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Thank you for opening up a copy of our longest and perhaps most thoughtful
edition of the Paper Crane yet. The idea of our journal was, from the very
beginning, to allow young writers and artists to dissect the very innards of the
lives they lived. And while "migration" may have seemed to be an odd title for the
third installment, our submissions delivered the beauty that lies everywhere, even
the places and people we have left behind.
"Home" is an elusive term for many young people today. It could mean a town, a
country, a garden, a school, a family. We like to believe that a home is made, but
also that it shapes you just as much as your perspective shapes it. The most
thrilling thing about this issue is the truths behind each and every piece. By the
end of the work, there is always a person behind the byline, not just a simple
name. When we consider what has changed us, we discover more about
ourselves.
For nearly all of us, migrations, however big or small, have led us each to the
point we are at today. These same migrations have also torn many of us in two.
Now, we rejoice the stories of our journeys, through words and brushstrokes. We
arrive here, between these pages, one stop among many.
Again, thank you.
The Editors

migration

of flesh

THE ONLY HOME I HAVE
NEVER KNOWN
CW: death

Monarch butterflies are known best
among most for two things: their
migration and their orange wings — lined
with thick black borders, speckled with
white. When the breeze turns a shade too
cool, a generation is born strong enough
to conquer 3,000 miles. All they know is
instinct and survival. All they know is a
home on the brink of turning against
them, that the frost is coming for them.
Soft sunlight safety beckoning from a
place they have never been and yet must
trust anyway. A flight of faith. Paper-thin
wings and thick skin. Though I wonder if
they know they will not be coming back.
When crossing Lake Superior the insects
detour around a mountain that has long
ago been torn down by time and now
only exists in collective memory.
Century-old traditional methods of
avoiding adversity that no longer exists.
But belief passed down by blood does not
age easily.
When they reach their destination safely,
they die within weeks, their mission
complete. When the winter passes, it will
take four generations of butterflies to

make that same journey back home.
Three more than it took to leave. And yet
I wonder if memories of the homeland
are passed down just as vividly as the
map on how to get there. For they have
never known the land their forefathers
were from and yet they know precisely
when it is time to return. I wonder if they
will hear their great grandparents' souls
sigh on the warm wind, at peace at last,
when they land.
I learned years ago that a group of
butterflies is called a kaleidoscope. I like
to imagine it is because once, someone
looked up and saw sunlight sifting
through a swarm of translucent Monarch
marigold wings. Millions of rainbow
refractions dancing across the canvas of
the sky. My father’s family originates in a
country where it is custom to embroider
tiny circular mirrors into fabrics dyed in
shades as loud as their music and tones
as bold as their cuisine. Dupattas
threaded around the arms like wings.
Cloth sheer enough to let light pass like
stain-glass. I like to imagine that when
they gather, it is like millions of rainbow
refractions dancing across the canvas of

the ceilings. For here there is no shame
in being people of colour.

I know nothing but black. Thick
borderlines of kajal rimming my
mother’s waterline since she was a child.
Practically permanent now. Her gaze
demanding you acknowledge everything
that swims in her irises. Daring you to
look and risk drowning. My grandmother
complains that I wear winged eyeliner
too dark too often. I cannot find the
words to tell her that these are the small
ways in which I am trying to fly back to
where I belong.

I know nothing but heirloom tales, of
how when the climate turned a shade too
bloody, my grandfather was born, raised
on dreams strong enough to conquer
6,450 miles. All he knew was the instinct
to survive. All he knew was a home on the
brink of turning against him. That the
storm was coming for him. The call to
safety from a place he had never been
and yet trusted anyway. A flight of faith.
Paper-thin plans and thick skin. I think
he knew he would not be coming back. I
think there is some part of all immigrant
parents that knows this. That must come
to peace with this. In the same way they
know they may survive the journey but
they also may not. In the same way they
know that this is not a voyage they are
making for themselves. But rather for
their children. And their children’s
children. And their grandchildren’s
children. Some primal part of them
understanding how dreams are inherited
and how the notion of home is passed
down through hand-made memories and
bedtime tales scented with the streets of
Pakistan. Stories stirred softly into curry
and chai that leave a lingering aftertaste
of desire on the tongue. A flutter of
flavour we cannot pinpoint but long for
anyway.

I know nothing but white. Scattered
Speckles. Remnants of a rule none of my
people could stop from leaching the
pigment from their culture, in tiny,
unignorable splatters.

When
crossing
the
ocean
my
grandparents taught their children dated
methods of navigating the world around
them, refusing to change their ways
despite customs left miles behind, that

I have never been to where my ancestors
are from. But I still have their skin. Their
wings. DNA inheritance of colour.
I know nothing but the orange of Haldi,
which my grandmother convinced me
was the key ingredient to any healing
recipe, though of course the un-breaking
will always taste bitter on the lips. Orange
of jalebi and halwa and mango, nectar
sweet enough to stain the tongue sticky
sunset. Orange of fading henna. Patterns
sinking into skin, being worn down by
the tides of a life bent on bleaching
beauty.

now only exist in memory. Century-old traditions for avoiding adversities that no
longer exist here. But belief passed down by blood does not age easily.
When my grandfather landed in Canada, safely, he died within months. His mission
complete. Two generations later I am still in flight between two places, two cultures,
two homes. Trying to un-make that journey but I think my grandfather would
understand, would be proud that I remember. For whatever part of him survives
through me knows that it is time to return. I wonder if we will make it back in this
generation. I wonder if I still possess enough of his memory to pass down to my
children. Though they have never met my grandfather or their homeland, I imagine
they will hear his soul sigh on the warm wind, at peace at last, when they land. Laid
to rest with the un-inherited truth that never seems to survive the journey. The truth
that it takes only one generation to leave but too many more to find their way back
home.
— Tahira Rajwani

WHEN YOU ASK ME
WHERE I AM FROM,
i’ll tell you about sidewalk slants
and gravel-shaped palm indents,
forged from remnants of muscle memory
and a lingering ache to rid
of this bloodstained gravel.
i’ll say: i am from untamed greenery,
held down by the weight of sandal prints
and concrete, spilled negligently
over generation farmland
where on good days, i breathe the last
of the spring blossoms
and not engine smoke.
but the land of my ancestors,
once rich with spirit, has been bled dry,
and the wreckage has buried their legacies;
they are too far under the rubble to reach
and i am too far above to hear their cries.
— Fatima Shahid

Zaina Mumtaz

CONFESSIONS AT
TIANANMEN SQUARE
for my

母亲, mǔ qīn, meaning mother

Sitting before the bathroom mirror, you
once told me that blood is like memory.
The veins, you said, tether hindsight
from one generation to another, a thread
of instructional chapters meant for
nothing but motherhood. My grievances
are yours to relive, you explained. I hope
you only see them through me, in passing.
I listened without a sound, waiting for
more. You remained quiet even as I
knifed through strands of your salt-andpepper hair, nettling the roots with gel
before the razor sheared away the rest.
Vulnerability had never been part of your
two-tongued vernacular, daughterhood a
subject we rarely discussed. In your
silence, I learned to despise our thinning
blood bonds. Snipsnipsnip. You held my
gaze through the glare of the mirror.
Snipsnipsnip.
Stumbling through the red-paved roads
of Tsinghua University, I squeeze your
letter tighter between my fingers. The
humidity causes the pages to wrinkle, my
eyes to blur. In the shimmering heat, I
see your afterimage haunting these
streets—or am I only witnessing the ghost

of your youth, sewn into my cornea
through your half of my biology? Two
steps away, thin girls twirl in summer
skirts, their self-assurance so whole and
tangible that I can’t help but wonder if
you had once walked among them, if I
would have done the same. I ask myself
if I would want to and unintentionally
answer Yes, please in the wrong tongue,
English still threatening to unravel the
embroidery of our shared memory.
I haven’t been to Beijing since you died.
Your letter is my last thread to this
Forbidden City, the edges of it
unfamiliar in my mouth, under my
tongue. The paper in my hands is a
special kind of irony, branded bitter by
my inability to read it through. I’ll admit,
I’ve avoided this journey out of sheer
guilt: Back then, I doubted what you
could know of bloodlines when ours had
nearly ended with you.
*
You were born the first and only child of
Grandmother Wei. Years later, she died
of the same cancer that would kill you,

too. The hospital that held your day-old
self groaned under the weight of
screaming babies, the sound sharp
enough to sever families. Infants left
untethered were thrown to the storm—
shelters no one visited because souvenirs
don’t sell in the slums.
Your father brought you home in a
bundle of red silk, the threads loose and
fraying but the best he could afford.
Everything is expensive in the city, but
life and labor come cheap. Maybe that’s
why he leaves; maybe that’s why
Grandmother Wei tells you, at five years
old, to choose cremation—you won’t
need to cut the cost of a coffin out of her
meager will.
*
Your letter is addressed to a wealthy
district. The bustling streets remind me
of the tiny room in which I was born,
three hallways and thirteen years away
from the hospital ward you died in. I
glance at the paper, its dimensions
morphing into a mirage of my birth
certificate. Both prints are red and
mocking, letters embossed in metallic
vermillion. I don’t recognize a word,
can’t bend my tongue around your
syllables. Even my middle name, Jingsui,
is unrecognizable in your handwriting—
context you’ve never given me, a story
forgone with time. I’ve only read the
anglicized version, straddled by the

parentheses of Dad’s American surname
and your word of choice, Rein—as in, to
restrain; as in, to guide.
I don’t remember much of my
childhood. Everything I can recall has
been retold to me, your words
topstitched along the border of my
memory. What I do remember: you
braiding my hair every morning before
school, fingers tight and incessant
against my roots. (Be a good girl. Don’t get
in trouble.) What I do remember: growing
tired of your fussing, eager to put the
playground between us. What I do
remember: asking about the unfamiliar
lilt to my middle name, begging for the
history behind it, a meaning to cling to.
Anything to justify the teasing at school
after Joe McEnroe glimpsed the letters
from a teacher’s roll call. The splitsecond slip of your brow is forever
imprinted in my memory.
“Don’t be silly. It’s nothing important.”
Maybe those that follow will try to
unravel our lingering sense of shame. I
will tell them, using your letter as proof,
that some knots are tied so tight and
breathless that not even knives are sharp
enough to sever.
*
As you grow up, you realize your city
shines brightly for everyone but you. The

lush innocence of the 80s shifts beneath
your feet—tumultuous times. Behind the
glittering curtain of high-rise buildings,
you claw your way out of the slums, teach
yourself to speak proper Mandarin. Your
neighbors ask why you struggle for
worthless luxuries. You respond, How
can you call something worthless without
getting to know it first?
In high school, the government
guarantees your district a seventy-point
increase on the gaokao in order to
maintain the façade of a meritocracy.
You don’t want it. Spite sharpens your
vision, makes machinery of your body.
Later, you would call it divine reckoning
—some gain discipline out of despair;
others unravel under pressure. You
certainly had more faith in God than you
did in the government, and your
conviction had brought you all the way to
Tsinghua.
At the time, I had thought you were
calling me lazy in the way American
mothers would never. In hindsight, your
eyes—already duller by then—looked
satisfied, as if you were proud that your
daughter had never felt the knife of
desperation.

