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The Saintly Review is a publication of Emmanuel
College's "Editing and Publishing a Literary Magazine"
course and an affiliate of the Emmanuel College English
Department. The course aims to critically analyze the
literary magazine as a genre and to develop students'
knowledge of and skill in the field of publishing.
Students are involved in the collection and selection of
submissions, development of the overall content of the
The Saintly Review through editing, and distribution
among the Emmanuel community. Ultimately, the
course provides students with the basic skills and
experience necessary for the production of a literary
magazine and will be formed and informed by its
mission: to nurture and publish outstanding student,
staff, and faculty literary fiction, nonfiction, poetry, and
visual art, to foster the professional development of
editors, writers, poets, and artists, and to enrich the
Emmanuel College community by publishing a
professional-quality literary magazine each fall. The
Saintly Review also aims to align itself with the mission
of the college: to educate students in a dynamic learning
community rooted in the liberal arts and sciences and
shaped by strong ethical values, a commitment to social
justice and service, the Catholic intellectual tradition and
the global mission of the Sisters of Notre Dame de
Namur. The Saintly Review invites work from all facets of
the Emmanuel community.
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THE PLACES I'VE FOUND IN YOU
by Seth Garcia

You singing albums as we walk
home, playing an invisible harp,
your fingers caught under
a door, submerged in a paper cup,
the way you make a face while subliminal
lips pressed to my tattoo, a lingering bitter
mix of perfumed sweat and dead lilacs, sunning
in the creviced light of cherry blossoms,
a line of verse that reminds you of
something long packed away,
watching all things pass in endless
parades, blasted away by subtropical storms,
a small personal god, a token you once lost
but have since let go, your name like a car
fire, the creeping fear of a bad high,
your frailty, the flirtation
of memory, subtle, exposed curves, hallucinations,
distances of light as if it were alive, like
gold pocketed coins, meandering through
a yellow field of buttercups, unsuccessfully
attempting not to crush a single petal,
a distant word-careful, your body
not letting me forget, my arm
willingly pinned under you, because
if I stay still, lay here a reaper, maybe the alarms
will never set themselves upon us, the day
will not materialize in the end and instead
fold inwards as paper fans, kiss you
out of a dream, and the unsleeping dawn will nestle
back behind your collar, keeping
steady time with your faint heartbeat
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TO THE FRIAR
by Andrea McDonnell

On the feast day,
Hooded, humble,
Proposed to walk
The cardinal step

we learned about St. Francis.
dirty feet
into the fire first.
away from fear is a step most searing.

All your creatures, praise God.
I hear you thanked your donkey for his hard work.
I recognize the way, they say, that donkey wept.
From behind my teacher's voice, we heard a sound
unnatural.
A thud, then silence.
And everyone all turned to look.
A bird had flown into the glass and fallen.
Troubadour, the spectacle, you shied away.
Tended to the trees, instead, you talked with sparrows.
Nature, mirror
We see ourselves, but not the glass.
If, in innocence, I go blindly
will you, brother wolf,
propose to tend my careless bruise?
To do for me what I cannot do for you.
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CORNERSTONES
by Jonathan Rowe

Twin-hilt spires loom
above the bodies
who built them.
The crucifix is
a golden weight hauled
to its apex throne.
Osnaburg shirts hide
taut arms &
striped, glistening backs
lifting oak
shingles into place.
On Sunday,
eyes watch mosaics
reflect in morning
light a hope,
sacrifice greater
than themselves.
Behind hymns

& consecrated
piety
names hide in beating
breasts of plastered bricks,
aisle seats and nave.
Leagues away
absent bodies sway;
hands raise with
unbowed praise;
8

souls convulse,
enraptured
In the mystery.
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IT'S THE MOST WONDERFUL TIME OF THE YEAR
(SOMEWHERE)
by Heather Alterisio
"He's got JOSEPH!" I heard Nana shriek, as a set of
glowing eyes appeared in the dark underneath the dining room
table. 74 and crippled by arthritis, Nana never moved that fast
unless there were fresh baked cookies or hot gossip about the
next-door neighbor involved. I watched from the corner of the
hall as my mom pried open Oliver's jowls, retrieving the soft
replica of Jesus's father-now soaked in drool-from my umonth-old puppy's throat.
There were two weeks until Christmas. We did not
have a tree yet-killing trees costs money-but that plush
nativity scene had been displayed on a table in the living room
since the day after Thanksgiving. Oliver looked at it like a
line of chew toys. Mom thought it kept us Catholic. I looked
at it for what it was-a cheap Christmas Tree Shop special.
We had moved to 15 South Short Street in August of
the previous year. This street did not exist on maps or a GPS
and during the years we lived there, it was as if we did not
exist either. Just as they joke about in those cellphone service
commercials, we now lived in "the dead zone." We no longer
had neighbors for N ana to peer through the blinds at. We no
longer sat at the dining room table each night as a family. We
no longer even acknowledged each other. We only had a
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backyard of trees, a swamp of debt, and my mom's half-belief
that religion might guide us home.
But home did not exist.
At 13, I did not completely understand. I knew that
something was off-about that time, that house, that period of
my life. Dad was on the verge of losing his job. My brother,
Michael was threatening to run off with his first real
girlfriend. N ana was taking a pill for every bit of pain she felt.
I was slicing my wrists. Mom and my sister, Amy were in the
middle-innocent. At least plush jesus survived that
Christmas unscathed.
I watched from the stairwell, the door to Nana's room
open just enough to see the pills-pills everywhere. Mom was
distraught. Nana was high. Dad did not want to deal with his
mother-in-law. The nearest hospital was 35 minutes away.
I went to bed knowing that I needed to be invisible
that night, as I had most nights in that house. It became
routine. I covered the scars on my arms and thighs-the
subconscious lines I released whenever my voice was belittled.
I held back the waterworks until I reached my pillow. I laid in
bed, silent, despite not being able to sleep a wink. Sometimes I
prayed. Often, I wrote. Mostly, I just craved validation.
Silence was my loudest scream.
A little after midnight, I heard Mom reenter the
house. Dad was sound asleep. I waited in another room as I
listened to Mom sob into the phone. I recognized the tone in
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her voice and knew almost immediately that it must be my
aunt on the other end. "I cannot do this anymore. I cannot do
it. She needs help," Mom said in desperation. Nana had many
sources of pain, as an elderly woman does, but she could not
keep track of all her medications. From Vicodin to Codeine,
N ana had her options-she just forgot when she took each
dose.
"Pepto Bismol, Christine. She has apparently been
guzzling Pepto Bismollike water."
Nana was tripping on a cherry-flavored stomach
reliever. Mom had given up. Aunt Christine, a resident of Las
Vegas, was on the next flight to New Hampshire.
She arrived the next morning with her bags and a
massive bottle of wine.
When Dad got home, he went straight to his room as
he did every day that year. He showered and looked at EBay
for a few hours. Then he went to work, scrutinizing his mini
composition books, sorting through notes, and highlighting
evidence in an attempt to clear his name. An undercover agent
at the New Hampshire State Liquor Enforcement, my father
was living his dream-that is, until a drunk man claimed he
neglected to follow proper protocol. I did not comprehend
much of this situation at the time and despite having a rocky
relationship with my father, I have never had more faith in
his side of the story. Trapped in the deconstruction of his
dream, my father shut all of us out. The only interactions we
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received came through the disapproval of our choices. As soon
as Dad saw Aunt Christine's bottle of wine on top of the
refrigerator, he poured the entire thing out. We did not keep
alcohol in the house except for holiday dinners. Apparently it
was not close enough to the actual holiday to have this alcohol
in our home.
My brother came home soon after. 19 and uneasy
about what his next move after high school was, Michael only
knew one thing for certain: Jess. The door slammed and my
parents went right to interrogation, but we all knew where he
had been and who he had been with. After all, she was his true
love: the girl who dumped my brother after graduation to
pursue a guy at college, the girl who cheated on my brother
and gave him a chlamydia scare, the girl who held my
brother's fragile heart in her hands once again. No one knew
why she came back. Perhaps, it was because she dropped out
of school. Perhaps, it was because she knew Michael would be
there. Regardless, it was only temporary. In fact, it all was.
We moved out of that house the following August.
Then, after almost ten years of living with us, N ana went to
live with Aunt Christine in Las Vegas. Three years later, my
brother spent his last Christmas with us. He did not, however,
run off with Jess. He found a real family of his own. My
father, on the other hand, left too. I suppose the idea of my
brother getting married terrified him to the point of leaving
his own marriage.
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And so, it is just my mom, my sister, and I now.
Oliver, too, of course. Each year we gather around a Charlie
Brown type tree with that same nativity scene on a table in
our tiny living room. Sometimes we look at it and find
ourselves giggling over the ridiculousness of those couple of
years. Sometimes we think deeply about how those years
changed the dynamics of our family. Perhaps, we should have
seen the repercussions then. Perhaps, we should have seen my
depression reaching its peak. Perhaps, we should have seen my
father's growing distance. Perhaps, we should have seen the
buildup of what was ignored. Maybe Oliver grabbed joseph to
warn us about a father in trouble. Maybe we just needed a
smile. Maybe the plush nativity scene is just a representation
of a hopelessly unpracticed religion or a past we cannot let go.
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Archetype #I
by Matteson Holtman
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ARCHETYPE #5
by Matteson Holtman
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INTERVIEW WITH VISUAL ARTIST MATTESON
HOLTMAN
by Seth Garcia

