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Untitled
Eli Ashley

		
										
Hilary Hamilton gave me a lanyard as a token of her love. Her parents threw her a graduation party. Bored, we snuck out back to do what we did. We sat on her wooden bench and I felt the
thoughts sit on her tongue long before words took shape. I was eating yellow cake off of a paper plate.
With young, sweet eyes and lips Hilary told me that she loved me. And all I could think about was the
smattering of dried milky blue bird shit under my ass.

					
						Ink Drawing by Jacy Stewart
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Distance Ribbon
Lena Engelstein

He was a man of earthy brown dirt and
well-seasoned burgers. Everyone always complimented him on his burgers and asked him what his
secret was. To this he replied that he could not say.
He wouldn’t have minded telling his burger-eaters
that the unfamiliar spice was a dusting of dirt off
his palms from the ground he had been grabbing
at that day, but he knew he would loose all his
burger-eaters that way. Not that it mattered much
to him. Conversations with people were not ever as
satisfying as getting a whiff of the ground, having
the ground smell him back, and shaking hands over
the matter. So he lived alone not so much anywhere
as everywhere. There was always more ground to
smell and that thought kept him moving. He loved
how Rutland, Vermont stayed under his fingernails
and the way Tahoe, California rubbed off easy onto
his heels. Colorado, Nebraska, Idaho. They had all
at one point or another worked their dirt into the
cracked lines on his palms. Somehow, following dirt
roads here and there he had ended up in New York
City, a place where earthy dirt was hard to come by.
Two mornings he woke and two clean days past and
two nights he couldn’t sleep because of it. So alas,
he found himself in a coffee shop on 72nd and West
End Avenue in desperate need of black liquid that
would keep his top eyelids from coming to rest on
his lower ones.
“I’ll have a large coffee,” the man responded
to the barista after standing looking indecisively at
the menu for too long, “Black. Please.” A pair of big,
dark red boots tapped impatiently behind him as
he slowly paid in dollars and coins. The cash register reluctantly dinged open as though no one had

asked it to do so in ages. The barista looked amused,
reminded that behind the swiping of cards, debit or
credit, these bills and bits of metal were being exchanged somewhere. The man moved to sit at one of
those overly large tables that are popular nowadays.
Inside of the big, dark red boots was a pair of socks
with cows and burgers that went up about midway
on a pair of pale, soft and rather weak looking calves.
She looked like a baker had kneaded her out of sugar
cookie dough. A tall, light brown easily mistaken
for blonde haired girl stepped into the space the
man had previously occupied and quickly ordered a
medium soy hazelnut latté with two shots. She then
threw an overly irritated look at the man. He caught
it.
This was her café. She came here to sit and drink her
coffee and be gently stared at in all her oddity. Some
men stared at her gangly chicken legs or her gapped
teeth or her protrusive collarbones that demanded
a look that was seconds past rude. Women stared at
her black rimmed glasses that said she had really bad
vision not that she thought glasses were cute. Now,
on this rather gray Wednesday she was no longer the
oddest in her café. He was. She sat at the other end
of the same overly large table. She always thought
these were odd. In a city where white headphones
walked about, there are these tables that encourage
strangers to sit together and consider the possibility
that sometimes relationships can form.
Today, she was one of the ones who stared.
She stared at this man’s obvious misplacement in this
café and in this city in general. While she looked on,
he began to rub his hands together over his steaming
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coffee and smile as a light dusting of dirt came off
into his drink. This she could not stand.
“What are you doing?” She had crossed the
seat between them so as not to be a starer. He looked
her from down to up, finally resting on her eyes.
“You like burgers?” He replied, nodding his
head towards her socks.
“Well, err…” She stuttered. She never stuttered, especially around men. Ever since she realized that she could sew a blindfold with her knobby
knees, size it to a mans head with her smile, and
place it on with a simple hello. They were lost the
minute she decided they should be. And yet she stuttered.
“Yes. I do like burgers. A lot, actually.” She
had tried to be a vegetarian once but during those
three months she had sleep walked to a nearby late
night diner 5 times and almost died twice crossing the street. She would wake up and be half way
through a burger, hands covered in ketchup and
mustard. She always figured it would be a waste not
to finish, and so she always did.
“That’s good. I can never trust a person who
doesn’t like burgers.” He took a swig of his coffee.
He liked the way she stared at him. “So, where do
you get dirty around here?”
“Excuse me.”
“Oh, right.” He chuckled a tinkling tone that
came from his bell in his belly and seemed to laugh
not only at her reaction. “I mean to say, where is
there some earth around here. Brown earth that has
worms tracks and moves. You know, maybe smells
like a mountain in Colorado but still has the lobster
tinge of Maine as an aftertaste. You know where I
can find that? Maybe not that exactly that, but you
know? Do you know?” The red boots stopped jiggling against the bar on the bottom of the chair. She
usually went for men who were blonde and named
		

Charlie and had some sort of stains on their hands,
like ink or paint or charcoal, and liked espressos and
owned at least four pairs of shoes. None of them ever
chewed on tooth picks and none had ever thought
about what a horse feels like when it breathes heavily
under you after a good gallop. They all wore blindfolds well.
“What makes you think I’d know? And what
makes you think I’d help you?” She was not trying to
be rude, but did wonder how this man could think
these red boots were just going to up and find some
dirt with him.
“If you help me, I’ll make you the best burger you’ve ever had. But I’m going to need some fresh
dirt.” She had stacks of papers waiting and stacks of
papers she hadn’t even made yet waiting and empty
cups of coffee impatiently expecting warm ungrateful hands to be wrapped around them. Even empty
ice trays to attend to. But most importantly she had
a bottle of unopened, recently discovered, untested
chipotle mayo from a farm in Pennsylvania sitting
in her fridge. And on some days rock beats paper.
Plus this was New York City. When was anyone ever
asking anyone where to get dirt? And how can you
truly be happy passing up so many offers for Tuesday
afternoon adventures?
“Okay. You sir, have yourself a deal.” So they
submerged themselves underground in the rat maze
and came out the other side at The Borris BEAR
Baseball Diamond. It was an old dirt diamond. The
red boots used to wear little pink cleats that played
on the first base where the man now stood. First
base had never been as exciting as it was right now
though. She had been watching the man play with
two little boys and the dirt. She realized now, that
his bell belly laugh was a child’s laugh. When you get
old, you realize there are all these different ways to
five

