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Patrick van Raalten
“Fluidity”

Digital Art, May 10, 2021

I created this artwork called “Fluidity” as a visual representa-
tion of  our always changing lives. It is a beautiful reminder that 
nothing is set in stone. You, as a human being, are always trans-
forming from one state to another.

Copyright © 2022 by Chestnut Review LLC.

All rights reserved. No part of this publication may be reproduced, distributed or 
transmitted in any form or by any means, including photocopying, recording, or 
other electronic or mechanical methods, without the prior written permission of 
the publisher, except in the case of brief quotations embodied in critical reviews 
and certain other noncommercial uses permitted by copyright law. For permission 
requests, write to the publisher at the email address below.

Chestnut Review LLC, Ithaca, New York
chestnutreview.com 

Chestnut Review appears four times a year online, in January, April, July, and Octo-
ber, and once per year in print in July.

ISSN 2688-0350 (online), ISSN 2688-0342 (print)

C O N T E N T S

From the Editor
Introduction ................................................................................... 1

Sue Mell
Resistance ...................................................................................... 3

Maria S. Picone
A Conversation with Sue Mell and Sara Siddiqui 
Chansarkar, Prose Chapbook Winner and Finalist ........................ 4

Oormila Vijayakrishnan Prahlad
Skin Over Milk Cover Art ........................................................... 12

Michelle Hulan
The Universe, as in One Last Song for the Lonely Hearts ............... 13

Carlos Contreras
Cataloging Ghosts .......................................................................... 14

William C. Crawford 
Yellow Purse .................................................................................. 21

Gabriela Gonzales
windmills over Zaandam ................................................................ 22

Sasha Wade
Intercession  ................................................................................... 24

Joel Worford
Our Trespassing ............................................................................. 26

Moses Ojo
Telephone ....................................................................................... 43

Remi Recchia
Ninety Days .................................................................................. 44



C H E S T N U T  R EV I EW  |  1

Mattea Heller
The Puddling ................................................................................. 46

Lynne Schmidt
When it happens, you let it happen ................................................. 58

Phil Temples
Egress ........................................................................................... 60

Cate McGowan
Fold the Shadows ........................................................................... 62

Yasmin Nadiyah Phillip
How To Use Your Father’s Lawn Mower ....................................... 65

Yvanna Vien Tica
Saudade Accuses Brown Girl  ........................................................ 69

Kim Ellingson
Holiday Party 2017 ...................................................................... 71

Carolyn Guinzio
Blankness Was Beauty ................................................................... 73

Stephanie Staab
Il Lupo Mannaro .......................................................................... 74

Renée Jessica Tan
Dalí .............................................................................................. 76

Contributors .................................................................................. 86

F R O M  T H E  E D I T O R

Introduction

Welcome to Summer, a new beginning and a fourth cycle that 
we are so pleased to complete with all of  you. Our print edition 
of  Volume 3 will be out this month, and we’ve also just pub-
lished two prose chapbooks that we are delighted to share with 
you from last summer’s contest: Sue Mell’s Giving Care and Sara 
Siddiqui Chansarkar’s Skin Over Milk which features cover art by 
Oormila Vijayakrishnan Prahlad. As prose chapbook editor, I 
had the pleasure of  interviewing Sue and Sara together to feature 
their chapbooks and celebrate them in this issue, and I hope to 
make a digital version of  the full video interview available on our 
site and social media soon. Our staff  and I look forward to read-
ing the submissions this year and curating excellent work.

Summer is a time to stretch, relax, and grow with confidence. 
We are growing, slowly and resolutely, piloting opportunities to 
engage with our audience and the broader world. Yet it is hard 
these days to ignore the escalating crises in our world and the 
small- and large-scale tragedies taking place. At times like these, 
art is a vital act of  resistance and acknowledgement—of  both the 
ways of  the world, and how we envision those ways changing. We 
take solace in our community, which includes you. Please take the 
time to stretch, relax, and savor the works on these pages, leaves 
on the Chestnut tree.
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S U E  M E L L

In Giving Care, Sue Mell delivers short, sharp and powerfully rendered essays 
on caregiving a parent in decline. Mell navigates the shifting mother-daughter 
boundaries along a complicated past, the relentless present with its crises 
and consequences, and on toward the inevitable future never far from view. 
Written with lyrical control, humor and truth at the core, Mell’s essays reveal 
a kind of  grief  that infiltrates further with each terrible task, while revealing 
each terrible task as a profound act of  love. 

- Stephanie Gangi, acclaimed novelist of  The Next and Carry the Dog

After a catastrophic fall, broken bones, and months of  rehab, Sue Mell’s 
mother returned home with her adult daughter—“dogged fixer, belated step-
per-in”—as full-time caregiver. Leaving her career and independent life in San 
Francisco, Mell finds her days filled with the logistics of  cleaning blood off  a 
carpet runner, having a hospital bed delivered, dealing with home health aides. 
With the onset of  Covid, her world becomes ever smaller: her mother’s house, 
wistful glimpses of  the trees and birds outside, a “violent smear of  music” 
from a passing car. Giving Care is a brief  yet resonant collection that captures 
the quiet intimacy of  caregiving in a series of  vivid snapshots. Powerful, truth-
ful, and never sentimental, it’s a tour through the world of  a child turned adult 
and an adult returning to childhood.  

- Kathryn Kulpa, author of  Girls on Film
 
For everyone worried about easing their mother’s decline, or about how their 
kids will handle their own decline, or what they’ll do without kids when the 
time comes, Sue Mell’s Giving Care is a box of  bittersweet chocolates. One 
brief  moment after another captured in urgent flashes, beautifully expressing 
what it’s like to keep going through moments dark and light in parental tend-
ing, hoping each day for our favorite flavor, that this one will be a good one.

- Allison K Willams, author of  Seven Drafts

Resistance

In the shared room of the rehab facility, a freestanding closet 

with cheap veneer snags the privacy curtain. I reach, I jump, swing-

ing the bulky fabric around until it releases. We are wrapped in 

seclusion, my mom on protest today: refusing to let me turn on the 

light, to read to her, to watch a movie or nature videos on my iPad. 

Now she’s refusing to eat, not wanting to go on, though her physi-

cal recovery is astonishingly good. More than once, she’s asked that I 

“pull the plug.” But there’s no plug to pull, only Percocet and another 

three weeks until her bones knit back together. Then six more daunt-

ing, tedious weeks of physical therapy to get her walking again. 

Her notion to stop eating? Not a realistic plan. I resist telling her, 

this woman who cringes at the sound of a chair being scraped across 

the floor, the painful process of actual starvation. But what do I 

know of her terror? Of her failing memory? The knowledge that she 

is less and less who she was? 

Across the room, another curtain is swept closed as the woman 

recovering so well from a stroke suffers a sudden drop in blood 

pressure that will send her back to the hospital. My mom, without 

her hearing aid in, is unaware. But I hear the panic and confusion of 

language between the woman’s visiting friend and the nurse’s aide, 

the shift supervisor and the orderly, all scrambling to help. I beg 

and cajole, asking my mom what result she expects from her melo-

dramatic protest. I get teary, I get mad, and lose patience. “This is 

bullshit,” I say, resorting to the indignant banner-cry of my thirteen-

year-old self. 

She looks at me then, her eyes without her glasses open and vul-

nerable. “Oh, honey bear,” she says. And when food service brings 

her dinner tray, my mom wolfs down her soup.

 

WINNER OF THE 2021 PROSE CHAPBOOK CONTEST
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M A R I A  S .  P I C O N E

A Conversation with Sue Mell 
and Sara Siddiqui Chansarkar, 
Prose Chapbook Winner and 
Finalist

NB: This conversation has been truncated and is available in full 
on Chestnut Review’s website; tune in for chapbook writing advice, 
more discussion of  the writing life, and extra details.

MP: Hello everyone! Today I’m here with our prose chapbook 
2021 winner Sue Mell and our finalist Sara Siddiqui Chansarkar. 
Thank you for taking the time to meet and I’m so thrilled that the 
two of  you get to engage with each other as well. When I read 
both of  your chapbooks for the first time in the queue I was just 
blown away, I knew I had something special on my hands, and it’s 
really been wonderful to work with both of  you during the edit-
ing process. I’m so happy that these works are in the world now.

So first, I would like to pose a getting-to-know you question, 
which are three tropes, themes or obsessions that keep coming 
up in your writing.

SM: The three things that tend to drive my work are loss, grief, 
and mortality. But a lighter note I would definitely say that music 
and art are themes that run through it as well as the life of  inani-
mate objects.

MP: Exactly. I think all those things are found to some extent in 
Giving Care. What about you, Sara?

SSC: Mine would be gender parity, feminism, and relationships 
in general, familial or otherwise. And being an immigrant and a 
writer of  color, the feminism I bring forward is not a loud but a 
silent and resilient kind of  feminism that is in women who try to 
improve lives around them while still doing their duty, which is 
definitely in my chapbook.

MP: Absolutely! As soon as you said those three things, I 
thought, “that’s the chap.” I also think it’s interesting that those 
themes are present in Giving Care, feminism as a quiet duty, push-
ing against expectations quietly. I love the way these chapbooks 
resonate around this idea of  what family relationships should be 
like.

I’m wondering whether these chapbooks were built intentionally 
as cohesive projects or if  the actual flash lead you to the idea that 
this could be a chapbook?

SSC: I did not plan on this being a chapbook. I just wrote the 
story “Skin Over Milk” and I had wanted to write something 
about rain because monsoon is such a phenomenon in India that 
I just go back to my childhood whenever I hear the rain. I was 
just writing about life in a house like that and I just don’t know 
where that milk and tea came from. That story was just three 
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hundred words and it got shortlisted for a prize and I thought, 
okay, maybe there’s something there, so I took stories about the 
ripe mango and earpiercing that I’d published before and con-
ceived the story of  these sisters who live in this house, and that 
grew and grew. I just kept adding stories to it while preserving 
the collective voice of  “we.” Once I realized I had ten chapters, I 
submitted it to Chestnut Review and of  course in editing it became 
twelve chapters.

SM: Wow, that’s amazing!

MP: What about you, Sue?

SM: It started with “Interval” which I had sent to Cleaver Maga-
zine and prior to this, I had been working on the revision a novel 
for a year and taking care of  my mom so I needed something 
small and manageable. All that time I was thinking of  things 
and scrawling a note here and there. My original idea was to do 
a collection of  pieces about my mom and then try to leverage 
that into a bigger book. But I realized I didn’t necessarily want 
to spend all the time a book would take since I was living in it. 
That’s when I decided to order it sequentially and submit it as a 
chapbook.

MP: With you having come from a novel and knowing how long 
it is, I respect that you could acknowledge that. These chaps 
have a searing intensity to them that conveys the complexity of  a 
novel. I’m so honored that we get to publish the final product.

SM: The changes that we made working together really elevated 
the work. I could not be happier.

SSC: I totally agree, Maria. All your edits and the loose ends I had 
flying around, that we finally tied them up, I’m just so thankful for 
that.

MP: Thank you both, and I’m so glad that we could publish both of  
your chaps. The editing process was amazing and these were works 
we really wanted to publish. So Sue, you have a novel coming out 
soon. Could you tell us what Provenance is about in a nutshell?

SM: It’s being published by Madville Publishing, and you can find it 
on Bookshop or Amazon. Here’s the description: “Still grieving his 
wife’s early death, DJ has spent the last three years-and the money 
from her insurance policy-collecting guitars, composing music, and 
continuing to shop the Brooklyn stoop sales and flea markets they’d 
always enjoyed. When his building is sold, he takes refuge in his 
younger sister’s half-finished basement, imagining a comfortable 
and solitary retreat in Hurley, the small Hudson Valley town where 
they grew up. Instead, he finds himself  caught up in her troubling 
divorce, drafted as caregiver for his 11-year-old niece, and unable 
to face or afford a storage unit crammed with hundreds of  vinyl 
records and every other scrap of  his former life. DJ gifts his niece 
a marbled glass egg, a porkpie hat, and one of  his prized guitars. 
But what’s asked of  him, on his return to Hurley is not to give the 
perfect object-it’s to give of  himself.”

SSC: It sounds amazing!

MP: Sara, specifically for you. You have a collection, Morsels of  
Purple, which is a collection of  flash stories. I know you are prolific 
and active in the literary community; you publish a lot and you have 
a full-time job and other commitments too. Here at Chestnut we sup-
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port stubborn writers and encourage people to have the grit to 
keep writing and get published. I’m wondering what your process 
is like.

SSC: For me, I write flash because I don’t have time for a bigger 
work. I have a full-time job and I haven’t been trained in writing; 
I have always been a reader so all I know about writing comes 
from that. In Sue’s chapbook, microwaving the applesauce for 
nine seconds stood out for me so much because my writing is 
like that. When I have nine seconds to myself  in the shower or 
some quiet time that’s when things I’ve seen, read, interactions 
with people, those come back and the kernel of  the story is born. 
And that’s why it stood out because before everything else starts, 
that miniscule time to think, that’s where my stories come from. 

For submissions, I don’t have a regular process but I see some-
times that I need to write more stories to have something to 
submit. You see the external success but really those stories have 
been waiting in the submission queue for months, sometimes, 
and there are days when I want to pull my hair and say, “What 
am I doing?”

