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“Facets of  Sight”
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This piece speaks to the innumerable facets of  sight. Enrich-
ing layers of  meaning through interpretation exist in the world, 
and I aspire to appreciate life as an encompassing sphere rather 
than a limiting circle.
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F R O M  T H E  E D I T O R

Introduction

Fall is a wonderful time of  year to take stock of  where we are 
and celebrate past accomplishments while looking forward to the 
future. We published our anthology of  Volume 3 recently and 
had an all-staff  meeting that was full of  information about the 
magazine and our direction. We also have celebrated the final-
ists and winners of  the Stubborn Writers Contest, whom we 
look forward to publishing in the Winter Issue. Through vari-
ous initiatives, we continue to build programs and think about 
how to reimagine our offerings for next year and beyond. We are 
pleased to announce that we will hold our first in-person retreat 
in Merida, Mexico, next January and that we will be developing 
more retreats that will allow our community to travel and write 
together. However, we have not forgotten the advantages that 
virtual collaboration and offerings afford, the equalization of  op-
portunity that was one of  the boons of  the pandemic quarantine, 
so we are also continuing with chances to write and workshop in 
community with other CR writers, staff, and readers around the 
world. We thank you for reading us and writing with us, and we 
hope to continue serving stubborn artists for years to come. Here 
is our Fall Issue, with its autumnal twists, turns, and transforma-
tions. We hope you enjoy.
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M A R K  B L A C K F O R D

A Conversation with Seif-
Eldeine Och, Poetry 
Chapbook Winner

This year’s chapbook contest was, for me, full of  surprises 
and strength all throughout. Each year that I judge becomes 
more difficult, given the quantity and the quality of  the work we 
receive, and I was certain that I had read the winner on numer-
ous different occasions. That is, of  course, until I came across 
Seif-Eldeine Och’s “Voices From a Forgotten Letter: Poems on 
the Syrian Civil War.” 

Seif-Eldeine’s collection of  poems is unique. It is special. 
Through numerous different voices and lenses, Och does not 
simply give to us a portrait of  a nation at war but, rather, the 
feeling of  existing, when war seems to be all around you. Rather 
than going the typical “Western Media” route of  keeping the 
focus on the atrocities and horrors of  such a conflict, he brings 
us into the homes and lives of  everyday Syrians, and he shows to 
us all that war is so much more than just soldiers fighting. These 
poems are delivered with such a cool head and even keel that 
one can’t help but become immersed not just in the conflict, but 
in the ongoing everyday lives of  people who, while not involved 
in the fighting, endure it as a part of  their daily life, and accept 
that—war or not—their lives must still be lived. 

I had the pleasure of  speaking with Seif-Eldeine via Zoom, 
whilst locked away in a hotel room in Quantico, VA, and babysit-
ting my infant son. These are two things I would recommend to 
NO ONE who may be trying to comfortably interview any indi-
vidual, but we managed to pull it off. For your reading pleasure, I 
give you some of  the highlights from our conversation below:

MB: So why don’t we start with you telling us all a little 
bit about yourself, as the person and the writer?

S-E: Yeah! Well, I am a Syrian-American, and I am a huge 
Celtics fan. I have to mention that; that’s a big part of  my iden-
tity, too. Being Syrian is a big part of  my identity. My dad grew 
up there and came here in 1981, and I was born in 1986. I visited 
there a lot when I was young. I went for the first time in 2001, 
and then multiple times after. The last I visited was 2009, and the 
war—the protests began in 2010—and the war began in 2011, so 
I was pretty close to that time. 

MB: So you were there almost as the tension peaked, or 
when everything was coming to a loggerhead? 

S-E: No. I was, like, right before that. 

MB: Okay. And, as an aside, as a native New Yorker, I 
won’t take issue with you being a Celtics fan. We all know 
that the Knicks suck. But does this also make you a Red Sox 
fan?

S-E: Yeah I am a Red Sox fan, so you got me beat with both 
of  your teams. The Mets are good this year.
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MB: I did love the line with the pigeon. It gave such a 
more personal nature to that poem, and I think it really con-
veyed a sense of  sparseness or scarcity to the front. So you 
kind of  found all of  these poems through various witness 
documentaries and interviews? Things any of  us could have 
seen or found, but more than likely glossed over?

S-E: Yeah! And then I took the scaffolding of  the poems 
from a lot of  different—I would say—blue-collar American 
worker poets, like Phil Levine . . .

MB: There is definitely an air of  Phil Levine and Larry 
Levis that I can grasp from reading your poems, and I think 
that kind of  scaffolding helps to set the tone for this col-
lection. I was very amazed at how even-keeled these poems 
are, especially given the weight and severity of  the content. 
You keep such a level-headed tone that, no matter what was 
being shown or given to us, it seemed like just another day. 

How did you manage that, especially with such heavy 
and emotionally personal content? 

S-E: I think the better question might be: “How do I ever get 
out of  that tone?” I try so hard to get out of  that tone some-
times. It’s just something that . . . it just comes natural to me. It’s 
a tone that I work in. My second manuscript has a completely 
different tone from that. At that point, I wanted to grow into 
something different. I don’t want to be repeating the same thing 
my whole career, and this is just the start. 

MB: How much difficulty did you find transitioning all 
of  this found material onto the page in the way you did? 
Was there much manipulation involved?

MB: They are! But all that means to any good Mets fan is 
that we’re overdue for an implosion. We all know it’s bound 
to happen. One of  those “Don’t trust to hope” kind of  
things. 

But anyway, you were born in the States, but you had 
visited Syria numerous times through your young adult-
hood. This is very cool. Very interesting, because when I 
first read your collection, I had assumed that you were born 
and grew up in Syria. The reality of  everything in the narra-
tive had me dead certain that you were a native Syrian who 
had emigrated here, possibly at the start of—or during—the 
conflict. 

S-E: Yeah . . . I took a lot of  time, you know, taking in inter-
views; taking in documentaries; taking my own experiences and 
education. I was a Middle Eastern Studies major in college, so 
I was using that and a lot of  elements that were just there, and 
happened to be useful at a time I think it’s needed. 

MB: I couldn’t agree more. So where did you go to 
school? 

S-E: I went to Tufts University. 

MB: Very cool. So, was it like a part of  your major to con-
duct a lot of  these interviews, or was it a personal choice? 

S-E: Neither, actually. I just looked into documentaries from 
outlets like Vice News, and interviews I found online. The Wash-
ington Post had a lot of  great material. U.N. Aid actually had a lot 
of  great material, like the detail about the pet pigeon in one of  
the poems, that is from an U.N. Aid advertisement. 
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MB: Which can be a very emotionally draining thing. 
Would you say, in your approach to your poetry, is it kind of  
a way of  processing or offsetting that emotional drain?

S-E: Not really. It’s more just processing my emotions and 
my thoughts and how I view the world. I was concerned about 
getting caught up in overarching narratives and such. I wanted to 
get down to different points. I tried to write from as many points 
of  view as possible. I was trying to explore as many psyches as I 
possibly could. 

MB: Which you certainly accomplish in this work. I am 
very excited to help get this book off  the ground with you. 
You really do have a gift for voice, and for viewing. 

So, the one question I ask to each writer is: What’s the 
best piece of  advice you can give to anybody who is work-
ing to publish a manuscript of  poems, or just working to 
get themselves published? Really, to anyone who is trying to 
get themselves into this realm? 