alleyways, the fetid air clogs my lungs,
making meat of my body. The thought is
ridiculous now. Back then, the
challenges of your memory seemed
favorable in comparison to the kids back
home. At least, I thought, the stigma
against poverty could be unraveled
through a simple display of talent. The
seams of prejudice, of elementary
schoolers screaming chink as if my
appearance were a flaw in armor, were
not so easily disentangled. These families
were rooted so deep within the Georgian
cotton fields that immigration, to them,
was synonymous with invasion.
I push through desperate vendors and
their carts of fried goods, realizing that
your conviction and their anger are
mirror images. The revelation slides over
me like a second skin: Which person is
willing to surrender their beliefs, their
only anchor? Your obstinance cemented
you among the brightest minds of your
generation. I had thought you perfect,
the Chinese recreation of the American
Dream. Why, then, had you crossed the
sea?
I once asked you what to do. “How do I
tell them that you’re my mother? How do
I make them accept that I’m Chinese?”

*
Guiltily, I wanted to inherit your history.
As I pass through Beijing’s damp

You blinked, made me two-dimensional
in your bitter brown eyes. On your
computer screen, unfinished lines of
code blinked back at me. “What do you

mean? You’re American.” American. You
made it sound like I had Dad’s easy
grace, his looks rendering him negligible
among the sunburned necks of farmers.
He was rarely ever home these days, his
job at The Washington Post swallowing all
of my waking hours. When I finally
caught him alone, just before he was
assigned to fly out to Shanghai, I asked
him what he’d do. Casually. Vague
enough so as to hide any intent. How do
you deal with people?
He furrowed his brow, a common trait
among journalists trying to cram a
response into as few words as possible.
Sparing me a glance over his desk, he
said, Usually, the problems you have with
others stem from how you think about
yourself. Somewhere in the distance, the
telephone rang. Speak your truth to
someone. Rrrrring. Maybe write it out? I
once told your mom the same thing.
Rrrrrrring. Look, I gotta catch this flight,
but let’s circle back to this when I get home
—alright, kiddo?
Alright. All I had for writing utensils were
red ballpoint pens. I wonder if you used
the same to write your letter, the last
letter. As Dad shouted you a goodbye
from the picket fence, I uncapped the
pen closest to me and hesitated, unsure
of what to say, of how to say it. The ink
flowed seamlessly as I scribbled
memories, all the while aching to know
your own.

*
Dad met you in April of 1989. You said
you didn’t notice him until the fourth of
that June. Worldwide, the date is called a
massacre. You’ve never uttered a word
about it, sealed your lips even tighter
when I mentioned—in passing—that we
were learning about it in school. Maybe
that had been the first sign.
I know very little about what happened,
only that you were there. Dad
interviewed you for a feature story, one
that propelled his career and love life
enough to result in me. You had
explicitly forbidden me from reading the
article, a rule I have yet to breach. When
the diagnosis was verified, it occurred to
me that freedom from your boundaries,
your blood, wasn’t quite freedom at all.
Dad flew home for six months, placing
his job on indefinite hold. After the
initial panic—both of us scrambling to fit
words into a language that had suddenly
grown too small—you told us over the
phone, it’s alright, we’ll be okay. As if you
weren’t the one dying. As if we weren’t
the ones being untethered, unmoored,
unraveled.
*
The apartment complex looms over me,
twelve stories tall. Although the front
door is unmanned, and I don’t have to be
buzzed in, cold sweat congeals in the

ridges of my palms. This type of wealth is
entirely unfamiliar to me, its regality soft
and insidious. I stumble into the
elevator, mimic the man in front of me
and feed ten yuan into a yellow plastic
kiosk. The walls press against me, trying
to erase a blemish in this luxurious
tapestry.
When the doors open, the twelfth floor
feels ten times colder than the first.
Squaring my shoulders, I journey down
the hallway. A decade seems to have
passed before I reach the plaque reading
1217. My fingers tremble as I ring the
doorbell.
A woman unlatches the door, greets me
with a polite smile. Her lips move; she
says something I can barely make out.
Her face transfixes me, the sharpness of
it strange against her features—she must
be at least sixty, but her round eyes are
bright.
My silence hangs in the air, unbearable. I
see you beyond the angle of the door,
your ghost sitting at this woman’s dinner
table. A young girl peeks from behind a
bowl of rice, no doubt wondering what
her mother is doing. I fight the urge to
cry. “My name is… Jingsui. My mother
wanted you to have this.”
I raise my right arm, let your letter catch
the hallway’s white light. The woman’s
gaze darts from my hand to my eyes, and

she answers in crisp English, “Your
mother? Do I…” The words melt on her
tongue. She stares at the back of the
envelope, absorbing the neat stitch of
your words. When her hands fold back
the crease and pull out its innards, I
inhale, needles pricking my stomach.
“Oh,” she says, after an eternity has
passed. Her door opens wider, a mouth
meant to swallow. “Well. I always told
your mother that she would regret
keeping so many secrets. Please, come in
and have something to eat.”
*
The woman’s name is Zhao Mingxia.
Apparently, she had been your closest
confidant in college. I call her Zhao a-yi,
conjuring the memory of courtesy from
somewhere deep within. I thought I had
forgotten how to shape honorifics, but
maybe you had been right all along.
Threads of blood, your grievances woven
through me.
“Your mother moved to America as soon
as she graduated.” She sets a plate of
dried cuttlefish on the table. Her
daughter has disappeared into one of the
bedrooms. “I always… well, I wasn’t
surprised. Many ideologies changed after
Tiananmen. We call it liùsì shìjiàn, June
fourth. No one forgets. Certainly not
those who were there.”

I hear the echo of Dad asking questions
and find my lips already molding words.
“Why did you go?”

When I leave her apartment, your ghost
feels lighter.
*

She sits across from me and worries a
cup of jasmine tea with her pruning
fingers. “Your father asked me the same
thing. He never put my answers in his
article. Have you read it yet? How your
mother managed to satisfy his standards,
I don’t know. I think she lied, that day.
Do you understand? Your mother was
special because her pride was enormous
but so was her shame.”
No, I don’t understand. “She told me not
to read the article.” I pause. “But if she
was patriotic enough to attend hunger
strikes for months, why would she leave
Beijing at all?” Zhao a-yi sighs, takes a
deep breath and sips her scalding tea.
The wrinkles in her brow are more
pronounced when she sets the cup down.
“What do you Americans call it? The
million-dollar question? Yes, that’s right.
One of our friends died that day, you
know. Your mother was quite close to
him. I think… she might have thought
she was going to die. Heartbreak or
gunfire, I’m not sure. I suppose this is my
regret to hold on to, that I will never
know. You still have a chance. Visit the
guangchang sometime.”
We decide on tomorrow. She’ll take me
to the gates; we’ll drop by a few of your
old favorite restaurants.

I stand alone before the crimson gates.
Your presence is gone. Maybe you don’t
want to revisit this place, the home you
never shared with me. Overhead, the sky
is strangely clear and blue, devoid of the
pollution and humidity that had plagued
my thoughts for the last week.
Bodies litter the square, grouped together
for tours and sightseeing. It’s strange. I
remember seeing Mao Zedong’s face
printed in my World History textbook,
but seeing his portrait in the flesh doesn’t
seem any more real. If anything, the
moment is purest when I close my eyes,
taking in the sound, letting it echo in the
tear between my ribs.
Somewhere within me, my heart
measures the tautness of the chords.
From the back of my mind, your
memories hum like live-wire, the
sensation slick with want. My eyes open;
I see the square through blood-red tones.
Jingsui, you say in the language I don’t
know—yet. I had brought you here to test
the strength of those threads, of your
blood. I think I’ll come away with a
compromise. I hold the threads to the
name you gave me, trace stitches that
hold us together, even in death, proud
and ashamed all at once. — Vivian Zhu

MCALL, IDAHO, AUGUST
2020
With each day, the walls inch
inward. Shadows swirl around
them, enveloping the recesses
in gloom. Clinging to the barren
walls, a sole painting of a howling
wolf. Untapped joys rot from within
and outside, the scent of Aspen
along Alpine Street rusts,
long forgotten.
Now, only the withered touch
of stale air can be felt. In the meadow,
A lone wilting oak clings to existence
as its brittle leaves drift to the ground.
Once rippling with life, Ponderosa Park
now blares silence. Its lawn browns
like how a middle aged man’s
hair bears stripes of gray, swathed
by lilies, forget me nots,
fungi.
Still farms, motionless streets,
and sunken houses vex under
the lull and every day, the hinges tighten
and the distance to the door grows.
On the other side, an unfamiliar
world dusts, waiting to be unravelled.
Till then, the trees will rot
and seethe as they stand
alone.
— Eric Pak

