tried to tell him how 
much he meant to me. I had offered to be the son he wanted. And he 
had answered by saying, “Be who you are.” We announce that we are 
gay with a flourish. Our parents accept it in quieter ways.

Maybe there were other interpretations. Maybe I was putting 
words in his mouth, but they were better words than I used to put 
there. Glad he was alive, I raced to rehearsal, light-hearted.
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Shapeshifting and the Rules Therof

1. You are a shapeshifter, as is every person you’ve ever met.
2. You’re born with an original skin. This is no more than your first 

skin, and you soon begin shifting.
3. Every time you shift, you’re less likely to be able to return to your 

original skin. However, many shapeshifters change skins often 
enough as infants that recalling their original skins becomes 
nearly impossible as adults.

4. New skins are often acquired through presets called stereotypes. 
Once a stereotype has been adopted, it is altered to suit its 
shapeshifter’s tastes and purposes.

5. Skins can also be acquired through mimicry, imagination, and 
the desire to conform.

6. You should expect to adopt and dispose of dozens of skins 
throughout the course of your life.

7. Each shapeshifter has their preferred skins as well as skins that 
fit better than others.

8. There are no definitive symptoms of a shapeshifter in the wrong 
skin. If you suspect one to be wearing an ill-fitting skin, approach 
gently. Broaching the subject of their skin may only deepen the 
distress or cause the shapeshifter to shut down.

9. It’s advised that you carefully examine each skin you wear to 
ensure that it really fits and conforms to what you want and thus 
avoid the sort of distress described in Rule 8. 

10. Alternately, it is not advised that you assume a skin based on 
others’ expectations, nor is it advised that you attempt to force 
other shapeshifters into particular kinds of skins.

11. It isn’t uncommon to doubt what skins fit you best. Don’t be 
afraid to experiment. If you find a particular skin doesn’t suit 
you, you can always choose another.

12. Even the most familiar skins will change as you, your needs, and 
your tastes change.

13. While skins will often represent your heart, they are ultimately a 
shell. Your truth lies within.

— Kristen Shea
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Hens
Phoebe Blake
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The Day my Dad Took Me to Church

One day 
My father brought me to church 
I wasn’t searching for guidance 
But guidance is what I received

Fresh out of the closet 
My heart didn’t know it

But it needed reassurance 
A bit of trust in my identity 

I couldn’t breathe 
But I could speak

Listened to the priest 
Before asking his opinion 

He told me that there was hope
That bisexuality had a cure 

And they could fix me
If I just had faith 

I told myself
They were just trying to help

     But help what

There wasn’t anything wrong with me
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They didn’t understand 
Their belief’s taught them I’m a sin 

    But that doesn’t justify anything

              It’s not okay to fix based on a difference 

They were trying to be kind

       
                      It’s not kind if it destroys someone

Why am I even upset about this?

 
                       Because I considered their words 

                       Contemplated taking their advice

               And still, ask myself if they had a point 

           They took advantage of my vulnerability

They took advantage

—Gray Dawson
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Why now?
Stef Smulders

A few weeks after the divorce, our father unexpectedly came by. My 
older brother and I were lying in our beds as he stomped up the 
stairs, arguing with our mother. 

“You can’t just come and go whenever you want,” she said.
“I need my tools!” he replied, almost shouting. 
In the hall, the door of the cupboard creaked. Loud metallic 

clatter racked my eardrums. 
“Be quiet!” my mother said. “The boys are asleep.”
“Okay, okay,” my father answered, his voice softer now.
My brother grumbled. He had been in a good mood ever since our 

father left, assuming it was finally all over. I crept under my blanket, 
as far to the foot as possible. The painful noises were smothered, 
but it soon became suffocatingly hot. Although our father had never 
come to say good night when he still lived with us, I was afraid and 
hardly dared to breathe.

The voices became louder.
“Why now?” my mother said.
“Please, I need to see them.”
Footsteps. The sound of the light switch. My father’s muffled 

voice, saying goodbye to my brother. He sounded different, kinder, 
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but my brother didn’t answer. 
Footsteps again. I made myself as small as possible, legs drawn to 

my chest. 
A weight pressed down the mattress. The blanket was torn away 

and as my eyes adjusted to the light, the dark silhouette of my father 
appeared. I flinched as he lifted his hand, but it landed softly on my 
head.

“Goodbye, son,” he said. His voice was kind again. 
I turned my head away. I wanted to show him that I was brave, if 

only this one, last time.
My father got up and walked away. I didn’t want him to go and 

was relieved at the same time. 
My mother stood in the doorway, arms crossed. She switched off 

the light and closed the door.
“Good riddance,” my brother said and rolled over.
I never saw my father again.
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“the body // an archive”

wayward scholar//
you cannot call yourself//academic//
until you read Proust//
treat entire communities like//
specimen//
indigenous garbage//fodder for
curriculum vitae//dance like
adjunct//add your brick to//
ivory tower//use big words
four suffixes//publish stolen//
woolen elbow patches//
let white students//read nigger aloud//
let black students//disappear//
stop eating//choke down trauma
feign resistance//on committee//
find the keys//change the locks

—Kelsey L. Smoot
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Invocation
Tucker Lieberman

You are a dazzling accident. Your horse canters over pyrite, painting 
the paths, seeking the gold of the night.

The deer have well-hafted antlers. Vertigo or no, they stand on 
the mountain and foresee the gift. The sorcerer stares. Cloven hooves 
fuse into single stimulus.

The magician’s knife spinning, the tumult of coincidence. In the 
forbidden tongue, you necromance the valley. Sacrifice is bright and 
rigid, ensuring belief. The toothless smile of gnosis is a light inside 
itself.

The foliage receives spilled water… a mountaineer develops 
memory… memory becomes energy. You are compelled by the pathos 
of deer running in sequence in little white boots. You hear them 
calling, you feel them shaking, all the deer, the moving mountain in 
which nature’s forces pull. You too, now, are prey. You are all defined 
by your cries.
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I am a Message in Your Trash Box

You’ve blocked my email now, 
And I watch helplessly 
As you’ve carefully built this digital artillery to erase me. 
No more texts, calls, and emails now. 
I never existed!
And you can live with that feeling,
Asshole,
But I can’t.
So, I wait.
MISERABLY
For you in your Spam Box,
Knowing, that one day, out of boredom, you’ll return. 
You’ll push aside your cowardice,
As nostalgia overwhelms you one underwhelming afternoon. 
And your mouse will hover over your Spam Box 
Oh, you’ll hesitate, but you’ll click.
As you’re naturally drawn to risk. 
It helps you cope with the monotony of your life. 
That’s why you were drawn to me, remember?
It’s just that you can only take it in small doses.
Guess that’s why I was discarded. 
Regardless, you don’t like how it makes you feel 
As you hear my sad voice reading through my emails.  
Back where all my unheard cries have gone carefully compartmentalized.
You decide you don’t deserve all that guilt.  
So now, my messages, my words I crafted just for you
Get sent into that Trash Box,
Where they have to go, 
In order for you to keep pretending like everything’s alright.
Pussy.
I may be hiding out in your Trash Box.
But you’re hiding out in real life.

—Monica Viera
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Genitalia

Hot topic (today) : Mine.
Though being 47
                                   and still asking
leaves a bit of a sour taste.
You’re asking
            as if you know.
Is  this concern?
Do you wanna ask if I’ve been
to my local gyno yet?
Will we have to talk about
preferring planned parenthood?
(as if we already knew each other)
Do you wanna follow me to pee?
        Oh!
You’ve got a piss kink.
That’s why you’re so obsessed
right?

—Juno Elio Avillez do Nascimento
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Low in Heels
Josie Levin

Some times when I meet a woman I want to marry, I am hysterically 
crying in the parking lot of a fast food restaurant. These times I feel 
embarrassed and worried that she will not marry me, now that she’s 
seen me hunched over the concrete trying to knick the bumpers off 
the shittiest cars with tiny rocks and large pieces of gravel. 

She will appear illuminated in the drive-thru lights and she will 
wear a holy expression. 

She will ask a variation of “are you okay” the word okay is 
synonymous with many other words that are not so with each other. 
An example: “are you fucking insane” and “are you trying to destroy my 
brand new paint job, you crazy bitch”.

And she will take me home because I am too pitiable to leave 
behind. This is my greatest appeal, the lows I’ve sunk to. I’ll kiss a 
woman’s feet if she asks. This is not a declaration of love. 

When I make plans with a woman I want to marry I wear wedges. 
Sometimes lipstick, if I don’t think we’ll kiss, but always wedges. I 
can balance on the heels of them while I wait for her on the rounded 
edge of the curb out front (It’s easier with time - they scruff smooth 
with the years). 

If she arrives on time I can hold her hands with my arm behind 
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hers and I can take long extravagant steps, loud like stick hitting 
snare drum wishes it could be. 

Mostly I want to be taller than her and partly I want to see her 
from above. These are two different things. 