S-E: Honestly, if  possible, get a job where you can write on 
the job. Or just write any way you can. Was it T.S. Eliot who used 
to write on the bank checks?

MB: I think that was William Carlos Williams. He used 
to write on the prescription pads. 

S-E: Yeah. That’s the best way. As a poet, you may not be 
looking for the most glamorous job, anyway, so something that 
will pay the bills and keep food on the table, and allow you extra 
time to write is just perfect.  

 

S-E: Not a lot. Not a lot. So, I sort of  compartmentalize when 
I am writing. So I’ll have the scaffolding from the imitation, then 
I’ll have . . . Maybe I’ll be looking at the article, and I’ll take the 
information from the article and fit it into the syntax and the 
feeling, and the tone of  the poem I am using as a model. And 
that makes it easier. But dude, I take YEARS to make edits on 
these poems. These poems are coming from, like, 11-12-13 years 
ago. 

MB: I was certain of  that. From what I know of  the 
Syrian Civil War is that when the Obama Administration 
ended, it seemed like the major news sources all started to 
go: “Let’s just close this thing out.” It seemed to just fade 
out. And I am sure that it’s a conflict that—if  not still ongo-
ing—has a long process of  rebuilding ahead. 

S-E: There is limited action currently. Right now, it’s more 
of  a refugee crisis, but there is still fighting in the north—in the 
Kurdish section—and in Halib, where a lot of  terrorists are. But 
the government has retaken control of  massive amounts of  the 
country. So, the conflict is sort of  limited nowadays. 

So, I sort of  process my emotions through my poetry a lot. In 
my day-to-day, I’m not thinking too much about the Syrian con-
flict or other things. I’m trying to relax because that work does 
take a mental toll if  you’re just doing it all day long. My job is like 
that. It’s very emotionally challenging.

MB: What do you do, if  you don’t mind my asking?

S-E: I am a TMS Technician. I treat people with major depres-
sive disorders. So I make sad people happy. 
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Here’s the thing—if  all we have to do to erase
our gravest mistakes is take communion or stop breathing
one day, what is keeping us from making them all,
from relishing each one, knowing in the end,
they will not define us?

When I die, please tell everyone the truth about me.
That I walked around this place believing
I was a little better than most. That twice I turned away
from true love out of  pride, revered books more
than men. That I did, in fact, have a favorite child.

While you’re at it, reveal this truth about us all—
that each of  us has secrets we take to the grave,
things we want to admit, but are certain no one wants to hear.
Tell them that the very last time I ever took communion,
I closed my lips around the priest’s finger, let him
feel my hot tongue against his skin. And he let me. 

J O A N  K W O N  G L A S S

Last Communion

Here I am, kneeling again before a man
who tells me I can be holy while insisting that nothing
is permanent, not even my precious sins.
I am washed in the blood, longing for something sacred,
tongue hanging over my bottom lip like a dog.

I like to read between the lines of  obituaries, try
to guess what their family members left out on purpose.
You can tell a lot by what isn’t there. For example,
vague obit of  healthy teenager: death by overdose,
50-year-old mom who was a brave warrior: breast cancer,
30-year-old male, donations to NAMI in lieu of  flowers: suicide.

My sister was an asshole, and now she’s dead.
Though her life ended at 37, I wrote her eulogy
as though she died at age nine,
because that was the last time she wasn’t an asshole,
and I wanted to say something true
without pissing everyone off.
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afraid for Chichi; because she does not know how to speak for 
herself, but I need her to speak for me.

I rise before she does with a shiver of  panic. I peek out from 
under the sharp metal edge of  my bed, slapping off  the alarm 
and looking around to make sure nothing around me hurts her. I 
call her name silently, afraid that she is gone. But she is here with 
me; she always is. Chichi wakes up and, in the candlelight, rubs 
Vaseline all over her skin, exactly like I do, melting large dollops 
over her dry knees, down her shins to her ankles. She braids her 
hair, like I do, into two untidy cornrows that run from the top of  
the head, falling over the neck. 

We do our best not to wake Papa up as we creep around our 
house. Chichi and I pull our uniforms from the hanging lines 
outside the kitchen door and put them on quietly, enjoying the 
freshly washed cotton on our skins. We tiptoe into the living 
room table, pick up pages of  our neatly done school assignments, 
and stack them in our schoolbags. 

On our way to school, with our uniforms squared up at the 
collar and our white stockings tight just below our knees, we walk 
by the village square, with doors chained across and the market 
stalls tightly roped shut. We walk around them, hoping to find 
fruits lying under the wooden poles that hold the market togeth-
er.

Once we found eight bananas discarded under a stall, all 
wrinkled away from their bunch. They were blackened on the 
skin but sweet and juicy inside. It was a good day that one. We 
sat on a large rock and ate each one, pausing to take in the overly 
sweet smell after each bite. But today, we find nothing. We try to 
pry the ropes open to steal fruit, but Chichi is afraid that we will 
be caught and beaten to death like the pickpocket we saw one 
Wednesday, sitting on an old tire in the middle of  a crowd. We 
wove our way between legs to get a view. His eyes were swollen 

N O E L  C H E R U T O

Chichi and I

I am afraid for Chichi. 
When cold darkness begins to creep around us in the evening, 

dotting goosebumps along our arms, she turns long and thin 
with fear; so long, so skinny that she is hard to perceive. When 
her fingers grow taller than my whole body, I know it is time to 
pull her by her hand to my room, where we curl under the little 
spring bed in the middle of  my dark bedroom. I shrink her to 
peanut-sized and hold her in the shallow between my stomach 
and thighs until she falls asleep. She does not answer when I 
whisper her name. She does not show her face when I cry silently 
on the cold, dusty floor.

In the morning, my alarm shrills through my dreams, shred-
ding each one into pieces so little that I can never reassemble 
them, no matter how hard I try. There were monsters, I remem-
ber, tall monsters with giant arms and big ears. They hid under 
my bed and came from around me, tearing through my struggling 
arms, trying to capture Chichi. She was not surprised and did not 
struggle; she never does, for she does not care whether she lives 
or dies, but I do. 

The monsters tore her into pieces so little that she became 
nothing in my dreams, but she did not scream. She did not 
scream because she expected me to do it for her. I do everything 
for Chichi, and she does everything for me. This is why I am 
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The teacher asks us to open our books, and we shut our 
mouths through maths, about long divisions and isosceles tri-
angles. Chichi wants to speak, but I hold her lips shut through 
the maths class, English class, and Christian Religious Education 
class, where the teacher in a flowered purple skirt that grazes her 
ankles talks about how God loves us so much that He gave His 
only son. I only hold Chichi’s lips tight because I am afraid for 
her. I need for her to be unnoticeable. But she wants to swell, 
Chichi. She wants to raise her hand to ask, Does he really love 
us, this God you speak about? How could he love us and make 
us suffer at the same time? But I slap her hands down and lock 
them between my thighs. Remember, Chichi, I say, our only de-
fence is to be invisible. 

Over midday break, when the sun is up and my friends shout 
my name through the window to come out to play, Chichi rushes 
out from under me and runs ahead. At that moment, she seems 
strong and invincible. She bounces off  walls and slides down 
staircases. She swings in the playground, over and under the rusty 
iron bars. My friends chant songs of  admiration at us, daring us 
to swing higher, to ride faster, to screech louder, and Chichi does, 
grabbing the bars by her toes and jumping from one to the next 
like a little monkey. My friends clap their hands and round their 
mouths to perfect Os and widen their eyes. I jump along with 
Chichi, the warmth of  the sun kissing my thighs when my dress 
flies over my shoulders and covers my face. I scream and laugh 
too, but only I can see through the façade: Chichi is breakable, 
like a wooden toy.