THE WASTE LAND
CW: eating disorders

I must have spent a thousand hours with
Juliana that summer, but I can’t say I
have more than five or ten intact
memories. Instead most come in pieces —
the tilt of her neck, its pale expanse. Her
articulated leg, drawing airy circles. The
sound of our pointe shoes on concrete
and marley and hardwood floor. Her
bone-thin fingers, probing my bowed
head for the errant bobby pin. She says,
Tell me where it’s hurting you.
In 1873, French psychiatrist Charles
Lasegue posited that anorexia nervosa
was exclusively found in specific
populations, such as rich children and
poor women. Of course, now we know
this isn’t true. Although anorexia nervosa
may be more common in those
populations, it isn’t inherent in their
nature: instead, these groups are
hotspots because of their shared lack of
societal autonomy. In other words,
people at risk of anorexia nervosa are
people looking for something to possess,
something to control. Unfortunately,
Lasegue didn’t make this connection.
It’s the summer of 2018, and it’s
lunchtime. In ten minutes, the other girls
will return from the hallway where

they’re sitting, eating or not. The frenzy
of rehearsals will begin again, and we’ll
disperse to our studios, back en pointe,
but since that hasn’t happened yet,
Juliana and I are together in the dressing
room. I’m lying on the wooden bench,
head pressed to her hip. She’s pinning
her bun into a tight spiral. The eight of
us, the senior company, have been in the
building since nine in the morning, and
we’ll be here until it’s dark and we
fumble to find our car keys, muggy
Kansas dusk giving way to muggy Kansas
night. Two hours in the morning, seven
hours in the afternoon. Half an hour for
lunch.
Here’s another statistic, I’ve forgotten
where I heard it: One in every two
ballerinas has an eating disorder.
So where do I go from here? I guess I
could talk about Dostoevsky, who said A
man will most certainly tell a lot of lies
about himself. He also said that the sum
of a life is its reactions to its
environment. Then I could talk about
Caroline Walker in Appointment in
Samarra, who said, I love you? Yes, I love
you. Like saying I have cancer. I have
cancer. If I did have cancer. And then

Didion, who said, The craziness is receding
but no clarity is taking its place, and
Baldwin, who said, People make you pay
for the way you look, which is also the way
you think you look. So you see how I’m
trying to understand? I’m not good at
separating the baby from the bathwater.
You can pick what you want from this.
Juliana had the sleekest buns I’ve ever
seen. The moment a piece of hair came
loose, the entire construction was down,
out, and reassembled. Her buns wrapped
so closely to her skull that her hairline was
beginning to recede. This, combined with
the perpetual thinning of her hair, gave
her, in the right lighting, the appearance of
baldness. Sometimes when I was late for
class, I made a hasty bun and pinned it
loose. On these days, Juliana never looked
me in the eye. She was never late, but even
if she had been, she never would have
settled for the loose pins, loose strands. I
think she would have rather skipped class
entirely.
Those buns were the rule, not the
exception. It was evident in the way she
drove, five under the limit; in the way she
spoke, so quiet that you had to lean in to
hear her; in the gentle slope of her quads
and calves, honed from thousands of hours
of holding the right muscles. I was never as
controlled as her. In ballet, “control” was a
synonym for “beauty,” just like “lengthen”
was a synonym for “lose weight.” Our
studio had all sorts of secret languages.

Charles Lasegue’s connection, between
control and anorexia nervosa, was made
sixty years later in a case study of a
woman named Ellen West. Her childhood
was marked by a series of different
obsessive compulsions, but in her late
teens, she had settled on one. In her early
twenties, her fear of weight gain was
supposedly “extreme,” and West began
taking sixty to seventy packs of laxatives
per day. In her thirties she became a
vegetarian, and then shortly thereafter
poisoned herself and died. But this isn’t
meant to be a research paper, so I won’t
bore you with the details. I just wanted to
show that the connection between weight
loss and control has been made.
In this fragment of memory, we’re back in
the dressing room, and Juliana is
repinning her bun for the third or fourth
time. I’m teasing her about it, and
although I see that she’s impatient and
frustrated, I can’t stop pushing. Finally,
she lets her hands fall against her legs, her
hair untwisting and falling in loops to her
spaghetti-strap shoulders. Okay, I think.
Now I’m in for it.
“It’s about being professional,” she says.
“Maintaining appearances. We do ballet.
If you can’t understand that, where have
you been?”
But let’s not dissect that, because now I’m
thinking about that phrase. That’s what
we said back then. That we do ballet. I
remember that rhetoric was so crucial to

us. We hadn’t earned ballerina, and there
was no guarantee that we would. That word
suggested
a
full
inhabitation,
a
permanence that extended beyond
adolescence, a commitment that included
skipping college applications, performing
six nights a week, a name in bold on a
playbill. We might have had three black
toenails at any given moment, we might
have alienated ourselves from friends and
family, but still, we did ballet.
But I digress. Let me tell you about the
Heart Sutra. In it, Hanh claims that form is
emptiness, and emptiness is form.
Emptiness cannot exist in a vacuum;
nothing is inherently empty. A blank piece
of paper may be empty of ink, sure, but
that same paper contains the tree, and the
leaves, and the soil, and the seasons, and
the logger, and the logger’s family, and
come on, let’s throw in the greater
Appalachia too. So nothing is inherently
empty. To be empty is to be empty of. To
be empty is to have been emptied. This is
presumably by some force. After all, Ellen
West told her therapist that filling herself
with food made her feel more empty. But
let’s move on. Not every question of mine
is answered in the Heart Sutra. For
example: Is being emptied unavoidable? Is
it a choice that can be made or unmade?
Let’s forget my therapist for a moment. I
want to know what Hanh would say.
In The Raven Cycle, Maggie Stiefvater
writes, Why do we breathe? Because we love

air? There’s nothing I want to ask
Stiefvater. This I understand perfectly.
This is all to say that Juliana and I are still
together in the dressing room. I’m lying
on the wooden bench, head pressed to her
hip. Her fingers, bone-thin, have stilled
on the pins, halfway pushed in. In ten
minutes, the other girls… Well. You know
the drill by now.
I don’t remember how we got here, but
we’re here, and I’ve just asked her
whether she’s eating all right. I don’t
know what compels me to push her this
way. We’ve talked about anorexia, of
course we have, but never in the context
of ourselves. It’s always some other girl.
I’m thinking about how neither of us have
eaten lunch in weeks. I’m thinking about
how well I know her, how well she knows
me. I’m thinking about how, supposedly,
only one in every two ballerinas has an
eating disorder. We’re staring each other
down, but neither of us are giving in.
Statistically, only one of us is lying.
I wish I could say that I confronted
Juliana then, that I forced the truth from
both of us, that we never fought again.
Maybe that’s how I’ve chosen to
remember it. I wish I could say that I
never admired her, that I never tried to
imitate her control, her precision, her allencompassing focus, never bought into
the competition, never thought about how
ballet was an art with merit based in

weight, and how her weight made her a better ballerina than me. I wish I could say that
I left the studio that night full of self-righteous anger, frustration at her silence,
determination to put her in an inpatient clinic, where she would end up anyway,
instead of what I really thought that night, which was an Italian phrase I’d learned
recently from T.S. Eliot’s The Waste Land. Il miglior fabbro — the better craftsman.
— Anne Chen

WALKING OFF
Ryan Podnar

PROPHECIES ON SUBWAY
WALLS
i.
i live on dirty subway corners where you can hear the resonant
afterthought / of a musican's heartbeat.
(and orpheus reaches out.)
and my breath is the passing / thrum of the
metro, because my home
is not heaven nor hades / so perhaps in between.
rest your feet, traveler, toss me a coin / or two.
i can spin you a tale or sing you a song, like
the poets before me. i construct /
ballads out of discolored chewing gum / wads and the
stink of cigarette smoke and it might not be
pretty, wanderer, but it is / home.
(and home is not where gods live but
where humans die.)
ii.
bend down, little one, sit if you wish.
(the metro won't arrive 'til the show is complete.)
what has brought you to me? a melody? a legend? perchance, a / wish?
maybe a dream, these days they say
dreams are wishes in wolves' clothing.
humans say many things nowadays. but some things are constant.
you know, they sing how “the words of the / prophets
are written on the subway walls.”
i think it's a funny little saying, funnier still /
how we choose to ignore them.
cassandra would have hated that no one learned.
(or maybe she'd laugh, and have another glass. pessimism is
fashionable on those fate favors, on those fate / twists.)
but troy's been in the same cycle for a millennium now. /

different names, same games. history repeats—in fact, it / rhymes,
and perhaps this verse will be mine to spin. /
perhaps yours.
iii.
ah, the time approaches. and so for a bow. a finale, an ending. how will the curtain /
close? a metro station is not for these things, you see. i am
not a beginning or an ending—i am a / transition, like all important things.
perhaps you'll learn to value transitions one day / these walls are not
sleek marble, not polished wood. they are dirty, a half note of an / unfinished song,
abandoned. traveler, learn to listen, learn to see. and when you leave, hear the
hum of the subway, read the prophecies on the walls. /
and maybe this time, when cassandra speaks, someone will listen.
— A. Wong

LAW OF NATURE
Mamãe tells me that she needs another
can of condensed milk. She just re-read
the recipe. She cannot make the pudding
without the second can.
“Get it for me, will you?” she says. “The
butter is outside and I don’t want the
ants to get to it.”

baby turtles hatch. Wants to make sure
the saltwater crocodiles don’t turn their
jaws into caves for the babies to crawl
into. When I asked why she cared so
much, she said, “these babies, I am sure,
will go all the way to Praia do Forte.” In
the sand, the eggs look like nests of
pebbles. Someone could step on them
before the crocodiles get to them.