laugh and that you can make people do things and
think things by the kind of laugh you let up through
your lungs. But a child laughs when they think it
is funny and doesn’t when they don’t. He had that
laugh. She liked that laugh.
He loved kids. They were the only other
people who appreciated dirt like him. They seek it
out, roll in it, bring it places its not supposed to be.
You could throw it at them without it being a rather
rude gesture. They would throw it right back. They’d
even eat it with you. Straight, not as a topping or not
even sneaky like. They’d do it right out in the open,
those gutsy fuckers. Too bad most of them trade dirt
for cars and cards later. But he understood. He had
once traded dirt for a woman, for a wife. Sara was
his fresh squeezed lemonade and key lime pie with
long eyelashes. So long that tears and wind and even
leaves got caught in them. They met at a farmers’
market in Oregon. Sara sold cheese and jam and
he ate cheese and jam. That’s how it began anyhow. They carved paths across the country and they
laughed at flat tires and they spilled salt water on
each other’s shoulders. He always found it remarkable how Sara, when they hugged, fit right up under
his chin and their chests pressed breathed perfectly
in sync. Together they made taffy from two marshmallows. For Sara, he gave up dirt. She did not ask
or anything but because he forgot about it, all caught
up with taffy and highways.
Right around when Sara got sick he remembered. He remembered his dirt in the hospital. It
mostly came back to him because hospitals hate dirt.
Everything about them screams ‘Run Dirt! Get out
Dirt! Get out or we’ll kill you! We have a gun and
were not afraid to use it!’
He would wander through the white pristine hallways thinking maybe if there was some dirt

in these halls all the sick people might not look so
green. Maybe if the nurses gave the patients just a
spoonful of dirt instead of cups of green Jell-O they
might get better quicker. Then Sara moved into
the terminal wing, which was, to his findings, the
cleanest dirt-free-est wing of all. He thought this was
rather funny because all the people in the wing were
destined to be dirt quite soon and so why bother
keeping it so clean? Why not let these people play
in the dirt before they keel over? He and Sara did
the night before she died. Since her death, he’s been
married to the dirt.
“Hey, you didn’t even bring any dirt back!
After all that.” The red boots stomped and squished
invisible bugs.
“I have all the dirt I need, don’t you worry.”
He patted her shoulder. As they climbed the stairs to
her apartment, she had this irritated notion that he
found her amusing. And she had an amusing notion
that perhaps she should have been afraid bringing
a complete stranger and crazy man into her apartment alone but she was not. She could hear his bell
belly laugh and merely anticipated her burger not
her death. He made himself quickly at home in
her kitchen, as though he’d made butter and eggs
into pancakes once a week there. She watched as he
twisted the ring on his ring finger back and forth
after he had placed all the ingredients on the counter
top. There was ripeness in the space between them.
She felt like if one of them didn’t bite into it soon
the whole room was going to overflow with some
lively juices and they would drown and no burgers
would ever be eaten.
“What is it about dirt that you like so
much?”
“What is there not to like? Dirt has stories
to tell but it doesn’t talk over you. It doesn’t simply
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wait for its turn to speak when you’re talking. It stays
with you. I like to be friends with the only thing
that will without fail outlive me. It’s a good thing to
be friends with the dirt before you meet it later, you
know.” He didn’t look up until he had stopped talking, watching his hands as they molded ground beef
into patty shapes then rubbing them together. He
had not looked so content all day.
He cooked the meat.
It sizzled. They ate. Ketchup bottles were
opened alongside wine bottles. She admitted then
and there it was the best burger she had ever eaten.
Through some deep thinking that occurred behind
her glasses that he watched she determined the secret
ingredient was what they had spent the day finding.
He himself, in his head agreed. It was the best burger
he had ever eaten or made. Perhaps, the rareness of
the New York dirt increased its deliciousness. He

thought it would make a great last meal. She offered
him a couch to sleep on, as he had no other cushy
spots to rest his head. He declined, saying he was going to sleep with his wife.
The red boots changed over the coming
months to sneakers and clogs. The Tuesday adventure changed her little more than a new dissatisfaction with every burger eaten after the one the man
made her and a renewed appreciation for dirt. After
one particularly dreadful burger she found her self
at The Borris BEAR Baseball Diamond. Standing
on the pitchers mound there was ripeness in the air.
She felt like if she didn’t bite into it soon the whole
diamond was going to overflow with some lively
juices and she would drown. She reached down and
grabbed the dirt on the mound and it grabbed back.

Print by Abby Wigdale
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Damn
Jared Bell
									
		I forgave you down
but you gave me up.
We got stuck in love
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Alexander Wilson
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A Warm Hearted Friend
Sean Rapp

The cool October breeze pushed reds and
browns across the road in Old Colorado City, as I
sat, waiting, at the bus stop at 21st and Colorado
Street. A mission style church lay at the end of the
crosswalk, juxtaposed on the other end by West Side
Tattoo, its eastern wall showing a large mural of a
man with a hand resting on his chin. I flipped a deck
of cards in my spindly fingers, closing my eyes and
listening to the flutter of my most beloved tokens. I
am a mystic— some would say a fortune teller—and
I sensed a presence rounding the corner of the tattoo
parlor. I scratched a wrinkle in my palm, my purple
fingernail tracing with practiced precision, breathing
in deeply as the red sun set in the west.
A boy in a floral Hawaiian shirt kept pushing his bleached hair out of his eyes. He walked up
the sidewalk, a few leaves clinging to the bottoms of
his sneakers. His pace was quick, his stance upright
with shoulders broad, while his hand fumbled in his
breast pocket for a half-fried cigarette. Another hand
pulled out a lighter, drawing it near to his bearded
face, his head tilted to the side as he rambled into a
cell phone.
“Sorry man, I can’t skate today,” he said. “My
board just got stolen, I’m so fucking pissed. I went
to take a shit in the gas station and someone grabbed
it from outside. I fucked up man, I fucked up. Yeah,
I’ll talk to you later.”
He slowed his pace as he neared the bus stop,
peering up at me with glassy green eyes.“Mind if I sit
here?”
“Not at all, there’s plenty of room,” I said,
shuffling a few inches to the side on the bus stop
bench. He slumped down beside me and took a