Over lunch, we watch with watering mouths as other pu-
pils open their lunch boxes. Chichi and I stand in the corner as 
aromas of  spicy pilau, oily mandazi, and steamed sweet potatoes 
attack our nostrils. We linger, dancing around the metal poles 
that hold the lunch hall together. We hear shouts—Please join us, 

shut, mouth dripping red, stones falling on his raw skin, one after 
the other. Chichi is afraid to die like the pickpocket, in the stink-
ing blue flame of  burning rubber, so we take one walk around 
the market, hoping to find discarded fruit instead. We find noth-
ing, so I call Chichi along, and we continue the walk to school. 

I remind Chichi to walk upright, to square her shoulders, and 
jut her chin because she sometimes slouches when I am not pay-
ing attention. We join up along a stream of  similarly dressed kids, 
rushing to make time before the morning assembly bell. Some 
nod at us as a greeting and some hug us and choose to walk be-
side us. We do not care, Chichi and I, whether they leave us alone 
or run from us, for we are whole together. But we smile when 
they smile, we hug when they hug; we make conversation when 
they do. 

Did you do your homework? asks a boy with grey uniform 
shorts that hug his thick thighs and ride in towards a gather 
around his crotch.

We nod yes, Chichi and I, for we always do our homework. It 
doesn’t matter how we do it, but we always do our homework. 
Sometimes under the shadowy glow of  a lantern, sometimes 
under the moonlight.

He raises his hands, both thumbs up. Good for you, he says, 
Mr. Serem does not take any excuses for incomplete homework.

We join the procession from the barred school gate to the 
school assembly, with our shoes polished exactly as they should 
be. Chichi is afraid because we used saliva to polish our shoes, 
spitting on them and rubbing till they shone. But I tell her not 
to worry. Nobody knows, Chichi, I whisper; nobody knows that 
our kiwi shoe polish dried out in its can, so we could not use it. 
Nobody knows that we wiped our faces clean with dew from the 
grass outside our house. Nobody cares enough to know, Chichi. 
Trust me. 
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N J O K U  N O N S O

Pray the Elegy

Atop a frozen lake, we dug through seasons past
and gone, leftovers of  a bombed world. The bones
of  our hands, steel-cold and full of  weight like
a tongue in distress. Bloodworms in a litany of  ice.
We dug for little, little things, that would make
each of  our nine lives bearable. We christened
the performance: Burying the Chaos. Watched
our garden of  teeth grow rotten-dark with longing.
What keeps alive Arabian pilgrims who carry jars
of  water that would not last them three hundred
and sixty walks across the desert. All day, we dug
for the harvest of  a joy-wet world. What was our
kingdom before the war became a spell of  flood.
Yet no one, not even the Almighty Seer, told us
whatever we had wanted was no longer there—
at the wild gate-end of  our suffering: a ghost-face
trapped inside a ghost-town—a road trailblazing
through a forest of  things. Neat gold coins jangling
inside our trouser pockets. Mid-afternoon housetop
views of  a new world nesting outside the wicked
mouth of  a homeless bullet. A sonnet that turns
a broken tooth into a hail of  silver into a soft shimmer
in the midnight lake. O borderless mirror O eyelids
snapped shut against this blade of  tattered glass,
of  what use is living if  we are all moving graveyards?

my mother packed more than I can eat!—but I grab Chichi by 
her waist and tell her that our pride is more important than our 
hunger, even though we haven’t had a proper meal for days.

After school, we walk back home through the woods, and 
Chichi wants to stop to climb a tree with a wide trunk and 
branches sneering at the sky. I let her because Chichi loves to be 
her own person, to swing like a monkey. She hangs over branch-
es, dancing from one tree to the next, picking up wild fruits and 
shoving them in her mouth. I let her because I am hungry too. 
The loquats are sweet and sour, the guavas are soft to dig into, 
and the mangoes are so sweet that one bite stings our ears. The 
juices run down our chins, staining our collars.

When we get home, Papa sits on the porch, screaming at 
imaginary people, throwing beer cans at us, swearing about our 
dirty uniforms, cursing about why he is tied to us and never free. 
I am afraid because I can protect Chichi from everything, but not 
this. 
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Held between incisor and oblivion.
Click jaws into flesh.
Melt.

TAY L O R  Y I N G S H I

“Subway Characters #3”
Digital drawing, 6x9 inches, 2022

(Next Page)

I stayed at a friend’s place in Brooklyn all summer. It was a 
one hour subway ride between the apartment and the place I was 
working, so I had plenty of  time to sketch. I thought, live draw-
ing classes are like $100, why not DIY it with the added challenge 
that your subject could move positions at any point!? I ended up 
learning a lot not only about the technical side of  figure drawing, 
but also the minute details—a scuffed watch, an asymmetrical 
earring—that add to a person’s aesthetic and often reveal a lot 
about them.

I S I B E A L  O W E N S

Busted Cantaloupe: Pilgrim

The orange meat is splayed open
in the parking lot of  Whole Foods—
angry and naked like the corpse
of  a virgin. Minivan moms go stomping
through with their galoshes. They leave
sticky prints in the grass. Ants frack
the soil for their queen’s supper—gold
has been struck. The queen is now whisky
drunk off  glucose. The venom
in her pinchers runs sweet.
Her drool sinks into the earth,
into magma. Sunset blends
with sunset, and loam descends to mantle.
An underwater volcano spits it out off  the coast
of  Australia. The corals are going chalky grey.
Along the reef, a surviving clownfish feels faint.
Haunted by asphalt. The drone
of  car engines and crack pipes.
Another life flashes before its eyes:
seeds and fingers and hot red moons.
The knives slice fire into metal and obsidian
into rust. Bricks bundled like runt babies. Our
world, a cavity along a candy necklace. Bleed
juice into blender, potion into gut.
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A B D U L J A L A L  M U S A  A L I Y U

Delineation of  a Woman’s 
First Child as Her True 
Religion 

When Boko Haram beat the drums of
Jihad, my brother—with a university degree,

high-paying job & family that worshipped
him—joined the dance. That was when

it dawned on me that, belief, like wildfire,
destroys every single leaf  of  reasoning

that sets foot on its field. Sadness fli-
tted on our mother’s skin like a moth.

& that made me remember when I
protested that the difference between

the love she had for my brother & me, was
like the distance between heaven &

earth, & she said—with a smile wide
enough to drown the history of  mankind

TAY L O R  Y I N G -
S H I

Subway 
Characters #3
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decision could set a whole family on fire.
You see, I deleted all the social media

platforms on my phone, for how could I
hold onto the devils that made a monster

out of my brother? Two years later, he
dropped into our home, tattered, as though

flung by hurricane. Mother fell into the
arms of her long lost son in tears of joy.