“I told you, buy a microwave.”
I pull the credit card out of her purse and
she yawns like an opera singer. After
wiping her eyes, she says, “on your way
back, walk along the sand.” Her brown
curls look deflated, and her temples are
growing grey weeds. “Tell me if the eggs
are still there.”
*
Condensed milk has gone up by thirtyeight cents. I bet this is why Mamãe only
bought one can in the first place. Never
buy two of something expensive in one
purchase. This is the law. The cashier
asks me if I would like to round my
payment up for charity. Saying no is
embarrassing but saying no is also the
law, so I do it without making eye
contact.
The eggs, as Mamãe had hoped, are still
there. She wants to be there when the

Up the beach, there is a ledge of sand
eroded by last winter’s high tide. At the
bottom of the ledge is an upside-down
turtle, baked like a piece of pottery. It
has been there for months now, ever
since it got disoriented and fell. When
turtles are upside-down they can’t flip
themselves back over. Their homes are
their anchors. The turtle’s eyes have
popped into marbles of blood.
*
“Do you think I should make brigadeiros
as well, or just the pudim?” Mamãe asks
when I put the can of condensed milk on
the counter.
“Maybe if you came with me to these
things you would know how many people
to expect.”
Mamãe wipes the sweat off her upper lip
with the corner of her apron. She looks at

me with peripheral vision.
“The eggs are still there,” I say.
“When they hatch they will go to Praia do
Forte. You will see.”
“How will I see. We going back?”
Mamãe rolls her eyes and spoons cacao
powder into a saucepan.
“Condensed milk has gone up by thirtyeight cents,” I say.

the turtles into the sky for the big birds to
catch. Turtles fell from one beak to the
next like falling kisses.
“Kisses from Vovó, you see?” she kept
whispering. “They got sucked out of the
Brazilian ocean and now they’re raining
onto us. You see?”
Everything, to Mamãe, is either coming
from or going to Brazil. Like us. Like the
turtles. Like the imported Guaraná
Antarctica we have to drive three hours
for. They only stock it at a mall near
Cairns.

“Are you working tonight?”
“No. Are you?”
“No.”
Last month, I watched baby turtles fall
from the sky. Mamãe had to cover her
eyes with her filthy fingernails. Big, black
birds with wings like bows and beaks like
arrows chased smaller white birds across
the sky. A man with a frayed baseball cap
who stood near us explained that the
black bird’s feathers aren’t waterproof so
they steal food from the white birds.
“Australia is weird,” Mamãe whispered to
me. “Why do they have birds who eat
seafood but can’t go near the sea?”
When the white birds, whose beaks clung
to baby flippers, gave in, they dropped

When we left the beach, the orange sand
stayed stuck to our ankles. Mamãe
couldn’t believe how sand could be so
stubborn.
“I hope the turtles don’t take this sand
back home,” she huffed.
In Praia do Forte, Mamãe owned a
souvenir shop. She sold watercolor
sarongs and underpriced shot glasses
decorated with paintings of fishing boats
and churches. The tourists that she met
while she worked came from places she
had only read about, like Berlin and
Saint-Tropez, and she treated them,
monotonously, like celebrities. The items
in her store only retained their value by
virtue of travel and tourism.
“Can you imagine,” she used to say, “all

of my souvenirs being taken back to
these strange places?”
“Like a tucano sarong in Russia!” I
laughed.

better call back quickly before she goes
to work. I dial her number and when she
answers she says, “so you’re still alive
without me?”
“I am thriving without you,” I tease.

“My sarong would be a celebrity in
Russia.”
At night after work, under the full moon,
she went to the beach to watch mother
turtles pull themselves through the sand
to nest. Back then, she did not consider
once that these turtles might be from
Australia. The sun in Praia do Forte isn’t
hot enough to bake upside-down turtles.
There are no skeletons in the sand. The
laid eggs look like pearls, not pebbles.
The babies didn’t get precipitated into
the clouds. I think Mamãe forgot about
the birds that swooped down and picked
up the babies like street thieves. I think
she forgot about the mother turtles who
would wash up with their fins tangled in
plastic.
The sand in Praia do Forte was fine and
white. Our ankles stayed clean. The
kitchen stayed dirty. Pots and pans of
batter and stew. Cupboards stacked with
cans of condensed milk. Nights of
looking at the moon and wondering what
else it lit up.
*
Mamãe says that my tia called and that I

“Your mother tells me you got a job, you
smart girl.”
“Washing dishes, so I don’t have to talk.”
“Good. Keep your head down until you
are promised a good view when you look
up.”
“Yes, Titia.”
“And your mamãe? She’s working?”
“Nannying. These two kids on our street
who only eat crackers and sandwiches.
It’s weird.”
“Ai, you should feed them feijoada
before they faint. Okay, I am going to
work now. If you need anything, you call
me. A big hug and a big kiss.”
“Big hug and big kiss.”
I put the phone down and get orange
juice out of the fridge.
“The juice here,” Mamãe says, “tastes
like chemicals. I should squeeze my own
oranges.”

I put the carton back in the fridge.

She tuts and glares out the window.

“Drink it, God. we can’t waste it.”

“Fine, don’t come. I am going to go wax
my face."

I take it out of the fridge again and pour
a glass. “Should I buy some oranges
today?”
“No. Too expensive. The oranges here
are stiff, you can hardly get a single cup
of juice from them.”
The kitchen counter is scattered with
Tupperware containers filled with the
desserts she made last night. The pudim
is already cut in slices for tomorrow’s
barbeque, making it look amputated and
incomplete.

“Why on earth would you wax your
face?”
“So they don’t stare.”
Out the window, a bow-and-arrow bird
shoots across the sky.
“You can wax later. We are going to the
beach.” It is not a suggestion. It is the
law. “We will wait for the turtles to
hatch.”
*

“Mamãe, are you sure you don’t want to
come with me tomorrow?”
"To the churrasco?”
“It’s not a churrasco, it’s a barbeque.
They’re different.”
“What is in a barbeque?” She says the
word as if it pricks her tongue.
“Caramelized onion, I don’t know.”
“Ai, these people don’t know how to eat.”
“So come with me and you can teach
them how.”

The upside-down turtle still sticks out of
the beach like a sand castle. The blood
that had leaked from her eyes has turned
black in the sand, like a plague. Mamãe
thinks that this turtle migrated here all
the way from Praia do Forte, “so that
when she came to shore, she was too tired
to survive.”
We walk up the beach to the nest of eggs
and lay out a towel to sit on.
“When they hatch,” she says, “we will be
their security guards.”
I imagine what it would have been like if
we had migrated with security guards

watching over us. No one would have
checked our suitcases at the sound of our
accents. At the airport, the metal detector
opened before us like a cave. In the
souvenir shop, we were not treated like
celebrities. At customs, when they asked
the purpose of our visit, Mamãe did not
say “because we carry our homes on our
backs,” she said, “we are trying to find a
new home.”

coast,” he says. “Gonna give them a
helluva better chance.” It is around
midday. The sun pulsates above us. The
air is vibrating with a choir of cicadas.
Down the beach, where rocks hide the
path of beach access, an ancient green
sea turtle emerges from the waves,
squinting and wrinkled. Slowly, slowly,
she tucks her flippers into the sand and
pulls herself forward. She keeps going
until she gets to the wall of rocks.

I still do not know what she means.
“Poor old bastard,” sighs the man.
The same man from a month ago with a
frayed hat shows up at the beach. He too
has come to observe the turtles. When he
gets close he says, “these beauties will go
all the way to Vanuatu.” Mamãe doesn’t
believe him so she says nothing in return.
“The ones who survive, at least.”
“They will be born at night,” says
Mamãe. “They will all survive.”
“It’s a full moon tonight, honey,” the
man says. “Those crocs time their feasts
perfectly. Ruthless bastards.”
Mamãe doesn’t know what ‘ruthless’ or
‘bastard’ means. They weren’t in her
English for Beginners DVD.
“We will help them,” she says, factually.
She likes to say things when she knows
she is right.
“At least the birds are moving up the

“She will rest before she turns around,”
Mamãe defends. “She has come all the
way from Brazil. She is just tired.”
The man shakes his head. “Sea turtles
can’t reverse, honey. They can’t go
backwards. Once they commit to a
direction they go in that direction
forever. The tired gal beached herself too
far down. Probably her last batch of eggs,
too, by the looks of things. She’s an old
one, that one.”
Mamãe looks offended. She keeps
watching the turtle, willing for it to regain
its energy and turn around. When
nothing happens, I say,
“Mamãe, we can go there and help her
turn around.”
“No,” she says. “She is a Brazilian turtle.
She is resting, and when she is ready, she

will turn around.”
*

against nothing. The homes they carry
are not the homes they are safe in, not
the ones they can retract into.

We sit on the sand until the sun sets and
the large Queensland sky turns into the
dark blue skirt of Iemanjá. The man left
hours ago. My legs are cold and stiff.
Mamãe is watching the eggs.

Mamãe looks out to the horizon, onto
which the moon’s light oozes like
condensed milk. She yawns, and the
crows-feet by her eyes deepen. Her face
is as leathery as a flipper.

“Isn’t it amazing,” she whispers, “how
baby turtles know exactly where to go
without being told. They are born and
they go to the ocean. It is as simple as
that.”

An eggshell cracks. The beach is clear.
The ocean is theirs to return to.