MP: I think a lot of  people see the success on the outside and 
don’t realize the hard work that’s underneath. Sara, I also love 
that you reminded us of  the nine second thing because it’s so 
powerful. I think it’s a great analogy for the process. You fit the 
writing into the time you have.

SM: And sometimes having more time is your enemy. 

MP: For sure! Our last question is about the future. What’s next 
for you? That could be as simple as getting rest—

SM: (laughs)

MP: Or anything that you want to do next.

SM: When I finished my fellowship, I had a bunch of  stories 
that I had published early on in my writing career and I wanted 
to make a collection. I wrote into the secondary characters and 
fleshed out the second half  of  the book. I’m now sending that 
work out and also submitting some of  the individual stories from 
within there. Then I’m trying to start a new project in collage 
format—like Emily St. John Mandel’s The Glass Hotel. Unlike my 
other work it has more focus on friendship than romantic rela-
tionships or family. Some days I’d love to do something com-
pletely new and I’m not sure what that is yet.

SSC: I have been writing a novel that I just drop for months, but 
I’m hoping to get through one draft to figure out what I need 
to do next. Also, a couple people who have read Skin Over Milk 
have said they want to know more about what happens to these 
characters, a second chapbook or even a novel. So that’s in my 
mind now, too!

MP: Thank you both so much. It’s been such a pleasure. I would 
be thrilled to see any of  these works in the world.

Sue Mell’s Giving Care and Sara Siddiqui Chansarkar’s Skin Over 
Milk are now available for sale on our website and at Amazon.
com.

chestnutreview.com/books
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Giving Care
by 

Sue Mell

Skin Over Milk
by 

Sara Siddiqui Chansarkar
Next Page: Oormila Vijayakrishnan Prahlad’s cover art
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O O R M I L A  V I J AYA K R I S H N A N 
P R A H L A D

Skin Over Milk Cover Art

M I C H E L L E  H U L A N

The Universe, as in One Last 
Song for the Lonely Hearts

I believe the blackest hole is the one we inhabit
                                                  —Eugenio Montale
 
Imagine a time before morning. When light was just fire 

bending into space. Imagine when the Universe unfolded like a 
silk cloth in the wind, singing and building life the way a child 
makes puppets from socks: clumsily sewing carbon to oxygen 
and nitrogen to hydrogen then pushing its hand up your throat. 
Our Universe isn’t gentle, but it sang us into existence. Even 
everything wants something else sometimes. But these days, the 
lines around our eyes curve like comets. Our hearts beat like dy-
ing stars. Like the Universe, we are destined to end. To become 
black holes chasing after each other. Our bones making kin with 
weasels and ivy and mirth and rust in the blackest one. We will 
haunt space like mist over lakes. It will certainly be the closest 
we’ve ever been, and we will be singing:

 
I remember life.
There was so much. I held it
all. I held it all.
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C A R L O S  C O N T R E R A S

Cataloging Ghosts

My favorite family myth involves my grandfather being awo-
ken by brawling ghosts. But before I tell it to you, you need to 
understand that by the age of  fifteen, Carlos—my grandfather 
whom I never met—had been tossed from household to house-
hold in indentured servitude because his mother couldn’t guar-
antee dinner every night. So at the time of  this haunting, he was 
working at a worn-down corn mill in Antigua, Guatemala, waking 
at around three in the morning to prepare the flour for breakfast 
tortillas. Either because he had no choice or saw no purpose in 
returning home for a few hours, he slept in a makeshift room on 
the second floor of  the mill. He tried making it a home, adorning 
the walls with posters of  long-dead musicians like Pedro Infante, 
but his decorations couldn’t hide his desire to break free from 
those four walls.

One night, already in bed, Carlos heard fighting in the attic 
above him. I imagine he heard punches whiff  through the air, 
with boxing shoes rattling the floorboards, before their echoing 
impact cascaded dust from the overhead rafters. I don’t know 
how many lips have molded this story since the first time it was 
told. In the still of  night, I don’t know if  he could have noticed 
dust spilling from the ceiling. Perhaps he started sneezing or his 
eyes burned, or maybe the moon bloomed full and distant star-
light bled into that tiny room. I just know he heard something 

crash through the ceiling, and he ran outside before his aching 
soles reminded him of  the shoes he left at his bedside. 

He didn’t have anywhere else to run off  to, so he couldn’t 
have gone too far. Close enough to return by morning, sunlight 
weeping through the window frame. He found nothing. The ceil-
ing was intact, and dust still littered the floorboards in the attic 
above, undisturbed. He never slept in the room again. Though 
it may have been a wild animal or some nightmare disguised as 
his reality, every time the story is told, those creatures who make 
noise are called ghosts.  

~

We often use ghosts as scapegoats; it’s a convenient label to 
toss onto the inexplicable.

~

Ghosting is a term used whenever a person in a relationship 
seems to disappear. No calls, no texts; their absence whispers 
goodbye. I don’t feel that we need to justify or announce every 
departure, but I find myself  wanting to have this conversation 
whenever it happens to me. Every romance I’ve taken part in 
ends with a sudden cease of  communication. I try not to be anx-
ious about it—we’re adults and busy and need our space—but 
the moment someone takes longer than usual to reply, I brace 
myself  for it. The hole their absence will create. 

~

Most media I’ve seen depict ghosts as impressions of  their 
living form, just transparent or with their bottom half  missing; 
occasionally, a cartoonish entity that looks like a marshmallow or 



1 6  |  S U M M E R  2 0 2 2 C H E S T N U T  R EV I EW  |  1 7

~

When I was nine years old, I huddled around the tiny monitor 
of  my cousin’s computer, watching YouTube videos “confirm-
ing” the existence of  ghosts. Those were the years when the 
loading time was longer than the video itself, when I idolized 
older boys and mimicked their movements, when my cousins 
bullied me enough to avoid Guatemala for half  a decade—but 
for one shining moment, the oldest cousin called me to the din-
ing room because he had something cool to show me. I pulled 
a chair up beside him and watched dashcam footage of  a truck 
driver slamming his breaks after a pale specter manifested before 
the windshield. Since the camera caught it, it must’ve been real.

 
~

Months after we broke up, my ex-girlfriend returned a sweater 
I lent her. I was still nineteen, listening to Blonde and Twin Fantasy 
religiously. When I returned home, I held the sweater in my arms 
as if  hugging a ghost. Its scent was strong enough to almost 
convince me the relationship wasn’t all that bad, and years later, 
I would accidentally buy detergent that was strong enough to 
remind me that it was. I don’t remember missing her in those 
months, but if  the room was ever quiet enough, I would notice, 
just outside my periphery, the ghosts of  the people we once were. 

~

My father tells me hauntings aren’t as common anymore 
because we’re so occupied by everything else, we don’t notice the 
paranormal around us. Sometimes he’s referring to how distract-
ed we are by our phones, but other times he’s describing how we 
seem to have lost touch with a world just out of  reach.

a sheet with holes for eyes. I haven’t pictured a form for myself  
after I’m gone, but I expect to be free from the shackles of  my 
skin. I wouldn’t mind incomprehensible shapes or winged angels; 
I’d love to shine with the colors of  starlight. Whichever shape 
I may take, I cannot wait to become a ghost. Don’t worry, dear 
reader; I am not looking forward to dying, I just think being an 
incorporeal entity unbound by shallow ideas of  gender and labor 
sounds like a more pleasant experience than living.

~

While I’m writing this first draft, my best friend has been 
replying to my messages about once a day. Well, it’s more like she 
sends me a message about something happening to her before 
ignoring anything I send back. Through high school, college, and 
half  a decade, we grew up and grew closer only to swiftly fall 
into silence. It’s nothing, really. I can step back and shake the fig-
ure standing in my place, telling them they’re overreacting, clingy, 
codependent. Even so, I don’t enjoy carrying this feeling. I don’t 
want to idly sit by, watching our futures ghost away.

~

My father once stepped into a museum and was confronted 
with a portrait of  Pedro de Alvarado y Contreras—the man who 
led the colonial conquest of  Guatemala. Because of  its common-
ality, I wasn’t concerned when I realized we shared a last name; 
however, dread creeped in after he mentioned how much the 
portrait looked like his own father. It’s been hundreds of  years, 
so nobody in our family believes we’re connected to him, but it’s 
a frightening, intrusive thought to imagine my bloodline being 
responsible for restless spirits lying in the Guatemalan soil. 
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friend as she speaks with her friends who I’ve only just met. We 
haven’t crossed the threshold into acquaintances yet, so they feel 
like friendly strangers. I understand the workplace gossip from 
repeated names, but it doesn’t stop me from being the ghost in 
the room. My eyesight is clear, but my presence slips from my 
body until I’m left Kubrick-staring at the saltshaker at the edge 
of  the table. 

My best friend asks if  I’m okay and I nod because I’m not 
about to tell her that my dissociation is acting up again—as it 
always does—and this time, it makes me wonder whether I’m 
still asleep in Texas, dreaming of  conversations that I will never 
be a part of. It doesn’t feel like I am in the state of  Illinois, much 
less in a lonely pub filled with the noises of  televisions talking 
over each other and muted conversations. She looks back to her 
friends. 

Weeks later, I’ll find the words to explain to her how I feel, 
but I’ll tell you now: Dripping wet from the evening’s rainfall and 
hungry but not starving—I am a camera. Unobtrusive and only 
here to capture the moment. 

~

Time has passed and I no longer worry about the stability of  
our friendship, but I dread the relationships I’ll create in the fu-
ture. This isn’t the first time an absence has created an avalanche. 
I’ve shattered relationships with the desire of  coming closer; a 
possession doesn’t work without a host. I’ve wanted to live in an-
other person’s skin. To cut a hole in their chest and crawl inside. I 
thought this pandemic convinced me I could survive on my own, 
but when do I not carry somebody else on my mind? 

~

~

While revising this essay, my best friend calls me and we speak 
as if  nothing happened because nothing happened. There was no 
weight behind her absence. I carry shame in grieving something 
not even lost, but anticipation can hurt more than the inevitable 
wound. 

~

It’s taken over twenty years for my father to catalog his ghosts. 
He’s a writer in secret, and the only project he’s undertaken in my 
lifetime is a linear narrative of  how we came to be. He’s writing 
about our family. He claims to always be working on the final 
draft, and that the only thing keeping him from finalizing it is 
his bank account. He loves reading, but doesn’t read. He loves 
writing, but rarely writes. His manuscript was going to be my 
graduation present in high school, but it wasn’t ready before my 
bachelor’s degree arrived in the mail. It’s still in its final draft. His 
ghosts have unfinished business.

~

My family tree casts a shadow I’ll never see the edges of. I 
cannot name anyone older than my grandparents on either side, 
and even then, I don’t know them as if  they were people. I don’t 
know if  I’ll ever have great grandchildren—and even if  I do, I 
cannot know if  they will ever learn my name.

~

After the first “final” draft of  this essay, months away from 
being twenty-two, and in a pub in Chicago, I glance at my best 
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An unkept spirit doesn’t need much to keep going. An altar 
in the corner of  a bedroom. A place to sleep and dream. Some 
food. A way to pass the time. I want to love and be loved, but it’s 
easier to assume the worst than to trust. Sometimes, it’s easier to 
haunt than to live.

~

Writing nonfiction is a process of  cataloging ghosts. Either lit-
erally in discussing those who have already passed, or figuratively 
in bracing for our eventual departure. I’m here, alive and writing, 
but unsure if  I’ll still be breathing once you’re reading this. Writ-
ing is a call to a void, demanding an echo. Writing is a ghost in 
the doorway, hoping you’ll turn around. 

~

I choose to believe in ghosts. Objects graced with the pres-
ence of  a loved one always feel heavier; and once they’re gone, I 
choose to believe the weight of  their actions still affects the soil. 
There’s something comforting in knowing the afterlife is closer 
to our world than we think. 

I choose to imagine my grandfather knows who I am. He died 
before he could learn I was named after him, but maybe he’s 
aware of  my presence in a different shape or form.

I choose to believe in myself, who haunts but tries to do bet-
ter. I want to love without possession; I want to shake the table 
and release the tension in the water. I want to trust and find the 
strength to command my body in the morning. I want to sleep.

W I L L I A M  C . 
C R AW F O R D 

Yellow Purse

W I L L I A M  C .  C R AW F O R D 

“Yellow Purse”
Digital Photo Shot in Chicago using Forensic Foraging, 2021 

I developed Forensic Foraging, a throwback, minimalist tech-
nique for modern digital photographers. I seek to uncover the 
often hidden uniqueness found in everyday mundane subjects. 
When properly presented in an image, the seemingly trivial can 
become pleasing eye candy.
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and you eat it on the stones outside,
consuming color
like you are the only thing
that belongs inside of  you. 