& father stood like a statue; paralyzed by
surprise laced with ecstasy. He did not

make use of more than twenty words—in
twenty-four hours—in his new dialect of

half sign language & half muteness. I
saw happiness fading away from my

parents’ faces like a hatchling’s skin. &
when we sat down to eat, he said no

word should crawl towards why he left—
he had sunk all his jovial essence in a pit

that screamed of sadness. I do not know
how to say—without my words carrying

shadows of resentment—that, I crave
the company of my brother whose spirit

in its fount—that a woman’s first child
is her true religion. Now we fill our

mouths with a handful of  silence when
we dine, for every word we speak

reminds us of  him: of  how his jokes cut
through everyone else’s like a sword; of

how he would taste everyone’s food—
except father’s—like the content

were dissimilar; of  how, after he grad-
uated, before every meal, we had to

whisper into God’s ears his need to be
richer than Dangote. Our father once

asked that we prayed to God to bend
his heart towards the truth, towards

his love that was threatening to trans-
form our household into a graveyard of

silence. Before a word could fall from
anyone’s mouth, mother’s tears had

dropped on the dining table. That was
the first time I saw proof  of  heartbreak;

like a full moon in a blue sky. It is dis-
heartening—like death—how one person’s
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M AT I N A  V O S S O U

“Your Pain Is My Pain But Your Pleasure Isn’t Mine”
Acrylics on paper postcard using toothpicks, 7.48x5.11 inches, 2022

(Next Page)

The piece that I am submitting is part of  my new and ongo-
ing collection “Postcards From A Postponed Posterity”. They 
are all painted portraits on plain postcards (19 cm X 13 cm) 
using toothpicks and acrylics. Smaller size but same aesthetic 
and vision. Like any other typical postcard, these ones also carry 
a written message for a title; a verse, an introductory sentence 
or maybe a parable, for the better understanding of  the facial 
expression and the situation that this person is in. The specific 
portrait was inspired from a black and white photograph which 
caught my eye immediately for its dark quality. It brought to 
my mind the idea of  somebody very nervous, trying to hide his 
face from the world. It seems like he is watching from a distance 
jealously somebody special to him. But something really deep, a 
rejection or a denial, is eating him up inside.

was murdered by this stranger. When we
woke—the following day—he left us a

letter that read: you infidels should walk
back to God. My mother locked herself in

her room, sopping in the waters of grief &
tears. & when my father hugged me, our

tears drenching each other’s shoulders,
I whispered in his ear: your other son is

dead, & we need to find a way to bury him
in a cemetery far away from our hearts.
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L A N A  H A L L

Paying for It

The night bylaw officers raid our massage parlour, we flee 
out the back like ants, snow crunching underfoot, sequins flash-
ing under our winter coats. It’s a slow night and there’s nothing 
criminal about sitting in the dressing room of  a massage parlour, 
but I follow the lead of  my coworkers, fleeing not just the law, 
but the strangely intimate rituals of  being policed. Once, I saw 
Hannah in the hallway during a raid, shivering in a bedsheet as 
an officer wrote her a ticket for being underdressed. You couldn’t 
pay me to do your job, he said, the sound of  the ticket being ripped 
from the pad, like a whip. 

Wading through the parking lot, Martina grabs my parka and 
yanks me down behind a truck with her. For the briefest of  
seconds, a bolt of  glee flashes through my body, before it col-
lides with something that makes my stomach clench. We’re out 
here because we’ve taken a wrong turn, wanted the worst things. 
Back inside, a wall of  men is waiting to remind us of  this. We 
watch some coworkers hop the fence and scatter across the 
street, probably heading to the 24-7 coffee shop where they’ll 
have to dodge truckers’ advances for the next hour. Aisha’s still 
in a room doing who knows what with her client. Godspeed to her. 
The auto body shop beside the parlour is closed, so we settle in 
behind a bank of  rusted-out cars and check our phones, wait-
ing for the all-clear. I feel Martina’s breath on my neck, smell the 
burnt caramel of  her body lotion as we watch the crack of  light 

M AT I N A  V O S S O U

Your Pain Is My Pain But 
Your Pleasure Isn’t Mine
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laugh harder. It feels so ridiculous, the idea that every life choice 
we’ve ever made has led us to this moment: huddling in the dark, 
half-naked behind a thicket of  junk cars, hiding from a bunch of  
officers who are probably just trying to pay their own bills and 
head home to the early morning oatmeal and quiet lawns of  their 
suburban homes. Giddiness blooms in the cold winter air, tangi-
ble as the clouds of  our breath. Wiping her eyes, Martina lights a 
cigarette and takes a drag, burgundy lipstick staining the end. The 
moon is high. Nobody can touch us.

coming from the parlour’s back door, the cold rippling across our 
exposed skin. What a load of  shit, she says. If  I had a cop on my mas-
sage table, he’d enjoy it just as much as any other man�

In high school, I had a job cleaning rooms at a two-star motel 
where Gina, our head housekeeper, warned me the maintenance 
guy would snatch housekeepers’ tips from the nightstands before 
they could pocket them. Sun leaked through tattered curtains as 
we cleaned: pools of  coffee grunge, discarded syringes, a nacho 
explosion trapped in shag carpet, and Gina’s bony dishrag hands 
scrubbing away, the flash of  faded tattoos on her forearms. I use 
those goddamn tips to buy snacks for my kids, she muttered. But we 
needed that job and the maintenance guy knew it, so we let it 
slide. We all figure out how to survive, one way or another. 

Before I learned how to take the money and run, I learned 
how to give it up. 

The entire strip mall’s gone dark for the night, and soon, we 
will too. We’re doing math in our heads, hoping we made enough 
money earlier on shift, because even after the officers leave, 
slushy footprints and the red glow of  electric bulbs in their wake, 
the parlour will be a dead zone. Word gets out fast, and nobody’s 
looking for a good time if  they know law enforcement’s out. 

Behind us the main drag stretches out, where during the day 
fuel tankers rattle along, drivers in pickups cut between high-
ways, swerve into drive-thrus for food they devour hunched at 
the wheel, salt and grease staining their palms. It’s a road people 
only take on their way somewhere else. Awash in darkness it de-
fies time and place, a reminder that we don’t always know which 
detours we’ll take as we move through the world. I pull my gaze 
from it and catch Martina’s eye. Suddenly, we’re laughing. We try 
not to blow our cover, grabbing each other’s arms in hysteria, 
muffling the sounds on our jacket sleeves, but this only makes us 
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once, we hired and fired so many people in the same week that i 
forgot
to learn their names.
i think one
was elijah,
he was so excited about free food in the break room
he poured all the coffee creamer on his cereal, ate it standing and 
gesticulating,
he didn’t last long.
my manager chides us about the rates of  a person
they fired last year, our faces
must seem such a blur to them, the office people,
the ones who aren’t sweating,
they shuffle us like pawns with a click of  their spreadsheets
just another expense to try to minimize,
 
my neighbor
layers tinfoil over all her windows to keep the sun out,
no one is selling air conditioners right now, except
the expensive ones,
like the one my boss bought
for his home
when the heat wave hit,
the factory floor reaches 94 degrees,
i go home sick and feel guilty for days,
drink water like it is a chore,
got to get back before they forget about me,
got to keep my body away from that cooling center,
keep my name on that paycheck,
it’s only getting hotter.

M AYA  H E R S H

do you see me 

the heat rolls in waves across seattle,
breaks us into pieces,
 
the south end loses power again while the mayor
eats sushi and smiles for the camera,
my boss
owns two cars and bikes to work,
sits in the air-conditioned office while the factory floor
melts into lava and engulfs us,
we turn our faces to the fans and work until we drop
and they replace us,
need another body in the raw room, guys,
this one is toast.
 
there are cooling centers in the morgue down the street from me.
we joke
on break, it’s so hot in here it would be worth it, just
slide me into that fridge baby,
let me lie down a while.
we hold our meetings in the office (usually 
off  limits)
because my manager can’t think in the heat i am working in,
he says, go home if  you feel sick
as long as you’re hitting targets.
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for me to read. He asked follow-up questions, and we talked for a 
long time. 