drag. His eyes moved across the road and up to the
mold of the curving brown arch adorning the mission church. I flipped my cards again and listened to
the whistle of the wind.
“You know when the next bus comes?” He
asked, turning to me.
“I don’t have a schedule, but it runs every
half hour, I believe.”
“Thanks.”
“I’m sorry about your skateboard.”
His brows darkened as he pushed the air
from his mouth, watching the smoke disappear in
a burst of wind, squashing the butt of his cigarette
with his sneaker.“Oh, you heard that? I’m so pissed.
So much for my free ride home…”
“Things could be worse.”
“True.”
I pulled out a card from the middle of the
deck. “Take this, it will bring you better fortune.”
“Uhh, alright.”
“Can you read it?”
His knuckles popped up from under his
bulging hands as he gingerly flipped the card to see
each side. “It’s a Jack. A Jack of Hearts.”
“Yes, but what do you see?”
He snickered, slowly wagging his head side
to side. “The color red. Is there something you want
me to see? Don’t tell me it’s supposed to be magic or
something.”
“Maybe yes, maybe no,” I smiled. “I’m a
fortune-teller. You may not believe in magic but you
wouldn’t negate my occupation, would you? Fortune
telling is anything but magic, it’s only deciphering
the right signs, and trusting in them.”
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“I didn’t mean to give offense. I just don’t
really buy it, that’s all.”
“It can be understood as the token of a
warm-hearted friend,” I said, placing my hand on his
shoulder. “The card, I mean.”
“Interesting,” he said, squirming a bit on the
metal bench. “You’re not gonna try to read my palm,
are you?”
“Let me ask you three questions, of past,
present, and future.”
The boy pulled at the phone in his pocket,
hitting the button on the side to see the time; a
quarter to five. “Alright, shoot.”
“Can you remember your first word? Or at
least, what you were told your first word was.”
“Moon. I think my mom was bummed it
wasn’t ‘Mom.’”
I ruffled the deck of cards again, closing my
eyes. “Good. Now, what did you dream about last
night?”
“Sheesh. Gettin’ pretty personal, huh?” His
brows rose. “Slightly more piercing than the first
question.”
“Please, tell me. I have to know for this to
work, it’s a process. Unless you’d like me to trace
your palm…”
“Okay, okay. Give me a second.” He tugged
at something in his pocket and closed his eyes for a
few seconds. “I was sitting at home, with my family,
in the living room. We have a big glass window that
looks out at the Flatirons in Boulder. I can’t remember what we were talking about, but I remember
my grandpa was there. I call him Papa. But he died
last year. It was really jarring, I remember thinking
about wanting to leave, but the sight of him gave me
the shivers. It was like I was awake, you know, when
something happens in your dream and you’re not
sure if it happened or not.”

“Please, keep going.”
“That’s it, I woke up after that. It was so
eerie. I think I felt guilty because I couldn’t go to his
funeral- in real life, I mean. I was on a plane to study
abroad, to India. I remember typing in the airport,
emailing the story to my mom. She had my dad read
it at Papa’s funeral. But I still couldn’t go. It didn’t
feel like enough. It was like I couldn’t even be sure
he died. I felt so scared in my dream. I thought that
I told people my grandpa had passed away, when really he was alive and I just didn’t know all along.”
“That’s awful.”
“I know. I couldn’t believe it.”
“Was it cancer?”
The boy’s eyes widened. “How did you know
that?”
“A fortune teller only divulges the workings of others; hence the crystal ball. To unveil my
process would be akin to lifting the orb into the
spotlight, letting it glimmer for a few seconds, then
dropping it, letting it smash into pieces. Blinding the
eye—a loss of vision.”
“Sounds like you’ve befriended one too many
of the hippies ‘round here…”
“Please, stay present. Again, this is a process.
The third question. What is the most important goal
in your life?”
“Are you serious? That’s the broadest question I’ve ever heard. I can’t answer that. We’d be here
all night!”
“Does that mean you don’t have an answer?”
He shook his head. “Psh, I don’t know. I
wanna do a lot of things. I wanna skate around the
world. How’s that?”
“You surprise me.”
“Why’s that?”
“I thought your goal was to overcome your
condition.”
thirteen

“What do you mean, my condition? Are you
talking about my stolen board?”
“Symbolically speaking, yes.”
“I think you lost me.”
“No, you have gotten yourself lost.”
“What?”
“I think I’ve come to a conclusion. No
more questions, now I will speak.” I took my hand
from his shoulder and placed it on his, pulling back
clenched fingers and turning his wrist so the palm
faced up. “You are distracted, and as a result, distraught. Your circumstances today, and your dreamquite literally- reference the loss shadowing each
of your days. You seek solace in what is distant, a
fantasy, a crippling ignorance. It is not so easy to fly
to the moon. You are passionate, but held back by
uncertainty. The things you love most alternatively
bring you the most stress. You are in limbo, and as a
symptom, cannot place yourself. How, then, can you
tell me what you want of the future?”
“I thought that was your job.”
“Maybe historically, or in the movies, yes.
But I’m a more progressive mystic. I believe in agency. After all, it was my hand that drew the card. It
was you who chose to sit beside me today. I use the
past and present to merely prod you towards what is
to come. My entire occupation is a preparation, to
encourage, to give you the clues.”
“Now you’ve really lost me.”
The sound of rubber crackling leaves on the
street made the boy turn his head. The bus screeched
and exhaled, settling down against the sidewalk.
“I gotta go.”
“Yes, of course.”
He withdrew his palm and pushed himself
up, starting toward the bus.
“Don’t forget your card,” I said, gesturing
to the bench. “Keep it close, it will bring you good

fortune.”
He snatched the card and gave me a halfnod, hopping up the steps of the bus and disappearing behind the folding doors. “Keep your loved ones
close,” I whispered.
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Weaving by Celia Palmer

X
James Ryan Dinneen
									
Below traffic		
cone moon. Open the top. Gritting in
Cat cream milk fly through. Copper explodes in sheets.
THE THINGS WHICH SUPERCEDE X
And a red knit cap and another. Inching Bob and Ver.
She has scissor legs halfway crossed by the wall. Voice honk meek.
ARE THINGS WHICH LAST
TONIGHT THE MOON
Why does the honk man light his bomb and peel on on on?
Too much time might mean to some. Mouths are closed.
ARE NOT X
Loud tremble.
X IS X
Touch to fuzz and scruff. Weave through forest people
On wooden floor. Space Queen. Mice. Gay Paul Bunyan.
X
Sense of six snare patter. Ankles like snails. Toucan skeleton
Splayed immovable intestine world. Woof. Stache. The Know.
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NOT X
Joy in stone tumble drums. Outie innie and steam.
Smile hung wide on the heaven note over everything.