G A B R I E L A  G O N Z A L E S

windmills over Zaandam

alone on the street
there are men saying things to you
in a language that you wish was foreign,
but it’s not
and you want to dive 
in canals of  trash water
to make yourself  feel clean
and the smoke gathers in your throat
to cut like knives—
this place doesn’t want to hear your voice—
but you are screaming poetry in a restaurant
and all your friends inhale plants on fire
and cry
and did you know there are fields of  open space 
here 
where human hands haven’t groped yet
and a woman is pulling ribbon 
out of  her own body 
until these men remember they are children
that they don’t want to be
and when you catch the train
downtown in the morning
a man makes you a waffle
covered in ripe fruits
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sword-snapping dragons crowding the moon? 
When the surgeon told my son he’d lost 

a patient weeks earlier—same accident
same age—I watched their mirrored faces,  

drops of  clear shrapnel singing their cheek-skin. 
I saw streaming and surrender, too, like the flock 

of  swans outside the hospital window—necks  
bent from battle—frayed feathers cushioning

gravel-snow below. I saw what the birds saw
weeks earlier—same accident, same age, no angel.

S A S H A  WA D E

Intercession 

Do concerned birds see everything
we can’t? Like a low-flying starling 

starved in winter, I peck holes of  daylight  
into night’s half-frozen dirt, refusing  

to excuse that I failed to punch through 
clouds, pluck my son before his feet flew

off  the skateboard—back arched in the air.
And what of  the tree-tops: did they cavern

his screams into the wind’s sail, or catch 
his face—the shock, plummeting

out of  boyhood—mouth half-open 
to the sun? If  I tell you what I saw hours

later in his eyes, when he whispered, 
“I don’t want to die,” if  I tell you how close 

the sky came to settling beneath him 
would you believe in trumpets, tired angels, 
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It took me a moment to realize that he thought I was a bas-
ketball player. Maybe his boss had told him about the vote to re-
place the courts. That was all the neighbors could talk about. He 
probably figured I was the head of  their charge. The man wore a 
camouflage hat with the rebel flag on its front. Perhaps I didn’t 
look like what he expected a tennis player to look like.

I shook my head. 
“I’m a tennis player,” I said.
 I indicated towards my Roger Federer hat with the stylized F. 

I could’ve pointed at my Babolat shirt, or the shorts I wore that 
ended well above the knee. I didn’t want to make him feel stupid.

“I learned to play on these courts,” I clarified.
The man, the supervisor most likely, fixed me with a strange 

look. It seemed as though he were seeing me now for the first 
time. 

“I see,” he replied. 
He turned to his clipboard, tracing his finger across the page 

as though trying to determine how this new bit of  information 
might correlate with the task at hand. I suppose he realized it 
didn’t. The supervisor shrugged.

“Sorry, bud,” he said. He turned away. 
I continued to stand and watch. Like I said, it wasn’t much of  

a protest. The air was gentle, and there were no counter pro-
testors waving We want hoops signs. I didn’t rush onto the court 
and tie myself  to the net or anything like that. I only wanted to 
pay my respects. These were the courts where my father and I 
played—where I learned the game and spent the happiest days 
of  my youth. On Sunday mornings, on summer days, he and I 
would wake up early, before the sun rose above the trees beside 
the clubhouse, while the air was still cool and the morning kept 
its quiet. We’d spend precious hours, trading forehands and 
serves, like a prayer before the sermon, until my mother called 

J O E L  W O R F O R D

Our Trespassing

I was the only one who protested when they painted over the 
tennis courts. I remember the morning well because of  the way 
the cool air kept memories of  fall tournaments in my periphery, 
while the rising sun promised radical change in the afternoon. It 
would’ve been the perfect morning to hit. The parking lot was 
empty, and no neighbors lined up beneath the clear blue sky with 
their rackets and balls, no children played on the playground be-
side the club. The neighborhood was quiet, save for the swish of  
workers’ strokes. I stood silently and watched as the men deco-
rated their pants in speckles of  blue, red, and white—their bright 
yellow vests spoiling the national aesthetic. Slowly but surely, the 
service boxes beneath their feet disappeared into three-point arcs 
and free throw lines. 

My peaceful demonstration wasn’t much of  a display. I didn’t 
bring a sign, or chant, or yell. I just stood on the sidewalk and 
watched the men do their work. My intention wasn’t to make 
them uncomfortable, but I’m rather certain I did. I’m not sure 
what my intention was. Every once in a while, one of  the work-
ers turned to another and pointed at me. Others shot a glance 
in my direction. They whispered and laughed. Eventually, a man 
with a large belly and small clipboard walked over. He smiled a 
knowing smile and spoke.

 “Don’t worry bud, they’ll be ready before you know it,” he 
said. 
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weren’t always for fun. Some days, they screamed at one another. 
Other days, they joked and laughed. But no matter what, they 
came and played. It didn’t rain much that summer, but when it 
did, they came. Meanwhile, the neighbors hardly ventured near 
the courts. They were the ones who voted to have them. They 
were the ones who argued tennis was a dying game, and that 
basketball would better suit the future of  this area. My father said 
they would’ve been better off  building a video game center. I 
couldn’t help but feel vindicated.

At first, I was pleasantly surprised. My protest, though inef-
fective it may have seemed, must have had some impact on the 
workers. They left up a single backboard on one side of  the 
fence, in front of  a large area of  unblemished, open court where 
one could move and maneuver without interfering with the 
basketball game happening next door. I took full advantage of  
this. Every afternoon, I went out to hit. I was unemployed that 
summer—having just completed my last semester at university. 
The real world loomed before me—one outside of  education—
where interacting with the people who called innocent bystanders 
freaks and assumed the worst about people like me was par for 
the course. The only thing that separated me from it was my abil-
ity to create the illusion of  progress with the development of  my 
tennis strokes. Father promised me I could live at home for free, 
so long as I “do something.”

For a long time, the basketball players and I ignored one an-
other. We were the two fixtures inside the metal fence—the tall, 
muscular basketball players enjoying their pick up games, and my 
small, sinewy frame working on forehands. The ring of  their rims 
interrupted the thud of  the backboard, while the thwack of  my 
backhands sat beneath the vulgarities of  their trash talk. Every 
once in a while, a neighbor passed on the sidewalk beside the 
court. Most ignored the basketball players, but some recognized 

us home for church. Those days were over now, with no tennis 
courts within walking distance. My protest was a funeral for a 
lifestyle lost.

After a while, I turned to head home. As I moved down the 
street, I heard one of  the workers say, “Goddamn, finally.” An-
other said something about “Freak.” Laughter all around. Then I 
heard one last voice before I moved out of  earshot. 

“Black folk play tennis?”
I heard nothing after that. The wind laughed in my direction. I 

made my way home.

***

My father once said that the best athletes in this country play 
all of  the wrong sports. It wasn’t until the basketball players 
showed up that I realized what he meant. 

They were tall and muscular, most of  them. The ones that 
weren’t sat on the sidelines. On the hottest days, they played with 
their shirts off, maybe because of  the heat, but perhaps also so 
that the young ladies headed to the swimming pool might stare 
at the impressive tattoos and biceps on display. There were some 
days when even I had to marvel. 

One or two of  them might have been from the neighbor-
hood, but most of  them weren’t. Our neighborhood stretched 
across multiple streets, around multiple bends, with villages that 
each contained many, many houses, and yet there were only three 
Black families in total. The basketball players were of  all different 
shades, but the majority of  them had skin like mine. 

Their games were like a gospel in their intensity. A gospel 
with more profanity than a nun had prayers. Most looked to be 
my age—somewhere in their early 20s—maybe even 30s. Others 
looked older, a few were teens. It seemed as though their games 
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I avoided eye contact and focused on rehydrating. I heard 
another voice, in so many words, speak my mind. 

“Shit. You aint never heard of  Venus and Serena, nigga?”
“Yeah, I heard of  them.”
“This nigga like Arthur Ashe or some shit.”
People often compared my father to Arthur Ashe. I looked 

more like a cross between Jo-Wilfred Tsonga and Gael Monfils. 
I wouldn’t correct them though. I didn’t want any trouble. That 
seemed to be what the neighbors thought the basketball players 
were. Even my mother avoided the sidewalk beside the court on 
her morning walks. She had never been one to condone profan-
ity. Especially in young men who looked like me. 

The basketball players mumbled amongst themselves and con-
tinued to glance. My break was over. I picked up my racket and 
moved to the backboard. As I began to hit, one of  the players 
shouted.

“Venus!” 
A few of  them sniggered. I ignored this and continued with 

my forehands. Very soon, my silence became a challenge. The 
more I ignored them, the more they yelled.

“Serena!”
“Federer!”
“Wii Sport!”
I hit harder and harder. My grunts overwhelmed their chatter. 

They must have sensed my annoyance. Soon, they began to grunt 
back. Some tried to mimic me, others shrieked as a small child 
would, or as if  they were in the bedroom making love. The more 
they mocked me, the harder I hit, and the harder the ball came 
back. This is why no one beats the wall.  Eventually, I took a 
swing and missed. The basketball players bent over one another, 
trying not so hard to stifle their laughter. I turned and glared at 
them. Most looked away, but one, a young man wearing all black 

me.
“It’s a shame, isn’t it?” One man offered while I rested. An-

other asked me about my father and said everyone missed seeing 
us hit. This did not make sense to me because it was the neigh-
bors who voted to replace the courts, not my father and I. Before 
leaving me to my practice, this same man nodded towards the 
basketball court, towards the players and their profane exertions.

“Don’t worry. Tennis courts will be back in no time.” He 
winked at me when he said this. 

At the time, I didn’t understand what he meant.

***

My first interaction with one of  the basketball players came 
on a hot Wednesday afternoon. It was so hot that the benches 
were too sun-soaked to sit on, and the concrete, too hot to touch. 
The hottest day of  that summer, I would imagine. Yet the play-
ers showed up in as great of  numbers as ever. They played as if  
the intensity of  their competition could overwhelm the intensity 
of  the heat. I couldn’t help but feel inspired. I stood before the 
backboard, swinging harder than usual, grunting louder than 
usual, playing as though I wanted to be the first tennis player 
in history to defeat a wall. By the time I took a water break, my 
white shorts were drenched in sweat. On the basketball court, the 
players slapped hands and bent over their knees. They were spent 
as well. Had we been competing against one another as opposed 
to the sun, the referee might’ve called it a tie.

I stood by my side of  the fence while they stood beside theirs. 
I couldn’t help but notice them noticing me. I overhead one of  
them observe, “This nigga out here every day.” There were more 
murmurs and expletives. Eventually, I heard a familiar phrase. 

“Didn’t know niggas played tennis.”
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with a short afro and a gap between his teeth, glared back.
“You got something to say, nigga?”
 I didn’t have anything to say, and even if  I had, I wouldn’t say 

it. There were many of  them, and I was the only neighbor out that 
day. The one who called out stared me down. The other players 
watched. I noticed his leg shaking. It seemed as though he were 
as nervous as I was. I couldn’t risk testing his courage. My mother 
lectured me long ago about the things some men would do for the 
defense of  pride.  

“Don’t be shy. You got something to say?”
“No, I’m sorry,” I replied. 
“Shit. That’s what I thought. Little white talking nigga…”
I moved to the sideline and packed my things. As I passed 

the basketball court on the outside fence, I overheard one of  the 
older players say to the one who’d yelled, “Yo, chill Keith.” A few 
looked at me as though they wanted to say something, perhaps to 
apologize, or maybe mock me again. I didn’t stay long enough to 
find out. 

***

My mother filed a complaint that I couldn’t imagine was the 
first. It really was all the neighbors seemed to talk about that sum-
mer—what the courts were, what the courts would be, or what 
the courts should’ve been. Many worried about their children, 
who they’d wanted the basketball court for in the first place, be-
ing unable to use the recreation area because of  the players’ daily 
games. These parents wondered why their dues should go up 
while foreigners from another zip code used the courts for free. I 
could hardly sympathize with this argument. During the first week 
after the gates re-opened, the new basketball area sat as empty as 
the tennis courts ever had. My father even mentioned something 

about a sign that went up in nearby suburbs, advertising the new 
court to anyone who wanted to use it. This was most likely the 
neighborhood association’s attempt at conjuring the illusion of  
money well spent. I suppose they assumed that whoever showed 
up would look like the majority of  the people who lived in the 
neighborhood. It’s like what my father always says about assump-
tions.

I steered clear of  the basketball court for a while. I replaced 
my daily tennis practice with morning jogs. I ran at least two miles 
every day, sometimes as many as five. My body remained thin and 
long, but my legs grew strong. 

It did not take long for me to realize that my status in the 
neighborhood had changed. A lot of  the adults and teenagers in 
the area knew me from the tennis courts, but just as many did 
not. Every evening, as I jogged over hills, off  sidewalks, between 
villages in our area, I saw many of  our neighbors. Many of  them 
glared at me. Rather quickly, I deduced the reality—they thought I 
was one of  the basketball players. To remedy this, I modified my 
look. I wore shorts that ended well above the knee. I shaved my 
knotted Afro to a tight military buzz. I even wore a shirt that read 
TENNIS on the front. None of  these things made a difference.

“Go home!” one teenager shouted at me on a blue evening in 
July. He clearly didn’t understand that my home was just around 
the corner. That he could look from his back porch and, without 
squinting, see mine. I wanted to tell him, but I kept running. Just 
as I’d known how far the basketball players would go to defend 
their pride against threat, I knew how far the neighbors would go 
to defend their home against invasion. I didn’t dare fight back.