So if she agrees to meet me after she has foud me low to the ground, 
I wear stiletto heels. Stiletto heels are a more serious game than 
wedges. And they are good for deception. When I wear them I look 
like a person who spends their money on shoes. Once I became an 
entirely different person who spent money on shoes when a women 
who I wanted to love me asked.

Stiletto heels are a weapon of intimidation. I do not want to 
intimidate a woman I want to marry but I’ve found intimidation 
to be a yeast substitute. It leavens the unleavened that is love grown 
from pity. This is the kind of trick that isn’t kosher for Passover. 
After all things are baked and eaten I go back to wedges. 

Maybe when we are finally married I will let my wife see me 
barefoot.

Sometimes I’ve already fastened the straps of the wedges to the skin 
of my ankles when a girl I wish to marry cancels our plans. Then I do 
not remove the wedges although I should. 

Instead I keep them beside me when I cry in bed and bake 
delicious bread and read the books on my shelf and paint pretty 
fruits in sweet warm colors on the walls. 

I wear the wedges until I go to sleep and even then, I hesitate 
before I pull them off.

I touch my own heels of my own skin to the ground and I am as 
much a three inches shorter and I can feel myself sinking.
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Confessions Part 1

She confessed to me 
That the sound her skin made as it brushed against my body
Or a transit handle
Or an ATM 
Would wake her in the night, 
Echoing around her like dragonflies, 
Mystic and awe-some.

The world becomes large and even the ants carry their dead, 
As she floats like Ophelia 
And waits like Ophelia, 
All tangled up in the slow moving waters of your forgetfulness, 
All tangled up in blue. 

The work she has done here, 
The checking of her snares for rabbits, 
Brings me to solemnity.
Hard hands and a soft heart. 

I think if she could walk on those hands she would, 
Through streets and fields, 
Her pale legs moving in the air 
To keep her balanced. 

—Edwin Wentworth
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Attempt
Valentina Donato
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piranha

dance with me

corpselike lurching in mesh and leather

between flashes from floodlights

and torches on stone walls

in the bathroom, crashing and

burning my kneecaps, i pray at your eight-inch altar

i’ll swim upstream

if you’ll let me

after, slip into the crowd to find your buddies again

but i’ll stay here all night

to forget what daytime looks like

—Iggy Q. Roquefort
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Feelings for a Friend Bar Menu
Audrey Lee

Night Starters: 

Vegas (Courage) Bomb 
You’ve been thinking about him for a while. More than a while, if 
you’re being honest with yourself sweetie. A friend. Just a friend. You 
promised yourself everytime he smiles or talks to you. All it means is 
maybe he knows the month of your birthday or he might remember 
where you live. There’s no need to complicate things, right? But 
isn’t it worth a shot? All you need is three seconds of courage. Or, 
a three ounce shot of courage and honesty. Just enough time for that 
all important question, “Do you feel this too?” Stirred with Red Bull 
and vodka. 

Tell me the Twisted Tea
Make it a tall boy, in a can. Pop that tab and it can never be welded 
shut again. Tall boy that you can sip through the hours and taste the 
lightly carbonated sweet seltzer on your lips and tongue. Tall boy you 
can talk to, laugh with, hang out with, pick up Subway on a rainy day, 
or have sex with. Talk all about the tea. The ‘I like you, you like me’ 
tea. With each sip let another confession twist out. When you have 
one drop left, you know what’s coming next. You’re leaning in close, 
tip back your head, close your eyes, and you pray that it’s as good as 
you have imagined a thousand times over. Then order another can. 

The Snake Bite
One ounce straight. Shoot it fast and feel the burn of what you’ve 
done. Your lips touch. There’s no going back now. Bite that lime, and 
let the sweetness of possibilities coat your lips and gums and tongues. 
He’s staring at you, unbelievable. Maybe he’s trying to remember 
what he knows about you, and you can’t stare back. Run away 
because you can’t say anything about it. Hide in the back hallway 
of the bar until a girlfriend comes to find you. “You could’ve been 
taken!” she says when she noticed you were gone. After all, it’s 2019. 
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Even though you promised yourself you wouldn’t let it get out, you 
tell your girlfriend all about this boy friend. Notice the space. It’s a 
friend. It will only ever be a friend. You make her pinky swear and 
slur through the promise: it’s just a friend, but the friend is burning 
in the back of your throat. 

Midnight Makers: 

Yellow (Friendship) Daiquiri
Yellow is the color of friendship. It’s the color of the mac and cheese 
dinner you made together last week when you realized for the first 
time you wanted to touch his arm and his face and his, oh. Make your 
face scrunch up at the thought, taste, memory, “Why did I do that?” 
Limoncello, rum, lemon juice, iced, shaker, add cream. Walk back 
to the other side of the bar. It all started with fast, liquid courage. 
Now, you sip your sweet drink slow. Take a gulp to remember every 
moment of sweet friendship, hunny, because it’s never coming back. 
That kiss exists and no amount of chugging can make it disappear. 
That kiss of sweet and sour mixed together creates the future that’s 
never the same. No casual rides from class, no 3 a.m conversations 
without connotations. When the sweet drink is gone it’s gone. 

Long Time Iced Tea
Hunny, he’s watching you suck each ounce from the long straw. He’s 
wondering the same thing. Are you going to do it? In every sense of 
the word. It’s a lot to take. A lot of shots in the dark that end with 
you dizzy in his arms. Make it last, don’t speed through. If you want 
eight ounces of assorted liquors in coca cola, then this one’s for you. 
One night, on one weekend, darling, you’re walking home with him 
from the bar. You’ve wanted to watch him open that door for a long 
time. It’s sweet then it’s sharp, sweet and sharp. Sweet. He walks 
across the room and kisses you. Sharp. Sweet heart, these pitchers 
don’t lie, and the liqourless ice collecting at the bottom will leave 
you empty. 

Gin & (Time) Tonic
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It’s tested by time. You let the order roll off your tongue. You’ve 
learned from the best.  All the time. You feel every interaction with 
an acute surge of nerves. You know you do. His arm on yours, all 
the time. His eyes catching you across the room, all the time. Not 
saying a word about how far you’ve fallen, all the time. Everytime 
sip is a chance that’s taken with the basics: gin, tonic, a lime wedge 
for variety. Never break from the pattern. A drink, a drink, a fuck, 
another drink. How many dollar wells on a Thursday night before 
you hit rock bottom? Sweetheart, you are going to hit rock bottom. 
But best enjoy the plummet on a hot summer’s day when you’ve gone 
one shot too far. 

Three A.M Closeouts: 

The Chocolate (Break it Off) Martini
It’s back to that afternoon you wanted to press your thumb to that 
dimple on his chin, before the kiss. It’s hard to hide behind a clear 
drink. Those white liquors don’t conceal anything, not even your 
feelings. And sweetheart don’t lie; you do have feelings. Shoot down 
the truth fast, because you have to tell him and you know what he’s 
going to say. He’s going to say, “No.” That is the right answer.  Cry 
into the sleek glass, because it’s the end of a night at the end of an era 
and when you’re wondering, “Why?” Chocolate and vodka have the 
power to answer that question, right? Your girlfriends slouched next 
to you at the bar. She knew, she’ll say, she knew but she let you do it 
anyway. He left a sip in one glass and ordered another, but you dove 
straight in like you had nothing to lose. Hunny, you had everything 
to lose. You see that now. Let the chocolate coat your throat and 
sooth the burn from all the empty glasses as the glass empties. One 
more sip, another, another, another. If chocolate cures all problems 
then why don’t you feel better? 

Green Tea (problem solver) Shot
You’ll need it. You’ve drank too many long nights. If you can make 
the room stop spinning and your stomach stop hurting, then calm 



32

down and think through your actions nice and slow. He’ll need one 
too. He’ll have what you’re having. At last he’ll walk away to the next 
girl who holds a Vegas Bomb in the corner. In between the whiskey, 
schnapps, the soda, shaken, is the regret. 

Water
What you really need. A tall 10 oz glass, chilled, poured, drank, and 
pour another. Wash him out of your system. Forget especially the 
yellow daiquiri, because it’s never coming back. Everytime you pick 
up that drink you’re going to see him, now. The lean in close, the 
tipped back head, closed eyes, and you’ll remember it a thousand 
times over. Drink up girl, cause he’s drinking up too. And, maybe in 
a few months you can take another drink. But, don’t let him buy you 
a beer on discount nights. Wait. Wait until he buys you champagne. 
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Fingernails

The skin was just ever so slightly imperfect. My index finger worried 
over it, back and forth and around the raised edges. I felt it in the 
knuckle, in my bone, I could just dig in and scratch. I pause. My 
finger pauses. 

Soft hair flattens under the weight of my fingertip, still tensed it 
spreads the silky strands. I think of a car driving down a highway and 
close my eyes. I tell myself to have some self-control. My teeth chew 
down on the side of my cheek pulling away skin. My eyes pop open 
and having found a loose edge I jam my nail in. 

Pain bursts at the spot and I imagine that as I pull the scab away 
somehow brain matter comes with it. Tunneling into layers of skin, 
Tearing, tearing, tearing. Then free my fingers grab it and run it up 
the strands of hair till it pops free. I feel where it was, a drop of blood 
wells up and I smash it with my finger, too. Sideways into the hair, 
coloring it. 