When the light through the canopy of  trees grew dim, I told 
him I had to go, and he said he hoped our paths might cross 
again. I continued my damp trek toward civilization feeling 
lighter.

I came back the next day to find A perched on a rotting log 
a few feet from where I’d left him, a sticky, luminescent trail in 
his wake. He was happy to see me, he said. I went back every day 
after that.

On drier days, I would often find A submerged in a mound of  
dead leaves, spots of  yellow peeking through the brown foliage. 
Sometimes he asked me to bring him treats, and I would grab 
whatever aspirational produce was decomposing in my crisper—
moldy strawberries, slimy mushrooms, wilted lettuce. He could 
turn decay into rich soil just by eating it, he said. A little, breath-
ing compost bin. He nibbled slowly on my offerings with his mi-
croscopic teeth while I lay on my back on the moldering ground 
watching the light filter through the trees, content to just be with 
him. When he finished whatever I had brought him, he would 
always ask for more. I felt the rasp of  his long, tooth-covered 
tongue exploring my elbow, my neck, the back of  my knee. Look-
ing for a taste of  me.

We couldn’t have sex in a human way. Banana slugs are a 
hermaphroditic species and can self-fertilize when they need to, 
so he was pretty self-sufficient in that respect, A said. I said I 
was pretty self-sufficient too, that I’d been masturbating a long 
time, but that I wanted to be close to him. He suggested that we 
rub up against each other, so I lay down on the dank earth and 
tried to make my right hand as slug-like as possible. He rubbed 
his sensory tentacles and then his body against my cupped palm, 
back and forth in an undulating, muculent dance that lasted 

R A C H E L  L A S T R A

Decay

Don’t marry a banana slug, my mother said. No good can 
come of  it, she said. But I was young and in love with the way his 
flaxen body glistened in the sun.

I met him while hiking in the woods just north of  the city. I 
had just lost another temp job I thought might go permanent, 
and my mom had called to tell me my dad’s cancer had returned 
but not to worry, he was responding to the chemo. 

I needed to clear my head. 
The trail was slick with rain, the ground squelching here and 

there underfoot. Eyes and thoughts unfocused, accompanied 
only by the sound of  my well-worn boots on wet debris, I round-
ed a bend and nearly stepped on him. I would have if  he hadn’t 
yelled, Hey!

I looked down and there he was, his optical tentacles quiver-
ing in my direction. I apologized for nearly flattening him, and he 
told me no harm done. He introduced himself  as A. dolichophallus 
but said I could call him A. I introduced myself  as Beatrice and 
said he could call me B. His body rippled, but I couldn’t tell if  
he’d gotten the joke. He asked what I was doing in his neck of  
the woods and said the rhythm of  my footsteps, which he’d felt 
through the ground, seemed somber. He was sensitive to those 
kinds of  things. I found myself  spilling my heart onto the forest 
floor. He seemed a most attentive listener, though he had no face 
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please him, to feel again that sticky pull between us. I still licked 
him, sometimes multiple times a day, though now he preferred for 
me to do it from behind him while he watched videos of  banana 
slugs on my propped-up cell phone. I licked until my breath grew 
sour. Until my teeth began to rot.

We are back in the forest now, and my body has grown 
parched, skin shriveled all over like the pad of  a finger left too 
long in the bath. 

Perhaps, like my mother, you are thinking I should have seen it 
sooner, that it is A’s nature to long for my decay. And perhaps you 
are right. 

When I speak, which isn’t often now, my voice crackles like 
dead leaves, and my tongue is a chip of  bark inside my mouth. If  
you asked me a question, you’d have to lean in close to hear the 
answer, close enough to smell moldering flesh, the hint of  sweet-
ness underneath. You’d have to put your ear right up to my dry, 
cracked lips. You’d have to listen very carefully. Maybe then you 
would hear me tell you that I wouldn’t change a thing.

hours. I grew heady from his moans, dizzy from his scent. Phero-
mones, he moaned, as I slid my left hand beneath the waistband 
of  my leggings. When it was over, I gently peeled his small body 
from my own, the slime almost an adhesive between us. He asked 
if  he could eat my penis, and I explained that I didn’t have one. 
How curious, he said.

A liked the feel of  my tongue, and I spent long afternoons 
licking the mucus along his back, tonguing his shuddering 
pneumostome until my mouth numbed and he absorbed all its 
moisture. He needed my moisture to make more mucus, he said, 
the one time I complained through desiccated lips. The taste 
was bitter, but I liked making him happy, loved feeling valuable. 
Afterward, I’d replenish with a yellow Gatorade, imagining I was 
drinking his essence.

After several weeks, he proposed. When I told my mom the 
news, she cried and hung up on me.

A and I married in a quiet ceremony in the woods as near as 
we could remember to the spot where I’d almost trampled him. 
I found a guy on Craigslist who’d been ordained online and was 
willing to perform the ceremony in exchange for leaving him 
in the woods with two cases of  light beer, which seemed like a 
bargain.

After the ceremony, I placed A in the back of  my old station 
wagon, in the terrarium I had made, and drove to my apartment. 
We decided to split our time between the city and the forest. He 
curiously absorbed all the new sights and sounds, but when we 
got to my studio he seemed vaguely disappointed, slowly turning 
his ocular tentacles around to take in the small space. 

Is this all there is? he asked. 
Yes, I said. This is all there is.
Things changed. He grew distant, stopped listening, and 

constantly criticized my terrarium-keeping skills. But I longed to 
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while neurons blink out like morning stars
someone who looks like my daughter
says try yoga or tai chi

But my body barely moves anymore
my mind no longer scribbles memories
living between world and not world
yet I am alive, still alive inside my skin
counting rows and rows of  pink roses

C L A I R E  S C O T T

THE SEA SQUIRT LOSES 
ITS MIND

It eats its own brain
once attached headfirst to a rock
where it will spend the rest of  its brief  life
the brain no longer needed since
it’s never going to move again

I recently settled in Sunset Lodge
last stop assisted living
in Walnut Creek, California
living a sessile existence
in a minuscule apartment

On the windowless sixteenth floor
never going anywhere again
no trips to science museums
wobbling on a walker
no beach vacations
dipping bunioned toes in salty brine

I sit in my chair all day
roots burrowing into blind earth
staring at wallpaper roses 
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me,” Mr. Lin said. He took the pamphlet and slid it into Mr. 
Wang’s pants pocket.

“Okay, fine, I know you’re a clean fella. How about this: It’s 
almost Christmas, and I will add $50,000 to your end-of-year bo-
nus. You have to give me some face, Old Lin.” Mr. Wang placed a 
hand in his own pocket and shoved the pamphlet deeper in. 

Mr. Lin stared at the half-lit cigarette between his fingers, 
looking troubled. Then he looked up at Mr. Wang, let out a deep 
sigh, and said, “All right, if  you so insist. Why you always gotta 
be so courteous, Old Wang?”

The two men laughed, patted each other on the shoulder, and 
went on to talk about other things. 

On the night of  the end-of-the-year banquet, after everyone 
had already left, a buzzed Mr. Wang came up to Mr. Lin. 