SG: What drew you to creating these "Archetype"s? I know
you've been creating these as a series, but what was the drive,
the spark?

MH: So stylistically, it mostly came from the Bauhaus [Art
University, in Weimar]. I took an experimental drawing
course over there and realizing that I was making these little
forms and objects but I didn't have access to printmaking at
the time, so they were just existing in white space. And I
didn't like that, so when I came home and I broke my leg and
I was out for six months, I just had a lot of time to think. And
so I was trying to develop a way. I wasn't sure what I was
saying, but I was pretty sure that I wanted to present these
objects into a space, a surrealistic space, and figure it out from
there.
And then when I started actually producing them I realized
that they had a little more to say. I was making first, and
coming up with the concept second. And as I was developing
it, I was realizing I wanted the space that I was creating to be
this subconscious space. And I was leaving these white spaces
blank, and I was drawing in the forms in later. And that
basically was representations of perception of my own
subconscious perception, and filling in blank spaces and the
complexity and spontaneity of how we perceive the world.
They're 3D forms that could exist, but they don't, sort of. And
I wanted this weird dichotomy between the real life, and this
surrealist perception.
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SG: There does seem to be a strong liminal sense to them, the
idea that it's neither here nor there.

MH: And as I was pushing that further I was getting into
weird stuff. These prints are non~archival because I was using
the BIC pen. So they actually fade out, which I'm not
unhappy about. The ephemerality of that thought that created
that object is literally fading away. It kind of is by accident,
but it kind of works with the whole conception of the image.
And the reason I chose "Archetype" for a title was: I was
playing Yu~Gi~Oh, and there are archetypes for the different
monsters ... so I look it up ... and found that there's
psychological archetypes that everybody supposedly has in
their psyche. There's twelve of them I think. Originally, my
plan was to make a series of twelve archetypes that related to
those psychological ideas, but then as I was breaking it down I
realized I can create my own archetypes and these own
subconscious spaces and my own tendencies and give this
world the physics. Something like this space that's intangible
in your brain-give it physics, give it personality. Give it
connections, or bring these objects to fight each other, or
separate or work together. Just view the psyche as something a
little interesting. So that's why I called them "Archetype." So
that was something that came out of nowhere, after a couple
of prints were made. But it's something I was definitely
thinking about as I continued the series and produced the later
ones.

SG: There does seem to be that coming-out-of-nowhere-ness
to the works. I think it speaks to a restarting literary
magazine. We ourselves are very much reflected in what
you're doing with your art.
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MH: The actual act of creating a literary mag is the same
thing I am feeling as an artist right now. Like, putting it out
there. But I think it also speaks for the work itself. I'm happy
you chose to feature it on the cover.

SG: Could you talk a little bit more about these pieces [in the
magazine itself]?
MH: So, "Archetype

#I"

is the first one I made. And it was

like ... "that's exactly what I had in my head!" And that's
exactly what came down onto paper. I think it's a little
problematic with it's use of space and scale and different
design compositional tools that you typically follow. It's on
pretty good paper that accepts ink well. This one has the most
dynamic shapes, without a doubt, of all my other ones. With
the other ones I used softer paper and it bled a bit. This one
specifically-what I wanted to have was a floating mass of
these objects, and I wanted them to be almost moving around
each other. I wanted you to be able to see it and feel it at the
same time. Like see it and understand their own physics and
how things move. Or create your own perceptions of how it's
going to move. This work is the only work presented in the
series that doesn't include negative space in the actual design.
After producing this one I decided I was going to leave the
negative space because I was filling in these holes with my
own perceptions and my own decision making in the actual
art process.
Later, that's a good transition into "Archetype #4," I started
leaving in these blank spots because I wanted my viewer to
also have that benefit, to be able to see something and have
their mind be able to fill in the gaps. Or maybe they see it and
don't understand why it's blank or what's in there. But they're
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going to understand that perception that I had just in viewing
it. Also, "Archetype

#I"

was the only one I did that d idn't

break the planes, of the edges of the space. I basically decided
to do that because the first one had compositional problems
because it wasn't moving back and forward, so I used
[ "Archetype #4"] to break the space, just stylistically to really
push the physicality of the work. But I also like the fact that
these objects exist beyond the space, and that they go into this
blank world beside it ... I think it's definitely a dynamic and
beneficial part of the work.

There's an interesting concept I've noticed-they're breaking
free but still trapped within it.
At least one 'r ight now has two planes next to each other. Like,
coming out and going into another. Like, kind of how these
perceptions exist and how archetypes exists in different
spaces. Or maybe different minds. Or different realities. And
how they can connect but also reject each other at the same
time. They can work together or they can feud. They're still
developing. I want to construct more works that really go to
war with each other or really work together, and have very
dynamic actions within the objects.

The same thing works for a literary magazine-how different
voices and different people and different pieces can connect or
interplay or create a mood or tone. How do you view that in
your art? Do you typically do pieces that communicate with
each other?
For my career, this one, yes, definitely. I was absolutely set on
having the exact same sized paper, the exact same sized
gradient spaces within it. And the only things differentiating
between them were going to be color palette and the negative
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spaces ... I did that mostly for this one because I wanted to
construct a body of work that will push me forward , maybe
into a Master's [program].
When shown, I wanted them close enough together-like they
are on the art floor-so that these spaces are right next to each
other... I wanted you to understand that they're different but
related. And the white space itself-the white wall and the
white paper-are just emptiness and a plane of it's own
existence. And these new planes of existence exist within that.
As I'm starting to paint more, I'm developing planes inside
planes inside planes. And different existences. And different
understandings of things.
But right now, definitely, as I view these as a group is
absolutely important. I don't think one stands alone by itself. I
think they can be switched around ... but I think they speak to
each other. It's like how I dealt with one design component-

[!] used that to inspire the next one, to make new decisions or
changes in decisions.

SG: You mentioned the color palette. Why did you choose to
go with two contrasting colors in your pieces?