“But they could get eaten on the way.”
“No, no. We are here.”
The moon, as the man had promised, is
full and silver, like a spoon in the sky. It
illuminates the beach like a street light.
Mamãe’s eyes are pale and milky, ready
to cry. Down the beach, I can still see the
round silhouette of the tired turtle. She
will never be able to retrace her steps and
undo her mistake. She will stare at the
rock wall until tomorrow’s sun bakes her
like clay.
“They are faced with so many predators,”
Mamã says softly.
She is right. It feels like the world is
against them. Their large, tear-drop
shells look like shields but protect them

— Bruna Gomes

migration

of mind

some say you kill field mice with only your fingernails & string them up by their pink
feet to hang from the edge of your window & some say right before the sun comes up,
you crawl out of bed without stretching, golden eyes with slitted pupils to hunt mice &
wheels of Dutch gouda & loaves of Amish bread & crates of plump mushroom caps &
heads of purple cabbages & from here, you look hungry & last winter your nose bled
because of the cold & seeped into fibers of your favorite baby-blue dress, the one
embroidered with daisies and coiled vines along the sleeves & once you knew it was
ruined you never tried to soak it in vinegar and lavender oil, like your mother used to
do, because you hate wasting time on unsavable things & i remember the autumn my
brother poured vinegar into my cat’s litter box to show her she was unwanted & to
never come back & now you are here, sitting on a quilt made from scraps of winter
coats & you only wear a lilac-colored top hat & some say that’s where you hide
caramel chews, saltwater taffy & a knife & you go topless & one breast is slightly larger
than the other & it reminds me of the time the man who sold my father chicken feed &
hay told me not to wear V-necks because it gives of the wrong impression & i was only
twelve & it was my school uniform, so i wore a sweater all summer long & kitty
pearson, i wish you could show me how you crawl & hunt & i wish you could get my
cat back, because i know that only you could & now i sit the edge of my bed, bare, with
a top hat on & i open my window & i slouch & i look at my small hands & it feels good
to be unsavable but the feeling doesn’t last & i put my clothes back on & my shirt is
not a V-neck & i watch as field mice squeeze into my room from the crack in the door
& i am hungry & i want to get on my hands & knees & hunt
— Grace Warren-Page

STILL LIFE WITH A NAKED
WOMAN IN A TOP HAT
an ekphrastic after Alice Neel's painting ‘Kitty Pearson’

CHOCOLATE MAKES YOU
HAPPY
CW: binge-eating and body image issues
Your mum slides over a dark, bittersweet
chocolate bar after she tells you about
the divorce. You take a bite, then
another, and another until there’s
nothing left. You still feel hungry—no,
empty. It is the first time you feel such
emptiness in the pit of your stomach.
You need to fill up this new void in your
body, lest it consume your whole being.
Your mum slides over another chocolate
bar.
When your dad moves out, he bribes you
with a chocolate egg—white chocolate on
one side, milk chocolate on the other. It
works for a second, but then you cry and
cling on his leg when he tries to leave. He
offers two more chocolate eggs. When
there’s nothing left except for the
chocolate crumbs on your fingers and
lips, you look up and he’s gone.
It is your eighth birthday party. Everyone
is watching the clown, but you’re
watching the phone. Your mum notices
so she cuts a slice from the birthday cake
and hands it to you. It is chocolate cake
—the kind of chocolate cake that is soft

and moist and it melts into your mouth
as if trying to erase all your worries.
When the clown is done with his act, you
have already eaten two slices. None of
your worries are gone.
Your mum marries a new man and her
stomach grows. The baby makes her
crave chocolate which means you eat all
kinds of chocolate with her every day.
You are both eating a large tub of
chocolate ice cream in bed when the
baby kicks for the first time. You wonder
if that means the baby loves chocolate as
much as you do.
For your 13th birthday, your stepfather
gives you money and you buy your very
first magazine. You are excited until you
read a page that tells you how to get a
thigh gap. Another page tells you how to
get rid of acne. You flip the page, and
you find another one about flat
stomachs. Those pages have one thing in
common—don’t eat chocolate.
You prep for university even though you
graduate high school in three years. It is
hard to stay happy, but that’s what

chocolate is for. Until you look in the
mirror and see your fat thighs, bumpy
red face, and large tummy. You decide
you will never eat chocolate again, but
you break that promise the very next
day.

at night anymore. You used to call your
mum, but fifteen years have passed and
she’s dead. You don’t have your dad’s
number—you haven’t had it in a while.
Your stepfather is too sad to talk, and
your half-sister calls you a loser behind
your back.

You get into university. Your mum sobs
when it’s time for goodbye. On the
airplane, you eat from the chocolate
stash that is meant to last the whole
semester. It lasts orientation.

All you have left is chocolate. You realize
this as you unwrap your fourth Kit Kat of
the night.

University makes the numbers on the
scale increase and your self-confidence
decrease. You do not visit home on
breaks. Your hair is always greasy, your
jeans no longer fit the curve of your
belly, and the acne has spread from your
face to your shoulders. You do not look
like yourself anymore and the only thing
that makes you feel better is the taste of
chocolate on your tongue.
You graduate university and your family
attends the ceremony. They get you a
bouquet of roses and your stepfather
even buys you a golden necklace. Your
own father isn’t there and neither is the
box of Patchi chocolates that you crave.
The corporate world is draining. The
hours are longer, and the work is duller.
Emails overcrowd your inbox and your
stomach twists when you hear that
dreaded notification. The notifications
haunt you so much that you cannot sleep

Three hours later, when you are standing
on the scale, you realize a different, hard
truth. Chocolate has ruined your life.
— Lujain Assaf

HIDING IN PLAIN SIGHT
Cara Ianaule
I enjoy being spontaneous with photography. Walking past the dining room one day, I
spied a pincushion and a vase on the table. My eyes were drawn to the juxtaposition of
the round, everyday item and the fluid, elegant vessel. I arranged the composition with
movement in mind, creating a cascade of glass and sturdy triangle of the round
objects. It reminds me of the way people attempt to hide behind glamorous social
media posts and sleek brands; however, it is crystal clear that the image they wish to
convey is a false one, detrimental to their own unique personalities. It is a jumbled
commentary, but a spontaneous one all right.
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McCracken

OBSESSION / DISINTEREST

Sweat
Sweat didn’t
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to your
your skin.
skin.
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THE OLD WAYS
i envision tales the world once knew:
an epoch when the old growth was seeded,
before love was sealed and confined
to only that of man and woman, free
as a breeze swaying ancient elms
nestled in the heart of untamed land.
the epoch for his love, my love,
the epoch of the old ways.
i dream a story where he takes my hand
and pulls me into the elder forest, enchanting
me with his love and the way he traces
his fingers through my roast-chestnut hair.
with a kiss
he leaves the birches unscathed but carves
the memory of his name into my heart
as he teaches me the old ways.
he cradles me in a hammock
tied between two oak trunks
and whispers vows of passion,
undying like the trees that rustle
a song of our love, humming
we bless the lovers with our boughs
as the world returns to the old ways.
— Andrew Sinclair

TYPES OF LOVE: A PLAYLIST
Track 01 - Platonic
Floral and Fading by Pierce the Veil 3:29
“Close your eyes / Picture you and I /
Selling daylight / For Gasoline”
I don’t cry when I pick up my best friend
from the airport, driving with a license I
acquired at the last minute. I don’t cry
when she gives me the first real hug I’ve
felt in months, her masked face buried in
my shoulder as we rock from side to side.
She stays with me in Myrtle Beach for a
week near the end of July, and my
parents give us the freedom to go where
we want—to eat and explore and be
together. We spend most of this freedom
in a silver Kia with no air conditioning,
windows rolled down all the way so that
the wind cuts the unrelenting heat inside
and outside of the car. Sweat slicks from
our legs against the seats, and we use
Starbucks to quench the heavy thirst
amplified
by
southern
humidity.
Familiar to me, but foreign to her.
We’ve both made Spotify playlists for
when we’re driving, and we listen to every
song on them. The radio blasts over the
sound of rushing air and the speed of

cars bulleting past, threatening to drown
our voices in the songs that remind us of
one another. We sing louder than the
music.
She gets me addicted to peach Red Bull
and she convinces me to download
TikTok. She makes me realize what it
feels like to be high, to be so in sync with
someone that all I can do is laugh as
thoughts pass in silence, giving her a
knowing look that she reciprocates. My
distraction nearly kills us sometimes,
missed exits and sharp turns that she
brushes off in the moment but makes fun
of me for later.
On her last night, I hate her in the most
affectionate way possible, since having
another part of myself to manage is
difficult for my Prozac to keep up with,
and I haven’t experienced a moment
alone in one-hundred-and-sixty-eight
hours.
As we drive home from our final dinner
—west, toward the sunset—I stop at the
red light on Highway 707 and
Holmestown Road. We talk about which
song off Misadventures, the most recent
album from one of our favorite bands, is

the best. My favorite begins to play as the
light turns green.
I let my foot off the brake and turn right,
driving north and knowing that, as she
flies the same way tomorrow, we won’t
feel any differently for one another than
we do now.
Track 02 - Manic
Radio by Alkaline Trio - 4:41
“Leaving the coal calling the kettle
black and orange and red / This kettle
is seeing red”
I meet him at the end of seventh grade
while walking to the library, and he’s
better looking in front of me than he is
from afar. Up close, he is vibrant and
beautiful,
a
natural
sign
of
poisonousness, of danger. He gives me
his phone number on a ripped piece of
notebook paper, and it takes only the
slightest brush of his fingers against
mine for his toxins to seep into me.
His hair is a constantly swirling
kaleidoscope of color, blue to pink to
purple to blue again. The days and
months mix with them, after a while. Dye
nights are hours-long Skype calls full of
laughter that bounces off the walls and
into my chest, fluttering over and onto
me like a safety blanket.
That blanket warms me whenever I look
at him, a lingering ache sifting through

my heartstrings like fingers on a harp.
There’s a new kind of thrill when that
warmth is on the edge of turning into
some type of fire deep inside of me,
toeing the line between danger and
salvation. I chase after that feeling until
it’s gone, floating away with the breeze
off the ocean.
We spend Halloween together. The
streets of his neighborhood are backlit by
the sunset for a blip in time before
changing to a smokey purple, and we use
the porch lights as beacons in the
growing darkness. Moths to flame.
Most weekends, we walk hand in hand
past the cotton candy houses that line
Surfside Drive, tall and stilted frames
listening intently as we scream Alkaline
Trio songs with the pill shaped speaker
in the pocket of his hoodie. These
November days are watched over by
electric blue skies, ones so vibrant that I
can look out the window and recognize
the cold hanging from them, pushing
warm bodies together.
The warmth doesn’t last.
It gradually begins to slip away in
December. On New Year’s Eve, we trek
from El Cerro Grande four miles on the
side of the highway to get back to his
house. I give him my hoodie when he’s
shivering, leaving myself with nothing
but a t-shirt and shorts.

The cold creeps slowly through my
fingers and toes as he moves further
ahead of me. I push myself to move
faster, but my legs are heavy like ice. I
can’t catch up as his figure fades into the
night, the safety blanket ripped away
from me while he sings the same songs as
always, without me this time.
Track 03 - Familial
Pillar of Davison by Live – 6:46
“Past perfect tense / Words for a
feeling in all I’ve discovered”

He makes a left turn and I look at the
businesses flying by on my right. I let my
vision blur, and the neon lights of
different signs become nothing but blobs
of color. They remind me of the music
videos I’d watch as a child, bright flashes
moving quickly as we pass them. I blink,
and they linger in my periphery—a
polaroid forever half-developed.