“Old Lin, I was thinking,” Mr. Wang called, his tone as cordial 
as ever, “our company will be in a bit of  a tight spot next year. 
We have the Infinity One project and the Flying Tiger project 
lined up. We really need to save up. You’ll surely understand if  
I temporarily withhold $10,000 from your bonus, right? The 
remainder is still plenty.”

Mr. Lin patted Mr. Wang on the back and smiled, “Of  course, 
Old Wang. I already told you I’m not all about the money.” 

“That’s good,” Mr. Wang said, “That’s good.” The two men 
walked together to the station, all the while laughing and joking 
about the evening’s events. 

When Mr. Lin returned home, he ignored his wife, disregard-
ed his children’s greetings, and headed directly to his bedroom. 
Once the door was shut behind him, he threw a wine glass across 
the room, shattering it into pieces. He shouted, “Cao ni ma, qu ni 
da ye de, you short, little fat fuck.”

 

M I K E  L I

An LSAT of  Culture

Please read the passage and brief  statement below. The question 
that follows is based on the reasoning contained in the passage 
and statement. The correct answer is the response that most 
accurately and completely answers the question. You should not 
make assumptions that are by commonsense standards implau-
sible, superfluous, or incompatible with the passage and/or state-
ment.

Mr. Lin is one of  Mr. Wang’s most efficient and valuable 
partners. In each of  the past three years, Mr. Lin, on his own, has 
generated at least $2.5 million in revenue for the company, and 
this is excluding the indirect impacts he’s had on the franchise, 
such as scouting the right talents at the right time, brand-build-
ing, and fostering a healthy relationship among co-workers that 
does not involve the words cao ni ma and qu ni da ye de. Due to his 
outstanding, if  not extraordinary performance, Mr. Wang offered 
to buy him a luxury sports car. 

“No, Old Wang, I can’t take it,” Mr. Lin said, pushing away the 
sports car pamphlet in Mr. Wang’s hands. 

“Oh, come on Old Lin, this is the bare minimum I can do to 
show my appreciation,” Mr. Wang said, pushing the pamphlet 
back to Mr. Lin. “Pick one.”

“You know I’m not all about the money, Old Wang. Seeing 
our company get better each and every day is what motivates 
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what he wants and leave his true intentions to the common sense 
of  the interpreter. It’s often said that the Land of  the Free and 
Home of  the Brave is one that values freedom of  speech and 
press. This is a nation founded on justice and liberty, and after 
nearly two hundred and fifty years of  development, the land has 
become a melting pot of  cultures and traditions with opportuni-
ties for various people to thrive. Yet despite what is often said 
and their sincere efforts, the writers in the aspiring writer’s work-
shop ultimately failed to give a shit about his story. 

The above was the draft of  a story I submitted to a flash fiction 
workshop. After my fellow American writers had finished reading 
it, they nodded, grinned, and moaned in a way that poets do after 
hearing a delicious sequence of  words. Yet, during the critique 
session, mostly everybody was silent; they kept on flipping back 
and forth between the pages, scratching their heads, as if  search-
ing for something in my story. Of  the two writers that did com-
ment, one suggested I flesh out the characters a bit more. “Wang 
and Lin are such interesting people. I so want to learn more 
about them.” The other asked what kind of  sports cars were in 
the pamphlet that Mr. Wang originally handed to Mr. Lin. “My 
wife drives a Maserati, and I tell ya, it’s a heck of  a lot more ex-
pensive than $50,000.” 

Which of  the following statements, if  true, would most help 
to explain the apparent discrepancy in both the aspiring writer’s 
story and his experience in the flash fiction workshop? 

(A) Despite what Mr. Lin says, he is actually all about the 
money.

(B) Despite Mr. Wang’s courtesies, he doesn’t actually want to 
give Mr. Lin any money—not even a penny. 

(C) Despite what it seems to suggest, the whole point of  the 
$50,000 is to show that Mr. Wang actually lowered his initial offer 
of  the sports car (in a rather unobtrusive and shady manner, of  
course).

(D) Despite what the aspiring writer may believe, he is not 
actually a good writer, and his story is not of  publishable quality.

(E) It’s often said that the Great Dragon of  the East has a 
beautiful and rich history of  5,000 years, and in the realms of  
this intricate culture, one frequently has to say the opposite of  



4 0  |  AU T U M N  2 0 2 2 C H E S T N U T  R EV I EW  |  4 1

D E N N Y  M A R -
S H A L L

Curl of  the 
Sting

D E N N Y  M A R S H A L L

“Curl of  the Sting”
B&W ink, 6x9 inches, 2021

(Right)

Many artists out there create works that look all the same. 
While some of  my works look similar, in the end my number one 
goal is for my artwork not to look all the same when taken as a 
whole. After that I like to get emotion, movement, or depth if  
not all three at least one of  them.
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B I S WA D A R S H A N  M O H A N T Y

Djinn and Men

By a fire in a Bedouin camp
not far from date fronds
kahwa1 dripped through the sky’s fine mesh
trickled through the Milky way
into cups, emanating fumes of  cardamom,
coffee and stories
that cracked with embers on which djinn danced.
Djinn, the beings of  fire, tolerated
men and their stories,
for the two beings shared same longings,
same vices, same wickedness.

Behind the row of  men and tents
were lines of  dunes that
shifted in day and ruminated at night.
They were simpler creatures
made neither of  mud nor fire,
but of  sand.
Sand that rises in dervishes,
dribbles into an hourglass
filling emptiness—
sprouting tents of  glass and steel
stacked one on top of  the other.
From their perches in one such tent,

G U Y  D ’A N N O L F O

The long call of  yearning

Everything that comes from wishing is foreign to us.
-Seneca
 
Drizzle obscures sunset as if  it had never 
fully risen, a legato call stills 
the charcoal hillside, a dripping staccato response; 
owls make argument enchanting in the botanical
 
garden, carved out of  the town by a surveyor, 
while an excision chart is drawn around 
my palate’s cancer site; your reason to live:  
to raise my son with love and compassion.
 
After a boundless night, I woke the sun, 
it glided past my petition with burning indifference,
without a word I struggle to catch breath;
 
I’ll stand with it, to true my shadow at noon, 
to accept that life knows usefulness and beauty 
only by cutting the long call of  yearning short. 
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E I L E E N  F R A N K E L  T O M A R C H I O

Sudden Evolution

Oh, hello, whale! my daughter calls out to the sky. I look up 
at a thunderhead just blocking the sun. Low riding with bucket 
dumps, a blot on a beach day. I hurry her into the boardwalk 
arcade with its musty sea critter carpeting and tumbling bells like 
pocket change. We buy Italian ices and play Jurassic Park pinball 
and wait for the thunder cracks. 

Alice knocks the pinball machine with her tiny hipbones, 
buoyant, eager for the storm. I only feel the heaviness of  low 
pressure. I wonder why she talked to the sky like she did, since 
she’s never been one to see shapes in clouds. Since she’s more 
earthbound, a digger. Always excavating for the worst, brushing 
the dirt from the quieted voices she hears, the scrolled headlines 
lifted intact. The TV, my phone, my ex. 