MH: Well that's actually a cool question, because we talked
about Yu-Gi-Oh earlier for "Archetypes." I'm obsessed with
Japanese woodblock prints. Like Hokusai and [Hiroshige]. I
go to the MFA all the time to look at them, and I have a book
about them. When I was developing these color palettes, it's
like, don't fix what's not broken. They have the most beautiful
color palettes in the world, so I was just trying to take from
that tradition of Japanese woodblock printing. They actually
didn't woodblock the colors, they painted in afterward. But I
adapted it into my own voice.
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When I paint the gradients or when I even do the screen
printing, it looks like it has Rothko influences because it's just
gradient. I wasn't aiming for that, but as you can imagine, a
gradient as space has been done a million times. So I wanted
to just take it directly from an artist that I really admire and
color palettes that I really admire.

SG: Any other influences?
MH: I've been looking at a lot of surrealism and it's difficult
for me to compete with that because it's already been done.
That movement came and went, and now we're in a
contemporary era. I'm fighting to find my own identity as a
contemporary artist. I really wish I was a modernist, but I'm
not ... I'm really looking at stuff that relates to my work
specifically. I'm working close with Kathy Soles and Brian
Littlefield. They've been around the block and back, and they
know a lot of artists and they've always put me on new tracks.
Specifically, I love Kay Sage.
As an aspiring artist, and young, you take a lot from people.
At first, it's contrived and you're stealing a little bit, but you're
doing it in your own way. That's how you learn ... That's what
I'm trying to do next-really develop that skill.

SG: Any plans for what's next?
MH: We'll see! I've got another semester at Emmanuel. I have
basically three more studio classes where I just get to just...
make art. And I also have plans and connections with a print
shop that I might be working at. So we'll see about that. It
would give me an ability to screen print everyday and after~
hours make my work. But I definitely want to spend the next
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two or three years cultivating my work and developing it and
seeing where it's going.

SG: Thank you for your time.
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TO MY CHILD SELF
by Sam Farquharson

There will be a girl who sings the grown up
songs on the radio and moves her hips the way
they do in the music videos your momma never
let you watch. She will always invite you to her
slumber parties and never tell you her home
address and on Mondays she and her friends will
giggle and tell you they wished you were there.
She will never forget to save you a seat at lunch
because you are the entertainment of the table,
her friends love to ask you questions about food
and why your belly is so round. At the end of the
year she will give you an invitation to her pool
party that is, "bikini only". Please don't go, she
and her friends won't waste a breath saying how
"sad" it is that your tummy touches your thighs.
There will be a boy who your big sisters find
adorable and knows more Pokemon than he does
U.S. presidents. He will always smile when you arrive
at your locker in the morning and can recite
every issue you've faced with your body. He will
never tell you that he takes the long way home after
he walks you to your front door, or that he waited
all day to give you his last pack of fruit snacks even
though he knew his mom wasn't going to cook that
night.
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At the end of the year when you graduate high school
you both will get into an argument about each other
"not caring enough". Please don't win, it will be the
first and the last time he admitted he loved you more
than the world he had already given up on.
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SELF PORTRAIT #r
by Ian Chamenko
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SELF PORTRAIT #3
by Ian Chamenko
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THIS HAPPENED A FEW TIMES,
BUT I CONSIDER IT ONCE
by Andrew Dion

I used to listen
to Anne's first LP through
the speakers of my dad's Toyota Tundra
2002, while driving, Becca and I, back
to Georgetown from the humid mists of
a ro:r5 Plum Island. The cold
night air would slink in
through the cracked windowshe asleep, me awake.
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SELF PORTRAIT #3
by Ian Chamenko
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(CONSIDERED) HOME
by Carlie Lemcke
Hingham, I am troubled by your editing. Your cut
and paste. Your white
out. Your willingness to turn cheek to wound
to gangrene.
On your postcard beach teenage junkies
in Vineyard Vines and snapbacks dispose
of needles under sand, the grainy convenience of class.

T], his hand up my skirt on Block Island, his white
picket
teeth, his Ben Affleck face, his frightening confidence
his specific swagger.
I sense he has never feared death, I sense
he awaits death with a fruit basket and
a nice sauvignon blanc.
Nothing left to want for
but death, the only thing he can buy but god knows
he is going to try.
He said he loved heroin more than he has ever loved
anyone.
I am estranged, puzzle piece buffed
clean of edge. Key sanded of teeth. Nothing but naked
now. No pretense. Nothing to unlock. No grand
mystery. No drugs, no money.
I come back to you now, Hingham.
I can hardly remember what there was to remember.
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TRIAL AND ERROR:
FINDING A BALANCE BETWEEN
MENTAL ILLNESS AND CHRONIC PAIN
by Maura Tuohy
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A BENCH'S DAILY
by Miranda Boyles

A man with rotted clothes
topples in loss, and
roughly whispers
against my taken body,
he's grateful for me.
A woman shares lunch,
dripping tepid coffee on
my face while we read,
peering passed pages
to men in suits.
Two lovers hold hands
above me,
and gouge their names
into my coffee-stained skin.
Sam qy Rosalie.
A heavy boy chomps
on spearmint gum
ominously,
and presses his sticky labor
onto Rosalie's lie.
Young ladies wearing long
silk dresses,
drape over my stomach
and share words about
Boss's unfair hours.
A sweaty man
breaks his run,
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and I trace his quick pulse
as he calls someone about
being late for dinner.
An old man shuffling
looks at me with ache,
then smirks.
Not today.
And I watch him go.
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ON THE RED LINE
by Miranda Boyles

A woman woven in olive dress dangles
ribbon legs as she drowns base to tip
in thick black mascara.
A beefed boy argues Grandma
about scrambled eggs leaving him empty,
and drools at a neighbor's nougat and malt.
A steak and cheese sub leaks grease
down a man's chin whose flannel
sweats from the meat's heat.
A man's stiff suit bulges
as he looks down at sixteen-aged prey
and licks his crusted lips.
A jealous stout lusts after the suit,
sticking out her sagging breasts she rubs
suffocating ankles on one another.
The torn man in the corner
begs beating demons for peace.
Shivering, he digs grimed nails into his seat.
Everyone's disgusted.
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THE OVERWEIGHT FRIEND
by Seth Garcia
Though he'd never admit it, The Overweight
Friend was, frankly, tired of being called The
Overweight Friend. Not that he was called The
Overweight Friend. Plus not exactly called. "Called" isn't
really the right way to convey how when he was seen
with his friends, onlookers would notice
{Suave/Controlled/Probably Fair-Smelling
Hair/Beard/Waxed-Mustache Combo}, {Either Got
Those Glasses At A Flea Market for Twenty Dollars Or
At An Upscale Eyewear Shop/Optometrist's For
Upwards Of Six Hundred But If You Asked Would
Probably Answer: Flea Market}, and lastly {The
Overweight Friend That Is Probably Being Taken Pity
Upon By {Suave/Controlled/Probably Fair-Smelling
Hair/Beard/Waxed-Mustache Combo} and {Either Got
Those Glasses At A Flea Market for Twenty Dollars Or
At An Upscale Eyewear Shop/Optometrist's For
Upwards Of Six Hundred But IfYou Asked Would
Probably Answer: Flea Market} But If Not Is Probably
Really, Really Funny}, or just simply: The Overweight
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Friend. 1 Which was hard for him, as he never was very
funny, though people seemed to always expect him to be.
The Overweight Friend (he liked to be thought of
as a friend as default and really was usually fairly
pleasant to be around, albeit sometimes a little too
nervous/ shy for most) had to fight to feel comfortable in
his own body ..2 He dreaded showering in the morning, as
he would have to strip naked and pass before the large,
revealing mirror that tauntingly clung to the wall beside
the shower's glass door. Sometimes, he would shower in
the dark, feeling blindly for the soap he would so often
drop and chase when it slipped from his grasp as he
rubbed it against the downward curves of his exterior
and though he could not see himself toweling afterwards,
the problem still existed for him because, even though he
didn't have to face his naked body in the mirror, he
would nonetheless be reminded by the darkness that he
was still as rotund as ever, just not visibly so.
The Overweight Friend used to watch a lot of
T.V. as a kid, as he never had friends until he was
1 The rest (i.e. the part about being funny) still implied.
2 One of the most curious things about The Overweight Friend was
his views on mind/body disassociation. His body, especially the
roundness that lifelessly bounded forward from his abdominal area,
spilling over his pant-line, never seemed like part of him. It felt
alien, cancerous.
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nineteen or so, and often they were sitcoms. He feigned
illnesses a great deal in hopes the school nurse would
excuse him from school just before lunch (he was a good
student, he just couldn't stand lunch period3) and so
would catch the early afternoon programs with the
{Overweight Men} and their {Hot Wives} and all the
jokes from the {Hot Wives} about pudding cake or belt
holes or getting stuck in small windows that were always
followed by an approving, communal background
laughter which The Overweight Friend hardly ever
noticed, instead pushing inside him until it became a
certain quiet sadness of which he never could find the
exact origin. Eventually, he too felt the tinny laughs
bubble to the surface in a distant, unrecognizable way.
As if he himself were cueing the cards.
In fact, though he spent a great deal of time
psychoanalyzing his weight and its implications and its