My finger drives to the next scab, turning crust into sores. One by 
one, a ritual of both sadism and masochism. I pull my phone out and 
hold it above my head, I look at the red against the hair and skin. I 
think about whether the lion and gazelle know they’re both getting 
something out of the chase. 

Shame gurgles in my chest. My teeth take it out on my cheek. Over 
and over. 

I trick myself, occasionally. Whenever I feel behind my ear at the 
hardened lymph node on the left side. The doctor said it’s overworked 
from trying to heal a wound I won’t let close. I think about how my 
mom used to coat my fingernails when I was a child so I wouldn’t 
chew them. 

I think about how my ex used to tell me only whores bite their 
nails. Because they can’t. stop. moving. I try to trick myself. I slather 
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Neosporin on them. Turning scabs into a gooey mucus so my fingers 
won’t hunt them. One by one. It diffuses into the hairs around it, 
greasing it, my fingers turn to digging at the cuticle beds around 
them. Strips of flesh, they find the edge, roll it. Torment it. My teeth 
finish the job ripping them away. 

Strips of flesh up to my knuckles and the blood wells there, too. One 
by one, my body finds its favorite places to tear at itself. My teeth 
choose my bottom lip next. 

I am the sum of a million imperfections and raised edges and my 
teeth and fingers will tear and rip and chew at each one until I am 
enough. Perfect, smooth. My lip refuses to let its layer of skin go. It 
holds on in protest, my teeth recede. I pout my lips and my finger 
pulls until I wince. Ripping away old and new skin. Blood wells, I 
press my lips together at the pulse. 

I imagine myself as a porcelain doll. Made up and perfect. I am 
disgusting, but I can be perfect if I just, if I just… stop

—Emalee Long
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Amorphous
Bobbi Steele
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23 Meditations

For God so loved the world, 

that he gave his only begotten Son, 

that whosoever believeth in him should not perish, 

but have everlasting life, 

or something like that

in this essay I won’t

know the difference between everything and nothing call it a blessing

last week the stores sold out 

of bottled water

so i decided to stop being thirsty

instead i drink vinegar, and like it, fuck from the bottom and like it, 

wear a woman’s blouse,   i’m not sure how to feel about it

today,

i walk under every scaffold between my apartment and the pharmacy, 

collapsing several ladders along the way 

     

   which isn’t to make my problems everyone’s problems ; 

today i’m in luck,

queer, but out of love 
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in love, but unsatisfied  

smiling at the saddest person i see 

bright and backwards ; today

i let myself be saved, ring my ex again  

and, letting the voicemail play, remember Yorkville is a dead zone

there’s an explanation for every suffering

    

      today someone else will 
leave me for my own good  

unknowing the true color of my own knees, Levator palpebrae superioris 
muscle atrophying,  i wanted to get fucked hard  like a little bitch 
but not like  

that 😔

i’m a porcelain cleaver no i’m not  ; this parable shit is easy 

      

     For God so loved the world,

     that he gave his only begotten Son

     a bonus hole 

tomorrow

i’ll steal a stick of vegan butter from the corner grocer 

and, baking the illicit glop into a dozen chocolate chip cookies, 

incriminate anyone who should exploit my benevolence

you can call it a blessing, or you can call me back, Rachel

the last thing i’ll say about it, 
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and then i promise i’ll fuck out of your life forever,

is that i knew you’d ruin this poem

like u ruin everything,  u marvelous,  gaping,  slut.

…

…

…

         
 okay one last thing,

         
 i didn’t mean it

when i call you a slut ;

and 

i still love you ;

and

i baked cookies and found jesus, he was here the whole time

i promise i’m actually doing really well

i just really miss you

—CJ Strauss
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Hungers
Tony Baiza

A plate of rice, beans, and my mother’s turkey in steaming mole 
poblano. The tortilla comes whisper-close to the spicy chocolate sauce 
that’s only slightly darker than Brenda Moreno’s cinnamon skin.

“Ey, ‘pérate. We need to talk.”
I roll my eyes and stare at the plate, waiting.
“M’ijo, that’s a good dinner, ¿qué no?”
“Yes, Mom.” I drop the fork. The flour tortilla is warm in my 

palm.
“Can you remember a time when you were ever hungry?”
I fold the tortilla between my fingers and close my eyes. Soft and 

velvety. I shift on my chair. Oh fuck, am I really fondling a tortilla in 
front of my mother?

“Yeah,” I say. “’Orita.”  Right now.
“No. I mean, cuando tenías hambre for real and you couldn’t 

remember the last time you ate and weren’t sure the next time you 
would?”

“Yes, I can!” I hate how my voice sounds. I hate being fourteen. I 
hate that my palm is getting all sweaty and if I keep squirming on my 
chair my mother will know. 

Hell is a place where a wilting tortilla gives you a hard-on at the 
dinner table.

“No, you can’t,” she says. “Because you’ve never felt hunger, have 
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you?”
“No—I mean yes. I’m hungry right now, Mom.”
“How could you possibly know what hunger is?”
My fingers cling to the tortilla’s fading heat. I can’t stop thinking 

about it. Her. “I know, Mom.”
I know because Brenda told Nicolás to fuck off and started eating lunch 

with me, not him, and then Nicolás, Alex, and Martin started calling me 
marica and bitch and joto, and all of Brenda’s girlfriends just giggle at me 
when I walk by and one of them asked me why I haven’t given it to her yet, 
and Brenda says tomorrow’s perfect because her parents are working late 
late. 

I want to shout everything, so that she’ll know the truth. About 
me. About what’s going to happen.

My mother’s almond eyes narrow to slits. “How many times do 
I have to tell you, m’ijo? You have never known hunger.” She runs a 
hand through thick, blue-black hair. For the first time I notice a faint 
stripe of gray just above her ear. She sighs and cups my cheek. Her 
palm is cool against my skin. “Daniel, when I was your age, I ate once 
a day if I was lucky. Your abuelita would come home from the cannery 
and maybe your tías and I would get a tin of tomatoes. Maybe even 
some eggs if the chickens were having a good week.”

I think about my grandfather’s chickens and how I only see them 
on Thanksgiving or some cousin’s quinceañera. It never occurred to 
me that actual eggs could come from those scrawny things. Brenda’s 
parents don’t have chickens. They have a shar pei. 

“Daniel,” my mother says, her voice softer now. “Sometimes I 
think that I failed because you don’t understand what it means to 
truly need.”

I plunge the tortilla into the mole. A thin layer has congealed over 
the cooling sauce and it doesn’t look so good anymore. Need? How do 
you not understand how bad I need this? I push the tortilla around the 
plate, swirling together the rice and beans and guajolote—and then I 
wonder if they say guajolote at Brenda’s house or if they just say turkey 
and then I wonder what the regular Spanish and not-Mexican word 
for turkey is and why do I know how to say cock and the c-word in 
Mexican but not the Spanish word for fucking turkey?

My mother tears off a piece of tortilla and flicks it in her mouth, 
her strong, Indian teeth quickly turning it to mush. “Dale,” she says. 
Her eyes are moist and hint at a disappointment I think she was born 
with. “Go on. Before it goes cold.”
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Profesora

She was from a small 
Missouri town. Learned Spanish 
at junior college. Moved to a city. 
Taught indifferent high schoolers
who mocked her behind her back
for her orthopedic shoes, thick-soled, 
white when they were new, 
but always dusty, well-worn 
from summer excursions 
to Madrid or Oaxaca or San Juan.
In the Plaza Mayor, 
a pickpocket tried to steal
from a student and she 
beat him off with her purse.
She wore straw hats over 
her curly hair. She ran 
the Spanish club, selling churros
at lunchtime to raise money
for war orphans in Guatemala.
She brought us homemade paella. 
I imagine her now, retired,
taking senior salsa classes,
ordering her baila shoes a size up
to conceal the orthotics,
and weeping 
over children in cages. 

—Lauren Scharhag
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Something in Between
Van Lanigh
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I Have No Country

I have no country because my birthplace of Australia never saw me 
as its own. My first memory was playing in a sandpit in kindergarten, 
and someone warning their friend not to go in there, or they’d “turn 
black too”. As I got older, my otherness was fetishized. “You’re so exotic, 
where are you from?” 

I have no country because the place my father said was my homeland, 
didn’t feel the same about me . “But you’re so white. . .you have straight 
hair. . .you’re too skinny.. .you don’t speak Fijian”. 

I have no country because the land I had citizenship in required I 
carry an ‘alien registration card’ to remind me of that. Not that the 
daily commentary when I walked past and they didn’t know I spoke 
fluent Japanese, allowed me to forget. “Foreigner….such big eyes…..such 
long legs…”

I have no country because South Eastern Europe where I’ve now lived 
for a year, seems to think I was purchased online. “You picked a good 
one.. . .I got mine from the Ukraine, where did you get yours?”