Print by Morgan Bak
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Shattered Bolts

Choreography by Lena Engelstein
Photography by Abigail Portman
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The Cyborg

Hannah Fleming
Ari loves her white sheets, especially the way
they are smooth and fresh in the afternoon, the way
the sun gives them wrinkles the way it sometimes
gives her parents wrinkles. She loves the way her
own skin feels between them, like her whole body
becomes a pillow. Ari could stay there with her iPad
and be endlessly entertained. When her parents put
her to bed at night, Ari does her best to focus on the
coolness of the sheets, but she is overcome by something different. She waits there, in her red flannel
pajama pants under a big blue duvet cover with a
floral pattern. She feels distant and begins to get a
chill. She shuts the window. She shuts the curtains.
She shuts the bedroom door—it begins to swing
open ever so slightly. Ari can hear her parents soft
murmuring downstairs, the clinking of their dinner
plates, but knows better than to call out for them.
			***
“Most children her age have trouble falling
asleep at night,” her mother said, cutting into a bite
of chicken. Her thin gold bracelet slipped nearly
to her palm as she sawed. “The shadow on the wall
could make the shape of a gargoyle or something.”
She put the bite in her mouth and chewed as though
she was counting to twenty in her head before swallowing, her throat box visibly pulling the meat down
her esophagus. “Going to sleep was different when I
was her age. We didn’t have screens we had real darkness. And we were left to our imaginations. ”
			***
Ari lays awake, watching the crack in the
door the small crack in the ceiling and light spilling
in from the direction of her door and her window.
She feels light-headed; as though the shape of the

shadow on her wall is growing, circling around the
room. Tonight, Ari wants to fall asleep first. She
squeezes her eyes shut, a tense current running up
her whole body. Her mother taught her to do this:
to flex her feet, to squeeze her calves, then lift her
thighs, tighten her whole body from head to toe
and hold her breath. Ari’s fists begin to shake. She
exhales, and it hasn’t worked, and she watches the
growing form on her wall cast a shadow over her
body.
			***
Her father nodded, dropped his fork and sat
a little straighter in the metallic chair. He stared out
the huge floor-to-ceiling window, west facing: there
were lights on in at least one room in all the apartments in the neighborhood. Perhaps it was every
child preparing to go bed in separate rooms as they
often do when they reach Ari’s age.
“I never had the same opportunities Ari’s
had. Someday she’ll be really happy with the way
things are.” He reached for the bottle of dry chardonnay with thick fingers, and poured a glass for
himself, and then for his wife. The edge of the glasses
rippled like something metallic. “I feel like we’re
safer as a community, don’t you agree that we’re
making the right choice?”
“Of course.”
Ari’s mother and Ari’s father clinked glasses,
seemingly unaware of the soft whimper echoing
down the staircase.
			***
Ari is still squeezing her eyes shut but she
opens them briefly, aware of the woman’s presence
next to her bedside stand. The woman looks like
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an older version of Ari: she has wavy, light brown
hair and wears red flannel pajama pants. Her eyes
look spacey, but friendly. In the darkness Ari always
wonders at the smooth nature of her complexion—
it seems to shine without any light reflection. Ari
wishes she could hold on to the way she feels when
the woman first appears: anger, fear. Ari’s eyes begin
to water and tears fall in streams from the corners
of her eyes, then convulsions in her chest and silent
sobs until her whole body begins to respond, to tingle with the invasion of a foreign body. The woman
places a hand on Ari’s rapidly rising and falling chest.
Ari’s body goes limp.
			***
“Darling, would you turn on some music?”
Ari’s father had already pushed the chair back with
a light screech and begun to walk across the room,
looking stoic as he moved, his pleated pants stiff
around his toned legs. His fingers moved across the
record collection, flipping through until he found
one that suited the mood: What’s Going On. It had a
black cover and the artist wasn’t named. He walked
across the room and sat back down in his chair, and
the two continued their meal, smiling at one another as they chewed their lamb and swallowed it.
They seemed to be taking in the music and the food
slowly, the way it was meant to be enjoyed.
Outside the apartment, lights began to slowly go out in the single rooms. They went out one by
one. Ari’s parents pushed back their metal chairs and
got up, pulling the string of a single grey industrialsteel lamp. Ari’s mother pulled the shades over one of
the floor-to-ceiling windowpanes; Ari’s father pulled
the other. They sat back down again to their meal.
“It sounds like Ari’s asleep,” Ari’s mother
commented. Her voice was calm but her long white
fingers clutched the stem until her ring began to cut
off her circulation.
		