For as much as I disliked the basketball players’ presence, I de-
veloped some sympathy for them, given our common dilemma. It 
didn’t take much for me to imagine what they were going through. 
My father spoke of  an occasion when he saw a man parked in the 
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folk. His grievances had always been this way, but that summer 
especially, there was much cause for complaint. With the videos 
appearing on the news, and the evening protests downtown, my 
father sat at the dinner table with some new revelation, some uni-
versal wisdom about white folk every night.  His lectures preached 
on how they would do this, and we should do that, until the whole 
world was split between a them and an us. Even before the vote to 
replace the court, my father assured, “White folk won’t never let 
go of  their country club sport. Not for no negro game.”

 There was a time during my childhood when I rolled my eyes, 
or defended white people against my father. I argued that there 
was no difference between Black people and white people, and 
that he was racist for insisting otherwise. After these past weeks 
of  neighbors’ scowls, I wasn’t so sure. Regardless, I knew how to 
respond.

“I know,” I said, invoking my father. I shook my head and 
grinned. “White folk.” Keith laughed at the way I said this. He 
smiled. 

“All right, well take it easy brother.”
“You, too,” I replied. I supposed we were cool now.
I imagined that would be the last time I saw the basketball 

players. It looked as though the neighborhood had won. Simple as 
that.

But the next time I ran by, it wasn’t the players struggling 
outside of  the fence. It was the head of  the neighborhood associ-
ation—a blond woman holding a clipboard, tugging at the gate to 
the area. There was a crude, makeshift lock on the fence, and the 
old one was gone. The woman looked exasperated. The basketball 
players were nowhere to be found. When I drew close, she turned 
towards me with a snarl.

“Do you know who did this?” she asked.
I shook my head and kept running. I could see her watching 

lot beside the court, blaring “You Belong to the City” from his 
vehicle while the players played. My father believed these actions 
were inevitable, but my mother did not. She filed another com-
plaint.

After a while, I figured that it would be okay for me to jog 
past the basketball court again. I imagined the basketball play-
ers had larger matters to attend to than making fun of  me, and I 
was right. On the first day I saw them, they all stood outside the 
fence, pulling at the gate. There was a lock on the outside—one 
that was much fancier and difficult to break than what a person 
might find on a high school locker. When the players saw me ap-
proach, one of  them stepped forward.

“Hey, man!”
It was Keith, the same boy who’d yelled at me a few weeks 

before. Now, he jogged towards me, down the short grassy slope 
leading towards the sidewalk. His long arms flopped by his side. 
Behind him, the other players stood, tugging at the lock, trying 
different combinations, crowded together beneath the no trespass-
ing sign posted on the gate. I paused my workout and waited to 
hear what Keith had to say. When he stopped in front of  me, he 
spoke with a soft voice, much softer than it had been the other 
day, and smiled as well. I could tell that this was his form of  an 
apology. 

“Have you got the code for the lock?” he asked.
“No,” I replied, because it was true. 
“Damn.” Keith turned towards the other players, who were 

now watching our interaction. He threw up his hands, as if  to say 
“no luck,” and some of  them smacked the fence. Keith looked at 
me and shook his head.

 “White folk, man. You believe this shit?” he asked.
I hesitated to answer. I thought of  how my father would 

respond. He was the one in our family always talking about white 
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“You’re good,” she said. 
I made my way towards the courts. They looked more like they 

did on the day I watched those workers finish them than they ever 
had since. The neighborhood must have had them repainted. The 
red, white, and blue looked fresh—with the basketball players’ 
scuff  marks and sweat stains all but erased. I imagine the neigh-
borhood association wanted to forget the players altogether. I’m 
sure they hoped that no one would remember who had invited 
them to come.  

I set my things down beside the bench close to the backboard. 
As I unpacked my racket, I saw a few cars roll into the parking lot, 
music blaring. The police officer stood outside of  her own, lean-
ing on its hood. I positioned myself  in front of  the backboard and 
began to hit. Out of  the corner of  my eye, over the movement 
of  my arm, I saw Keith hop from his car. He moved in strides 
towards the court with a ball in hand, speaking back to the others 
that followed him with a smile. They were hardly to the sidewalk 
when the police officer saw.

“Hey! Stop right there.”
Slowly, without drawing too much attention, I stopped hitting 

and listened. I could not hear everything the officer said, but I un-
derstood the message. She kept her hand on her taser while speak-
ing to the players. There were only three of  them, all wearing red 
shirts with black athletic shorts. The hem of  their clothes swayed 
with the breeze while they conducted their argument. I heard one 
mention a village that did not exist. The officer didn’t check her 
device. She shook her head. 

“No, you need to go,” she told the players. 
Keith slapped the ball. He looked all around, and then made 

eye contact with me. It was as though he believed I had some 
power over the situation, any more than he did. I held his gaze for 
a moment, then turned towards the backboard. I heard expletives 

me as I moved down the road. She drew out her cellphone and 
dialed a number. As far away as the next block, I could hear her 
yelling at someone. 

“…then they cry about oppression…”
 I turned the corner. 

***

When they stationed a police officer in the parking lot beside 
the courts, I thought it would be safe to use the backboard again. 
The basketball players wouldn’t bother me, and the neighbors, 
finally appeased, would leave me alone.

It was on a beautiful afternoon, with few clouds in the sky, 
children playing on the playground, and a number of  cars outside 
of  the clubhouse, that I made my return. I headed to the court 
that day with racket and balls in tow—wearing my short shorts 
and short hair. When I arrived at the recreation area, I saw the 
police officer sitting in her car with the windows rolled up, look-
ing down at her phone. She glanced up at a white father shooting 
free throws with his son, but seemed uninterested in her current 
assignment. She made eye contact with me as I passed. When I 
turned toward the gate, her door opened.

“Hey, wait.”
I turned around. The police officer waved me back. She wore a 

look that discouraged disobedience. 
“What village do you live in?” she demanded. 
“Westcreek,” I replied. When the officer heard my voice, she 

looked surprised. Then she relaxed. I spoke quietly, with a differ-
ent dialect than the basketball players, and I think this took her 
off  guard.

The officer didn’t even check her device to see whether I told 
the truth.
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The next time I went to hit against the backboard, there were 
two officers present, both men. One was bald and wore sun-
glasses, while the other had a full head of  brown hair. The bald 
one looked to be around my father’s age—maybe forty or fifty, 
while the other looked to be around mine. Neither had I ever seen 
before. They stopped me as was usual, but were not as polite as 
the woman before. The younger one held my arm while the other 
spoke.

“Name and address?”
I provided them with both. The officers spent extra time 

checking their devices while I held my tennis gear and waited. 
They seemed unimpressed with my diction and more concerned 
with my history. They asked me questions about my parents’ 
names, the neighborhood, and other trivia. I answered all correct-
ly. Finally, the one put away his device. The other said, “One hour 
limit on the basketball court.”

“I’m here to play tennis,” I replied. I held up my tennis racket 
for proof. The officers stared at me for a moment, reevaluating. 

“Same rules apply.” 
I kept my practice short that day. Perhaps if  I had known that 

would be the last time I ever used the courts, I would have stayed 
longer. The officers watched me hit the entire time. When a car 
drove by and the driver yelled, “Fuck you,” and the younger of-
ficer yelled “Fuck you” back, I thought it would be safest to leave. 

The last time I walked to the tennis court, I did not even reach 
the fence. It was poor timing that I arrived just as the officers 
made the arrest. It was the same two as the day before, and when 
the bald one looked at me over Keith’s body, pressed tight against 
the hood of  his car, I held my tennis racket up to show that I was 
only there to play, hoping he would remember. The officer stared 
at me, and when I backed away from him, he shouted, “Drop the 

as the players moved towards their cars. 
I continued to hit. I was happy to be playing again. Some of  

the neighbors, who only days ago had yelled at me to go home, 
now smiled and waved at me when they passed. I smiled back.  

***

The police officer left at the end of  each day, so the play-
ers started showing up at night. My father often saw them as he 
returned from his delivery. He said that they were quieter than 
before, and fewer in number. My father laughed at the fact that no 
matter how many locks, passcodes, or no trespassing signs the neigh-
borhood put in their path, the players found a way to play basket-
ball. “Them boys love that sport,” my father declared. I admired 
this as well.

The neighborhood association saw things differently. They 
posted a police officer in the parking lot at night. After a few days, 
the players stopped showing up once more. My father mentioned 
being followed through the neighborhood on his way home from 
work. My mother stopped going on her occasional evening stroll. 
I stopped venturing out too late after dark as well. The images on 
the news that summer discouraged any of  us from trying our luck. 
We didn’t want any trouble.

Some of  the younger people in the neighborhood took issue 
with the heightened police presence. With everything else happen-
ing in our country, they seemed to make some connection between 
it all. Some spray-painted curse words in the parking lot beside the 
courts. Others threw toilet paper and empty bottles onto the side-
lines. How they managed to do this without the officers arresting 
them is beyond me. But they managed.

***
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okay, or maybe waiting for thanks. I nodded my head towards her 
in acknowledgement. “Come on,” she said, reaching out to me. 
She led me home. 

***

JUSTICE FOR KEITH was what some of  the signs read. 
Others read ACAB or some other variety of  anti-cop rhetoric. 
The events in our neighborhood made the news. Teenagers and 
people my age, and older folks as well came from all over to stand 
on the sidewalk in the mid-summer heat and protest. My father 
brought them water bottles and Gatorades on days the sun swel-
tered. My mother wrote letters to the neighborhood association. 
Its leaders decided that the basketball courts should leave.

I did not attend any of  the protests that summer. My protest-
ing days were over. With no more recreation area to occupy my 
time, I found a job at a local tennis club, teaching white children 
the game many of  their parents were surprised I knew. My father 
called it a “reparation hire” though my mother said I earned it. 
Some of  my students were the children of  our neighbors, who 
had apparently concluded tennis wasn’t so bad. They talked to 
me about what a shame it was how everything went down, and 
how the neighbor’s association should have predicted what would 
occur. “You build basketball courts, you’re going to get basketball 
players,” they said. Those could’ve been my father’s words. 

Coaching was not playing, and some days, I missed the game. 
But at the end of  long shifts, I had little to no desire. One eve-
ning after work, I ignored my exhaustion. I drove into the city, 
into a park where there were courts. On them, I saw players who 
looked like me, serving, volleying, running, and smiling beside 
a basketball court full of  trash talk and laughter. I waited for an 
hour, but there were no courts available. I drove home.

weapon!”
“But I’m—
“Drop it!”
I laid my tennis racket on the ground and put my open hands 

in the air. My father taught me to do this, should a situation like 
this one ever occur. One of  his dinner table lectures from years 
past. The bald officer turned to his coworker.

“Grab him, too.”
By this point the neighbors began to gather around the recre-

ation area. There were murmurs and gasps, and grins, and nods 
of  affirmation as if  to say, “I told you this would happen.” There 
were cellphones and cameras held up as well. The younger officer 
made his way over to me, and as he put the handcuffs on, I kept 
my mouth shut and my body still. It was difficult not to resist as 
he jerked my arms behind me and shoved my legs forward. But 
as I watched Keith flounder like a fish against the bald officer’s 
forceful arms, I knew what not to do. Even in my stillness, I 
couldn’t help but let my eyes water. 

“He lives here,” one of  the neighbors said. She pointed at me. 
“His parents live in this neighborhood. I’ll take him home. He 
lives here.”

The white woman moved towards me. She may have been one 
of  my mother’s friends. The officer and she walked away from 
his car, and there was a discussion about my fate that I could not 
hear. When the conversation ended, the officer walked back over, 
and handled my body with more care than before. He removed the 
handcuffs. When I turned and looked into his eyes, he gave me a 
worried smile and spoke slowly, as if  I might not understand. 

“Be real careful out there, bud,” he said.
I wanted to ask about Keith, but I knew that he was on his 

own. As the officers drove away, I turned to see the woman who’d 
spoken on my behalf  standing before me, perhaps to see if  I was 
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M O S E S  O J O

“Telephone”
Digital Art, 2020

The artwork talks about love life of  a woman to her beloved 
husband after he went to fight for his country during the war. 
They talked all the time through the public telephone and shared 
love together like they were never apart.

M O S E S  O J O

Telephone
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In this mythos, I am golden clean before
we wed. In actual fact, I am ninety days sober
seven years after the first blackout avalanche, and your eyes
startle me in the shock of  the sun.

What do you get when you cross an alcoholic with a train?

At the water’s mouth, now, curled lip where the tectonic
motion sneaks toward our feet, I wonder
if  you can hear my pulse. I cradle it in my swollen
coronary arteries, feel its echo in my bruised-for-two liver.
I wonder if  you’ll believe me when I say, yes,
my pupils have always been this large.

R E M I  R E C C H I A

Ninety Days

We’re standing at the ocean, a used sea-
shell peering nervously through your beehive.
Sunday trash blinks up at us through sandy
exoskeletons and footprints. It will strangle the seagulls
when they touch down to feed. Maybe in the dawn. 
 Maybe in the dark.
Maybe the crabs will have gone home by then, tucked
in their pincers and blue blood.

Is the seagull nocturnal? I can never remember—
some poet!—but I remember the joke well:

What do you get when you cross a bird with a sting ray?