—Miya Yamanouchi
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Kay Husnick
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Nowadays We Kill It out of Boredom

Prehistoric humans tried to tame 
this strange beast, leashing it to a pole 
stuck in the ground. Fed with sunlight, 
it would keep an eye on freshly plowed furrows. 

The first emperor of China sent warships, 
soldiers to search each mapped island, 
with hundreds of children aboard 
for sacrifice. Never captured the behemoth 
that would crush rebels and guard 
his vermilion palace-gate for eternity.

Later, noblewomen kept it in glass bulbs, 
watching its listless body roll in sand.

With improved hunting tools, 
we discovered its many breeds at different 
longitudes. We locked it in wall clocks, 
gave it a price. Setting alarms, 
we trained it, day after day, to growl. 

But Time is too ferocious after all,
our casualties still are formidable. 

—Q. M.
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Your Mother’s Daughter 

This is how your mother loved.

With pretentious proverbs from a preacher’s bible,
and the clockwork rhythm of a cane
making love to your tired skin.

A heart that wished well 
but a tongue that spilled acid
enough to melt your being 

till you became her daughter.
Like she was her mother’s daughter.

You watched as she dug you a tunnel of success 
with bare hands,
numbing your disdain while treading another’s path.

There is no place for daring girls in your mother’s house. 
A revolution is a dream too big.
Intention, a sin. 

You are not your mother’s daughter.

—Oluwatomi Olanrewaju
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Something in the Water
Dedicated to Ahmaud Arbrey, Breonna Taylor, and George Floyd
     

There is something in the water, my grandmother would say There is
a hurt too scarred over to bandage    a hurt.
a deep dormant flame     a flame
consuming our people     consuming our people.
     
These wounds are too deep to seal    These wounds
they will bubble over     will bubble over
and grow in on itself     and grow,
like Katrina water, running red in the street   running in the streets
consuming everything in its wake    consuming. Everything.
     
And before long, the country    The country
will no longer be able to hide    will
it will have to greet the familiar face at the door  have to 
 address it as kin, and invite it in   address it  
 
before it bubbles over, like molasses under high heat  before 
and it consumes us all.     it consumes us all.

—Angela Shanté  
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This is Just to Say

I read that
George Washington
never came clean
about his dentures:

Pulled teeth 
from the enslaved,
6 pounds 2 shillings
for 9 pearly whites.

Who forgives such
savagery for teeth
so beautiful
and so cold?

—Renoir Gaither
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Inner Minds
Van Lanigh
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Taco Bell

taco bell
is what you eat when
it has been a long day in the august heat
and you just need a reason to be happy today

over a nacho fry combo and a strawberry skittle freeze
it has been a hard summer
today i have been walking all over seattle running errands
even though i knew my legs would be lead
i have been so numb
and i need to taste something
my 20th birthday was four days ago
but i just want school to start

last month
one of my closest friends
died a slow and painful death
two weeks before my birthday

five months ago
one of my friends from high school
killed themself

last year
one of my childhood friends
killed himself

today would’ve been
his 20th birthday

but today i
eat the taste of chemicals
and do my best to keep myself together
my body cannot stop shaking
but it isn’t because of the sugar i’ve been drinking
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what else do you do when
you just wish you could stop feeling so numb
you are tired from a day of walking all over your hometown in the heat

what else do you do when
just a few weeks ago you had to step out of your childcare job
because you were on the verge of tears and didn’t want to traumatize 
children
when you got on the bus that day
you immediately started crying
you couldn’t even see anything
just your tears
but everyone on the bus was staring at that stocky bearded man crying 
his eyes out in public

taco bell
is what you eat when
it has been a long day in the august heat
and you just need a reason to be happy today.

—Mercury-Marvin Sunderland
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Last Night
Cameron L. Mitchell

Last night, as my mother and I cleaned the dishes at the kitchen sink, 
my father paced back and forth behind us, biding his time.  Each time 
one of his boots hit the floor in the living room, the sound vibrated 
across the house, warning us.  Beside me, my mother flinched, over 
and over again.  Tension hung over us like a dark cloud.  I could 
feel my mother’s fear, I could feel her desperation.  I could feel her 
clinging to the hope that things wouldn’t get bad, not this time.  
We deserved a break.  But she should have known better, I thought.  
We both should have known better, but I guess I was desperate too.  
There I was, after all, foolishly begging a god I don’t believe in to 
spare us, just this once.  Please, I mouthed silently, closing my eyes.  
Please, not again.    

The sharp sound of his boots stomping across the hardwood floor 
suddenly came to a halt.  Our ears perked up in nervous anticipation 
of what came next.  We knew something was coming.  We could sense 
it in the air.  The full, overwhelming silence had to be filled.  The 
sudden lack of any sound behind us was almost too much to bear, 
but I couldn’t bring myself to turn around to have a look at what 
was going on.  We should have known something bad was coming 
when he switched the television off a few minutes earlier.  For a 
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while, he remained seated in his chair, gazing at the blank screen, 
or so I assumed.  It’s hard to tell with my father.  Now that he had 
stopped pacing, I imagined him staring at the backs of our heads, 
contemplating his next move.  My mother and I remained frozen in 
place for what felt like the longest time, waiting.  Fearing it would set 
him off, we couldn’t dare turn around.  We weren’t brave enough for 
that.  To move at all required a bravery neither one of us possessed.  

And then, something happened so fast we weren’t sure what it 
was at first.  A glass came flying through the air, shattering the silence 
as it crashed against the cabinet, just barely missing my mother’s 
head.  Shards of glass exploded everywhere, and I worried about her 
eyes.  It scared me, the idea that a single fragment of glass might have 
permanently blinded her.  Gasping, she sunk into a crouch beside 
me, covering her face with both hands before quickly turning to me, 
running her hands up and down my body to make sure I was ok.  She 
searched my face, and I searched hers, each of us breathless.  Each of 
us scared.  

She was ok, I was ok.  Both of us, ok.  
But of course we weren’t.  
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Worms
Phoebe Blake
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Wallow

To be empty!

Sure, you could bury
the body, pencils out
release your poems
from a standing grave.

Dig, dig deep and as you do,
lend the ants your fingers.
Pause to watch
the kingdom come -
black-bead bodies
rushing in over
hands, toes
calves, wrists
face, arms
neck, knees
thighs, torso, chest
like fizzing cola.

I can already hear you: mumbling
Excuse me, excuse me
I’m still alive.
How polite!
You’ll laugh a laugh so stiff
the ants will lift your tongue away.

I can already see you: a human valley,
open stomach, heart toppled in.
Would you, then, understand how big you are?
You, alone, as you are, could house a colony.

Your tears fall like toddlers
down playground slides,
down your plum seed cheeks.
Wind plucks them off the dust.

Follow suit.
Get up.

—Carrie Almir
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The Female Intuition
The Common Cunts
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Insomnia

the dust gathers in strings 
in the corners

a zombie army.

the cat is non-committal
a wandering minstrel.

the bulb is my only true companion.

there’s a shadow on the floor
like a broken fist.

from outside
a noise like death disturbed

and wanting.

this is the dry and quiet time
between life

and life.

—Harris Coverley
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Worms
Katherine Stromin

Every morning I woke up to watch the birds. Every morning I saw 
the birds–tall, taller than me, and proud, with slender legs and soft 
feathers on their heads–stab their beaks into the soil. The birds were 
not feeding. They were hunting. Hunting the worms. Every morning 
the birds, the beautiful birds, stabbed the soil to pick out the worms. 
They’d grab them, by their necks or backs or feet, pull them out 
and toss them in the air before catching them in their mouths and 
swallowing them whole. 

Every morning, I imagined the worms. The worms I would spend 
lazy afternoons with; the worms I so casually picked up out of the 
mud and placed on the end of sticks to observe and study before 
gently setting them down to be with their friends again. The worms I 
watched dance around in puddles of water, on the brick patio, trying 
to save their lives after a heavy rain. I watched the worms fight for 
their lives again. 

Every morning I stood in the grass, the wet dew chilling my 
feet, and watched the birds from a great distance. My grandmother’s 
garden was full of love and all living creatures who paid no attention 
to the birds. 

Every morning I thought of the worms. The worms who arose 
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earlier than I, to prepare to fight, fight, fight, again. The worms 
who had it hard. The worm soldiers would kiss their children first 
and then their wives before putting on their uniforms. They’d sit 
in silence, waiting for the birds. For the first beak to come crashing 
down on them. Every morning they’d watch their friends be sucked 
out of the ground and killed. Every morning they fought. They fought 
but their efforts were useless for the birds would only leave once they 
were full. 

Every morning I watched the worms die and every morning I did 
nothing. 
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The Halloween People.

The Halloween People
take too long to heal,
fail to ingest preprepared perception,
fail to provide proof of sufficient suffering.

In masks of their loved one’s faces,
they drag their own bones across the Presidio, singing
Listen to the
mock
ing
bird
They light the way with torches
desperately flickering against the night.

The Halloween People –  
their silhouettes dance along the chord,
their torches fading in the fog.