3 Lunch was a really bad time for the Overweight Friend. As a kid, he
always sat alone, even at full tables. His main problem was that A.)
if he was packed a healthy lunch, he could see {Oh, Good For Him!
He's Trying!} in the apathetic eyes of his surrounding peers or that
B.) if he was packed a lunch that might not be all that healthy but
was still a kind and considerate treat in the middle of the seemingly
infinite, unrelenting tediums of the education system, he could see
{Oh Wow, Look At That Cow. Not A Shred Of Self-Control! } in the
very same eyes that may have had the very same thoughts
aforementioned in the former half(i.e. part A) ofhis problem.
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implications' children-implications, he never fully
understood why he felt so bad in the ways he did. He
knew his weight was destroying him in myriad little
needly ways, but something always stopped him before
any true revelation hit. What he so often thought as he
gave up any attempt at change was: {Hey, this seems
kind of, I don't know, {Unfair}?}. But that wasn't it.
There was so much beyond that.
He worked hard at staying in the present. He
tried meditating, mindfulness, living as healthily as he
could when not on a binge.4 The only time he ended up
truly staying in the present moment was when he was
focused holding in his belly. Any other time was spent
fantasizing about either losing weight in the future or
trying to figure out what those stares across the room
meant this time. Sometimes, he would flex/ suck up his
abdomen for hours. Needless to say, he was in a concrete
amount of pain at most given moments. His lower back

4 Binges were the secret killers. They had a way of not showing
themselves until they were full and malicious. The Overweight
Friend would watch his hand swipe his credit card for food or booze
as if possessed. Then an open bag on the way home. Then another.
Before he knew it, there would be wrappers all over the floor, and
his migraines would start up again, and all he would want to do was
lie down and forget about things. Naturally, the shame of waking up
to this just caused the whole process to repeat, over and over, and
undo any healthy progress he had made.
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ached daily and he suffered from migraines and his
shoulders were permanently slumped forward.5 By the
time he fell face-first into bed at the end of the night, his
lumbar was so twisted and tense and hot like a hull's nose
he would slowly have to settle into stillness, as his back
would push him up in sequentially smaller intervals, so
that he looked like one of those birds that dips its beak
into glasses of water, slowly, slowly coming to a halt
after a time.
The Overweight Friend lived in constant
reminder of his physicality. He could never be late for
work out of fear that running or even walking briskly to
catch the bus to work would appear as comical or
comically sad to onlookers and he might suddenly
become {That Overweight Guy Running Or Walking
Briskly To Catch The Bus Really Should Invest In A
Larger Or At Least Less-See-Through White Shirt}which, even though they (i.e. the onlookers) were

5 His shoulders' stumpage was unconsciously developed to hide the
way his {Muffin Top} and {Man Boobs} pushed out from his
clothing, making little dark rings underneath their curves. Needless
to say, this posture, taken up since his adolescence, with the ventral
side of his shirt hanging loosely from his guardant body so that they
touched at a less perceivable marriage, put a great strain on his
developing body, shifting his alignment, and, frankly, made him
look like he was always in a state of deflation.
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strangers and their opinions didn't matter, 6 The
Overweight Friend did not wish to become, though his
projection of their creation would make it real, regardless
of whether or not they were actually there. Once he
arrived at work, greasy

mustard~colored

stains would

have settled themselves into the underarms of his shirt, a
problem The Overweight Friend often had but
eventually figured out by always keeping a secret shirt in
his largest desk drawer under a box of empty manilla
folders. The problem with this, however, was he could
never just simply change shirts at the office out of fear
that his coworkers would notice that his shirts were
different suddenly around midday-for a time, he
considered buying identical copies of every shirt he had,
6 This thought always seemed to be in the voice The Overweight
Friend's Mother, herself a larger woman but a kind, caring soul
nonetheless. His Mother-so so kind-always said he worried her,
he was so skinny, eat Child! Her first child's death, which resulted
from its prematurely being born with a small, underdeveloped body,
collapsed lungs, and massive brain hemorrhaging, left such an
impact upon her that she practically shoveled three square and
generously portioned meals down the Overweight Son's mouth,
among myriad other helicopter kindnesses. The Overweight Son
liked visiting his Mother, though it always brought him kinda low.
His Mother, bless her heart, such a kind woman, always called him
handsome, such a charmer, her boy. She always made his favorite,
meatloaf with that special spicy ketchup, and never looked at his
finishing his plate in the way that every other person in the world
seemed to have adopted without knowing they did it. He always
saw a far-off faith in some awaiting purity for him in her eyes. It
broke his heart in a way he couldn't describe.
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but found it to be exhaustive and financially strainingso to counter the issue, he feigned being cold each
morning regardless of season, and wore some kind of
jacket or sweatshirt or poncho or sweater or shawl
(which almost always caused the greasy stains to appear)
until the heat became unbearable and it was time to
change in the bathroom stall. He would have to wait for
no one else to be in the bathroom to do this, out of fear
that one of his coworkers might hear the changing of
shirts and see through his entire ruse, so he'd have to
cease the exchange if he heard the swinging song of the
door's opening and wait with his chest surging in his ears
for it to sound again, as looking out from over/under the
stall would be a sheer giveaway that The Overweight
Coworker was in fact not using the bathroom, but
changing shirts, a sign of insecurity and ultimately a
wellspring of shame that they (i.e. the coworkers) could
use against him (i.e. The Overweight Coworker). This
became complicated if several people came in and out of
the bathroom while he was using it-or if someone
needed to use the stall he was occupying for the shirt
exchange, which would require him to stealthily reclothe himself in his jacket/sweater/poncho/etc., exit
the stall while complaining to the waiting coworker
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about how blah the A/C was too damn high in this
building blah blah, and nervously wait for the next
opportunity, which would have to be timed well, as one
can't use the bathroom more than once every two hours
or so (especially if one is Overweight)-which would
require him to listen extremely intently and keep a
running mental tally from his just barely in earshot of
the bathroom desk of how many coworkers were inside
the bathroom at any given moment. The Overweight
Coworker did laundry a whole lot, though he thought it
poison and for some unknown reason never figured out
why.
Once a week after work (twice if it was especially
taxing), The Overweight Friend went out for a medium
twist cone with a cherry dip at his local mini golf
course/ soft serve hut. He liked to sit at the wooden
bench near the coin~operated kiddie rides, and lick the
melted ice cream that tiptoed through the waxy shell. It
was a comfort, sometimes. If no one was around, things
were O.K. in the end. If people were out n' about (as they
tended to be), he had to avoid the usual staring. He just
wanted some temporary relief, but his cure was the
problem. He saw that they saw it too. He had the same
problem when he wandered out for a midnight
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Butterfinger or three at the 7- Eleven down the block. He
briskly walked there and back, a glance every now and
then over his shoulder. He never smoked cigarettes, hit
women, drugged himself into a stupor. Was a candy bar
that monstrous a vice?7
Life is dire when secret. It made The Overweight
Friend feel like he wasn't a real, solid thing. Like he was
only exhaustion and frosting. But he was real, and wasn't
going anywhere anytime soon. The raw deal was that his
huskiness wasn't really something he could argue wasn't
there. When people saw him, he knew there was always
some wrenched judgement passed. He felt different than
what he felt others felt about him. He didn't understand
either. Perhaps that's what hurt most. He was stuck in a
vault, and someone had thrown away the combination
with a cardboard cutout guarding the door.
The Overweight Friend wanted what life was
supposed to offer him. He loved children, partly because
they never seemed to see hold him to the same