Beloved, this beach would wash your face out
if  you were but one freckle less lovely.
When I showed up late to our first
date, I should have dropped to my knees
in the middle of  that parking lot, rested
mismatched shoes on bird shit and magicked
my way to an instant one-year sobriety chip. 
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M AT T E A  H E L L E R

The Puddling

Nora watched from the safety of  the surf  shop as the tourists 
fled. Soon they packed in tightly beside her, the smell of  sweat 
and damp towels nearly unbearable. Nora and Lucas had hoped 
if  they waited out the storm, it would clear, yet the sky grew 
darker with each crack of  thunder. 

Four more beachgoers darted into the shop, and the group of  
soggy strangers lurched closer to the window. The air felt thin, 
and Nora’s chest grew tighter; her mind flashed to a fatal crush at 
a soccer game. 

“Any luck?” Nora turned to her husband who was refreshing 
his weather app.

“Storming for the next two hours,” he said. 
“I think we should make a run for it.” 
The boardwalk shops were only five blocks from their Airbnb 

bungalow, meaning it was a twelve-minute walk and faster if  they 
booked it. So they ran, and ran, and ran, and the rain drenched 
them like they were nothing but specks of  broken seashells. Nora 
and Lucas kept running, flip-flops drowned in rising puddles. Lu-
cas was a few yards ahead of  her, his t-shirt clinging to his back, 
his muscular calves sloshing through the growing river that was 
once Main Street, and she thought, How I love this man. She was 
buzzing like the sky. Nora hadn’t felt this joyful—this exhilarated 
since before—

Something grabbed her ankle.

Nora’s hands and knees slapped the asphalt. 
“Lucas!” she cried.
He turned to her on all fours in a ten-inch puddle, and he 

doubled back.
“You okay?” He was yelling over the drilling rain.
All Nora could do was nod. She dared a glance behind her, yet 

there was nothing but water water everywhere. They had to get 
out of  these puddles where Nora had felt five small fingers press 
into her ankle, felt the crescents of  fingernails dig into her skin. 

They ran the last block to the bungalow hand in hand.

***

Back at the house, Lucas grabbed towels as Nora sat in a patio 
chair inspecting her ankle. Five small bruises were already start-
ing to form.

“Quite the digger you took out there,” Lucas said, tossing her 
a striped towel.

“I didn’t fall,” Nora said. She knew as soon as she spoke it the 
day would shift, but the words bubbled up all the same. “Some-
one grabbed me.”

“What?” Lucas didn’t meet her gaze. “Let me get you some 
peroxide.”

“Wait, please,” she called him back. “Just look at this.” She 
showed him the marks on her ankle. “Someone grabbed me.”

Lucas lightly touched her leg, slanted his brow. “At the surf  
shop?”

“Are you listening? When I fell.” 
“You mean you were pushed?”
 “No,” Nora’s stomach squeezed. “I mean—I don’t know.” 
She had landed in less than a foot of  water. If  anyone had 

been lying there, she would have seen them. But she had felt a 
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hand around her ankle, felt it pull her down, felt it only release its 
grip when Lucas approached.

Nora’s frustration burned wet in the corners of  her eyes. “It 
sounds weird, but I’m sure of  it. I didn’t trip—it was a hand.”

“Nora,” Lucas’s cheeks slackened. “How could that happen?”
And then Nora’s eyes went wide. “A sewer grate—I must have 

stepped on a sewer grate. Someone was down there and grabbed 
me.”

“Like a clown?” he said with a smirk.
Nora’s heart rose with the pitch of  her voice. “Maybe some-

one fell down the sewer—maybe they were reaching for help.” If  
someone was down there, they were in danger, probably drown-
ing as all that water washed in from the storm. In the moment, 
she had panicked thinking it was a monster when she should have 
tried to help. “It felt like a small hand—it could have been a kid!”

“Okay, okay,” Lucas said. Nora watched his face turn seri-
ous. “Let’s go look then,” he said, glancing out the window. “The 
rain’s clearing.”

They headed back down Main Street, this time, instead of  the 
sky, their eyes were on the ground. Nora and Lucas inspected 
each sewer grate for signs of  life, but every one they passed was 
just four slotted bars through which they could see to the bot-
tom. 

“It doesn’t make sense,” Nora said. “How can a person fit 
down there?”

“Probably built so a person can’t fit down there, ya know?”
Nora turned to her husband, chest blazing. “So you don’t 

believe me?”
Lucas looked at her kindly, took her hands in his. “You didn’t 

see a kid or anything—you felt something. Maybe some seaweed 
got washed up from the drain, or a jellyfish or—”

“But I’m bruised,” Nora said motioning to her ankle.

“You could have landed on something—”
Nora felt a familiar tension seize her chest. “Or maybe I’m 

just crazy?” she asked. She pushed his hands away. 
Lucas appeared struck. “You know I don’t think that.”
After all her mood swings the last few years, after all the ways 

her unruly body heeded no one, did she know anything for sure?
“Then help me,” she said, the edge in her voice gone. She 

looked down the road as the crowds returned. There was no time 
to waste. They’d have to call the beach police. Then the police 
would call a team to search the sewers, and Nora was sure as hell 
Lucas didn’t want to have anything to do with that. Nora wanted 
to call him out on this, tell him his perfect beach trip wasn’t 
worth a child’s life; but now, a group of  teens were skateboard-
ing across Main Street; now, families were flip-flopping down the 
sidewalk carrying inflatable tubes and beach chairs. Now, as the 
sun peeked through the clouds, it was hard to believe a kid could 
be trapped inches below their feet. Her resolve was receding 
with the flood water. It was true she hadn’t actually seen a child 
or even a hand, and now from her new angle, it seemed to Nora 
that maybe she’d been running in the middle of  the road, not in 
reaching distance of  the sewers at all. 

“Maybe something did grab your leg,” Lucas said, “but maybe 
it wasn’t a kid drowning in the sewer. Maybe it isn’t anything that 
needs our help.” 

She looked at her husband, his reassuring face masking his 
desperation to go back to sand, skee-ball, and strawberry ice 
cream, but really wanting to go back to last year. When life hadn’t 
been so cruel to them. 

“Okay,” she said. She bit the inside of  her cheek. “Let’s forget 
it.” And they headed back to the bungalow to grill hotdogs. 

***
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A week later, Nora and Lucas returned from the beach, falling 
back into their normal routine of  work and home life. But Nora 
hadn’t forgotten about the incident. Sometimes she’d think back 
to those fingers clasped around her ankle, then glance at her 
husband watching TV or cooking dinner and feel so monstrously 
lonely. 

It was another ordeal that Nora shared alone. 
That morning, Nora watched the summer rain pelt the 

window of  her home office, but by her lunch break, the skies 
cleared, and she leashed up their dog for a walk. She and Fozzie 
headed down the driveway, puddles of  water dotting the road. 
She felt her hair frizz in the spongy air as Fozzie’s collar jingled 
like silver bells, and the whole neighborhood glistened as if  given 
a power washing. Nora felt a surprising tickle of  hopefulness. 

It wasn’t long before she stepped in one of  the puddles, a 
puddle much deeper than she’d expected, felt the shock of  water 
seeping through her sneaker, and when she drew it out, some-
thing—someone had hold of  her ankle. 

She screeched and pitched forward. Fozzie darted ahead. 
Again, her body crashed into the asphalt, but she didn’t let go of  
the leash as Fozzie tugged her forward—as fingers—tiny strong 
fingers—gripped her shoe. With a sharp kick, she freed herself  
and jumped back to her feet. 

Trembling, she peered into the puddle. A horrified face stared 
back, but it was only her own. She grabbed a stick and with a 
shaking hand, dipped it in the puddle, waited for a gremlin to 
grab its jagged edge. But nothing happened, and all she felt was 
the road. 

She walked Fozzie home, giving a wide berth to any puddles. 
As soon as she got in the door, she reached for her phone to 
call Lucas at work. He’d be sitting in his office with his six co-
workers, maybe even his boss. Of  course, he’d try to rationalize 

it—of  course he wouldn’t believe a monster was in a puddle. Her lip quiv-
ered imagining his reassuring words that she already knew she’d 
interpret as condescending. Instead, she headed to the medicine 
cabinet and with shaking hands, typed the names of  her prescrip-
tions into her phone with the word “side effects.”

The results flooded the screen. 
Hot flashes. Mood swings. Headaches. Upset stomach. Weight gain. 
All to be expected.
Drowsiness. Bloating. Pain at the injection site.
Nothing about hallucinations. 
She found some posts on Reddit. Women stating that their 

medication gave them such severe anxiety and depression that 
they quit their jobs and still couldn’t function properly years later. 
Nora’s mouth went dry. Instead of  stepping into a puddle, Nora 
was barreling down a dangerous rabbit hole, her eyes unblinking, 
tab after tab open, bookmarked. She shut off  her screen and told 
herself  to calm the fuck down. 

But the next day when it was time for Fozzie’s walk and drops 
battered the windows, Nora looked at her dog’s brown bear eyes, 
brushed off  her niggling guilt, and headed back to her home 
office. Fozzie whined at the door for an hour but eventually fell 
asleep on the couch he wasn’t allowed on while Nora pretended 
not to notice.

When Lucas got home from work, Fozzie greeted him with 
wild joy.

“Whoa, buddy. You’re all riled up.” And then to Nora. “Did 
he get his walk today?”

“Work was too busy,” she said, not meeting his eyes. “I’m 
thinking maybe we hire a dog walker as a backup.”

***
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But Nora couldn’t escape the puddles.
Not after a downpour while grocery shopping speckled tide 

pools all over the parking lot. Not after a tropical storm off  the 
coast left them with a sopping wet weekend and a river for a 
driveway. Not after the newly hired dog walker got the stomach 
bug and called out sick. Each walk, Nora bounded over puddles 
like she was navigating a gasoline leak, a sewage spill, a tide of  
lava. Every now and again, she’d feel a pull on her pant cuff, 
a fingernail on her ankle, but she was ready, she was fast, she 
pulled away, she kept up her deranged bunny hop.

“What’s your deal?” Lucas finally asked after a few weeks of  
her bobbing around like a jack-in-the box. She had just leapt over 
a tiny puddle in their driveway as if  hurdling in the 100-meter 
race. 

She could tell him about the thing in the puddles. How they 
hadn’t left it at the beach. How it kept reaching for her. 

And then he could respond with some form of  You’re over-
stressed or It’s all in your head. She wouldn’t blame him this time. It 
did seem crazy. 

Then there was also the possibility he’d be really concerned. 
He’d want to put their cycle on hold.
They’d just started trying to make a baby again, not the fun 

old-fashioned way, but the way with needles. Long ones, short 
ones, ones shaped like epi-pens, ones shaped like nightmares. So 
many needles she could imagine their baby born in the shape of  
one of  those tomato pincushions from her grandmother’s sewing 
box.  

And through every ultrasound, every injection, every small 
success and failure, Lucas was there rubbing her back, icing her 
belly, cracking jokes to distract her as he stuck her again and 
again. He was a partner in every way. But in the end, it had been 
her body that had failed, her fertility that was “unexplained.” 

He was a partner by choice, but she was the one who felt each 
pinprick, she was the one getting poked with syringes and prod-
ded with ultrasound wands, she was the one whose body needed 
to adapt to the medicine, to learn to have a baby, she was the one 
feeling things that couldn’t be. So, when he asked her again if  
something was wrong, she responded, “I just don’t want to get 
my shoes wet.” 

She heard Fozzie whining at the front door as she tucked her-
self  into bed, claiming the medicine was making her drowsy. 

It was 5 pm and she hadn’t walked Fozzie in days.

***
 
Lucas knocked gently on the bedroom door.
“If  you’re going to nap,” he said, “we should do the shots 

now, before we forget.” He was holding a box filled with syring-
es. This was the routine every night before dinner: set the table, 
feed Fozzie, stick two needles in her belly.

Over one year ago, after four IVF cycles, after one embryo 
transfer, after ten more weeks of  shots, there was one pregnant 
Nora. The last good memory she had before everything went 
to hell was when she felt the dripping between her legs, saw the 
fluid below her feet, yelled to Lucas that it was time though it 
was far too early. 

The last time there was a puddle beneath her feet, she had 
sworn a baby would come out of  it. 

And now here she was, likely experiencing vivid delusions. 
She could see a psychiatrist who’d probably want to prescribe her 
some medication that couldn’t mix with her current IVF proto-
col. The psychiatrist would recommend she pause the cycle, wait 
until she was feeling better. Wait until the delusions subsided. But 
after all this time and all these tries, Nora was certain that was no 
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option.
Lucas handed her an alcohol swab to wipe down her belly as 

he prepared the needles on their dresser. While he filled each 
with medicine, he sang Marvin Gaye’s “Let’s Get It On” like he 
usually did to lighten the mood. Nora couldn’t muster a smile. 
She clutched the fat of  her belly and pressed a piece of  ice to it, 
bracing herself  for the pinch of  the first needle. 

“You’re doing great, babe,” Lucas said as he pierced her ten-
der skin. She took a shallow breath as she felt the burn of  the 
medicine crawl through her insides. He withdrew the needle and 
the tiniest smudge of  red bloomed on her stomach. 

“You okay?” he said, handing her a cotton ball. She nodded 
even though it still hurt. 

As her husband prepared the second syringe, her mind sailed. 
She turned to him, blinking back tears. “Do you think Sam was 
the only chance we had?”