I sit with my father in his Nissan Titan as
he barely escapes a red light.

My eyes fall to my father: a tired man
who works more than anyone I’ve ever
known rather than the protector I dream
him to be; someone only able to do so
much, incapable of moving mountains or
giving me the sun.

It’s rare for anyone to drive me around
now that I have my license, but car rides
are our way of spending time together—a
bubble meant only for the two of us,
filled with cigarette smoke and Pepsi
bottles, perfect in its silence compared to
the noise at home.

He doesn’t know the sacrifices I’ve made
for my mother, and he never will: how I
gave her my childhood so that she could
return to hers, crying for her own father
when he left her—how I took care of her
without complaint at eight years old
when she couldn’t take care of herself.

We are similar—the only difference
between our faces is age, and we’re both
so stubborn that it can be a hindrance.

I never complained, but my father lived
hours away with everyone I wanted to be
near. He took care of them but left me
with half a parent, betraying me in the
process. The truck slows to a stop and I
smile, noticing that we’re in the Krispy
Kreme drive through. My father gives me
his open-mouthed, conspiratorial grin as
he brings his hand from the steering
wheel to my own, brushing his thumb
against my knuckles. The song reaches
its chorus.

Some days, we talk about anything, from
political opinions to secrets that never
leave the cab of the truck, trust filtering
through the air conditioning and into my
cold hands. On others, the only voice is
the radio’s as we relish the quiet. Today
is the latter.

He turns away to order and I hum along
to the music. My resentment fades with
the final verse.
Track 04 - Romantic
Lillian by +44 - 4:39
“Your heart is a grave / To be perfectly
honest / Your mouth’s a smoking gun /
And I smile while you’re twisting the
knife in my stomach / Until
everything is gone”
I lie in bed at half past two in the
morning, eyes drawn to poster-covered
walls and the chaotic ceiling above me.
I wrote my favorite quotes on pieces of
printer paper and tacked them to the
plain white drywall on a night like this
one. The result is something messy and
colorful that I study when I can’t bear to
think of anything else.
I think too much when I’m awake: pieces
of songs, stories I don’t remember well
enough to write, and people who have
run their course. Broken promises, and
what I wish I could be. Only fragments.
Sometimes, the fragments arrange
themselves into an image of a girl with
hair like fire and glasses across her face.
My own Lillian, who tears me down by
speaking a few words and builds me up
again with even less. The smallest things
make me think of her—a certain brand of

tea or the cat through my neighbor’s
window.
I pick up my phone. It’s three-fortyseven. I don’t check it as much as I used
to, avoiding the empty space where she
hasn’t texted back. A piece of me aches
every time I see a blank screen, and,
when she does reply, my stomach turns.
I’m nauseous.
I feel a stab of that nausea as I think
about my alarm. It will sound soon and
signal that the moon has risen and set.
I’ll have slept less than three hours in the
past couple of days once six a.m. comes.
Panic will grip my shoulders and rattle
my bones at the shrill sound of the clock.
The first thing I think of to calm down
will be her, and that fact is something
that will soon result in pain.
For now, though, I lie awake, tethered to
my bed. the scent of white magnolia still
lingers in the room, despite having blown
my candle out hours ago, and my box fan
whirs smoothly behind me. I stare up at
my ceiling and connect the dots of each
tack stuck there, creating constellations.
Five-fifty-two, less than ten minutes until
I’ll pretend to wake up. I understand now
why people pray before bed, seeking
blessings for the night and wishing to be
unconscious, head resting peacefully
against the pillows.

Track 05 - Self
Amaryllis by Shinedown - 4:04
“I wish you’d open up for me / ‘Cause I
wanna know you / Amaryllis / Bloom”
I spend the June before my junior year of
high school renovating a house on Lake
Marion, discovering that, though it may
take a while, I will feel better.
I grind fourteen-hour days with my
father and siblings, tearing apart and
rebuilding the mess that we are given to
work with. We prepare the outside of the
house for new siding, install completely
new windows, replace the rotting
subflooring. A mountain of work.
Throughout all of this, I reconstruct
myself, too.
Friends appear, and I talk to them
without shutting myself away. I learn to
let them go. I no longer cling to my fear
of change as I watch things progress
around me, a house transforming daily
from being half-finished into something
I’m proud to say I helped build.
When I’m not working, I go to Goodwill
or swim in the lake, despite my fear of
water. I push against the rules I’ve made
for myself to avoid being hurt. And,
when it gets to be too much, I stop and
take a moment to breathe.
Breathing is easier now. Everything is
with practice. I go for a drive or sit on a

newly finished porch and feel the wind
playing with my hair. I count my breaths
and close my eyes, leaning back into the
rocking chair and exhaling.
On the first weekend free of work, near
the beginning of July, I wake at dawn and
sit on the dock, the sun staining the sky
pink, orange, gold. The air holds a chill it
hasn’t since April, and my hands smooth
over my legs to warm them as they dangle
above the water, swinging from my perch
on the railing.
I am the only one awake. Birds graze the
water without leaving a ripple, scooping
fish into their open mouths. Green leaves
hang from the trees and sway slowly from
side to side, a rustling lullaby.
I am the only one awake, but I am not
alone—I open up.
Bloom.
— Em Moore

Zaina Mumtaz

MIGRATION AS A
WALLFLOWER
silence is my first language—
because a gray cloud belongs in noisy streets
& my promises were white crayons
labelled with "i'm sorry"
we sit together above unearthly skies:
waiting for the moon of hope to arrive
& the blanket of marshmallow clouds
bleeds saltwater against solitary windows
we were wallflowers who daydreamed along old walls
& painted songs of loneliness upon our fingertips—
we gather in flocks as the seasons collapse
& brush their wings past homes
and maybe, you'll wake up on the opposite side of death: rebirth.

someday, we'll find somewhere to be from, too.
— Laiba Yousuf

IT STARTS IN ROTTERDAM
we take a train to
amsterdam and we lose ourselves
on the subway. i reinvent
myself in the carriage and i become
someone new, someone you
never knew. someone you’ll never
know, because we say goodbye in
cologne. and i reinvent myself again
in case you linger in my veins. i
try and wash you out from the inside,
try and stop the decay from spreading.
my thumb in the roadside, i catch
a lift south, hoping to lose you in the
miles between. red lipstick smeared
across my cheek, i try and find
god in the brunette from the club:
i don’t. instead i find you, lingering
in my soul like a virus, like a cure.
the moon watches me stumble, fall
to my knees on the pavement. i
buy a ticket to luxembourg and nearly
miss the train. i cut my hair in the
bathroom and i try to flush you
out. i reinvent myself again and
buy blush at the drugstore. i
become the brunette from the club,
pixie cut and mauve lips: i don’t

recognise the girl in the mirror. i
think that means i’m getting somewhere.
you wanted to go to versailles so i
avoid france and go to belgium. i
buy a bottle of wine and i see you
in the bright lights of the supermart,
your shadow, haunting. you disappear
and i finish the bottle. i sit on my bed
and i try and find god in the ceiling,
in the snores of the boy in the bed
opposite. i can’t see you in my
soul, but i feel the pieces you
left behind. i sit on my bed and i
start putting them back together.
i reinvent myself in the morning
and i try and find sincerity, authority
in my body. i reinvent myself in
the morning and i unravel my
soul in the name of authenticity.
i find myself and i find god, and
neither of them are you. i buy a
ticket back home and i leave your
shadow in the airport.
— Elizabeth Sallow

DRIVEN
So, you are fifteen and a delicate thing. It is a Thursday and your insides are burning.
You do not know why you feel this way, you’re only fifteen, after all.
You want someone to say your name like a prayer, like they love you.
Your guilt lies flat on the wall, dripping onto its healthy bones. You want someone to
crack you open and stitch you back up. You want to be someone’s little Frankenstein.
You ache to be a curtain of bruises
as if your mother didn’t love your father for that very reason.
You ache for all those little welts because that’s how you believe a man loves a
woman.
You believe in everything to please everyone. You believe
in nothing to please everyone.
Blemished to the brim, you are fifteen and reading books that make you feel smart. It
is noon and the yellow-haired boy with the Harry Potter glasses laughed as 6th period
followed suit.
You realize all boys like him
laugh like they’re about to cry.
Your teacher and her sad, glossy smile.
That mouth-up-eyes-down flicker that manages to lose
itself when someone questions it.
You catch the mourning in the way her lips as she tries to make numbers and
equations a spectacle. You catch the mourning in every girl.
You are a soft tragedy,
hoping to simply be a woman in a way a man can just be a man.

It is a pale Winter and you’re ten minutes away from being sixteen. You feel small and
only loved because your mother has to. You catch the mourning in
the way she wakes
up in the early hours.
Maybe every mother should throw themselves a funeral the minute they have a child.
Maybe every wife’s vows are lyrics for their requiems.
Something soft,
made for an epilogue.
You are sixteen and a result of a love not meant to be. You do not yet know.
You are not a burden, vulgar child,
and be not a fickle tremor, be not a tiny kindness.
Just be sixteen.

— Richelle Agor

migration

of soul

EVERYONE CAN SEE AND
FEW CAN FEEL
CW: violence; references to blood and vague references to mutilation

Now
Inside a palace of gold stone lives a
young queen.
Her name is Seraphina and her hair is
the same color as her palace. Her cheeks
are two ripe strawberries and her eyes,
ripe seafoam. She is married to a young
king with dark hair and dark eyes and
the entire kingdom sighs as they ride by
on their stallions—one dark and one light
—for they are the country’s pride.
Seraphina smiles her gold smile at her
people. And if any of them notice that
her seafoam eyes do not light up when
she does so, they are too in love with
their perfect queen to mention it.