Rare right whale spotted in Shrewsbury River, tangled in ghost nets� 
Humpback near Barnegat Light struck dead by freighter� Breeding cows 
starve due to diminished herring stocks from warming Atlantic� 

It’s hard to talk around the worst while she’s in earshot, to use 
sighs, tsks, hmms. When she probes, I can only shrug or deflect 
because I don’t have answers and can’t pretend that I do. To cure 
her of  her scowling jags, I help her find books about whales at 
the library. She loves measuring our land-creature smallnesses 
against their immensities, reciting breathless factoids as if  awe on 
its own is enough to solve all problems. Whale song that can drift 
10,000 miles, sperms boasting the largest brains ever on earth, 

men and women inhale foamy decoctions and
through a screen of  clear sand
watch sand drape over
what remains of  their horizon.

Djinn still lurk in the desert,
and in leather-bound
Alif  Layla wa-Layla and
turn blue in Hollywood musicals—
they also skulk in the city,
in windowless massage parlours
under red-blue neon signs
flashing OPEN
in not so dark alleyways,
where men ask,
“How Much?”

________________
1 Kahwa—Arabic Coffee 
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But I can’t say this because the world has turned more water 
than air, and bubbles can’t hold my words anymore or contain my 
ignorance. So this must be what dying out is, I think, remembering a 
video I saw once. The history of  Earth in three minutes, charted 
eastward from Los Angeles to New York City. Humanity emerg-
ing at the tail end, in New Jersey, from under the Hudson, peak-
ing in Midtown Manhattan. And then the afterward, the assumed 
next notch on the timeline. Our drowning in the East River at 
three minutes and some odd seconds as a new epoch rises.   

I look around at all the shore people so confused and puffed 
and large-eyed, lost in schools of  herring and squid, in drifting 
gyres of  arcade prizes and Whac-A-Mole mallets. From far away, 
a mournful sound reaches my rupturing eardrums. It’s Alice, 
singing right next to me. She gazes with one marble eye, her fus-
ing feet swishing like a tail, building force. I know she’s pleading 
with me to evolve with her, but all I can do is shrug and make 
shreds of  the Italian ice paper cup, release them like ghost gup-
pies. I feel whittled as driftwood, the dead end of  a branch.

Before I can touch the baby barnacles on her skin, Alice 
launches herself  up, up toward the surface. I make a hollow ef-
fort to follow in her slipstream, to catch up, but only get so far 
with my feeble kicks, with the crush of  fathoms above me. Her 
song trails behind her, faint. I blink and blink to see her better, 
tears becoming ocean. My daughter, about to breach for air. And 
a whale cow brushing close, taking her for her own, as if  it’s the 
natural order of  things. As if  she were always hers, never mine.

blues big enough to swallow two brachiosauruses, three wooly 
mammoths, four tyrannosauruses. Big enough to be clouds. 

My own awe comes out forced next to hers, my sincerity 
a shell. She wants more from me, I know, so that I’ll be right 
alongside her. But I can’t get there, as much as I try. I throw 
compliments heavenward as a way to mask my copping out. She’s 
made of  better stuff  than I am� Her generation will save us all� If  I were 
her age, my marine-life icon would probably be SpongeBob� I make Alice 
into something other. A creature not from me. Because how else 
could such a fluke, such a wonder, share my DNA?    

From inside the arcade, we hear odd sounds. The gasps and 
cries of  boardwalkers, yet no pelt of  raindrops, no thunder. Alice 
takes my hand and leads me out into the dimmed daylight, our 
steps floaty. It’s clear the storm is no storm at all but an exchange 
of  water for air, molecule by molecule, droplet by droplet. We 
look up to see a cetacean sky. Humpbacks and rights and sperms 
and blues. Belugas and narwhals in rows like scales in mackerel 
clouds. And above the whales, the old sky, now the stratosphere. 
Spouts from blowholes that dart like comet tails. True clouds 
slight as brushstrokes. A shrunken, liquid sun. All so distant from 
here at the bottom of  a sea that is slowly giving birth to itself. 

Out of  reflex, I lick my Italian ice; it dissolves to salt on my 
tongue. Alice levitates from the boards, laughing, waving her 
hands fin-like up at the whales. She’s not scared, not at all. Her 
awe is immense. So immense it seems to suck what oxygen is left 
around me. My lungs strain. I ask her what’ll happen to us, tiny 
bubbles trapping my voice. She gives a hurried answer in words 
interspersed with whistles and clicks. Something about how since 
whales were once land walkers, the same logic could mean we 
humans will have new, larger lungs to stay underwater without 
drowning. I want to tell her this is impossible. That evolution 
doesn’t work that way, so fast.
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L I N D S E Y  M O R R I S O N  G R A N T

Cyclemaster Coffee Co.

L I N D S E Y  M O R R I S O N  G R A N T

“Cyclemaster Coffee Co.”
Digitally manipulated original photo using MS Photos, Google Photos, and 

Comica software/photo filters, 3000x2250 mp, 2022

Portland, Oregon, USA 

This work is a digitally manipulated photo that was created to 
honor the location of  The Artist’s inaugural “bucket list” solo 
show June-July, 2022, located on an inner-city highway in North 
Portland. A 16”x 20” canvas print of  this work remains, gracing 
a prominent interior wall. 
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vase, searching out the golden coins of  sun.
Heads rolled when the market crashed against
the northern shores. Bulbs betrothed to futures
were exposed to be marauding garlic or shallots,
their oniony breaths caught stinking of  hope
for ease. We shun those who search for ease, but
really why should we? Isn’t it hard enough
to push through the soil, to come back every year?

J E S S I E  Z E C H N O W I T Z  L I M

Semper Augustus

I can believe that tulips were once
worth much more than gold
that the beauty of  a broken bloom moved
the sinews of  men dressed exclusively in black
with silver buckles. Semper Augustus wore red
and white stripes—left them open-mouthed, a
pepperminted sweet, white cracked, like an egg,
showing the blood of  birth inside, the drama of
carnal coloring, a simple vein calling to mind
the spark of  embryonic sash, the yoke lain
on the shoulders of  gamblers and wishers.
The word tulip means turban and the leaves
like sheathes of  prayerful hands. Is to pray
to supplicate? Or to sacrifice oneself
to the antediluvian pull of  petaled poetry
written with a pen only a creator could
fathom? I like the idea of  a status symbol rolled
in dirt and quick to perish. How humble it seems,
compared to self-driving cars or meta-universes.
The romance of  a flower with hardly a scent.
A tulip keeps growing after it’s cut, keeps opening
and closing as night stalks day it sleeps and wakes
with its watcher, getting longer and longer,
“leggy” we say as it creeps farther from the
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Schooner, Asian American Writer’s Workshop (The Margins), RHINO, 
Rattle, Dialogist & elsewhere. Please follow her on Twitter @joanp-
glass and see her website at www.joankwonglass.com. She lives in 
Connecticut with her family.

Lindsey Morrison Grant, self-identifying as a neurodivergent, two-
spirit, elder storyteller and contrarian deeply rooted in the roar and 
lore that’s become Portlandia of The Left Coast, attribute success 
and survival (if not salvation) to superlative supports, mindfulness 
practice and daily creative expression in words, sounds and images. 
Their word is currently represented by The SIY GALLERY of San Fran-
cisco. https://siygallery.com/collections/lindsey-morrison-grant.

Lana Hall is a writer based in Toronto, Canada whose work often 
examines the intersection of equity, labour, and the politics of urban 
life. Her journalism and essays have been published in The Globe 
and Mail, Maisonneuve, Catapult, Spacing Magazine, Parhelion Lit-
erary Magazine, and elsewhere. She is writing a memoir about her 
time working in the massage parlour business.