Sam was the little boy who had been growing inside of  Nora. 
The one who had a lifetime of  hopes and dreams attached to 
him before they’d even met him. He’d play the trumpet like his 
father, be good at math like his mother, maybe go to law school, 
volunteer at a non-profit, but then there was just a splash of  am-
niotic fluid at her feet, and now Nora dreamed for him no more. 

A genetic abnormality, the doctors had said. Next time, they’d 
pay thousands on extra tests—if  there was a next time. 

“No,” Lucas said. “I don’t think Sam was our only chance.” 
He was now holding the bright red sharps container like an 
infant. “We’re going to get a baby one way or the other.” Lucas 
was thinking surrogacy, adoption, any of  the alternative options 
thrown around when IVF complications seemed an insurmount-
able hurdle. 

“Maybe…” her voice trailed off  and her eyes turned away 
from him.

 “You know I’m with you no matter what. We’re a team.”
But she barely heard him. All she could think about was that it 

was going to storm tomorrow.

***

The next morning, Nora and Fozzie watched the rain pelt the 
windows from the living room couch. She stroked his chocolate 
fur and wondered if  she’d ever feel safe to walk him again, then 
wondered if  she’d ever care for anyone other than her own dog. 
Could Fozzie’s licks and nuzzles be enough love for a lifetime? 
Since last night’s conversation, every time she looked at Lucas, a 
well of  tears drowned her words. She was coming apart. Her old 
therapist’s number was cued up on her phone, but instead she 
watched the rain accumulate in little swimming pools along her 
street. 

If  she wasn’t going to get psych meds, then the only chance 
she had of  ever leaving her couch would be to confront the 
fear—see it till its nearest end. What was that called? Exposure 
therapy? So what if  the supposed puddle dweller grabbed her? 
She couldn’t drown in a puddle, could she? Even if  she could 
drown, couldn’t the opposite happen, as well? Couldn’t there ac-
tually be someone in the puddle, and couldn’t she pull them out? 

Couldn’t it be a child? 
The rain was now a roar, her phone blared the alarm for flash 

flooding, and Nora decided to go for a walk.
She put on her rain jacket, searched the bowels of  the closet 

for her galoshes. 
“What are you doing?” Lucas asked.
“Going for a walk.” 
“Nora—”
“You don’t have to come,” she said, pulling on her rubbers. 
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“Fozzie’s not.”
“You haven’t wanted to walk in weeks,” he said, his face grow-

ing more distraught. He flung a desperate hand to the window as 
lightning lit up the foyer. “And now you want to go?”

Lucas reached for her arm, but she batted it away. His face 
looked like a cracked mirror but what did it matter? She flung 
open the front door and took off. 

“Nora!”
The rain was a chainsaw. Lucas screamed her name, but Nora 

ran. The street was already starting to flood. Her eyes searched 
and searched and then she found it. The widest, deepest one. 

She stepped in—
Felt the cool water lap against her galoshes— 
She stepped deeper and deeper into the puddle on the 

street—
The puddle that swaddled her like a knitted blanket until the 

rain and wind were just an echo. The puddle, the one that could 
bring her to Sam. 

And this time, she’d reach back to him. She’d pull him up. Or 
he would pull her under. Either would do. Or maybe it wasn’t 
him at all, but another baby. A new one. The one she was meant 
to have. The one she could birth into the world from this watery 
womb. She reached and she reached into the depth, waiting to 
feel the brush of  fingertips. 

And then a shadow cast upon her and her eyes turned up to 
the light. 

Lucas.
He hovered above her, calling her name, eyes searching the 

puddle. 
Fear gripped her, instead. Lucas would try to rescue her. He 

would drag her up, and all would be lost. He couldn’t possibly 
understand. He couldn’t possibly see. 

Our baby, Nora willed him to know, it’s on its way. 
And then a splash, a flurry of  bubbles.
A hand. But not a baby’s hand. 
One large and calloused and familiar. A hand that had rubbed 

her back, hugged her shoulders, brushed her cheek—this warm 
hand cradled her own.

Instead of  pulling her out, Lucas had jumped in.
She held tighter, squeezed back, felt his silver ring click against 

her own.
And so they waited there together, floating in the inky black, 

for ten tiny fingers to greet their own.
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LY N N E  S C H M I D T

When it happens, you let it happen

My aunt gave me this command
asked “Can you handle this?”

I lied and told her yes,
and pulled up a chair,

and watched my babcia breathe 
in and out and in and out and in.

My aunt came back,
and we sat for hours.

My partner brought food,
and we sat vigil, pausing at times,

to see if  the breathing had stopped.
Years later, I sit alone at her bedside.

The ceremony is the same, but substantially different.
Previously she would be the one to foresight,

“It will be eight hours”
And now, it is me telling me mother,

“She won’t last until tomorrow.”
Wrapped in plastic, I hold her fever.

I chant meditations to her,
“you have nothing else to do, 

Nowhere else to be, 
Just right here, 

Right now.”
I tell her I get it now,

Why she sent me away before because I wasn’t ready 
then.

I tell her I am now. 

I promise, I can handle it.
If  and only if  so this way, she does not die alone.

And as her breathing accelerates,
I grab her hand one final time.

I tell her loud enough any God within earshot can hear,
“I love you”

And she exhales 
and her body

lets go.
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P H I L  T E M P L E S

“Egress” 
Color Photograph Shot at 7 Gloucester Street, Boston, MA, Modified with 

B&W Filtering, 2/27/2021

I’ve always been attracted to mobile photography in urban 
areas. I’m partial to back alleys, fire escapes, graffiti-strewn walls 
or store fronts. Nature shots of  majestic sunsets or mountain 
ranges just aren’t very satisfying to me. I shoot using a smart-
phone in auto mode––a Samsung Galaxy S10e. I’m too lazy 
to carry around my sophisticated Canon EOS 5D because it’s 
bulky and weighs a ton. If  I did, I’m certain that I would end up 
missing all kinds of  shots while fiddling with the controls. While 
rushing to a doctor’s appointment early one morning, I was for-
tunate to glance down a Boston alleyway. I was able to catch the 
sun reflecting at just the right angle to create a wonderful scene.

P H I L  T E M P L E S

Egress
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in a desolate meadow. In the distance, 
orange groves burn. I study moths 
with fellow lepidopterists. A kid

asks, What gives us value? Is it breath? 
Or goodwill? He watches me tend 
to a grey insect struggling 

in the confines of  its thin net, 
scrapping through the early 
morning flashlight penumbras, 

tugged toward death. Oh, the magnetism 
of  demise—it’s irresistible tonight. 
Those long-leaf  pines slash their own

shadows. Yet still, I battle elisions 
that lurk in gravitas, & I employ 
diction no one gets. Words

like victim transcend this page turn’s 
tectonics. I still possess power, 
but I’m diminished to bulges & bad 

knees. I can summon a summer 
night from memory, weave spells 
that hearken back to the evil taste 

of  a .45 on my tongue. I conjure 
ruin out of  nothing when nothing pleats 
spectral places, those ensorcelled 

C AT E  M C G O WA N

Fold the Shadows

Yes, at first, I tried brevity, 
used contractions, looked 
for substitutions of  formal 

constructions. Won’t replaced
maybe after the night a stranger 
split me, when I curled small 

in my Honda. Words like shouldn’t 
squatted, & I refused to abandon 
them. Years passed. On a mission,

I truncated my expressions—
I added can’t & didn’t to won’t. 
My shortcomings added up; 

they elongated my mother’s 
drawling disapproval. No one 
listened. A witchy chorus 

of  skeptics hovered on broomsticks. 
Why should someone believe 
me, anyway? Midnight tonight 
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hours when slavering devils howl
toward morning. With my old-fangled 
magic, I’m self-destructs to I am 

not. Chilling verbs act & wink 
& flirt & force & command. 
They slide over from the passenger 

seat, & the phantom of  my rapist 
uncrimps. There’s no trick to forgetting 
terror, to losing that midnight, 

that time I lay prone on my vinyl 
backseat, inhaling my attacker’s 
four-day-old scent. The shortest 

complete sentence in the English 
language never chases away 
the horror or my mother’s shame. 

No.

YA S M I N  N A D I YA H  P H I L L I P

How To Use Your Father’s 
Lawn Mower

TROY-BILT®
Owner’s Manual
Fire-Red Push Lawn Mower
Model #Not-Sure-But-Don’t-Care 

REVIEW INSTRUCTIONS CAREFULLY AND DIFFUSE 
SPARKS OF ANGER BEFORE ATTEMPTING USE OF 
MACHINE.

WARRANTY 

This mower has been well maintained by its owner since the 
date of  purchase years ago. Now that its owner has left, it is re-
quired that you, the eldest daughter, take over its use and restore 
decency to the yard. Do this for your mother, who is swamped 
by mediation meetings. For your younger sisters, who are still 
processing the shock. 

For the HOA, who recently mailed a warning about the height 
of  the grass.
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OPERATION

It is advised that you familiarize yourself  with the location of  
various controls and adjustments before operation. It is advised 
that you raise the mower blades to better accommodate grass left 
untouched since the afternoon your aunt whisked you and your 
sisters to Panera while your father packed.

Since your energy is waning, focus on the essentials—namely, 
starting the engine.

Repeat, once more, the instructions your mother gave you 
while she sifted crinkled court documents: Pull the handle to the 
thing, then yank the cord. Angle your body in different ways to 
better clutch the “handle” and the “thing,” which protrude to a 
height that makes your five-foot-one-inch frame feel incapable of  
generating any steering force. 

Now, yank the cord. No, Yank! Invest all the exclamation 
points you can muster. Attempt three, four, five times. More, if  
necessary.

And, with a jerk and a roar, plunge forth.  
Push, arms straight out, into the chaos of  a new world. Awk-

wardly blaze each crooked row. Wince but endure the exploding 
grass stinging your bare legs, the stench of  gasoline filling your 
nostrils. 

Trample your way across the old exhibit, digging your heels in 
as you leave a disarray of  razed shoots. Curve around the right 
and left flanks of  the house, side-eyeing the obliviously joyful 
hydrangea bushes running along the vinyl siding. 

Conquer the sloping backyard, repressing those sudden 
memories of  laughter and fresh air. Clip, as best as possible, 
the irregular tufts of  grass jutting around the playground set he 
built, sweating over wooden slats while you slurped homemade 
popsicles. Pause at the base of  the wide patio deck, the location 

SAFETY RULES

IMPORTANT: Improper use of  mower could result in thrown objects, 
severed limbs, or worse. 

Attempted use may result in feelings of  stupidity. After all, 
you are seventeen years old and should know how to mow a 
lawn.

General use will result in the feeling that your family’s collec-
tive ego has been damaged. Neighbors in your tight, suburban 
cul-de-sac will see you fumbling in the blistering June heat and 
wonder why your father is missing from the landscape he always 
tended so faithfully. They didn’t know about the situation, he 
always smiling and she always trying to, muffled cries lingering 
on the other side of  your bedroom wall. They didn’t know, but 
you did. 

Swallow hard, then swallow hard again.

ASSEMBLY  

Free the mower from its hibernation in the cluttered garage 
and wheel it toward the front lawn. Hesitation may linger; the 
front lawn was always closely guarded, a sacred exhibit of  neatly 
trimmed grass. Pleas to do just one cartwheel were met with you have 
an entire backyard to play in. Failure to comply, even by the acciden-
tal veering of  your scooter off  the sidewalk, resulted in heart-
pounding reproofs.

But all of  that is absent now. The exhibit’s curator just moved 
into a gated apartment complex across town. He recently tried to 
make you feel at home there.

Do you want to go out and see the pool?
No, Dad. I don’t want to see the pool.
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of  countless family get-togethers, where he would grill pizza and 
pump Afro-Latin music through the outdoor speakers. 

STORAGE

When all is finished—the echo of  the engine still battering 
your eardrums—stop and look. 

Look at yourself, at your drenched T-shirt, your sore arms, 
your chlorophyll-stained sneakers. Look at the grass, the rows 
uneven yet subdued in the afternoon sun. You don’t have to pre-
tend to feel pleased. But at least acknowledge your accomplish-
ment. 

Save this manual for future reference. For when your father 
starts a new life halfway across the country. For when the needs 
left behind become more serious than that of  an unruly subur-
ban yard. It’s not a small task, learning how to live like this.

But you will learn.
 

Y VA N N A  V I E N  T I C A

Saudade Accuses Brown Girl 

We were children or maybe 
you were & I was just trapped 

in the belief  of  one. Even now
every memory is tinged with moonlight.