			***
Ari is on the edge of town with her iPad
strapped over her shoulder in its special case. She is
walking down a familiar street, close to where her
family used to live. The sun is high in the sky, noontime, and the light reflects off of all of the tin roofs,
bounces off the windows. Even the concrete seems
clean and gleaming, beckoning Ari further down
the lane of open shops. Ari peeks inside one of the
barbershops with a painted stripe pole on its opaque
window, and no one is inside. This bothers Ari, but
she knows not to expect anything too soon. She tries
to focus on how this world is so bright and white
and seems to breathing with her. She places one foot
in front of the other on the edge of the sidewalk
as though she is walking on a tightrope, on a path,
without a care in the world under a nearly cloudless sky—the one that Ari spots looks slightly peach
and straight from the page of a picture book. There
is a breeze, and it makes Ari’s flannel pajama pants
wrinkle and ripple a lit bit. Ari thinks that maybe
she wouldn’t mind being the only one here.
			***
Ari’s father slides his own fingers over her
mother’s hand.
“Do you remember when you used to take
Ari to the park by our old house?” Her eyes were
friendly, but spacey. Her collarbone, protruding
above her white knit sweater, became more visible as
she exhaled.
“She was an angel. She would take her little
pad and draw away and not give anyone any trouble.”
“Too bad that neighborhood got so dangerous, isn’t it?”
“That began to happen everywhere.”
“Does Linda still live there?”
Ari’s mother stiffened. She forked the last
twenty three

bite of chicken and she chewed and it seemed like an
eternity passed in the room, with sweet saxophone
sounding and the ceiling fan spinning her thoughts
around in her head.
“I don’t know,” she said, swirling her wine
again.
“It’s only been a few years.” The creases of his
eyes hardened and so did his grip on Ari’s mother’s
hand.
“It feels like it’s been much longer than that.”
“We’re too old.”
“I’ve already forgotten.” She finally looked
up at him and smiled. “Linda didn’t have a cyborg.”
			***
Ari suddenly remembers the wall her
mother used to show her on the way to the playground, and she heads towards it the only way she
knows, turning left on the street where the kudzu
is overcrowding an old barbed-wire fence. About a
hundred feet down the cracked walk, she sees the
wall. It is not the painted faces she remembers. It is a
mural of strange geometric patterns and a beautiful
delicate bird flying across the top. On one side there
is a collage of animals, on another a farmer farming,
his tool piercing the heart of a black figure bleeding
on the ground. The blood seeps into the earth and
feeds the soil. The soil nourishes the roots where an
oak tree grows. A banner across the tree reads “100
years, we breathe.” It is like nothing Ari has seen in a
long time.
Ari pulls her iPad out of its case and begins
to draw the mural with her finger. She moves her
finger back and forth really fast when she draws
the blood in the darkest red she can find. As she
scribbles, she hears the sound of car brakes and
looks up—there is a large dusty car filled with black
figures. She can see two up front and at least three
more crammed in the back. It looks like a clown car.

Ari wonders why they’ve pulled up so close to her,
but silences her doubts. It’s such a beautiful day. Her
eyes dart back to her drawing. She pushes this disturbance, her parents, the woman in her bedroom, all
to the back of her mind.
A black boy is standing above her, and taps
her on the shoulder.
“You know what street we on?”
Ari begins to answer but he grabs the case
from around her shoulder. He shouts and all his
friends jump out of the car joining him, shoving Ari
to the ground. She feels her head smack against the
pavement and loses sight, but she can feel the blood
begin to seep into the cracks in the pavement.
			***
Ari’s mother and father sit still over empty
plates, not a scrap of chicken left. Screams echo
down the stairs and across the house, becoming
louder than the hum of the ceiling fan and the buzz
of the lamp. They sit, both sets of fingers interlocked,
smiles spreading across their faces, endlessly entertained by their wonderful home, their family, the gift
of Ari and they gift they have given to her.
			***
In her room, the cyborg strokes Ari’s head.
She spoons Ari’s body as though she is fictional,
hypothetical, seamlessly embracing a baby who’s
reached her normal human limitations. She wills Ari
to hush. She is building Ari’s mechanical elements
and extending Ari’s mind to its far reaches: they’re
only memories. She wills Ari to hush. Only feelings.
Their hair intertwines like tree roots buried
in the white sheets.
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To poet the who wrote to me
X
									
		
I’ve recently rediscovered
the shadow of a poet
who I think I remember
Amiri Baraka
whose words
taste too familiar in my mind
the soul of a black man
stolen
I
Amiri Baraka
a chant for the coloreds that can’t
quite see the rainbow they’ve been told
they’re a part of
it’s all storms here, Jones
LeRoi
it’s all storms here
high winds and rainclouds
and the “I could’ve sworn I brought my umbrella”s
as we sit under bus cover
by dirty rain rivers running
cause they’re brown
they are running cause they’re brown
I have recently discovered

twenty six

									
the soul of a brother
poet who
I could’ve sworn I remember
sitting by rainbows
he
a chant for the coloreds
quite the chant for the coloreds
who can’t
we are all storms here, Jones
LeRoi
we are all storms here
and we are dirty
and we are brown
under covers of high winds and rainclouds
a taste too familiar
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august lust
Ian Oakes
									
a saxophone		
beat plays
over opaque rays softening
the sunroom gloom.
the skyline simmers in our shaded stares
while another corner store tobacco leaf
gets filled and put to flame.
air holds us in its stillness,
lovecrimes carry in soft echoes
through the balcony’s chimes.
we’re not to blame – it’s just the process
and god bless her hips
slim and fit like untold margins of excellence.
she says i wear her out, but
my eyes just burn for the thick justice
her lips bless upon my skin.
fly with me, we are birds.
heat under our wings as we soar
over the city of
suffocated love.
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The Golden Coast
Kristi Murray

We moved to California in early November
of 1963, as the winds began to pick up. I had known
about the wildfires that plague California during the
dry season, but no one had told me about the Santa
Ana winds that come in the early winter and stir
up dust and haze that pervades Los Angeles. I soon
came to understand that weather in California exists
in its own realm of mystery and myth, uncertainty
and absurdity. I used to think that California, Los
Angeles especially, was always sunny, but that was
the young girl in me, a girl whom I cannot remember so well anymore.
Once, I was standing in line at Ralph’s with a
rack of lamb and a head of lettuce when the woman
in front of me pointed to the front cover of the Los
Angeles Times and said “Oh, here they come,” as she
pulled out her wallet from her red leather hand bag.
It didn’t occur to me to ask who “they” were because
I was distracted and couldn’t remember what you
needed in order to cook lamb. I knew my mother
had made my father lamb during the first week of
their marriage, and they were still married 35 years
later. I wanted to call her, but our phone lines were
not up yet and I didn’t have any change to use at a
payphone. The woman behind me coughed once,
then twice, and smiled at me as I figured Los Angeles women did, all white teeth and neat lipstick.
Someone once told me that people in Los Angeles
are friendly, maybe because of all the sunshine, but I
have never believed that to be true.
“Pears are in season, you know,” she said,
gesturing to her full cart. I looked at a bag of green,
round pears and nodded. I didn’t know what “in season” really meant in California, as it was 78 degrees