7 Sometimes, the tiny realization crept up on him that he always
rewarded himself with his own suffering (i.e. what kind of a reward
is ice cream/pizza/online gambling/getting drunk alone on the bed
until he wakes up with the remaining quarter of his bottle of red
wine spilled all over him and mixing with the urine he did not wake
up to relieve, his phone blown up with angry responses from the
drunk texts he spent the night thoughtlessly sending?).
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judgments (i.e. Hm, there's {The Overweight
Friend/Coworker/Loser On The Train}) in the way his
peers, or anyone past the age of nine, did. Most children
actually found him funny, too. He enjoyed entertaining
the fantasy of a nice home with a few scamps rocketing
around it, but without fail would reliably run into the
dilemmas that r. he might never marry, let alone get his
first honest-to-life girlfriend

4.

he always thought it was

sort of vain to have children, 8 3· he was terrified of
having an overweight family. 9 These problems seemed to
weigh heavier upon him, day upon day. But that none of
it made a difference. None, he knew. There was always
going to be an asterisk unless he enacted his own change.
So The Overweight Friend decided to start running, skip

8 The Overweight Friend always had his looks on the mind, though
he was never trying to look good so much as he was just trying not
to look too unappealing. There was always going to be that asterisk,
he knew. The best he could do was work with what he had. Dress
nice. Be conscious. He spent a lot of time looking in mirrors, his
phone's reflection, toasters, windows unlit from behind. For a
reason he couldn't quite figure out, he had an unbreakable habit
where he would walk into an empty bathroom and lift up his shirt
all the way to look at himself. It was unbearable to watch himself do
this each and every time he walked into a bathroom, but he never
seemed able to stop.
9 For some reason, everyone always seemed to expect he have an
Overweight Partner. (This seemed to counter the whole weird
sitcom thing, too, but he never thought too long about particularly
that). It was like the stupid idea that blacks had to be with blacks,
like to like. As if no one could want him unless it was a fetish.
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his lunches, and take probably more than he was willing
to outwardly admit of those little creepy pills that
promise {Simple Weight Loss! No Hard Work
Required!} on the T.V. which made his body unable to
absorb all the lipids in his food, instead secreting them
out his rear at inconvenient times. 10 All in all, he's down
almost sixteen pounds. It isn't so much that people see
him different, but it is enough that they notice.
So there he was, washing his clothes at the
laundromat for the second time that week, unconsciously
tugging his shirt out and trying with all his will to ignore
his stomach's screaming (he had skipped breakfast and
the fatty smell of the day's first pizza-pies warming in
the oven was just then drifting in from the shop next
door). He had to concentrate hard on the whirling,
thumping wall of clothes before him to avoid the
sidelong looks of the two Latina women chatting
(probably about him) in Spanish loudly from across the
room, the child at their feet unnoticed despite bobbing
against their legs for attention. He hoped the stains
10 Before bed, he's taken to first putting on special adult absorbent
undergarments which prevent the alarming oily pools that leak from
his rear as a result of his regimen from seeping onto the red stains
he'd already accrued on the mattress. The pills also tend to make his
heart kick kind of funny inside his chest and he throws up more
often than he'd like, but it is as it is. Anything but going back.
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weren't showing under his arms, but to look while they
were certainly watching would be to resign himselfthey would know. But it was the small fry, who was now
wheeling himself around the laundromat in his mother's
cart, making spaceship sounds with raspberry lips and
running from one wall to another, squealing and playing
with the trash bucket-all clear attempts to impress The
Overweight Friend, who was feigning not noticing the
boy's antics and instead pretending to text someone but
really no one at all-who would eventually run up to him
with a zippy-laser sound, meet his eyes and in an
unassuming voice demand of him dC6mo te llamas?
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RAINY DAYS
by Oscar Tellez
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CAUGHT
by Kody Martin

Furious, my mother questioned me about the bag of weed.
Nervous, I told her, "I've never seen that before."
"You're lying!" she shouted. "Who gave you this?"
I couldn't answer and avoided eye contact.
She shook the bag at me.
Ashamed, I pushed it away.
"Where'd you get this?"
"From a purse."
I sighed.
"Yours."
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BITTERS
by Brian Burns

I always knew to ask for Kris, not mom, when I
called her at Pathmark Supermarket. Five-foot-ten,
narrow-nosed and Clairol-blond, my mother worked in
the seafood department and brought her socks home in a
plastic bag so as not to stink up her car. Between three
kids at home and 40 hours a week at the store, she never
remembered the names of my teachers, kept one of my
friends straight from the other or picked me up on time
from preschool. But she always had shrimp cocktail
platters to bring to parties.
At each day's end, my teacher would line us up by
the preschool's front doors where we'd wait for our
parents to pull up to the curb. As kids in my class
bounced at the knees, eager to reunite with mom and
dad, I crossed my arms and made myself comfortable-it
would be a while. The sons and daughters of stay-athome moms were always the first to go. The same kids
who brought the best cupcakes in for their birthday. My
mom, who would send me off with a couple dozen
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Chewy bars, eventually two-wheeled it into the parking
lot sometime before dusk.
"Sorry, bubby," she would say, unapologetic but
happy to see me.
Whether a byproduct of separation anxiety or
not, I spent a lot of time with my mom growing up. She
doesn' t fillet fish for a living anymore and I can drive
myself home from preschool but not much else has
changed. I've got two sisters but, in a way that only a gay
son can be, I'm the daughter my mom never had. We
watch the Oscars together and she taught me how to
suntan and we both thinkjohn F. Kennedy Jr. was the
best looking man to ever exist-an agreement that made
a trip to Cape Cod seem necessary.
Last summer, the first during which I was legal to
drink and she was menopausal, we boarded a ferry
sailing from Boston to Provincetown, the homo capital
of the Cape. We went during late August when fall is an
equinox and back-to-school Macy's sale away. For us, the
saddest time of year.
"This is a splash of cran?" my mother asked,
disgusted, inspecting her cocktail.
It was our last night in Provincetown and we
were at a restaurant named something vague enough to
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be annoying. Patio or Delphinium or Donna Summer's