Then
Seraphina’s father was a wise king with a
foolish passion for gambling, and her
mother was a beautiful queen with an
ugly passion for envy. Their court was
one of endless fetes equipped with every
extravagance one could imagine. Wine

flowed easier than water, and people
scorned sleep in favor of feasts.
And thus it was little mystery that
Seraphina’s kingdom fell to its
conqueror neighbors. Swords made
quick work of the king and queen,
cutting them up so swiftly and artfully
that the new rulers could have made
beautiful paper-mâché art of their
remains.
And little Seraphina, watching her
parents’ demise with wide eyes, fled. Her
six-year-old feet pattered down the
marble halls while sunlight streamed
through the open courtyard’s pillars,
smirking at her. Seraphina ran and ran
ran forever—
Her head slammed into a warm wall and
a grunt sounded from somewhere above
her. Seraphina’s heart pounded; if she
came face-to-face with one of her
parents’ murderers, there was little she
could do. But some divine force must
have watched over her, for when she
looked up, her father’s chief minister
stared down at her. There was a splatter

of dark blood across his cheek that
matched the blood on her tongue. For a
moment they said nothing.
And then the Chief Minister swept her
into his wizened arms and they ran, ran
forever. They ran until they came to a tall
tower deep into the forest. Made of black
stone, it spiraled into the clouds. Ivycovered windows, like yawning mouths,
lined its walls. Around the base of the
tower were dark, thorny bushes that
birthed ice-blue berries; Seraphina could
have sworn they spoke to her, dared her
to eat them. She shivered.
The Chief Minister withdrew his sword—
a sword made with the finest, sturdiest
metal the kingdom offered, a sword he
had never used, a sword whose weight
made his worn arms tremble—and
hacked away at the bushes until a door
emerged.
*
Every week for thirteen years, the Chief
Minister deposited food into a large
bucket at the tower's door and left. He
could not bear to see Seraphina; to see
her was to remember the old king and
queen. He found a new occupation in a
town on the edge of the forest, where no
one would question the highborn fluidity
of his speech. A greater man would have
taken Seraphina in, would have passed
her off as his daughter, but the Chief

Minister had long veered off the road of
greatness.
Despite her solitude, growing up in the
tower left her with few complaints.
Whoever had lived there before her
seemed to have had a fondness for
almost every hobby in the wide world
and thus the rooms were well-stocked
with books, looms, paint, and more. She
taught herself how to decipher lines of
poetry, how to weave blankets, and how
to conjure up the image of life in a few
precise brushstrokes. Had Seraphina still
been a woman of good standing, men
across the continent would have vied for
her cultured hand.
But she had fallen far, and knew it well.
The slap of her feet on the palace floors
echoed in her dreams, the pit, pit, pit like
a death knell. Seraphina still awoke in
the midnight stillness with her heart
cracking against her ribcage. During
those nights, she fled from her rumpled
bed and to her worn copy of Machiavelli.
Those nights, she dreamt of revenge, of
her parents’ blood and of the usurpers
she longed to cut down.
*
Thirteen years to the day of the king and
queen’s murder, Seraphina opened the
tower door and froze. For the first time,
there was no food in the basket. The
Chief Minister had finally abandoned

her. She had finally outlived her
usefulness and his hope for restoring her
line to the throne.
Exhaling shakily, Seraphina leaned
against the doorframe. She had enough
food to last herself another month, but
eventually she would have to venture out
of the tower, something she had not
done since she’d arrived. And the people
beyond her tower—did they remember
her? Was she safe in the recesses of
forgetfulness? Or were her parents’
enemies still looking for her?
Seraphina closed the door on the empty
basket and climbed the stairs to her
bedroom, falling into a deadened,
dreamless sleep.
*
On the edge of the forest, the conqueror
king’s soldiers set fire to a straw pile at
the base of a wooden pole and grinned as
they watched the Chief Minister struggle
against his ties.
*
Seraphina coaxed the thorny bushes to
re-grow across her door and waited
anxiously. She knew not yet if her
announcement had been made public.
Deep in the forest lies a tower with a girl
in need . . . She had ventured outside, as
close to town as she dared, and left the

paper there. Seraphina had no money,
no title, and nothing to offer but herself.
Men could not resist the lure of a
mysterious
girl
trapped
in
an
unsalvageable situation; this was a fact
upon which Seraphina depended.
The first suitor came two days later, a
short, balding man with a large retinue
equipped with weapons as far as the eye
could see. Seraphina peeked over the
window ledge, watching him study the
bushes that choked the base of the tower.
He raised his arms, bringing his sword
down. The blade struggled with the
thorns, grappled with the leaves—and
shattered.
The men in the retinue gaped and
clutched their holy items. They left the
next day. The second suitor followed
shortly after. He, too, was accompanied
by a large group of soldiers bearing his
crest. After three unfruitful days, he and
his followers left, leaving a trail of
broken knives behind them.
The third suitor brought a coil of rope
and climbing boots instead of a sword.
But the tower was slippery and his
screams as he tangled with the thorny
bushes made Seraphina briefly queasy.
*
Suitors came by the day and departed by
the day. Whispers spread through the

town that the tower was cursed, that the
bushes were protecting something
ancient and powerful. And of the girl in
the tower, some said she was a lovely
sprite who would grant wishes to
whoever saved her; others said she was a
vicious succubus who would eat the first
man who broke through the bushes.
But rumors beget legends beget heroes.
And thus a young prince riding through
town decided to try his hand at saving
the mysterious girl in the tower.
*
When the sound of leaves shredding
echoed from the base of the tower,
Seraphina’s breath caught in her throat.
She raced to the window and threw it
open. And there, down below, was a
young man with dark hair curling in the
sunshine. A young man whose glinting
sword hacked at the thorny bushes as
easily as breathing.
Seraphina waited for the pause, waited
for the frustrated curses she had so often
heard over the past few days. But all that
echoed through the empty tower was the
soft snick of the lock.
And at the base of the eddying stairs
stood her prince.

Then, but creeping closer to now

His name was something girls liked to
sigh and Seraphina, to her delighted
dismay, was no exception to the trend.
His deep sapphire eyes fixed intently on
her, as though he wanted to deconstruct
every hidden facet of her face. She
blushed under his gaze and thought, yes,
this is what I have missed all those lonely
years.
He asked her to marry him and she
agreed. Her story was slinking to its end,
and this was the conclusion she
deserved. She was a princess. This was
what princesses were meant to do. Her
parents’ deaths were far in the past.
There was only this beautiful prince, who
had saved her. She forgot almost all else
but him.
*
The priest droned on and on and
Seraphina’s attention strayed from his
labored voice. She heard the guests
squirming in their seats behind her,
discontent despite snatching invitations
to the wedding of the millennium. The
royal crest hung from the walls above the
altar, two crossed swords on a
background of blood red. A shiver ran
through her at the sight of it, at the
crest’s unapologetic savagery. Her
prince, as attuned to her needs as ever,
squeezed her hand in mute comfort.
But Seraphina could not take her eyes

off the crest. It called to her, urged her to
look within herself for something lost
long ago. Only when she walked through
the open halls with her new husband,
well-wishers crowding them, did a
memory burst in Seraphina’s mind like a
putrid lemon.
Metallic blood—not hers—on her tongue.
The Chief Minister’s frozen face.

taken it.
The prince had laughed a laugh she had
never heard before, chilling her stiff
spine. Only a weak family, he reassured
her. Only a weak family that deserved to
have its power snatched away. His
fingers resumed on her laces and
Seraphina lay back, eyes unseeing as she
let the son of the man who had destroyed
her family take her.

Pit, pit, pit.

*

Her hand turned clammy in her
husband’s grasp. Frantically, she
recalled details of the day they had met.
He had sliced through the bushes at the
foot of her tower with ease where the
other suitors had shrieked at the sight of
their broken blades. The only other
person who had been able to cut through
the thorns was the Chief Minister, whose
blade had been a ceremonial gift from
her father. A blade that had been forged
by the best blacksmiths in the kingdom
using metal unique to their land. A blade
that could only be found in her kingdom,
the kingdom she’d lost to the same
conquerors who had slaughtered her
family and stolen her birthright.

Within weeks of their wedding, the king
lay dead and preparations began for the
prince’s
ascension.
The
people
whispered among themselves and
celebrated how fortuitous it was that the
prince had finally come of age with a
comely wife, just in time to relieve his
poor dead father.

That night, she caught and held the
prince’s fingers in hers, on top of the
laces of her dress. In soft, halting tones,
Seraphina asked him to whom the castle
had belonged before his family had

There is no trace of her parents in the
castle, nor is there any trace of her.
Seraphina wonders if her husband
knows precisely whom he has married.
He is fond of telling their love story at

The night before, Seraphina had
pretended not to notice when her
husband slipped into their chambers, an
empty bottle of belladonna clutched in
his hand.

Now

political dinners, waxing poetic about
passing through a tiny town on the edge
of a dark forest and finding a small,
handwritten flyer promising a young
woman in a tower. Seraphina pastes on a
smile as he narrates, wishing away the
boiling waves in her stomach. This is the
man whose forebears killed hers, the
man who killed his way to the throne.
Seraphina subconsciously conjures up
long-lost memories of female docility
that she thought she had forgotten as a
child and falls easily into submission.
Her husband owns her, from the clothes
on her back to the food on her plate. But
he does not own her mind, nor the
roaring flames in her chest.
And, lying next to her sleeping husband
in the dark, Seraphina smiles a smile he
has never seen.
*
The people love Seraphina. They love
her glamor, her beauty, her charity. They
love her far beyond the king, whose
reputation is subject to re-evaluation
with every twitch of the annual tax code.
Few remain who still dare to speak her
father’s name. But no matter. All those in
the kingdom are now her people, and,
loyalty to the new king or not, they will
bend to her will.
Bloodthirst runs in her husband’s veins.

It plagued his grandfather, who
expanded their tiny dukedom to half the
continent; it had plagued his father, who
slaughtered Seraphina’s family; and now
it plagues him. And this flaw, this
gorgeous flaw, is hers for the taking.
There are whispers that the last foothold
of Seraphina’s family is failing. The
rebels have been pushed to the edge of
the continent, very nearly falling off the
seaside cliffs into oblivion. Such
tantalizing weakness calls to her
husband like a blind lapdog to an aged,
cruel master.
Seraphina accompanies him to the coast.
They see the rebel camps, little ragged
dots in the distance. Her husband grins,
a white slash across his face that
promises destruction. She smiles sweetly
at him, the consummate consort.
But that very night, she slips out of their
tent and creeps towards the camps. The
rebels gasp when she slips off her hood,
says her name. They have waited for her
for thirteen years and she is here, bearing
the shears they need to snip off the
rotting fruits of her husband’s bloody
kingdom.
They proclaim her the ruler of a new
future for them. They do not notice
when she does not affirm it.