—Robin Sinclair
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Untitled 

if i said i knew what this 
poem is about, it’d be a lie. 

there are much too many things 
to unravel- 

the snake eggs in my knee. 
lemons, and why they look 
at me so angrily. 
the absolute lie that 
rubber bands are. 
how my door lost its chivalry 
in an accident involving a piece 
of wood, and some oil. 
you tell me, sir- 

do i not deserve clarity?
shoes safe from rain water, 
confident circles in green 
ink, a june love that doesn’t 
grow cold with the winter. 
a winter- 
     
without misgivings such as 
this one; 
it has been years since i 
last saw flowers pressed 
between handwritten 
letters pressed between books
exchanged for love. with love. 
it has been years since i 
last saw much at all- 

sir, they took away my 
eyes once they found out 

all that i could do with 
them. 
all i see now is all what 
you see. 
pray, tell me, where do 
i thrift softness- 

i once left some on 
a park bench, the 
rest i fed to dogs and 
clouds alike- 

now, i have memories. 
the faint mark of teeth 
on my nails. 
they will grow, and forget 
everything; tell me, sir, 
do i also have anywhere left
to grow? 

—isha
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Corona Biery

I told you I would name a poem
After you
As we did laps around the Safeway
Shopping plaza
Passing the Dollar Store
Passing KonaBerry Frozen Yogurt,
The Irish Pub
You made references
About the poems I could write
About us on this night
Walgreens was closed
Safeway was open
54
You knew Ethan—
The Captain Crunch stocker
It was Sunday night
After 10 pm and we were the only
Customers.
In the aisle, I asked you to stop
In front of the water bottles
I swallowed them—
4 Liqui-Gels
I had a haddock (I promised you I would use this word in my poem)
I knew you didn’t like
Walking around Safeway
Shopping plazas
You told me about the
Blockbuster that used to exist
About the Pizza Hut
That was once there
You said you thought taco shops
Could be built everywhere
You wore house slippers
A fuzzy off-white hoodie
It was all about your hair
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The absolute crazy liberation
I curled them around my finger
I took the fallen strands
And collected them in my
Pants

—Tamara MC

Precious Mia
Stephanie Conley

The moonlight lustered over my sole target, Mia. Her brown curly 
hair complimented her booty shorts. Her pink baby-doll top revealed 
a hint of her innie belly button.

I wore a denim miniskirt, and a tightly fitted red tank top like 
last year. “Acceptable first day of school attire, don’t you think, Mia?”

She giggled as she gazed at herself in the mirror.
The school bell rang. Mia scurried into the lunchroom and stood 

next to Ronald, a jock. He kissed her on the lips. “Hey, babe.”
Two girls in leather miniskirts, red blouses, and heels strut their 

stuff as if they owned the place. Blond hair Racheal blew a kiss to the 
jock, then laughed at Mia’s defeated face. Ginger, red-head Abigal 
smirked. “Watch this.” She pushed Mia into a trash can. “Oops, sorry. 
I meant to throw your outfit in the trash.”

I strolled over to Mia and helped her out of the garbage.
Her boyfriend snapped back to reality. “Babe, are you okay?” He 

peered over to the security guards who weren’t watching. “Let’s just 
go to homeroom.”

I sat on the piano as Mia entered the music room. “Good, no ones 
here.” She scurried into the closet, grabbed her trumpet, then sat in 
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front of a large window. I scooched next to her. Mia played a melody. 
She whistled the last note to her melody, then stared out the window. 
“I miss you, Bailey.”

In the bathroom, Rachel and Abigal applied makeup to their already 
busy face. They both stopped as Mia entered. Abigal smirked and 
marched over to Mia. “Did you have fun in the trash?”

Mia looked down as Rachel walked behind her. “Shall we give 
you the same treatment?”

“Better yet--” Abigal grabbed Mia’s arms. Then shoved her head 
first into a toilet.

With a towel over her head, Mia sat by her locker dripping wet. She 
looked so helpless. My hunger for her became extreme.

Ronald rushed toward Mia. “Babe, are you okay?”
Mia nodded with a faint smile.

The last bell rang, I watched Mia put her stuff into her locker. Ronald 
brushed passed me and walked up to Mia. What the--?

Mia turned around. Ronald held Abigal’s hand. Mia’s eyes welled 
up.

“It’s over Mia.” He twirled Abigal’s fiery hair around his fingers. 
“She’s my main bitch.” They kissed each other. Mia slammed her 
locker shut. Ronald wore a smug face. “Face it, Mia. You only had 
one thing.”

Abigal leaned in front of Mia’s face. “Congrats for being a slut for 
three minutes.”

Mia punched her in the face.

Mia shined underneath the moonlight of the football field. She 
played a soft melody on her trumpet. A familar tune. The melody I 
played for her right before-- Tears fell out of my eyes.

A giant wind swirled around the large football field. Mia stopped 
playing. “What’s happening?”

I embraced her in my arms. “This is my one and only transition 
to you.”

Mia glared at me. “Bailey?”
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The wind swirled harder. I raised my voice. “You played my 
melody.” 

Tears formed in her eyes. “It was beautiful. I missed it.” At that 
moment, bleachers were being tossed around. She cried. “I’m scared. 
Are you alive or dead?” Mia burried her face in my chest.

I stroked her head. “This is our last chance to be together forever.” 
I cuddled her. “This place has no meaning for you. Come with me?”

She instantly nodded. I then gave her a long, wet kiss as we both 
faded away. My precious Mia.
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far away child

gone is the silent—bitter
blind and senseless rendering
that my cut heart outside the cave
under stars with fire laughs

yet to each their own

my disaster had whispered a newborn song
birthd wicked pains and pangs
though restrained
matters of the mind

*

dear Diana of the trees

due process

random success

duress

a hole cyclicity of humor

—M.A. McGill
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Sizzle 

I only wanted you 
like a quickly melting picture
of old lovers. To feel your hips
and lips like fumes of hot ink
to drink into my lungs all at once.
 
But it wasn’t until after 
you had passed my tongue
and entered my blood
that I felt your smile
 
turning in me like bonfire.
Your laughter a murmur
in my veins, reminding me:
blood doesn’t only boil—
sometimes it stills.

—Jo Mitchell
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A Somber Night

The rain falls and all I hear is beckoning taps on the glass. Each sound 
calling to me, asking for my attention to no end. 

I wonder what they want from me?

All I feel is this calm…I don’t know how to word it. It begs for silence, 
it asks for no interruptions. Even while I sit here I am getting in its 
way with my every heartbeat. My breathing is too loud, it might as 
well go outside with the rain if it is going to be like that. 

I think I should go outside too though.

Wash it away with the rain. Down the drain and flushed away with 
relentless force. Pushing. Till I am far away. Pushing. Until I am 
drowning in its efforts. Pushing. Like I have the world surrounding 
me, crushing at all angles driving my forward in this long drain. Off 
into this ocean where I am left suspended in the vast void of emotions 
that I don’t know how to handle. Fighting for a sense of place and self 
that I can’t find an answer for. 

I might just stay inside.

—Chad Murray
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The Night Sky is Vanishing 

My mother told me boys 
climbed through the bathroom 
window to get into her 
sweet sixteen. 

Everyone wanted to get 
into that party. 
It was the party of the year. 

She told this story for years 
and years. Janet admitted 
she opened the window
for the boys to get in. 

In my back yard, at night, 
I look skyward
at all the stars that were
blotted out by light 
pollution when I lived 
in Boston for all those years. 

And I imagine boys 
climbing through 
a tiny window 
at the Elks club 
in Arlington, MA. 

Janet guarding the door 
in a chiffon party dress 
and holding their hands 
as they stepped down 
onto the toilet and into 
the party. My grandfather 
policing the door 
between hands of poker. 
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These days I lay on the floor 
of my garage staring 
at a disco ball— following 
the paths of mirrored light 
all over the ceiling 
as New Order’s 
Leave Me Alone 
plays on repeat. 
I reach back through decades 
of blackouts and locate 
the moment when memory 
chipped and fragmented. 

I try to figure out how some 
stories solidified and repeated 
and others turned to smoke, 
rose up, and dispersed—
try to find a pattern
in what I remember 
and what I’ve forgotten. 

Over eighty percent 
of Americans 
can no longer see 
the Milky Way. 
Sky glow obscures 
our place in the universe.

In the night sky of my mother’s
sweet sixteen, the only boy 
she really wanted 
to come was turned away 
and he left, not realizing 
the upstairs window was open.  

—Bree A. Rolfe
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And Justice For All
Van Lanigh
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Decay

Do I look dead inside?
I haven’t slept in over 24 hours
got dressed without looking at 
 the clothes I picked out
haven’t taken my makeup off 
 in 3 days

A ghost haunting the body she used to inhabit
 but can’t remember when that was

Maggots devouring flesh inside still-pulsating veins
A heart beats 2 and ½ taps each time
 an irregularity caught in childhood
 that never let her catch her breath
A disorder or two or three or . . .
 reinforcing the lack of air moving in deflated lungs

Someone loves her the way an addict loves cocaine
 she loves him back the way cocaine loves the addict

Unbrushed hair fallen in a way that looks on purpose
 but all she did was pull it up, take it down
 her split ends have become her whole life
  why bother now

When does it end
When will I see my reflection without seeing
 a lost, third-person stranger
 I know all too well

When will I stop wondering
 if I look dead inside?