No one believes me when I say 
you were a natural blonde as if  a nocturnal couldn’t 

approach the light without bleeding. Did you notice 
how invisible we were to the trains that passed 

our suburb with nowhere to go. 
Or maybe they did have plans & I was just 

preoccupied in wishing to leave like a rapture.
No one believes me when I say I couldn’t have 

done better. As if  a moon could 
hide under my fingertips without leaking 

all over you. As if  a gentle rage could 
make you change your mind. We were children after all 
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K I M  E L L I N G S O N

Holiday Party 2017

You might have been standing on the beach 
in Silver Lake with your soon-to-be-ex-lover 
while I numbed myself  in the ancient 
basement of  the bar where I worked 

on Old World Third Street—doing lines, 
downing a bottle of  red wine with an elephant 
on the label, dipping my licked finger into a baggie 
of  crystalline molly as alcoholic rats chewed taps 

of  Spotted Cow. As you considered a move 
to the Pacific Coast, a last-ditch effort 
for you two, I lived in an East Side January, 
considering only my own mouth, 

how my teeth chattered themselves back to life 
during an endless comedown from key bumps 
in the bathroom, cab rides in pre-dawn blackness, 
biting walks in lake effect wind.

or maybe that was how you justified it, invisible even 
to yourself. Could you stand it, loving an accented tongue, 

a brown skin. I always did smell different 
from the white girls, all green mangoes and spices 

where the subtle notes of  Bath  & Body fruit mist 
should have been. Where the forced laughter should have  

been. You hated it 

when I was honest about your terrible 
jokes. No one believes me when I say you stole

all your pick-up lines from Reddit threads or maybe 
you lied to me about that too. Could you 

stand it, your parents’ questions after I left 
the family dinner. You never could muster the courage 

or maybe I am just wishing to see things differently. 
As if  a moon could ever lick its own 

milk skin. Even now every memory stings bitter 
like the unexpected aftertaste of  green mangoes flushed 

with salt.
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C A R O LY N  G U I N Z I O

“Blankness Was Beauty”
Digital photo-collage, 2021

I am primarily a poet, and my work has always been deeply in-
volved with place and the idea of  permanence. This piece is from 
a sequence called LEAF. Meant to echo lacunae, LEAF is a series 
of  visual and text pieces consisting of  macro-photos of  disinte-
grating leaves, layered with handwritten text visible only through 
the holes in the leaves. The illegibility is meant to acknowledge 
the challenge of  endeavoring to make something lasting. Even 
if  much of  what we do sinks back into the earth, traces remain. 
That the text requires magnification in print or radical zooming-
in on a screen is reflective of  my desire for a sense of  intimacy 
between viewer/reader, to mitigate the coldness of  digitally-
created work. A reader, holding the leaves (pages) in their hand, 
will, I hope, feel as if  they are holding the leaves (leaves) in their 
hand.

C A R O LY N  G U I N Z I O

Blankness Was Beauty
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S T E P H A N I E  S TA A B

Il Lupo Mannaro

Even if  I was asleep, I could feel that you were awake at night
like a werewolf  pacing a mountain pass.

We were foreigners to each other.
The language you spoke to tell me something Important
was different than the language you spoke in bed, your mother 
tongue.

I have, of  course, a recording of  your voice
the same ten questions I asked everyone.
You couldn’t remember the story of  how your parents met.

I let my mother listen to that interview once
and although she is a church lady
she said Wow
you two must have had great sex after that…

Signs came and went:
an ill-wish placed above our door by a jealous ex-lover
unquenchable thirsts
fangs.

Then, you set out for the woods 
and I never saw you again.

Sometimes when I’m not expecting anyone and the doorbell  
rings
I still think it’s going to be you
darkening the doorway
no suitcase, no coat, just you
translated.

I wonder if  sometimes you pause to take a sip of  water 
on the trail towards Jungfrau
if  you kick the snow 
and remember how you used to wake me up
from under the covers, hours after midnight 
to kiss me or hold me.

The dream of  the Alpinist.
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R E N É E  J E S S I C A  TA N

Dalí

I met Dalí in my husband’s architecture studio, which was the 
detached one-car garage behind our house. My husband said Dalí 
had started coming by in the afternoons and critiquing his work.

“Dalí? As in Salvador Dalí?” I said, pulling reheated enchila-
das from the oven. “I thought he was dead.”

“Well, he certainly has a lot of  opinions for a dead guy,” my 
husband said, plopping dollops of  guacamole on his plate, leav-
ing a smear in the bowl for me to scrape out with my finger.

***

I had been sitting at my desk all morning, bouncing between 
a blank screen where a future best-selling romance should be 
and a motivational article touting the benefits of  self-talk. It said 
studies had shown that pro athletes who spoke out loud to them-
selves in the third person were more successful than those who 
used first-person I statements.

I toggled back to my blank screen.
“Come on, Vivian. You can do this,” I said out loud. That is 

second-person, I thought in silent rebuke. I tried again.
“Vivian can do this. Vivian is a winner. Vivian is the acclaimed 

author of  the Dusky Mangrove pirate trilogy.” I was basically read-
ing the bio off  the back of  my last book. It was printed next to a 
black and white headshot of  me in my mid-twenties with air-

brushed cheekbones and the intense gaze of  an emerging writer 
staring into a bright literary future. I wondered if  that girl was 
seeing a middle-aged woman in enchilada-stained sweatpants, 
talking to herself  in the third person, trying to replicate the al-
chemy of  early success.

***

I walked in through the side door without knocking. The 
garage door was open, providing a panoramic view of  the crum-
bling alley behind our house. My husband was hunched over his 
underlit drafting table. Dalí was on our ancient treadmill, jogging 
at a leisurely clip.

“Well, hello!” Dalí said with long, singsong vowels and lan-
guid, liquid Ls. He was wearing suede wingtips and had a wide, 
loping stride, as if  he was fashionably floating from one moon 
crater to the next. The pointed ends of  his moustache rebounded 
skyward with every step. He swept his arm grandly at the alley-
way. “A most inspiring vista for a stroll going nowhere!”

A rat skittered past.
My husband had moved back to his desk, head swallowed 

behind a massive monitor. “He is inspired as well,” Dalí said. 
“I can see that.”
“Are you, my dear?” Dalí asked.
I deflated onto the corrugated cardboard loveseat my husband 

designed when he was in college.
My husband’s phone rang. He stood up and glared at the noisy 

treadmill. “Ken Law speaking.” He plugged his finger into his ear 
and turned around.

Dalí stage-whispered to me behind the back of  his hand, “It 
could be a very important client,” stretching the length of  his 
face in exaggerated awe. “We must let the master work in peace.” 
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The unfinished drywall on the garage was covered with 
pinned renderings of  a tall structure with pretty rectangular 
gables and lacy eaves. “They’re for the competition I told you 
about—to build a new library in Persistence, Iowa,” my husband 
said. “My design made it to the final round. Now, residents get to 
vote on the winning bid.”

I peered at the colorful exterior. “Are those bricks all different 
colors?”

“My design is called The Pixelization of  Needlepoint,” my hus-
band said.

The intricate design reminded me of  love notes my husband 
wrote to me the first year we met. They were all on graph paper, 
one letter per box. I loved the look of  them, the symmetry of  
the page, the precision of  his all-capitalized penmanship, slanted 
just so. Of  course, the prose was horrendous. But still, the let-
ters were very sweet, complimentary, courtly and almost shy. 
While not a particular fan of  romance novels, he wrote of  his 
great admiration for my modest literary achievements. To him, 
I was an example of  the linear trajectory of  success that upper 
middle-class American youth is indoctrinated into. At the time, 
my husband was a draftsman for a prestigious firm whose titular 
architect contributed in name only. During my husband’s tenure, 
the only thing he worked on was doors. In fact, the same door. 
Over and over again. On a rotating team with at least five other 
people, all quibbling over one single door. By the time this door 
was hung on a series of  luxury villas in Florida, my husband 
had finally left the company to find fulfillment in our unfinished 
garage.

A few times I walked in on Dalí and my husband in conversa-
tion, but it was never about art or process. It was usually about 
sports, esoteric ones like cricket or curling. Or cage fighting.

“That’s disgusting,” I said.

With that, Dalí gave me a courtly bow before leaping off  the 
treadmill. He bounded out through the open garage door and 
disappeared down the alley, hurtling over cracked asphalt and 
detritus in his path.

My husband was still on the phone, his calm, professional 
voice swallowed by the noise of  the running belt that echoed 
through the exposed rafters of  our garage. I turned off  the 
treadmill and quietly went back inside the house. I sat down 
at my computer to write but ended up spending the afternoon 
rereading a short story I had written years ago. It was about a 
woman who grows a tumor so large, it becomes another person 
entirely. The tumor eventually kills her and assumes her place in 
society, and her friends and co-workers are left none the wiser. 

My agent at the time said this type of  work was not for my 
market. It had no erotica, no swashbuckling, not even a whisper 
of  illicit longing or intrigue. 

***

Sometimes Dalí would come with Babou, an ocelot that 
liked to chew the tips of  my fingers. “How can you stare at your 
keyboard all day but be so careless with your manicure?” Dalí 
would ask.

I told him I’m not looking at my hands, I am looking at the 
screen.

“Why bother looking at the screen when you say it is always 
blank?”

My husband never told me when Dalí was in his studio, and I 
never asked. There were many weeks he wasn’t. When that was 
the case, I would nonchalantly say hello to my husband, feign 
interest in whatever he was working on, and then duck out when 
the explanation inevitably became too technical.
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“Do you not see the beauty of  a bruise that blooms in front 
of  your very eyes? It is painted with the most exquisite palette 
found in nature, the abject stain of  man’s irrepressible need to 
eviscerate Man,” Dalí said. “The only time it is acceptable to cel-
ebrate the absolute annihilation of  another human being is when 
thousands of  people are watching, and money is on the line.”

***

“One time I was in Burgundy. It was the very end of  spring, 
and the sunflower fields were burning coronas into my retinae 
like all impertinent flowers do. We were there, of  course, for the 
wine. But before my glass was poured, the purveyor of  the vine-
yard, a simple French farmer, said, ‘You must first eat this.’ He 
went away to the kitchen and came back carrying a butcher block 
by its fat handle. He set it down in front of  me. On it was the 
largest strawberry I had ever seen, as big as the heart of  a sacred 
cow. It was deepest red, and the leaves were as green as a jealous 
rage. The stem was the thickness of  my middle finger, and longer 
still. The strawberry was so enormous, I ate it with a steak knife. 
And when I cut into it, I swear to you, it bled. And inside this 
strawberry, once you were through the juicy red flesh, were the 
icy white chambers, so sweet, and so crisp, and so cold it made 
me shiver. Or maybe I was just shaking in ecstasy. I can’t remem-
ber now. But I do remember it took me exactly twenty-seven 
minutes to eat the whole thing. And when it was done, I wept. 
Because it was done, and no one would ever know the pleasure. 
But, no, I didn’t cry for anyone else. I cried for myself, because I 
knew I could not lose this virginity twice.”

His eyes were closed, and his mouth was wet under his mous-
tache. He smelled the air, conjuring the memory.

“Why did you tell me that?” I asked.

Dalí opened his eyes, appalled I would insert myself  into a 
memory of  such sensuous intimacy. “Because when I soliloquize, 
I don’t have to suffer your banal conversation.”

My eyes and throat went dry. I looked to my husband to have 
him reassure me that I am a sparkling wit, astute and uncanny. 
But he was so deeply immersed in the page under his pencil, I 
thought it best to leave him be. And besides, I would probably 
find his answer less than reassuring.

***

It was Dalí who told me the good news.
“The maestro! The creator!” Dalí said, bowing with flourish 

towards my husband. Dalí and his ocelot danced circles around 
the garage like lights shooting off  a disco ball. My husband came 
over to me, his arms spread for a congratulatory hug, heart open 
for a word about how proud, how happy I was for him, for us.

“Now what?” I asked.
“I have to build a 3D model and go out to Persistence to do a 

site study. I’d also like to thank the town council in person,” my 
husband said.

Dalí pointed to all the printouts taped to the wall. “Iowa is the 
Barcelona of  the western world! The gentlepeople of  Persistence 
understand symbol. They understand icon. Like Chinese charac-
ters, each a piece of  art itself, the sum of  their parts being more 
than mere text—it is a masterpiece!” 

I looked more closely at the sketches of  the building my hus-
band was going to build. It was simultaneously quaint and edgy, 
modern and timeless, understated and ornate. It was perfect.

***
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himself. I was lounging on the cardboard sofa, trying to entice 
Babou away from my husband’s delicate operation with a bowl of  
strawberries.

My husband frequently looked up, raking his hair, jaw 
clenched, sucking in air through nostrils flared like those on a 
rampaging horse. I didn’t know what my husband was upset 
about. We were being very quiet, especially since we agreed that 
the treadmill would remain off  while my husband was working. 
Still, my husband said, “Now that I have the library contract, I re-
ally think I need to find a legitimate office space. It would be nice 
to have a place to meet clients and just have room to spread out.” 
He looked at me, as if  I were the clutter.

“Excellent idea, my friend!” Dalí jumped up. “A redwood can-
not reach the heavens if  planted in a decrepit garage. Excitement 
awaits! Where shall we go?”

“We? You’re not moving with him, are you?” My yelp was so 
high-pitched, the ocelot hissed.

“I go where I go,” Dalí said breezily. Then he gestured to my 
husband. “To the redwoods! To the sky!”

I shuddered like a dead leaf  right before it falls off  the tree.

***

My husband had left to finalize paperwork for a raw office 
space downtown; Dali announced he was spending these last 
precious moments alone in the hallowed birthplace of  brilliance 
itself. I found him sitting cross-legged on the bare cement floor. 
The garage door was closed, and the room was dim under the 
fluorescent bulb that flickered a sterile, bluish hue. 