outside and there were strawberries and peaches on
sale in the produce section, but I didn’t want to be
rude. “I’m buying some supplies,” she said.
“For what?” I asked. She was wearing big
sunglasses, the type the First Lady had made popular around that time, and she lowered them as she
looked at me. She gestured toward the newspaper on
the stand, which had a picture of little homes in the
hillside, ablaze, with the headline “12 KILLED IN
CEDAR FIRE, NO WARNING.”
“You can never be too careful this time of
year. In ’57, my family in Malibu was evacuated, so
we went to Palm Springs but all the grocery stores
were cleaned out of anything suitable for dinner. I
always keep a few things stocked away just in case.”
She paused and smiled again. “It is just good practice, dear.”
I nodded again because I didn’t know what
to say. “We just moved here.” I said finally. She
smiled even wider. “I’m from the East Coast,” I said.
“My husband is writing for TV.”
“Oh, he’s in the business,” She nodded slowly
and snapped her purse shut. “I am sure you two will
have a lovely time,” she said, as if we were going on
vacation. I smiled at her before I turned back to the
cash register. Later, when I was driving home down
Sunset, I realized there was no butter or salt at home,
but it seemed too late to turn around.
		
-----------We said we moved to Los Angeles because
of Henry’s job, but I have always believed that when
I became pregnant, he wanted to get away from the
reach of my mother. Henry was from Los Angeles,
and knew a lot of people that had never left. His
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parents had died when we were in college, but his
uncle and aunt lived there with their children. When
one of his friends had found out that he wasn’t
making any money in newspapers and told him he
could get him a job writing for TV, Henry flew out
to the West Coast. He went to many meetings that
he told me had gone well, which I guess was true,
because when he came back home to Baltimore, he
had a job. We were living with my parents then. I
had met Henry as a freshman in college, when he
was a senior. He stayed in Baltimore to work for The
Sun, and we were married two years later. I stayed in
school for another year, but at the end of my sophomore year, I found out I was pregnant and decided
to take time off. My mother insisted we move into
their guesthouse. It was nice for a while; we had dinner with my parents at the country club and I still
sat in on a lot of my art history lectures at Hopkins.
But now, there seemed no real reason for us to stay
in Baltimore, besides a love of crab cakes and a reluctant abandonment of an Orioles season.
I remember telling my mother in her kitchen
in late August, as she was making iced tea. The heat
was unbearable in the city then, and I remember that
the tall glass of tea was sweating and pooling onto
the hardwood table. My mother had reminded me to
use a coaster, but I had forgotten and there is a still a
watermark on the table to this day.
“June, what in the world are you going to
do in Los Angeles?” She said, pursing her lips and
wiping her hands on her navy apron. I shrugged and
looked up at her. She placed her hand on my cheek
and smiled. “We have so much left to do for the
baby,” she said, looking out towards the guesthouse.
“We could re-paper the corner room.”
“We are not raising the baby in the guesthouse,” I said. She took a sip of her tea and smiled.
People used to tell me all the time that I
		

would love Los Angeles, that it was the perfect place
for a girl like me, and I wanted very badly to believe them. Henry bought me a new bathing suit
and called in uncle in Malibu, who knew someone
who was renting a brand new house in Mandeville
Canyon that had a pool and an avocado tree in the
backyard. My mother had wrinkled her nose when I
told her this; she did not know how to use avocados
in her cooking and she was distrustful of people who
owned pools.
“Why don’t you stay here and Henry can
get a job with Daddy,” she suggested. My father was
the chief judge for the district courts in Maryland,
which meant he wasn’t home often. He was always
asking me to come down to the courthouse in Annapolis and meet some of the young law clerks, who
as he said, “were making real money.” My father did
not like Henry because he never wore a tie and spoke
a lot about the speeches Dr. King was making, but
mostly because he was paying for most of our bills.
I told her that Henry was a writer and that
he needed to ‘express his creativity’ which is something Henry said to me a lot when I asked him to
come home earlier or stop smoking. I thought I
sounded rather smart when I said it, even though
my mother shrugged and said “Well, there is plenty
of writing to be done in politics.” But the job paid
well and I had already spent hours picturing myself
there, driving along the coastline, so the decision was
made.
When we flew into the city, I was taken
aback by the mountain ranges that stretched across
the green expanse of land. I told Henry that I didn’t
know that there were mountains here, and he had
just laughed at me and pointed out the Hollywood
sign. Henry’s friend Jack picked us up from the
airport in a silver convertible and drove us to our
house in the hills. It was a pretty thing, that house,
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with big windows that opened up to the backyard
and a sunny alcove where I did most of my reading.
My parents had agreed to pay the first year of rent,
as they knew Henry would need time to find his feet
in the television industry. I made a note to call my
mother to tell her how the house was beautiful and
that it was a perfect space to entertain. I remembered I did not have any friends in Los Angeles, but
I promised myself that those would come with time.
Henry and I slept with the mattress on the floor the
first night. The bed-frame my mother ordered had
been delivered somewhere in West Hollywood, and I
looked out of the bay window in our bedroom after
we made love and realized I had finally reached the
Golden State.
I was alone a lot during the first day, because
the studio needed Henry at work right away. I was
only four months pregnant then, and the morning
sickness had subsided, though I still felt nauseous.
The baby had yet to kick, but my mother reassured
me that this was normal and that it would move
soon enough. Jack’s wife had recommended a doctor in Bel Air, and I made a note to call him later.
We’d had dinner with Jack and Kelly on the second
night, at some dark little restaurant where Henry
ordered oysters even though he knew I couldn’t
stand them. Kelly was six months pregnant and very
pretty, with blonde hair and round cheeks. She was
from Charleston, South Carolina, and used to do
commercials before she met Jack, who was an assistant producer for some talk show. We made plans
for lunch because, she told me as she leaned over
an empty plate of oyster shells and ice, no one had
invited her to lunch when she first moved her and
it took her a full year to recover from the loneliness.
I thought that was an exaggeration, though I never
turn down lunch.
I had ordered all our furniture from little