Corner Booth, I can't remember. The host took us to our
seats, a barback took our drink orders and a waiter asked
us what we wanted to eat. And each one of them was
gayer than the last.
"I swear," Kris slurred, her tongue circling the
rim of her glass in hot pursuit of the straw. "I was a big

queer in another life."
It was late evening by then and we were both
hungry. I ordered crab cakes and my mom got a vodka~
soda. She snagged the first bite of my dish before our
waiter set it on the table.
"Ugh," she scoffed. "Imitation crab."
This trip was the first my mom and I had ever
taken on our own. In years past, my parents, sisters and I
had vacationed in Florida, cruised around the Caribbean,
suffered through the obligatory week at our uncle's
Jersey Shore beach house. But here we weren't dealing
with my sister's boyfriend or that cousin who pissed the
bed or food poisoning from mystery resort meat. We
only had each other to deal with and neither of us
minded.
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"Who's your favorite child?" I asked as our
entrees were taken away, replaced with a new round of
drinks.
"None of you," she grinned.
"What are you proudest of?"
"Getting kicked out of the Girl Scouts."
"What's your biggest regret?"
"Getting the gap in my front teeth closed," she
replied, sucking the flesh from a lime clean off the rind.
"You know what I was thinking earlier? They never did
find Natalee Holloway, did they?"
She was laughing at her own jokes, demanding we
take selfies and openly rolling her eyes at adjacent table
conversations about composting and Ira Glass. Her
cocktail was hard at work. Growing up, I didn't see her
drunk that often-only at the occasional holiday
gathering or mandatory in-law interaction. But seeing
her sloshed has always felt like seeing her naked:
confusing, horrifying, informative. I'm older now and
she doesn't seem any less nude while drinking but at
least I can be just as buzzed.
"I hate it," my mom sighed. "One second it's
Memorial Day, the next it's September. And you're

52

going back to school so soon. I don't know where the
time goes. I'll be so bored again."
"You do have dad at home," I said.
With the subtlety of an epileptic seizure, my
mom rolled her eyes.
My parents don't have much in common. My
father is a passive guy-kind and serious without much
to say. He's content to spend his evenings silent behind a
newspaper. My mother isn't. They may have been
attracted to each other as opposites at first but, over the
years, they've realized how little they have in common.
A realization they've never felt the need to guard me
from.
"Well, Jesus," I laughed. "If I never wanted to get
married before ... "
"I beat you to it," my mom said. "Twenty-one
years old? Yep, I was already married-the first time
around. And a year away from having your sister."
I asked her if she was ready for that.
"I went from having a curfew to having a
husband. I wanted to get married just as much as I
wanted to move out of Nana and Pop-Pop's house. But
this was thirty years ago. Things were different. I never
considered doing anything else."
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"Do you wish you had?"
Silverware clinked against porcelain plates and an
old Roberta Flack song played over the speakers but, for a
second or two, there was silence between us. I had never
asked my mom these kinds of questions before,
unfamiliar with the warm caution I heard in my own
voice.
"Not really, no," she shook her head. "It all
happened like it was supposed to, I guess. If things had
been different, I wouldn't have had your sisters. But- I
don't know. A lot has been coming back. After Jane."
The token bad influence, Jane was my teenaged
mother's best friend. She introduced my mom to boys,
hitchhiking and parents who didn't care about clean
bedrooms. They lost touch soon after high school. My
mom settled down and Jane didn't-dating, modeling,
living everywhere and nowhere. Injanuary,Jane's
apartment building burnt to the ground in the middle of
the night and she died. My mom hadn't spoken to her in
years.
"That was thirty years ago but it feels like-like,
it just finished happening. She was the only person I
could ever smoke pot with and not feel like everyone was
talking about me. Nana picked me and her up from a
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party once and I was so stoned but trying to keep cool,
telling some story about a girl with cornrowed hair. But I
called them corn holes and cracked up."
A smile was stretched across her face but it was
coming from somewhere distant. Some place and time
when she wasn't my mom, when she wasn't a mother at
all.
"We had a whole shoe box filled with notes we
passed in class, lists of nicknames we made up for people
in school. I was with her when I met Dan Abrams."
Around the same time that my mom figured out
how to turn on a computer, I heard his name for the first
time. I was young, only ro or so, but I knew that my
mom had dated him in high school and that a rumor
broke them up. As I got older, I started hearing his name
in fights between my parents. I never asked any
questions but I figured out the answers.
"It's never good," my mom said. "When you're
walking down the aisle and thinking about someone else.
Dan came home from the reserves the week before my
wedding. He didn't have a car so I drove him around.
Took him to the mall, the post office. It was the first
time we had really talked since high school."
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Lit from underneath by tealight candles, I could
see my mom's skin tightened across her cheeks, her lips
both heavy and loose. Both older and younger than I'd
ever seen her look.
"And I really considered it. Calling off the whole
thing. But it was all paid for. The band, the food,
everything. It was all paid for. How could I call that off?
How would I explain that to anyone? The money. That's
what mattered."
Cocking her head quickly to one side, my mom
tried to shake what she was feeling off her face but it was
too late. I'd already seen her and I couldn't tell if she was
saying these things because she wanted me to know or
just because she wanted to say it out loud to anyone who
would listen. If she had more to share, I didn't get to hear
it. The restaurant was closing.
"My back teeth are floating," my mom said, ready
to move on. "I'm using the bathroom before we go."
I didn't need to but decided to do the same anyway.
Running the tap, I looked at myself in the mirror. There
weren't any new lines etched around my eyes, no more
grays than usual sprouted around my temples but I felt
heavy somewhere I couldn't place. After washing my
hands for the third time, hoping at least one of us felt
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lighter, I walked out of the bathroom. Besides bussers
stacking plates and stripping tablecloths, I was the only
one left in the restaurant. With arms crossed, looking
over my shoulder every now and then to see if she was
coming, I waited for my mother.
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THIRTEEN
by Shennah Derstine

I like to remember
those nights,
envision the stars
plastered across july sky.
Back then, we lived for nighttime.
Waiting for dark,
then sneaking through our sleeping houses,
cringing with every creak of the floor
until we escaped in a flurry of
hushed giggles out the door,
into the embrace of the summer night.
The world was asleep
but we were awake,
skipping down soundless streets
to the beach
on the lake,
where we lay on cooled sand,
stolen bottles in hands,
listening to the lap of the waves, and
sipping that liquid magic
until the lake and the stars
blended into one
illuminated image.
We lived for
midnight escapades,
and dreamed of
forever summer.
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LONGING FOR WILDERNESS
by Shennah Derstine

They told me the city lights
were more beautiful than a sky of stars.
That a metropolitan landscape
was good for the soul.
But I've come to find,
that no city light
comes close to an open night sky,
speckled in luminous
flecks of gold.
Nothing is as captivating as
a forest of emerald pine trees sprouting
like soldiers from the soil,
the radiant ripples of a
lake in the heat of summer,
the cry of the lonely fox
from its hidden den.
No skyscraper is more sublime
than the fiery shades
of autumn leaves,
or the silhouette of
a wooded mountain
against the uninterrupted blue sky.
The clamor of cars cannot compare to
the melody of warm rain pelting
the sodden earth,
or the crunch of brown pine needles
underfoot.
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And no urban experience equals
that of the delicate drifting
of a first snow upon a
forest of silent trees.
The city may never sleep,
but neither does the lone brown owl
hooting from the oak branch,
in the middle of the
Woods.
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BLOOD ON MY HANDS
by Kody Martin

I pulled out a hunk of heavy flesh, slamming it
onto the machine and locking it into place. I moved the
handle back and forth. The meat sliced into thin shreds,
falling onto a plastic collection sheet. My right arm grew
tired. I eyed the mound and brought it to a scale. I
shoved it in a bag. A frail hand reached out to grab it.
"Here's your pound and a half of shaved Market
Basket Extra Lean Honey Ham. Can I get you anything
else, rna' am?"
She put the bag in her carriage. "Do you have any
turkey on sale?"
It was Willowbrook Fancy Turkey that weekthe blandest of all our brands. The white, moist, minced
flesh was no longer bird.
"I'll take two pounds, also shaved. Could you
separate the bags? A pound in each?"
"Absolutely, ma'am. I'll get that for you right
away."
"It's for my cats."
I nodded my head and smiled. I walked to the
turkey well, took out the meat, and put it on the slicer. A
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morsel of skin and fat from Our All Natural Turkey
Breast was rubbing against the blade, making a soft hiss.
I started cutting.