—Kay Husnick
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My Bones from Timber

JFK’s bust stood motionless in the 
corner, a Tiffany lamp burned dimly 
as the California sun set.
They and I, together, witnessed men
in white, their rickety wheels spinning
first on carpet, then on cement 
stairs, dutifully
hang their heads. There were three
or four, maybe less. 
I wanted to count
the piano keys, the sticky candy, something
other than your toes.
Momma told me not to look. I held her
hand, didn’t blink. 

I never saw a shade of black 
like the one that wore you —
deeper than the blooming
bruises, heavy like the chill that crept
into your home when I knew there 
was no saving to be done.
Hot August nights were made of Papa’s
sheet music, the cold clink! of your
cocktail glass, half-full. 
I wanted to bottle the lilt of 
your windchimes but
only the wind remained.

—Jessica Sabo
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A Memoir

I stood at the river’s edge
called to memory how the rapids had
taken such glee in my desperate waltz
thumbed the small square of fabric in my pocket
how romantic, a life saved by a shirt, 
caught on a wayward branch
the nearest waves lapped with bloodlust
vaunting hecklers with a score to settle

I tucked my toes into the river
let the deep, familiar chill creep up my calves
scratch the base of my spine
feared not the water, nor its laughter
Me, now the shirt, the branch
salvation incarnate

—Kelsey L. Smoot
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Home Sweet Home

With a grave pallor,
she glared. 
Her cheekbone,
a grotesquery of angry welts,
blooming like the bouquets—
you always surprise me. 
Flinching at the mirror, 
I sighed. 

It’s just cabin fever. 

I’m sorry. 
I cradled you in my arms,
crying together. 

I won’t do it again. 
I swept away the shards, 
picking up your ring. 

I was just too stressed. 
I believe you didn’t mean it,
arching my back, waddling to our bed. 

—Melvin Tan
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Stillborn 

I tell her I wish I was better.
She smiles like a hole in the pavement.
knowing I’ll walk on her again. 

even on good days I am boiling not at her,
not truly just near her 
Mere distance scolds her.
She tells me she likes it. 
I know this isn’t true.
she just knows it 

One day she will learn that birthing pains are worth it 
that new can be better it just hurts at first. 
What will I do then?
Who will burn with me?

Her lip is cracked now. 
She smiles even though it hurts,
even though it yellows and bleeds.
I tell her I wish I didn’t do that.
she hands me back my wishes

They are worthless.
I swallow them.
they do not feel me up.

Empty. 
She walks. 
I ask her if she needs all that. 
I ask her if it’s heavy. 

She puts me down and sighs in relief
like it never occurred to her that she did not have to carry me. 
She looks at me and tells me to walk.
I tell her I wish I could. 

—Leena Taylor
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Trends in Masochism

When I was young
I put a razor to my wrist
And pressed down forcefully
To watch that fresh red blood
Flow over my porcelain skin
Like a river
Massaging my wrist with its warmth
Overriding my psychological pain 
So that it became tolerable.
Oh, it was such a release
But, now that I’m older,
I’ve honed more sophisticated habits. 
Using men instead of razors,
So I don’t mess up my skin.
I pick up the sharpest and the baddest of them,
Rub them up against me a few times,
Until I bleed.
They don’t like being held so close,
But I still need it. 
The deeper and harder they hurt me,
The more I’m convinced I’m alive.
For the warmth of that red river
Massaging my porcelain skin
Be it by the blade or by the man 
Satiates the masochist in me.

—Monica Viera
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Requiem 

And suddenly
I am back to last winter, sitting on your bed,
our voices low as we continue
the fight we both know will be the last,
when I, mid-sentence, 
catch a glimpse of your bare feet 
towards the edge of the bed, and think
of them resting lightly on my thighs,
or brushing against me in the night—
a feeling I had never considered until that moment.
So, I grab them tightly, placing my head 
between your calves, arms around your ankles
like a toddler mid-tantrum, begging you to stay.

But I never did ask. I drowned my words
back down the deep of my throat
and reel them out only in dreams
or like tsunami storms onto paper.

—Jo Mitchell
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Mona Lisa

da Vinci painted a portrait, but in the background fought
something small alabaster with a scarlet scarlet,
may piss off someone, but it makes me happy
when good and evil float to the surface of consciousness.
Who sees them
sees them,
will not abuse me either.
Little white
he gave a fist
white and inept.
In the pink light, pink by it,
even you will be surprised.
In the sacrament of grief, directed as a goal to heaven said: 
“I will smack your face.”
The clouds were floating,
it rained,
even could see a thunderstorm.
“You are a good lad,
no people,
I will add vanilla cream.”
Demon’s answer followed.
“What, you fell out of love?
Oh, you songbird, roaring,
get a meeting with low mine.
Maxi and Mini,
amen in amine
from silver dust.
We have not forgotten,
we did not forgive,
in pink hell such verses, catch them.”
Then there was a shame
at this bottom,
then there was a storm.
Forgive me, but if you are a sheep,
then soft and white with your whit.
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Many steps
run along them
the apostles
or doctors in a heavenly pharmacy
thinking, who is climbing into heaven again?
What a pogrom...  With a haze together
it’s high here, and it’s like they are down below.
Light is visible here, gentle light
for many years
and one is hissing to the other: “Stay on guard”.
 
Then something was taken from the hand into a pocket,
something fell to the floor and got pressed against it.
The speech was slurred and incomprehensible.
And the throat was suffocating endlessly.
 
Mona Lisa, a shadow on her cheek,
it is wild for her
the whole thing,
she is in artist’s soul.
If the whole world fades,
all nothing to her, 
she is faith,
luscious skin,
delicate, white, soft, hope and velvet silk.
 
They were torn
pray don’t deny,
be awake, but only be quiet when no one is sleeping,
when you wake up and light outside the windows.
What is it, honey?  You’re a sheep in the genome,
love like a lamb, no one saw
a live angel yet.
And gave a salute.  Under the visor line by line,
under the visor the face is not visible, visible paws,
high mound, parting obliquely,
apostles and racketeering, swelling wallet.
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What’s wrong, Missus?  Kisses, mua.
 
Then he fell.  The angel cries faintly,
got up, fell again, muscles hurt.
Eyelids darkness and no headlines, 
and verses from words, and a torn pocket.
 
Many scarlet wounds, many, many scarlet wounds,
everyone strove to give him an intermediate chime,
time in the eyes of the arrows trembled so
that Chronos himself left heaven a brief.
This is light for you, but there is no answer,
if you’re weak, then there is no light.
Unequal fight as grass grows
in the ocean, put on your flippers.  Ah…
 
Unlimited monarch in this league of higher shift,
authorities without a book,
faith without a religion,
the pain and groan of a secret cry,
just don’t touch the faceless anus,
so says the two-faced Janus.
Mona Lisa, this is an ancient custom,
as ancient as blueberry sparkles.

—Anna Idelevich
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Lamprey
Diane R. Wiener

1. Watch Out for Your Operculum; Or, Notes on a Watery Start

This may not be a nice thing to say: I find the lamprey intractable. 
But, that doesn’t make it any less true. You might think me unfair—
even anthropomorphic—but I stand by my observation. He’s a 
recalcitrant predator, even if he’s just being himself. 

Arriving soon, at a drive-in theater near you: a frilled shark. She does 
not want to be called a living fossil. She will slit your gills if you say 
it, again. 

My friend imagined a rabbit hovering like a sea slug, so I named it 
Chromodoris Bunnifica. I realized quickly that its real second name is 
Leporidae. 

2. I am the Lamprey, Now

And I’m telling you the whole thing. I am never wrong. You might 
steal cartilage from me, or betray us all, but I will still remember 
perfectly, and you cannot prove otherwise, because (as I said) I am 
always right. 

Was lamprey ever a pun? I have no sense of humor, except when I say 
so. No, that’s not fair—it’s parasitism. 

Good luck with your cheer. I’m going to complain some more.

I have no jaws, but that will not stop me from sucking up every 
vestige of goodness.

3. Green Man Interrupts 

Waving at me through a mustache maple, his birdshit eye is on the 
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left, today; his foliate mouth eats more bugs. Seeing him helps, but 
the other reversals don’t—necessarily. 

I make yet another list of what is not. 

4. You Suck

You may not meet your end, this afternoon, but you can’t steal this 
story. 

How about you intubate yourself, jackass, and see what happens? 

You’re no eel, Mr. Jawless Wonder. 

Why do I think, right now, about the guitar string someone used 
to do herself in, after she folded her clothes on the bed and poured 
food for the two cats? Not because of the anniversary. What the fuck 
is a better word than anniversary for killing yourself with your own 
music? 

5. CODA

No, I’m not attached to my misery, it’s just a fishing line to the moon, 
so I can get the hell out of here, like in the opening sequence of those 
movies by Dreamworks.