catalogues or a little store Henry’s mother used to
like somewhere downtown, so men kept stopping
by with impossibly large packages. I did not yet have
an idea of how I wanted to arrange the house, so I
ended up instructing them to leave the bed-frame in
the kitchen and the dining room table in the foyer.
The workers were funny, and commented on my
round belly as I waved them in, one after the other,
the wise men with their gifts.
When they left, I wandered outside to the
backyard and stepped barefoot onto the grass. Our
backyard was backed by the sloping hill of the
canyon, and I felt as if I was in my own oasis. It was
a shame we couldn’t see the ocean, but I could hear
the birds somewhere in the trees above me and it was
a 75-degree day in November, so I didn’t feel as if I
was missing much. I walked towards the far corner
of the yard where the avocado tree stood. The fruit
hung heavy in the tree and some lay rotting on the
ground below. Henry told me that it was the tail end
of the season, so I figured I should eat them soon.
I had only had an avocado once, in a fancy new
restaurant in New York City, where they served it in
a salad. I thought it looked like a pear. I held it in
my hand for a long moment before bringing it to my
mouth and taking a large bite. The skin was tough
and mottled, and I chewed slowly. I took another
bite as I walked towards the house, thinking it would
be better with salt.
		
-----------The house came together slowly but surely,
and I learned where the grocery store was and the
post office, so I could send letters home to my
friends. I wrote them long descriptive letters about
my trips to Chinatown or my foray into “West
Coast Cooking” which included a lot of salad and
Jell-o desserts. I wrote to them about the women I
met, who were beautiful and did not speak of their
thirty three

hometowns, except to stress how happy they were to
be housed here, in paradise. They wore nice dresses
and white sunglasses, and they ate the olives from
their husbands’ martinis and talked about the movies
that were going to win the awards this year. The Los
Angeles in my memory is a hazy dream of pink and
gold; the big gated houses of Bel Air, the chocolates
they served Kelly and I at the end of our meal at
the Beverly Hills Hotel, the soft light of a sunset in
Malibu. But often, I would still find myself disoriented and alone in the process of exploring the city.
I learned the intricate web of the city streets, how
sometimes streets would just turn into themselves
or make abrupt turns towards the endless miles of
ocean.
I didn’t notice the wind then, because I was
happy with Henry and that seemed to negate the unsettling strangeness that is associated with the Santa
Ana winds. It factors into the mythical feeling that
comes with perfect weather in the winter, the conviction for most people who come from places other
than California that this cannot be real.
It changed in the week and a half before
Thanksgiving, when I remembered the holiday and it
occurred to me that I had no idea how to cook a turkey. The second and more upsetting realization was
that I had no one to eat a turkey with, because Jake
and Kelly were the only people I knew and they were
going to Palm Springs. It felt bizarre that Thanksgiving was approaching when I had spent the entirety
of my day outside by the pool, but I figured I would
need to get used to the loss of a holiday season.
Henry had been coming home late from the
studio, so I ate dinner alone and listened to the wind
outside of the window. Somewhere in the distance,
a coyote’s call rang out in the hillside. The stillness
of the house only seemed to accentuate the sounds
of my own alien presence- the scrape of the fork
		

against plate, the hum of the refrigerator, the echo
of my heels on the hardwood floor. I felt the round,
swollen curve of my belly and wished for the baby to
come. I could see the palm trees swaying back and
forth, their trunks looking like they were about to
snap. I kept waiting for rain, and maybe that is the
most disturbing thing about a Santa Ana wind to
someone who had not experienced it before – you
wait in a purgatory of heat and sand for a storm that
never comes.
		
-----------I was watching television in the kitchen, putting away dishes after breakfast, when the President
was shot. They didn’t say he was dead at first, only
wounded, but I turned up the volume and waited.
My new round sunglasses were on the kitchen counter, and I remember staring at them for a long time
before throwing them in the trash. I had not left the
car that day and after four hours of newscasts, all
saying the same thing (“President Kennedy died at
1pm Central Standard Time”), I decided to get out
of the house. Mandeville Canyon Road stretches for
five miles, and I lived on a side street about halfway
through. I walked down my driveway, past the glass
houses of my neighbors, down toward the main
road. When I reached the street, I saw the Latina
nannies walking down toward Sunset, from where
they took the bus home. The mothers that lived in
Mandeville did not like to drive the nannies to the
bust stop, and instead insisted that they walk at the
end of the day. I picked them up sometimes and had
learned some of their names- Lucia, Juliana, Constanza. They reminded me of my nanny at home,
who still worked for my family, and spoke in a similar, sharp manner. Constanza had told me if I needed
a nanny once the baby was born, I could call her and
she would quit her job up the street, with an actress
that never paid her on time. They walked to Sunset
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in little groups, like broods of hens, communicating
with their tiny, soap-worn hands and shaking their
heads.
I walked for a long time, though I had
nowhere to go. I did not know what it meant, now
that the President was dead, because we were in
California, where it does not rain and the birds sing
in the trees all year round. I walked for a while, until
the sun went down and I could begin to the taste
the sand in the air. I walked up Mandeville Canyon
Road with blisters on my heels and returned to my
empty house.
Henry came home that night in a wrinkled
shirt and piles of notes. He was certain he could
pull a pitch out of this somehow, and I offered to
wash his shirt from that day, along with some of the
laundry I had meant to do this morning. He unbuttoned his shirt in the kitchen and kissed me on the
forehead. I went to the laundry room in the back of
the house and began loading our clothing into the
washer, checking his pockets for dollar bills or notes
he had forgotten, matching his socks together before
dropping them in the water. I liked doing laundry
for Henry; it was like a million little vignettes of
his day– the coffee stain on his pants, the smell of
cologne and sweat, the worn hole at the toe of his
black socks. But that day, I was slow at the laundry,
because I was thinking about the First Lady, wondering if she did her husband’s laundry, and what she
was going to do now that he was dead. It made me
feel sort of ill and short of breath, so I brought one
of Henry’s shirts to my nose, to calm me down with
the smell of him. When I brought it down to place
in the machine, I saw a smear of plum lipstick on the
stiff white collar.
		