Maya Hersh is east coast born but made for Seattle, where she now 
resides and intends to spend the rest of her days. She has com-
peted nationally as a slam poet since 2015, and has both coached 
and competed in the National Poetry Slam, Individual World Poetry 
Slam and Women of the World Poetry Slam, as well as competing 
and featuring at local shows across the United States. She has been 
published in Pangaia Magazine, Space City Underground, and They 
Call Us.

Rachel Lastra is a writer and editor currently based in the Pacific 
Northwest. Her work has also appeared in SmokeLong Quarterly and 
MoonPark Review. She is a student in the MA in Writing program at 
Johns Hopkins University.

Mike Yunxuan Li’s writings have appeared or are forthcoming in The 
Normal School, Tahoma Literary Review, Fourth Genre, Berkeley Fic-
tion Review, and other publications. He likes music from the classic 
rock era and is an enthusiast of vinyl records.

C O N T R I B U T O R S

Abduljalal Musa Aliyu is a school teacher and poet. Perhaps, if he 
were born as a lower animal, he would come as a bird - consider-
ing how much he loves being free. He writes from Zaria, Nigeria. 
His work appears or is forthcoming in PIN, Ninshar Arts, 3 of Cups 
Press 2021 Anthology and elsewhere. His piece won third prize in 
PIN’s 2020 Poetically Written Prose Contest. He rants on Twitter @
AbduljalaalMusa.

Noel Cheruto is a Kenyan writer whose work has appeared in 
Harvard’s Transition Magazine, PRISM International, The Boston 
Review, Short Fiction Journal, Strange Horizons, Isele Magazine, 
Hotel Africa Anthology, Yellow Means Stay Anthology, Johannesburg 
Review of Books, Kikwetu Journal, On the Premises Magazine, and 
elsewhere. She won Silver in the Short Story Day Africa Contest. She 
was named a finalist in the Aura Estrada Short Story Competition 
and was longlisted for the Afritondo Short Fiction Contest and the 
Commonwealth Short Story Prize. Noel lives in Nairobi.

Guy D’Annolfo (M.A.), after writing four novels and countless 
poems, started reading evolutionary biology to keep up with his 
son’s interest in natural history; mixing in loads of Eastern poetry & 
thought he found a distinct voice and is now looking to share his po-
etry with a wider audience. Guy’s had poems published by the Cape 
Cod Times, and now Chestnut Review, and expects to keep submit-
ting until the list grows long. 

Joan Kwon Glass is the mixed-race, Korean American author of 
NIGHT SWIM (Diode Editions, 2022) & three chapbooks. She serves 
as Editor-in-Chief for Harbor Review, as a Brooklyn Poets Mentor, is 
a proud Smith College graduate & has been a public school educa-
tor for 20 years. She serves on the faculty of Hudson Valley Writers 
Center & the Fine Arts Work Center of Provincetown. Her work has 
won or been a finalist for several prizes & her poems have been 
nominated for the Pushcart Prize & Sundress Anthology Best of the 
Net. Joan’s poems have been published or are forthcoming in Prairie 
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zine. She serves as the creative nonfiction editor of The Bookends 
Review and a reviewer for an organization whose mission is to make 
visible the artistic expression of sexual violence survivors.

Claire Scott is an award-winning poet who has received multiple 
Pushcart Prize nominations. Her work has appeared in the Atlanta 
Review, Bellevue Literary Review, New Ohio Review, Enizagam, and 
Healing Muse, among others. Claire is the author of Waiting to 
be Called and Until I Couldn’t. She is the co-author of Unfolding in 
Light: A Sisters’ Journey in Photography and Poetry.

Eileen Frankel Tomarchio works as a librarian in a small NJ town. 
Her writing appears or is forthcoming in Passages North, The Forge, 
Longleaf Review, Pithead Chapel, X-R-A-Y, trampset, Flash Frog, and 
elsewhere. She holds an MFA from NYU Film. Find her on Twitter @
eileentomarchio.

Matina Vossou is a self-taught artist living in Athens, Greece. She 
uses acrylics and a toothpick, a technique which she learned from 
her father, who was a naïve painter. Her most recent participations 
were in Onboards Biennale in Antwerp, Belgium, in Emerging Scene 
in Dubai, UAE, in Artbox, (Urbanside Gallery in Zurich, Tana Art 
Place in Venice, Swissartexpo, also in Zurich) and in Expo Metro in 
the collective artwork, Downtown Los Angeles. She is also included 
in the 2021 yearbook of the Gran Anuario Internacional de arte con-
temporáneo, edición Madrid and in ARTISTI ’22, Annuario Internazi-
onale d’arte contemporanea, Art Now, Mondadori Store. Besides 
painting, she also loves writing; her play “The Nothing of People” 
(a dystopian comedy) was published in Greek in 2018. You can see 
more of her artwork at: www.instagram.com/matinavossou

Taylor Yingshi is a sophomore at Columbia University making finely 
detailed, undulating illustrations inspired by a confluence of aes-
thetics—from the exuberance of Baroque paintings to the granular-
ity of modern digital art. Her work revolves around the preservation 
and transformation of memory, history, and heritage. Find her on 
Twitter and Instagram @yingshiart, or at tayloryingshi.com.

Jessie Zechnowitz Lim is a florist by day and poet by night, living in 
California on unceded Ohlone land. She holds an MA in Art His-
tory. Her work has been published or is forthcoming in California 
Quarterly, The Indianapolis Review, The Ekphrastic Review, FEED, 
Litbreak Magazine, The Bold Italic, and Mother Mag.

Denny E. Marshall has had art, poetry, and fiction published. Some 
recent credits include cover art for Typehouse Magazine Jan. 2022, 
and poetry in Page & Spine April 2022. See more at www.dennymar-
shall.com.

Biswadarshan Mohanty, having moved around numerous cities and 
countries, has found a home in his imagination. He is a graduate of 
Master of Arts in Writing and Literature from Deakin University. His 
works have appeared or are forthcoming in Constellations, Quad-
rant, The Tiger Moth Review, and Verandah Journal.  

Njoku Nonso writes from Nigeria. His work, which explores the self 
as a unit of language, familyhood, spaces, death, grief, and other-
ness has been published or is forthcoming in YabaLeft Review, 
Agbowo, Bodega, 20.35 Africa, Rising Phoenix Press (Pushcart-nom-
inated), Memento: An Anthology of Nigerian Contemporary Poetry, 
Ake Review and elsewhere. A 2022 Unserious Collective fellow, he’s 
a finalist for Open Drawer Poetry Contest, Lumiere Review Inaugu-
ral Writing Contest, and most recently Chestnut Review’s Stubborn 
Writers Contest. He loves stray dogs. Hook up on Twitter: @NN_Em-
manuels.

Isibeal Owens is a senior at Rutgers University pursuing her Bache-
lor’s in English. She is originally from Mobile, Alabama, but currently 
lives in Cape May, New Jersey with her large orange cat. Her work 
has appeared in Oyedrum and Temenos.

Kelly Sargent, a Vermont writer and artist, is the author of Seeing 
Voices: Poetry in Motion (2022) and Lilacs and Teacups (2022). Her 
other works, including cover and award-nominated art and poetry, 
have appeared or are forthcoming in more than sixty literary publi-
cations, including Rattle, Newfound, and Typehouse Literary Maga-
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