Dalí’s eyes were closed and he was holding the end of  a chain 
leash that was wrapped around Babou’s neck. The ocelot was 
prancing on the treadmill, long claws shredding the belt with 

I texted my husband a poem I wrote while he sat next to me in 
bed, finishing his nightly crossword puzzle.

“What’s this?” he said.
“It’s an emoji haiku.”
He gave it all of  four seconds. “I don’t get it,” he said.
“It’s representative iconography. Emoji as alphabet.”
“But how is this a haiku? Isn’t there supposed to be a certain 

number of  syllables per line?”
“It’s not about syllable count!” I said.
“Then is it hieroglyphics? Or, I don’t know, emoji algebra?”
I wanted to scream.
My husband sighed. “Well, at least you’re writing again.”
“What’s that supposed to mean?” I asked. “I write all the time.”
“When? You spend all day in my office talking to Dalí.”
“Why can you spend all day talking to Dalí and I can’t?”
“Well, he’s coming to my office, for one thing. He’s not visiting 

yours.”
I pulled the blanket to my chin, headbutted my pillow, and 

rolled away from my husband’s brutality.
My husband sighed, reached over, and turned off  the light. I 

lay in the dark, trying to channel my anger into words, into plot. 
I tucked myself  into the deepest wrinkles of  my brain, furiously 
looking for any sort of  new story to tell, but eventually I faded 
into sleep, unable to find a single one.

***

The little model of  the library took up a lot of  room.
My husband stood over the drafting table with a pair of  twee-

zers. Foam board, X-Acto knives, paint and all manner of  adhe-
sive were strewn on the ground and on every available surface in 
the garage. Dalí was sitting at my husband’s computer, Googling 
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picking up a shard of  glass with the tips of  his long fingers, sniff-
ing it, then tossing it over his shoulder.

The heavy wine bottle was all I had left in my hands, but it 
was too heavy to throw. So I wielded it like a club over my head. 
Down it came, right onto the roof  of  the Persistence library.

The gables crumpled with pitiful ease. The bottle didn’t even 
chip. I smashed it down again. And again. And again. I imag-
ined all the little townspeople of  Persistence huddled inside their 
stupid pixelized library, children sitting cross-legged during story 
time in the book nook, old women sewing cheery aphorisms onto 
ugly throw pillows in the community room. Each soul crushed, a 
particle of  my husband’s self-worth. I blighted them all until there 
was nothing left, until finally, finally the dark bottle cracked. Red 
wine rained over the collapsed pile of  colored bricks, sanguine 
rivers spilling over the edge.

When I was finished, the treadmill was turned off, and Dalí 
and Babou were gone.

Red liquid streamed down my forearm. I licked my hand. It 
tasted like metal and vinegar, and not particularly expensive at all.

***

My husband is in Persistence, Iowa, building his dream. I listen 
to his voicemail greeting at least ten times a day. He sounds pro-
fessional, friendly, distant. I hang up before the beep every time.

I have set myself  up nicely in my new office. The treadmill is 
still here, and the floor is stained with motor oil and, now, wine. 
The cold hardness suits me and what I am writing. It is a novel, 
an expansion of  my short story about the woman who grows a 
tumor. But now, instead of  killing her, the tumor becomes a glit-
tering, effervescent bon vivant; a living and loving organism that 
eats her tissue but feeds her creative soul.

every step.
I could not tell if  Dalí was asleep or meditating. I clinked the 

wine glasses I was carrying together. Dalí opened his eyes.
“For god’s sake, put your breast back inside your shirt, ma’am,” 

Dalí said.
I let my unbuttoned linen shirt slip further down my bare 

shoulders, long hem grazing the tops of  my naked legs.
The bottle of  wine I had brought was old and expensive, 

something my husband and I were saving for a celebratory occa-
sion, say, a manuscript being sold or our fifteenth anniversary. I 
blew a fine layer of  dust off  the faded label.

Dalí was unimpressed. “What is this display before me?”
“Relax. Lie down,” I said, trying to sound breathy, self-assured. 

“Please. Don’t get up.”
“I dine at the table of  genius,” Dalí said. “There is no reserva-

tion for me here.” Dalí picked Babou up off  the treadmill.
“Don’t go! I need you!” I thrust myself  forward, trying to grab 

Babou’s leash and block the door. My bosom heaved like one of  
my romantic heroines, but the scene was not unfolding as I had 
written it. At this point I should have been smearing caviar on 
my inner thigh before being thrown onto Babou’s back and riding 
away with Dalí to a world where elephants float on spindly legs 
and inspiration is evergreen.

Instead, Dalí stood mute before me, eyes dilated into saucers 
of  horror and contempt. I could see myself  in their oily reflec-
tion, a desperate, lazy, hateful woman. His silence, his imperious 
pity, I could not take.

I threw a wine glass, right at Dalí’s head. It exploded against 
the back of  the garage door in a spray of  diamonds. Dalí closed 
his eyes and yawned. I threw the other one. It shattered on the 
ground in front of  him. He didn’t even flinch.

“I thought you said violence was disgusting,” Dalí said drolly, 
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also exist on Twitter @cafaco_.

William C. Crawford is a prolific itinerant photographer based in 
Winston Salem, NC. He travels the United States searching for sliv-
ers of Americana to elevate to eye candy. Please see Instagram @
bcraw44 for more of his work.

Kim Ellingson holds an MFA from Antioch University, and her poetry 
has appeared or is forthcoming in Cagibi, Rejected Lit, Lost Balloon, 
and elsewhere. She lives in Milwaukee and can be found on Insta-
gram @its_a_lemon_tree.

Gabriela Gonzales is a writer from Nashville, Tennessee who writes 
about the strangely beautiful tragedy that is human connection. She 
has had work featured in Awakened Voices Literary Magazine, Cos-
monauts Avenue, Lost Balloon, Wigleaf, and other journals. She re-

ally appreciates giraffes, the oxford comma, and babies dressed like 
hipsters.

Carolyn Guinzio is the author of seven collections, most recently A 
Vertigo Book (The Word Works, 2021), winner of the Tenth Gate Prize 
and current finalist for the Foreword Indies Award. Her work has ap-
peared in The New Yorker, The Nation, Poetry, and many other jour-
nals. Among her previous books are Spoke & Dark (Red Hen, 2012), 
winner of the To The Lighthouse/A Room Of Her Own Prize and the 
visual poems Ozark Crows (Spuyten-Duyvil, 2018). Her website is car-
olynguinzio.tumblr.com.

Mattea Heller is a high school English teacher and has an MFA in Cre-
ative Writing from Western Connecticut State University. Her work 
appears in several literary magazines, the horror podcast Thirteen, 
and an upcoming episode of the podcast Creepy. You can find her at 
matteaheller.com.

Michelle Hulan (she/her) is a poet and writer whose work has ap-
peared or is forthcoming in Poet Lore, Mud Season Review, and else-
where. She is a graduate of the University of Ottawa’s MA in English 
program and a Tin House Writer’s Workshop alum. She lives in Brook-
lyn with her partner, child, and Pomeranian. Follow her on Twitter @
michellehulan.

Cate McGowan is an essayist, poet, fiction writer, and author of two 
books—she won the Moon City Press Short Fiction Award for her de-
but short story collection, True Places Never Are; her debut novel, 
These Lowly Objects, released in 2020. McGowan’s work appears or 
is forthcoming in numerous literary outlets, including Norton’s an-
thology Flash Fiction International, Glimmer Train, The Citron Review, 
Shenandoah, and Tahoma Literary Review. Find out more about Cate 
McGowan at https://catemcgowan.com.

Sue Mell is a writer from Queens, NY. She earned her MFA from War-
ren Wilson, and was a 2020 BookEnds fellow at SUNY Stony Brook. Her 
debut novel, Provenance, won Madville Publishing’s 2021 Blue Moon 
Novel Contest and comes out in July 2022. Her collection of micro 
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2020 New Women’s Voices Contest. Lynne is the author of the chap-
books, SexyTime (TPQ 2022), Dead Dog Poems (Finishing Line Press, 
2021), Gravity (Nightingale and Sparrow Press, 2019), and On Becom-
ing a Role Model (Thirty West, 2020). In 2012 they started the proj-
ect, AbortionChat, which aims to lessen the stigma around abortion. 
When given the choice, Lynne prefers the company of her pack of 
dogs and one cat to humans.

Stephanie Staab is an American poet and translator living in the 
Black Forest. Her work has appeared in Crab Creek Review, Ligeia 
Magazine, Summerset Review and others.  Her first chapbook, Earth-
ling, is available now from Selcouth Station Press.

Renée Jessica Tan’s work has appeared in Flash Fiction Online, Ev-
eryday Fiction, and MacQueen’s Quinterly. Upcoming publications 
include Gingerbread House and Wigleaf. Her short story “Baghead” 
was featured on the Selected Shorts podcast that first aired October 
2020. Her flash fiction story “Auntie Cheeks” was included in Best 
Small Fictions 2021. Renée lives with her first husband and two cats.

Phil Temples is a product of the Midwest but he currently lives in Wa-
tertown, Massachusetts. He likes to dabble in mobile photography. 
He’s published several mystery-thriller novels, a novella, and two 
short story anthology in addition to over 180 short stories. You can 
learn more about Phil at https://temples.com.

Yvanna Vien Tica is a Filipina writer with a hearing impairment who 
grew up in Manila and a suburb near Chicago. Her poetry has ap-
peared or is forthcoming in Verse Daily, Poet Lore, Shenandoah, Po-
etry Northwest, The Rumpus, and Salt Hill, among others. She reads 
for Muzzle Magazine, tweets @yvannavien, and will attend Yale Uni-
versity in the fall. In her spare time, she can be found enjoying nature 
and thanking God for another day.

Patrick van Raalten is a multidisciplinary artist. He is best described 
as an artistic adventurer. He loves photography and uses a PC and 
tablet to create a unique style of layered paintings and images. He 
is also an electronic music maker. He loves creating textile art, es-

essays, Giving Care, won the 2022 Chestnut Review Prose Chapbook 
Prize, and her collection of short stories, A New Day, was a finalist 
for the 2021 St. Lawrence Book Award. Other work has appeared in 
Cleaver Magazine, Hippocampus Magazine, Jellyfish Review, Narra-
tive Magazine and elsewhere. Find her at www.suemellwrites.com.

Moses Ojo is a young Nigerian art enthusiast who uses his mind as 
a Vista for making captivating arts while using his brushes and wa-
tercolors thereby speaking reality through his arts and crafts to his 
viewers.

Yasmin Nadiyah Phillip is a writer, musician, and freelance illustrator 
and photographer. She is currently based in northwestern Virginia.

Oormila Vijayakrishnan Prahlad is a Sydney artist, poet, and pianist 
of Indian heritage. She holds a Masters in English and is a member 
of the North Shore Poetry Project, and Authora Australis. She has 
been painting and exhibiting for the past twenty years and her paint-
ings can be found in many private collections. She has been widely 
published in both print and online literary journals and anthologies, 
and her recent works have been showcased in Dwell Time, Star 82 
Review, Otoliths, 3 AM Magazine, and are forthcoming in Club Plum 
Journal, Parentheses Journal, Pithead Chapel, and elsewhere.

Remi Recchia is a trans poet and essayist from Kalamazoo, Michigan. 
He is a Ph.D. candidate in English-Creative Writing at Oklahoma State 
University. He currently serves as an associate editor for the Cimar-
ron Review and Reviews Editor for Gasher Journal. A four-time Push-
cart Prize nominee, Remi’s work has appeared or will soon appear 
in World Literature Today, Best New Poets 2021, Columbia Online 
Journal, Harpur Palate, and Juked, among others. He holds an MFA 
in poetry from Bowling Green State University. Remi is the author 
of Quicksand/Stargazing (Cooper Dillon Books, 2021); his chapbook, 
Sober, is forthcoming with Red Bird Chapbooks in 2022.

Lynne Schmidt is the grandchild of a Holocaust survivor. They were 
a semi-finalist for the 2022 Button Poetry Chapbook Contest, and 
the winner of the 2021 The Poetry Question Chapbook Contest, and 
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pecially through weaving. In his life the creative and spiritual are 
interwoven. The Art of Life itself is the rich source from which his 
creativity and works arise. Central themes in his work are revelation, 
contemplation and the synthesis of form and emptiness.

Sasha Wade is a recent graduate of Bennington College MFA Writing 
Seminars and an attendee of The Bread Loaf Writers’ Conference. She 
is currently working on her first book of poems, a portion of which 
will include several experimental translations of her great-grandfa-
ther, Alirio Diaz Guerra, poetry. Diaz Guerra was a prolific poet who 
was born in Colombia and later exiled to Brooklyn in 1895. Sasha’s 
poetry has appeared in Rust + Moth, The James Dickey Review, Third 
Wednesday, Front Porch Review, and The American Journal of Poetry.

Joel Worford is a writer from Richmond, Virginia. His work appears/
is forthcoming in trampset, The Lumiere Review, The Laurel Review 
and more. Joel is the 2018 recipient of Longwood University’s Out-
standing Creative Writing Student Book Award. He received a Best of 
the Net nomination in 2019 for his short story “The Warning Sign,” as 
well as a Pushcart nomination in 2021. Joel serves as Fiction Editor at 
K’in Literary Journal.
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