My uncle called me one morning, telling me to
apply to the Market Basket deli in Nashua, New
Hampshire. He was friends with the manager. I was
hired, and on the first day, I stepped behind the counter,
shaking, nervous. Shadowing my cousin, Joey, I learned
how to cut even slices without losing my fingers. It took
months to remember all the products. Carando had two
capicolas: hot and sweet. There were three kinds of
provolone: mild, sharp, and super sharp . The baked ham
was triangle shaped. The maple ham had crisscross lines
on the top.
My first week, a young father lost his temper
when I gave him the Market Basket Virginia Smoked
Ham instead of the J eanie~O Smoked Turkey.
"Why can't you just do your job right? I'll be late
to my son's soccer game."
I was panicking. " Sorry, sir. I'm new. It won't
happen again."
Three months in, a customer asked for paper thin
slices of the Thin 'n Trim Buffalo Chicken, but when she
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saw it on the scale, she said, "How am I supposed to pull
that apart? Forget it!"
For some reason my eyes started to water, and I
wanted to wipe them before anyone noticed, but I
couldn't. My hands were covered in buffalo.
With time, I got pretty good at my job. My
manager gave me more responsibilities, and, for a time, I
was proud of what I was doing. For my first few years,
no matter what kind of mood the customers were in, I
always treated them with pleasantness and sincerity.
Customer service was a priority for Market Basket.

The fish department was next to the deli. Looking
at the customers walking by with their carriages or riding
on their

mart~carts,

I stood in front of a case filled with

fillets of salmon, decapitated mackerel, and piles of
deveined shrimp. After an hour of working in the fish
department, anybody who passed by me and hadn't seen
me working behind the counter might have wondered
what I was up to.
Summers were depressing because lobsters went
on sale. They reached half price at times, so long lines of
customers who craved succulent claw and tail meat
formed in front of the seafood department. Orders came
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in clusters: five lobsters for Lori, nine for Ben Rodgers, a
dozen cooked lobsters for an M. Tamberelli. Since we
cooked the lobsters in~store, there were two steamers in
constant use during those hot months. The safe number
was fourteen per steamer, but some of my

co~workers

jammed thirty live~lobsters into one. I, too, was guilty.
Tagging bag after kicking bag, I became used to the
systematic killing. The trays, hot to the touch, were
covered in mushy

yellow~white

meat. The elastic bands

for the claws littered the floor. Just following orders, I'd
lay the lobsters gently down, close the door, and set the
timer to fifteen minutes.

My last month working in the deli, I didn't smile.
I rarely joked with my co~workers. I would catch myself
staring at the tile wall while slicing Canadian bacon. A
flier read, Caution. Keep hands and fingers away from blade.
I cut more than the customer wanted. The scale said 1.09
lbs.
"Sorry sir, it's a couple slices over. Is that okay?"
"I'd rather it be under."
There were times where I would stay in the deli
cooler, surrounded by shelves full of preserved flesh. It
was a crypt, so I mourned. I'd leave the cooler with
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price. He was notorious for being domineering. When a
tall, meaty, middle-aged man with a cowboy hat and th'in
rimmed glasses walked in front of the department, I
could expect at least one fuck muttered from a co-worker.
Ends Guy loomed over the counter, shading me
from the overhanging florescent lights with his felt brim.
His giant, hairy arms smothered the counter, as if ready
to strangle someone with the slightest provocation. He
ordered five pounds of ends, which I priced up for him,
totaling $8.31.
" How red is your roast beef?"
"It's pretty rare today. Let me show you." I pulled
out the dripping, fifteen-pound slab and raised it above
my right shoulder.
"You call that rare? How about you open up a
new one for me."
I put it back in the well. The blood on my hands
was dripping off my fingers and hitting the floor,
splashing on my black sneakers. I mustered a smile.

"Sure, not a problem, sir. I'll be right back."
I took my time.
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EAR

by Colleen Donovan
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YOUNG BLACK MALE
by ShumonJenkins

In my life, my pants sag like my eyes,
Exhausted from school and the dramas with it.
She did this, he did that,
Dude it was ill, wow she's getting fat.
This is my life
And I got my own problems to deal with it
Three five page papers due,
Didn't even start.
This girl! loved doesn't even want to be my friend
anymore,
And it breaks my heart.
To top it off my brothers just died.
Eric Gardner, Trayvon Martin, Mike Brown,
Along with too many other guys.
I don't want to die too,
But I fear I will without knowing what I can truly do.
I wanted to be a Malcolm X, a MLK, or a Tupac Shakur.
I wonder what my brothers wanted to be,
I didn't live their lives, but if I did what would I see?
The police protecting me and telling me this is what I
should do?
Or will they look at me,
Follow me,
Take me down,
Shoot then kill me,
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Leave me on the street,
Ending my life before I can text my mom back, "I love
you too."
This is my life
To never fully be understood, trusted or looked at the
same way I look back at you,
What would you do?
A skin color, a blessing and a curse,
Let it be known that there is good in bad situations,
But with racism, the situations only get worse and worse.
I fear racism will always exist unless we all become the
same color,
But until that day, please stop taking black sons from
their black mothers.
God.
If there is one, he didn't want this
I don't know who would, but if I could just somehow
understand,
Why?
Why was I called a monkey?
Why do I speak "white"?
Why do I know my dad?
Since he was supposed to leave me at first sight.
And why do I have to know how to fight?
Or how to ball.
How to rap,
How to sing,
How to dap,
How to roll,
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How to act,
These are "facts" about being black.
This is my life
And with it, I walk with the memories of my dead
brothers.
Along with the marks of every lashing and whipping of
my ancestors on my back,
And although I might lack in the history of my people,
It is now my mission to make it.
This is my life
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COMPLETELY WRAPPED UP IN THE COLOR OF
HIS SHIRT
by Katie Haggerty

Jack looks at me from the corner
of his eyes a lot. I notice
most when we sit next to each other.
I watch him watching me
savor the seconds
try to singe into memory
to capture until
I see it again.
I had the most fun today
when we laid in bed
after hours in the sun
and examined the color
of his shirt. It glows
green in certain light
even though it's sky blue.
I pinch and twist it
between three fingers.
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OUTSIDE IN
by Katie Haggerty

] ack sits on a stone wall smokes his cigarette.
My exposed knees buckle to frigid air.
He looks at my eyes, then my shoes, then his.
Says nothing.
A question forms behind his drooping eyelids.
He says nothing.
We part empty handed.
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SHE TEXTED ME AND SAID 'I'M PISSED AT
YOU,' I SAID 'AND I DESERVE THAT'
by Stephen Gadbois

There's a cost/benefit analysis that goes into every bad
relationship.
A cross-section of 'how bored am I?'
'how much damage can I justify?'
and 'can I do better?'
The answers aren't important,
they don't affect the bank statement,
my overdrawn account.
Isabel called me crying this morning,
I'm having a panic attack, she said,
do you wanna come over?
It's roam, I told her, take a couple klonopin.
I felt like I should feel something,
but decided against it.
I went back to sleep and dreamt of Violet.
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I'M SORRY I WON'T BE THERE
by Michelle Lally