I had this all sketched out, ripped out of an old school composition 
book, then typed it up and printed it—but sent it to the wrong place. 
Goddammit, it’s not yours. Give it back. 
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Joanna Acevedo received her BA in Literary Studies from the 
New School in 2019. She currently studies Fiction at New York 
University, where she is working on her MFA. Her work has been 
seen or is forthcoming in Seventh Wave Magazine, The Scarlet Leaf 
Review, Bridge: The Bluffton University Literary Journal, and others. She 
is a Hospitalfield 2020 Interdisciplinary Resident, Goldwater Fellow, 
Prose Editor at Inklette Magazine and teaches creative writing at 
NYU.

Carrie Almir is a Los Angeles-based writer. She is a student of 
literature, creative writing, and linguistics currently working in 
independent film. You can find her on Instagram: @eirrac

Tomas Baiza was born and raised in San José, California, and now 
lives in Boise, Idaho. Tomas is a Pushcart-nominated author whose 
short fiction and poetry has appeared or is forthcoming in Parhelion, 
Writers In The Attic, Obelus, In Parentheses, Meniscus, [PANK] Magazine, 
101 Proof Horror, The Meadow, Peatsmoke, The Good Life Review, Ordinary 
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Phoebe Blake is a writer and visual artist from Tucson, Arizona. 
She is currently completing a tattoo apprenticeship.

C. Barry Buckner is a retired radiologist residing in Little Rock, 
Arkansas. Only recently has he begun to explore creative writing. 
He is currently working on a collection of poetry, prose, and short 
stories. He has two novels under development.

Edward M. Cohen’s novel, $250,000, was published by Putnam; 
his novella, A Visit to my Father with my Son, by Eclectica. His story, 
Peroxide Blonde, won the 2020 Key West Tennessee Williams Prize. 
His collection, Before Stonewall, won the 2019 Awst Press Book Award 
and will be published in June.



85

Creative expression is a developed skill and defense against oppression 
- we have survived layers of oppression through art. Our work speaks 
to the disillusion of living in a world that forces us through broken 
systems. The Common Cunts aim to reemphasize the good of 
humanity as a collective over individual and corporate interests as 
we examine oppression truthfully in pursuit of sustainable change. 
Through advocacy, creative expression and community education, 
we hold those in power responsible for the repercussions of their 
shortcuts.

Dark fantasy opens up life in ways that are not thought possible. 
Whether it’s pros or comic scripts, Stephanie Conley is determined 
to open up imaginations. After earning a Bachelor of Fine Art’s 
degree in Creative Writing, she has not been able to stop journeying 
in other worlds. Stephanie gets her inspiration by observing what 
society would view as sinister, ethical beliefs of individuals- meaning 
real-life.When she has her downtime, she puts on her headphones 
and enters a new world.

Harris Coverley was nominated for the 2020 Rhysling Award 
and is a member of the Weird Poets Society. He has had verse most 
recently accepted for Polu Texni, Spectral Realms, Flying Fox Flash, 
Scifaikuest, Horror Sleaze Trash, View From Atlantis, Corvus Review, and 
Scarlet Leaf Review, amongst others. He lives in Manchester, England.

Gray Dawson is a proud bisexual trans male, who is an advocate 
for the LGBTQ+ community and for Mental Health awareness. He 
openly talks about his struggles with mental health, LGBTQ+ issues, 
acceptance, and more. He is an open minded individual, who believes 
in making the world a more respectful and tolerant place for others.

Valentina Donato is a young Italian student. She enjoys 
experimenting with non-fiction writing, poetry and photography 
and share her thoughts and views on the world.

Mike Frazier is a writer and award-winning filmmaker from Rhode 
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Island. His first short story collection, Harvestmen: and Other Short 
Stories, is available for purchase and download on Amazon. His last 
short film, ‘Glory!’, was featured in over a dozen festivals worldwide.
A collection of poetry entitled Nice Disease is currently being 
compiled; its date of publication is TBD. He is currently working in 
mental health.

Renoir Gaither is a poet from Saint Paul, MN. Presently, he 
spends his days building terrariums as a form of therapy. He enjoys 
wandering around in gray, indeterminate spaces, but shies away 
from gray lines in the sand. His poetry has recently appeared in Crab 
Fat Magazine, Into the Void, Soliloquies Anthology, and Berkeley Poetry 
Review.

Herris George was raised in a town with a lake, next to a bus stop, 
surrounded by hundred-acre orchards.. He was born in the town 
across the bridge. He is a proud hyphen-american, emphasis on the 
hyphen. He enjoys walking around the same few blocks, which he 
considers his neighborhood.

Kay Husnick is an emerging writer from Northeast Ohio. She has a 
bachelor’s degree in journalism and a preference for writing poetry 
on public transit or by the Cuyahoga River.

Anna Idelevich is a scientist by profession, Ph.D., MBA, trained 
in the neuroscience field at Harvard University. She writes poetry 
for pleasure. Her books and poetry collections include DNA of the 
Reversed River and Cryptopathos published by the Liberty Publishing 
House, NY. We hope you will enjoy their melody, new linguistic tone, 
and a slight tint of an accent.

The thing about living in a box, or a closet, or a drawer, is that 
you’re bound to run out of air. Drilling holes only helps so much, 
and before you know it, even your night dreams are about the thing 
you’re hiding, or hiding from. Writing is Isha’s own way of kicking 
the door open. She’s 21, studies Commerce when she isn’t studying, 
and would like to publish a book of poetry filled entirely with the 
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absolute craziness that she tends to come up with.

Robin Jeffrey was born in Cheyenne, Wyoming to a psychologist 
and a librarian, giving her a love of literature and a consuming 
interest in the inner workings of people’s minds, which have served 
her well as she pursues a career in creative writing. She holds a BA 
in English from the University of Washington and a MS in Library 
Science from the University of Kentucky. She has been published in 
various journals across the country as well as on websites like The 
Mary Sue and Introvert, Dear. She currently resides in Bremerton, 
Washington. More of her work can be found on her website, 
RobinJeffreyAuthor.com

Inspired by great masters as Vrubel and Monet, Van Lanigh creates 
figurative and landscape pieces. Her unique style is a reaction to 
abstractionism in an attempt to capture surrealistic yet casual reality. 
This is especially underlined by new forms and materials used in Van 
Lanigh’s artworks aimed to achieve the viewer’s resonance between 
visual effect and message of the painting. One of her experiments is 
getting Pointillism into 3D space by making a series of human-face 
sculptures with small colorful handcrafted polymer clay balls.

Audrey Lee is a graduate of Indiana University. Her previous 
work has been published with The Manhattanville Review, The Canvas 
Creative Arts Magazine, and Penit!Publications. She focuses on creative 
non-fiction essays and historical fiction pieces. She currently lives in 
Indianapolis with her English Bulldog.

Josie Levin is a visual artist and poet. She splits her time between 
Indianapolis and Chicago, reads large volumes of books and 
occasionally writes her own. She has been published in several 
publications, including The Wayne Literary Review, The 2River View, 
and Witness Magazine.

Tucker Lieberman recently published Ten Past Noon, a biography 
of a mysterious New York writer who died by suicide. His bilingual 
poetry book inspired by the Epic of Gilgamesh was a finalist in the 
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Grayson Books 2020 contest. His poems have appeared in many 
journals including Animal Heart, Déraciné, Dream Noir, Esthetic Apostle, 
Gingerbread House, Prometheus Dreaming, Raven Review, Sisyphus, and 
Snakeskin. www.tuckerlieberman.com

Emalee Long is a linguistic anthropologist, writer, and bartender 
living and working in Little Rock, Arkansas. Her academic articles 
can be found in Columbia University Journal ‘Uprising Edition 
2020’ or Milestones 2018. Her poetry has been published by The 
Whorticultualist, PanoPly Zine, and 86 Logic Vol. 1, her fiction can 
be found at Weasel Press, In Parentheses Vol 6, issue 2, and Wingless 
Dreamer Rewritten.

Q.M. is from China and currently lives in Atlanta, GA. His poems 
have appeared in Constellations, Lucky Jefferson, Penultimate Peanut, 
Rigorous, and Roadrunner Review, among others.

Dr. Tamara MC is an Applied Linguist and focuses on issues 
related to language, culture, and identity in the Middle East and 
beyond, specifically her hybrid and juxtaposed identity of growing 
up simultaneously Jewish and Muslim in a Sufi commune in Texas.

Cameron L. Mitchell is a queer writer who grew up in the 
mountains of North Carolina. His work has appeared in Vol. 1 
Brooklyn, The Queer South Anthology, Literary Orphans, Gravel Literary 
Magazine, and a few other places. He lives in New York and works in 
archives at Columbia University. Find him on Twitter: 
@CameronLMitchel

Jo Mitchell is a fourth year student at Black Hills State University. 
She is originally from Missoula, Montana, but is spending her 
undergraduate years venturing through ponderosas and freshwater 
creeks in the small town of Spearfish, South Dakota. The close ties 
she forms with nature as a result are the foundation for her work as 
an aspiring poet. Along with pursuing a BS in English with minors 
in Creative Writing and Professional Writing, she spends her after-
school hours working as the Editor-in-Chief of her college’s literary 
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magazine, Three Peaks Review. She one day hopes to obtain her MFA 
in Creative Writing and teach poetry to undergraduate students like 
herself.