-----------Outside our house, the wind continued to
blow, reaching gusts up to 80 miles an hour. Tree

branches snapped off and broke windows, dogs
barked incessantly, babies in cribs wailed until their
mothers came to fetch them. The heat that night was
thick and pressing, made more pronounced by the
low, milky sky. Somewhere north of Los Angeles,
near the Saratoga Hills, the first fire started in the
late afternoon. Plumes of smoke rose into the dry
California air, twisting up from the dry brush that
was consumed by the flames.
The wind blew the fire down the coast and
inland. It spread into Topanga, and then towards
Santa Monica, where the white mothers and their
blonde children were sitting down for late dinners.
The first thing I noticed was the bitter, dark smell of
wildfire that seeped into our home, quiet except for
the sound of the TV going. I was going to say something to Henry, but he was focused on his notes,
writing them quickly in his small, messy handwriting, and I didn’t not know what to say. I kept thinking about the First Lady and her headscarves and
what in the world was she going to do now? Now
that the President was dead?
I stared at Henry from across the table and
wished I was home, wished so desperately that I was
home in Baltimore. I wanted to tell him this, wanted
to tell him that I had to go back East, where maybe
my mother could get that stain out of his shirt, or
maybe the rain could, or maybe he wouldn’t even
need to come with me. I did not say this. Instead,
the phone rang, clear and loud. Henry made no
move toward it, so I got up from table to answer it.
“Hello?” I said and I could hear people talking loudly in the background.
“Hello? June?” It was Henry’s uncle Thomas.
He was breathing hard.
“Yes, what is it?” I said. Henry lifted his head
up from his work.
“You two have to get out of the Canyon.
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All of Malibu is going up right now, it’s going to be
evacuated.”
“What? To where? What do you mean evacuated?” I asked as my head began to pound. Henry
grabbed the phone from my hand and pushed me
aside.
“Hello, Thomas? It’s Henry.” He said.
I went to stand at the sliding glass doors to
the backyard, overcome by nausea. I realized I hadn’t
had much to eat that day, but the dinner was cold
by now and I felt too sick to even consider making
something else. Tree branches scratched the panes
of glass, and I opened the door to step outside. The
avocado tree rustled and I watched a fruit drop to
the ground with a dull thump. I wondered, briefly,
if the world was ending. It felt that way, as if everything was about to go up in the flames. The smell
of burning pine hung heavy in the air, sweet and
pungent. I watched the smoke rise into the night sky
in great clouds and thought “let me do that,” as the
tendrils disappeared into the hazy darkness, “let me
dissolve.”
Henry threw the sliding doors open and said,
“June, what the hell are you doing?” He threw me
my coat and it landed on the green grass. “We’ve got
to go,” he urged. I bent down to grab the coat. It was
a nice coat, one he had bought me while he was still
in school, and as I bent down, I felt the smallest snap
inside of me. A little snip in the thread I carried in
my belly. I am sure it made no audible sound, but I
can still hear it at night, when I remember the heavy
winds and the thick, dry air. A soft but sure break.
“Henry,” I called, my mouth falling open.
“Let’s go,” he yelled from the kitchen. He
grabbed his briefcase and his notes and went out
the front door. I stood in the backyard, hands on
my stomach, as the first pain began to bloom down
my lower back. I don’t remember how long I stood

there, maybe five minutes, before Henry came
and grabbed me by the hand. He led me into the
car and we drove down Mandeville Canyon, onto
Sunset and toward the coastline. It was only when
we stopped to use a payphone, halfway to Jack’s
house in Palm Springs, that we noticed the blood.
It spread from the blue cotton of my dress, to the
brown leather of the car seats, and finally onto my
hands, slick and wet. I remember watching Henry’s
face change, bright and panicked, like a young boy’s,
and I remember that he looked the same as he did
years ago, when I met him first, moments before a
squash match. He reached out to touch my hand,
red with blood, and that’s when the boy disappeared
and Henry came back, insisting that we go to hospital. He drove faster than I had ever seen and I looked
towards the ocean but realized we were too far from
the coast now for me to see the surf.
		
-----------I left Los Angeles less than a week later. The
fire burned for three days, leaving the smoldering
ashes of Bel Air and Beverly Hills. Nearly 500 houses
were destroyed, one of them being our own house
with the big windows and the reading alcove and the
side room with a brand new crib. When they told
me I had lost the baby, I already knew. I remember
looking at Henry and saying “I want to go home,”
and he began to cry, and I did not feel so lost anymore.
My mother picked me up from the Baltimore Washington Airport and kissed both my
cheeks. I had forgotten to wear a sweater on the
plane, and I shivered in the cold and crisp winter air.
I tried to smile, but could not, and we went home
to our white house in Baltimore County, where
Thanksgiving dinner was being prepared by my
nanny Martha. Martha pulled me in close and said
“Oh, honey” and she still smelled like cinnamon and
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laundry, and only then did I cry. I thought of the
Latina nannies walking back to the bus at the end of
the day. I hope I was different from all those Los Angeles mothers, with their thin wrists and the babies
they never held. I realize with a sharp, acute awareness that I was.
I never returned to Los Angeles. Henry
stayed there and went onto become a writer for
NBC news. He visited me once or twice after the
miscarriage, but I think we both understood that I
was not coming back out West. We divorced, and he
married a smart girl from the studio that wore glasses
and was very tall, and when I met her, she was kind
and spoke with a sharp twang to her voice that indicated that she was just as alien to the sunshine and
the palm trees as I was.
Years later, after I had married Fred, a man
with red hair that I had met when I started taking
classes again, I received a package in the mail. It was
a square box, heavy and wrapped with cream paper.
Our kitchen was sunny and warm, and Fred was
drinking coffee on the front porch. There was no
return address. I picked it up and shook it, unsure of
what could be inside. I carefully peeled back the tape
and the paper from the box, before lifting the lid up
to see what was inside.
When I opened it, I saw four round and ripe
avocados resting in packing straw.

Nighttime
Isaac Radner
									
		
A cool breeze
The air tumbles and rushes down the street
I try to follow
But I am too slow
A cool breeze
The grass twists and dances at my feet
I try to join
But I am too tall
A cool breeze
The leaves whisper their dry secrets
I try to listen
But I am too deaf.
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