Now, peering into the future
She sits on the throne as though she has always. The seat beside her is empty and
she allows herself a small, secret smile as she raises her wineglass to her lips. Her
husband died tragically while fighting rebels, gutted on his own sword and then
hacked into pieces. This story, the people are sure of. Seraphina herself confirms it,
wailing mournfully upon each anniversary of the former king’s passing.
For her part, she does not keep the rebels in her court—they are still far too loyal to
her parents, and she has no interest in pursuing the same gluttonous court they
created. Seraphina is no longer her parents’ child—if she ever were. She is her own
child, born of thirteen years of self-rearing. And though the rebels know her true
identity, that she is far more than a queen dowager, the threat of the same death that
befell her husband buys their silence.
For the first time in her life, Seraphina is free. The broken kingdom she would have
inherited from her parents is gone, as is the bloodied kingdom she would have shared
with her prince. This new kingdom, her kingdom, will be anything she wants it to be.
*
If the courtiers were to look above the queen’s throne, they would see a sword
mounted above her head. It is a symbol of true love, they whisper to each other—to
have the former king’s blade, stained with the last of his blood, with her always. The
courtiers smile dreamily. Their queen is a benevolent one.
— Kathryn Lee

On the long way home,
We crush pebbles and twigs
Under our worn shoes.
It’s cold but your breath,
Your hands aren’t. We’re saying,
Doing things many others have,
But what does that matter?
What else matters
That isn’t your twilight
Eyes and starlit words,
That isn’t our meteoric
Fingers crashing into our skin.
When we leave,
There will be footprints
Engraved in the dust
And craters in our chests
The shape of our palms.
Though fireflies will laugh
At two of plenty clueless kids
Stumbling in the soft grass,
You and I know we are shaking
Each other off our orbits,
Breaking promises, making
New ones. If we are a mistake,
I want to see how it will happen
With you. If we are a mistake
I could escape, I wouldn’t. I’d return
To this trail and make it again.
(I could never be the same person after meeting you.)
— Ikera Olandesca
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SUNDAY
Anna Noseworthy-Turgeon

“Sunday” represents summer to me. It came at the end of
a long art block and I finally was able to sit down and
make something. Sunday is the last (or first) day of the
week, and this painting is both of those things. It’s the
end of the long, dry winter that left me without
inspiration or motivation, and the beginning of summer
and new creations.

SUMMER I
CW: sexual assault

i’ll bring summer to you
he whispered
but i didn’t ask for it
but no one ever not loves summer dear
where flowers sweat in honey droplets
grapple our skin bits
but i didn’t ask for it
now every time someone talks of summer
my voice would pull a thunderstorm stunt
and if you don’t like the tears,
that’s fine
but my clouds can consume your summer day in guilt
I know a place on earth where the oceans still have a place for my tears.
but you clearly want it
“hush hush child”
by the time it’s over, all you will remember is that it’s just another summer’s dream.
i trace my skin
connect the dots you print as each finger lingers
those tainted dots, when shall they fade.
they will
on the day i choose to wake up in the middle of my dream
the day cracked gaps of those arid grounds
choose to become fertile on their own powers.

She left with no signs, I barely knew it in my bones
The moment I turned on the fan // Its dust-covered breeze that
Stirred in me // a thick broth of impatience
Waiting for the newcomer, her name was Summer
Tongue-tied me with merlot // Sizzling happiness out of my hand // her lust licking,
lurking // leaking lucid dreams on my lemons
The four walls // imprisoning me // echoed
Cicadas yowling their morose anthem // Summer’s constant reminder of
A call for revolution // the way they molt
I knuckle my fingers every minute closer to the night // Like waiting for a broken radio
regaining its signal and playing me its lullabies
The curtain bloats herself // into a cage // and I am the bird
Oh how I wish to // Fly to Sam Son Beach // Poke my hand into the sand // And
swallow every single sentiment.
Trần Quỳnh Nguyên

SUMMER II

HOW RUBY CAME TO BE
i think i’ll melt into feathers and dust
and become one of those hummingbirds
that people love. i’ll have wings spanning
three, four inches of emerald or sapphire
and my throat will be coated in rubies, as
some mythical creature assembled out of
tossed away gem pieces. my mother
always said i was a hidden gem. she pet
my silky black hair, black like raven’s,
like snow white’s hair must be, and sat
outside in her garden. filling up the
birdfeeders. she turned and called my
name:

it was a gift to see her before she flew
away. my mother loved how free all the
birds were. as she refilled the birdfeeders
she told me that before white men came
there were two-spirit people who were
men but women, women but men, or
simply both at the same time. what does
that have to do with me? i thought,
because i was all girl.

CHRISTOPHER. CHRISTOPHER.
why did she have to give me that name,
of all the names? i begged her to change
it, take it back, but she would only give
up so much. she gave up the blue and red
color scheme of my closet for pink and
purple, my choppy bowl haircut for
mermaid princess curls, but still she
could not give up that wretched name.
so, secretly, i have to whisper my real
name under blankets so no one in the
world but me can hear:
ruby. ruby.
because that was her favorite bird, the
one that darted in a flash to the red sugar
water before zipping away again, so quick

CHRISTOPHER CHRISTOPHER
CHRISTOPHER.
repeated over and over like a curse, at my
mother’s funeral. people i had never seen
before, men with long hair like those
sepia portraits of grim-faced indians,
coming to gawk at my mother in her
coffin. she is buried in the city, still close
to sacred land. though never quite there.

after her death i decided how Christopher will die: He will shed his
skin for a gown of iridescent feathers, That gleams and glitters in the
sunlight, He will transform his spirit into a bird that everyone can love,
Because it is free and out of their reach, And he will fly away to heaven
and when he swoops down, Ruby will appear slender and beautiful,
with long loose Snow White curls and ruby red lips. Migration out of
cages.
That was how I was born.
— Satori McCormick

Tina

Tina

OPULENT DEATH
CW: death, violent imagery
i.
in the discarded tombs of our nightmares deep,
the bees are tearing apart at their wings in opalescent-ovaloid mourning.
bring your eyes up to their limbs, their jeweled bodies gleaming in sorrow.
honey-sweet, they fear for you.
ii.
the grasses grow taller and the sky splits apart tonight,
when the moon falls away and you meet my lips.
skin and bones flesh-fragile, amongst the flowers and flames, i love you.
even as we bring ruin to each other, i love you.
for discordant, converging like supernovas,
our bodies cannot stand each other
and we fall.
we fall and we fall
and we fall.
iii.
opulent deaths we die,
rotting and burned in gardens of fire,
dripping with honey, vessels still pumping the last dregs of sugar
through our hollow limbs.
we split apart slowly, cell by cell, ruptured into piles of stardust.
to the earth we crumble, star crossed lovers,
lips parted and aching, the poisons in our systems all-consuming.
i loved you until i could no longer stand it.

iv.
the regret is not mine to bear.
we broke ourselves willingly, and now the earth carves us out,
bees swarming our stomachs, throats, fingers, bodies gleaming golden.
we are nothing and we are everything,
the betrayers and the betrayed.
opulent deaths we died, burning in paradise,
eyes split open, lips locked, hands singed.
v.
but i loved you,
and in our last star-studded moments, it was enough.
— Ivi Hua

IN PURSUIT OF WILDNESS
First, take the train east along the Yangtze
and follow the scent of the oystered ocean
breeze, chasing the darting swallows through
the oasis of rice fields. Seek for a seagull;
trail it through the haze of carbon emissions,
the skewed alley ways, through a vent of wind
that shivers across the worn geometry of glazed
tiles, loosening up dust caked against the spires
of windows until you reach the Wulinmen Pier.
Wait till the evening. Then board the boat, some
constant visitor, coursing through the waterway
clamped in between dwellings with weeds sneak
–ing through narrow rock openings, lanterns prying
open the darkness. Upon entering Xi Hu, the boat
will drift past Feng Bo Ting, where mist flocks up
and casts dew that’ll stream down one’s skin,
perhaps carrying with it all the guilt from witnessing
the fall of a hero. The dissipating fog by the shore
will flutter out and now, enter the park and search
for her. She likes to rest at an edge of a pond.
Admire her blossoms from the water. Crumple
back her yellow flaps—The Wild Daffodil.
— Yixuan Wu

480 SECONDS
in eight minutes, my body without organs / beckons / your tepid bathwater, your
lace and linoleum cocoon / slowly / unravels / into lines of my palm / this suburbia
melds / this polyphony of paraphernalia, / triaged into perfect categories /
i compartmentalize.
then / i puzzle myself back together. / syncopated tip-tapping on tin roof / i hide my
lace in sternum bone and read your words / out in open. / i want your lament hard
copied, / physical proof of your coping mechanism, / take my survey, / you’re my
target demographic.
theoretically, / i slumber better than you do, / hypothetically, i should be able to
read your letters and keep my lines in the footnotes. / our team’s made for two, our
book’s made for one and a half, / this is how it has always worked.
but these nights are frigid, heinous, i squeeze my pen too tight / i am supposed to be
subtext, not entire chapters i / do not / know / why i am so errant, my primordial
opulence / is worth nothing but seconds in today’s currency.
i am eight minutes long / five plus three / i am pushed in margins / i forgot that
giving it all up for one will not make you whole, / and now i decompose.
the skeletons in my closet / turn to dust.
as i uproot all i believed in / as i spread open my ribcage and stand in the sky / as
these birds fly up my throat off my lungs as they make camp in the night, / as i
atrophy, as i explode, as my light travels outward / it’s not enough. it isn’t.
i know now. / i realize / that i realized / myself too long.
i know that when you /
try

and save a dead star /
you’ll be eight minutes too late.
— Halle Ewing

PAPER CRANE