Chad Murray was born in the south, Baton Rouge, Louisiana in 
1998. At a young age he was already pursuing a passion in art. Getting 
into Mentorship Academy of Digital Arts before graduating and 
going into an Art program at Southeastern University. Now creating 
photography, creative writing, and visual art for a career.

Juno Elio Avillez do Nascimento is a Brasilian American poet 
born in Maryland, living in Pittsburgh, Pennsylvania. He has been 
published by Pulp, The Books Smugglers Den, Knowitall Mag, and Genre: 
Urban Arts. He also received an honorable mention from Carnegie 
Mellon University’s Martin Luther King Jr. Day Writing Awards. He 
worked with authors such as Lee Gutkind, Yona Harvey, and Carlos 
Andrés Gómez, and is a staff member of BatCat Press where he 
specializes in book design and production.

Olanrewaju Oluwatomi is an undergraduate of The University 
of Lagos. She was a 2016 finalist for the National Travel Essay 
Competition and is a part time writer/ poet. She plays her guitar in 
her spare time and is currently based in Lagos, Nigeria.

Bree A. Rolfe never really left the nineties. She often finds herself 
combing the internet for episodes of 120 Minutes. She worked as 
a music journalist for ten years before she decided she wanted to 
dedicate her life to writing poetry and teaching. She lives in Austin, 
TX where she teaches writing and literature to the mostly reluctant, 
but always lovable, teenagers at James Bowie High School. Her 
work has appeared in Saul Williams’ poetry anthology Chorus: A 
Literary Mixtape, the Barefoot Muse Anthology Forgetting Home: Poems 
About Alzheimer’s, the Redpaint Hill Anthology Mother is a Verb, and 
5AM Magazine. She holds an MFA from the Writing Seminars at 
Bennington College. Her collection Who’s Going to Love the Dying Girl 
is forthcoming from Unsolicited press in September of 2021.
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Iggy Q. Roquefort is a nonbinary rat writer living on unceded 
Southern Paiute land. They chiefly write erotica and romance, though 
they are known to stray outside the expectations of those genres—a 
propensity they attribute to cutting their teeth on transgressive 
fiction as a younger reader and writer. Outside of writing, they love 
Broadway musicals and martial arts, and you can often find them 
pummeling a punching bag while show tunes blare loudly in the 
background.

Jessica Sabo is a first-year MBA student and poet whose work focuses 
on the intersection between mental illness, trauma, and sexuality. 
Her poems have appeared in Anti-Heroin Chic, Rogue Agent Journal, 
and Inklette Magazine, among others. She has been anthologized with 
ChannelMarker Literary Journal, Adelaide Literary Magazine, and most 
recently with Damaged Goods Press. Jessica’s first chapbook, A Body 
of Impulse, is forthcoming from dancing girl press in the summer of 
2021. She currently lives in Northern Nevada with her wife and two 
rescue dogs.

Angela Shanté is an Award-winning children’s book author and 
poet. She grew up in New York City where she first fell in love with 
storytelling, spoken word, and Hip-Hop; all of which influence her 
as a writer. She received an MFA in Creative writing from New York 
City college where she discovered her love of experimental poetics.

Lauren Scharhag (she/her) is an associate editor for GLEAM: 
Journal of the Cadralor, and the author of thirteen books, including 
Requiem for a Robot Dog (Cajun Mutt Press) and Languages, First and 
Last (Cyberwit Press). Her work has appeared in over 150 literary 
venues around the world. Recent honors include the Seamus Burns 
Creative Writing Prize and multiple Best of the Net and Pushcart 
Prize nominations. She lives in Kansas City, MO. To learn more 
about her work, visit: www.laurenscharhag.blogspot.com

Kristen Shea is a literature student in Mississippi whose poetry has 
appeared in Asylum Magazine. Despite doing little else than reading 
and writing in her spare time, people apparently find her interesting. 
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She is a word collector, cat lover, and volcano enthusiast.

Robin Sinclair (they/them) is a queer, genderqueer writer of 
poetry and fiction. Their books include Letters To My Lover From 
Behind Asylum Walls (Cosmographia Books, 2018), and Jeanette Killed 
Her Husband (And Buried Him Off of Shades of Death Road) (Ghost City 
Press, 2020). Find Robin at RobinSinclairBooks.com

Kelsey L. Smoot (They/Them/Theirs) is a full-time PhD student in 
the interdisciplinary social sciences and humanities. They are also a 
poet, advocate, and frequent writer of critical analysis.

Stef Smulders is a Dutchman who moved to Italy in 2008 to start a 
bed-and-breakfast in the Oltrepo Pavese wine region south of Milan. 
In 2016 he published Living in Italy: the Real Deal, a collection of short 
stories about his life as an expat.

Bobbi Steele studies modern German and English literature with 
a focus on cognitive structures in her two master’s programmes 
while also working as a content marketer in Berlin. She also enjoys 
spending time with her girlfriend and friends as they go on biking 
tours throughout Europe.

C.J. Strauss (he/they) is a poet, vegan chef, and model based in 
Brooklyn, NY. Their work may be found in Lunch Ticket Magazine, 
DREGINALD, Delicate Friend, and elsewhere.

Katherine Stromin is a writer from Los Angeles, with an MA in 
psychology. She has one other publication in Conclave Magazine.

Mercury-Marvin Sunderland (he/him) is a transgender autistic 
gay man from Seattle with Borderline Personality Disorder. He 
currently attends the Evergreen State College and works for 
Headline Poetry & Press. He’s been published by UC Riverside’s Santa 
Ana River Review, UC Santa Barbara’s Spectrum Literary Journal, and 
The New School’s The Inquisitive Eater. He’s @Romangodmercury on 
Instagram, Facebook, and Twitter.
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One sleepless night many moons ago, Melvin Tan asked himself: 
“Life is so short. If I die in my sleep, what is the one thing that I 
want my loved ones to remember? Out of the many things I leave 
behind. My legacy.” Writing, he thought hard before deciding. He 
never looked back. https://www.instagram.com/rainy_day_survivor/

Leena Taylor is a grumpy cat lady that enjoys carbs of all kinds. 
She has written poetry all her life and her debut chapbook They shot 
anyway will be available in November.

Jazmyn Tyree is a fiction writer based in Buffalo, New York. They 
graduated from SUNY Buffalo State in 2016 with a Bachelor of Arts 
degree in English, and they are currently studying for a Master of 
Fine Arts degree in Creative Writing at Lindenwood University.

Monica Viera is a Mexican/Puerto Rican author who aspires to 
publish more transgressive fiction and obscure poetry. She is from 
East LA and fights depression with writing and jazz.

Edwin Wentworth is a queer poet that hails from Toronto, 
Ontario. They enjoy woodworking, banjo music, and has a strong 
aversion to writing well thought out cover letter or bios, which is 
something they should probably put more energy into (especially 
considering they’re trying to be a poet).

Diane R. Wiener is the author of the poetry collection, The Golem 
Verses (Nine Mile Press, 2018); her poetry chapbook, Flashes & Specks, 
is forthcoming from Finishing Line Press. Diane’s poems also appear 
in Nine Mile Literary Magazine, Wordgathering, Tammy, Queerly, The 
South Carolina Review, Welcome to the Resistance: Poetry as Protest, 
Diagrams Sketched on the Wind, and elsewhere; poetry is forthcoming 
in Jason’s Connection. Her creative nonfiction appears in Stone Canoe, 
Mollyhouse, and The Abstract Elephant Magazine. She is delighted 
and honored to have her flash fiction published in Volumes 2 and 
3 of Ordinary Madness. After serving as Guest Editor for Nine Mile 
Literary Magazine’s Special Double Issue on Neurodivergent, Disability, 
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Deaf, Mad, and Crip poetics, Diane was appointed Assistant Editor. She 
is the Editor-in-Chief of Wordgathering: A Journal of Disability Poetry 
and Literature. You can visit her online at: https://dianerwiener.com/

Greg Wilder (also known by the stage name Slay! the Dragon) 
is an award-winning writer, full-time student, and spoken word 
performer, currently residing in Schenectady, N.Y. After a long, 
downhill battle with alcohol and drug addiction, Greg entered 
treatment in June of 2017 and rediscovered the therapeutic potential 
of art and writing. Today, with over 3 years clean, Greg shares the 
healing power of poetry with other recovering addicts as an intern 
for a drug and alcohol treatment center. Greg received an A.A.S. in 
Human Services from SUNY Schenectady in May of 2020.

Miya Yamanouchi holds a Bachelor of Counselling and is a Master 
of Communication student with a 90 plus average. Her words appear 
in magazines, books, textbooks, news outlets and literary journals 
across the globe.
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