Lying on the floor, my head on your stomach, our backs
against the cool wood. The only sound in the dark
are your soft wheezes. My head rises and falls, uneven
with each weary exhale. I worry the weight of my head
will crush your lungs so I sit up. Look at you. The pale
yellow hair that once earned you many compliments
has grayed and your once bright brown eyes have
clouded. I wonder, do you remember the long walks
we would take as children? At first our walks were a
chore, I walked to dream up escape routes while you
stopped to smell every damn flower. I would try to pull
you away, but you stood strong with your face in a daisy.
Now your legs are too thin to support you. I barely see
you stand anymore, you lie in the same spot under our
television. Only in the morning, when my mother wakes
up do you stand at all. I should have known you were
too old to hold on to. Still I told you I love you and made
a bed of pillows next to your nest of blankets on the floor
and we slept.
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THE TWILIGHT SURF
by Abigail Matheson

At the end of a dirt road by the beach was the
Twilight Surf motel. It was built in the 6os at the height
of the tourism boom when everyone flocked to small
beachside towns for weeks during the summer. Now it
was the only motel still standing; the surrounding motels
had fallen into disrepair. I had known about the Twilight
Surf my whole life. We drove past it in the summer
going to the beach. It never looked as though anyone was
ever there but a light was always on in the office.
Today, on the foggiest day of spring and my life,
I pulled my w-year-old used Escape into the parking lot.
I parked under the wood and metal sign advertising
'vacancy' in orange neon that cut through the fog. As a
child I had always speculated what kinds of people
stayed at the Twilight Surf. I imagined traveling
fortunetellers and men on the run from the law. Here I
was.
I pulled a duffle bag containing my entire life and
a plastic bag from the trunk of my car. The duffle bag
was full of college sweatshirts and dreams of life beyond
graduation. The plastic bag was full of the cash I grabbed
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from the box in the back of my closet after my landlord
told me it wasn' t enough for this month' s rent and he
couldn't let another month go unpaid. "Get your life
together somewhere else," he said. His fat cheeks
wobbled when he shook his head at me.
A bell chimed when I walked into the motel
office. The laminate floor was peeling and patchy in
places. The paint on the walls could have been white
years ago but the wet ocean air and time had turned them
a brown moldy color. Plastic chairs were scattered
around small round tables. There was a desk in the
corner of the room in front of a door with a curtain of
wooden beads. A man walked through them.
He looked like he was a million years old with
sagging skin stretched over bones that protruded in his
face and elbows. He had no hair on his head, either out of
choice or by natural causes. I walked to the desk.
"Welcome to the Twilight Surf," his voice
sounded like he was gargling pebbles. "How long will
you be staying?" I shrugged. "One of those," he
muttered. "Just give me 25 now and we can work out the
rest when you figure out what you're doing." He passed
me a key across the desk. It was small, brass, and
attached to a faded blue tag that had 'n' embossed on it. I
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reached into my plastic bag, grabbed a twenty and a five,
and handed him the money.

My room was on the second floor of the motel. I
walked up the rickety metal stairs, rust flakes from the
banister clung to the sweat on my palms. The mezzanine
extended before me. To the left were blue doors, faded
with time and sunlight. On the right was a low banister,
also rusted metal. The damp ocean breeze dotted my face
as I walked past door after door to room number n. I put
down my duffle bag and held the key in my hand.
Taking a deep breath, I jammed the key into the lock and
twisted.
Nothing happened.
I wiggled the key left and right, pushing against
the door with all my weight while turning the door
handle. Nothing. "Shit." I muttered. I looked around the
mezzanine to make sure no one had seen me struggling. I
bent down to look closer at the key. It stuck halfway out
of the lock, the tag with the room number moved slightly
in the breeze. I pushed the key in harder but it wouldn't
budge. It took me twice as long to wrench it out of the
keyhole.
"Stupid, shitty motel," I said.
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I clunked down the metal stairs in search of the
manager. I felt the metal give under my weight and for a
half a second it felt as though my foot would pierce the
rusted white steps. I readjusted the strap of my duffle bag
after stumbling off the lasts step. The parking lot was
deserted except for my Escape, barely visible through the
fog. I crunched back across the broken asphalt to the
office where the same light was still on. The bell chimed
when I walked in again. The manager was sitting on a
stool behind the desk working on a crossword puzzle.
His thick white eyebrows, the only hair he had left, were
bunched together in concentration. He looked up at me.
"Change your mind?" He asked.
"Uh no. It's the key. It doesn't fit in the door."
He looked puzzled.
"Should fit. Bring it here." I crossed the cracked
floor to the desk. The manager reached out his hand and
I put the key in it. He looked at the key, holding it close
to his eyes turning it over and over. He looked at the tag.
"What room did you go to?" He asked.
"Eleven." He smiled.
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"That's not your door."
"Excuse me?"
"This is the key for 14, not II. The number's faded
a bit but if you look closely ... " He handed me back the
key. I looked at the tag. He was right. The number 14
was engraved into the tag itself but the paint had worn
off so much that at first glace it looked like an II.
"Oh. Right. Thanks." I muttered. I turned to walk
out of the office.
"Happens all the time!" He called after me. I kept
looking at the tag, running my finger over the embossed

'4'. That's not your door.

I found myself back upstairs on the mezzanine.
The wind had picked up a bit and sea mist tickled the
backs of my bare arms. I stood outside my door, room 14,
but couldn't bring myself to open it. Key in hand, I
thumbed the groove where the rest of the number four
should have been. I turned around and put my back
against the door; leaning up against it I sunk down to the
floor. The floor was rough plaster with ridges that dug
into my skin through my jeans. I looked out through the
bars of the railing on the edge of the walkway. Through
the spaces I could make out the foggy beach. Rough
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waves sprayed foam onto rocks that protected the dunes
from the power of the sea.
I sat there on the floor until the wind shifted and
grew colder. Shivering, I pulled a sweatshirt from my
duffle bag. Even though the fog was still out, I could tell
the sun was setting. The grey of the sky was growing
darker. And yet I couldn't bring myself to open room 14.

That's not your door. I shifted in my seat and pulled my
iPhone out of my back pocket. No new messages. No
missed calls. I punched in my code and tapped the small
green phone app . I knew the number by heart even
though it had been years since I dialed it. I put the phone
to my ear and listened to it ring. She picked up after two.
I wondered if she had been sitting by the phone all these
years, waiting for my call.
"Mom? Yeah, it's me. Listen. I'm in a rough spot
right now. No I'm fine, it's not serious. No, I'm not
dying. Or hurt. Jeez Mum, will you calm down? I just.. .I
need to come home. Is that okay?"
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MOLECULAR CLOUDS ARE OFTEN CALLED
'STELLAR NURSERIES'
by Stephen Gadbois

Only so many things can be said
in the vacuum that exists
between two people. Many of them
have a distinct feelingone of almost and not-quite.
Talking to Violet,
what I mean can be loosely translated
as "pay attention to me."
Direct meaning is more nebulous,
like molecular clouds,
made up of different atoms at disparate densities.
Eventually, they'll collapse and form stars,
and I'll have said something else
that'll translate to "please love me."
Those stars won't have habitable zones.
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THERE'S A NON-ZERO PROBABILITY THAT
RANDOM QUANTUM FLUCTUATIONS WILL
CREATE A NEW UNIVERSE IN THE
GRAVEYARD OF THIS ONE
by Stephen Gadbois

The timescale of the universe is finite.
It's one thing most scientists agree on,
like climate change
and the age of the Earth.
Heat Death, the Big Rip, the Big Crunch,
the possible ends are named in violent, if unimaginative,
ways.
I'm running out of time
on the order of hundreds of trillions of years.
I can feel every secondentropy, expansion,
the tug of supermassive black holes.
I won't live long enough to see it.
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"THEY SAY APRIL SHOWERS
BRING MAY FLOWERS ... "
by Heather Alterisio
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