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Eden
by Valerie Z Lewis
Take me back to Eden.
I'll eat the whole damn tree.
I will eat the snake.
I will eat the man.
And when god finds me,
I'll be spread out on the grass:
Naked.
Unashamed.
Fat.
Hungry.

________________________________________________________________________________________________
Valerie Z Lewis is a college professor in New York.
________________________________________________________________________________________________
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Big Bear
by Johanna Miklós
Research showed me, if I hear voices in my head I am insane, and if I see things that are not
present then I have a tumor. Where does woken up by a bear I can’t see and don’t hear
belong? I am not insane and there’s no tumor. Yet, I am deprived of much needed sleep. In
those irreal moments, I am tempted to grab the phone and say, ‘I’m up now.’ I would make
a fool of myself if I called you at three AM. I’d hear, ‘You’re crazy!’ and be dropped. If you
pick up at all.
It doesn’t only happen when I’m sleeping. I’m walking down a street and suddenly I
feel big bear trotting up behind me. He wants me to take his paw. Only, there is no real bear
and I feel foolish making room for him on the sidewalk, but I also believe he enjoys my
company. Again, I want to call and say, ‘I hear you. You’re not alone.’ I have enough sense
not to.
It began in a motel in New Mexico. A no frills place with a noisy parking lot and
microwave hot water for my breakfast tea. He woke me up several times every night and
showed up in unexpected places during the day. I can’t remember whether it started before
or after I met the fortune tellers and psychics. I didn’t actually talk to them – my boss did
the interviews – I just set up the video camera.
He’s definitely something I picked up in Albuquerque. Maybe he’s the energy of
someone who isn’t where I am. You – minus the Professor Higgins particle. I could test this
and call – but I won’t. I would scare you even further away.
In the irreal world, I don’t need to call. Big bear is right there beside me on the street,
or in the room waking me up, happy that I hold his paw.
I am conflicted. I need my sleep, but I like the company. Some days he doesn’t show
up and I lie awake and wonder what it was all about. Then he returns, as he did last night.
His breath was warm and he was surprisingly light for such a big beast.

________________________________________________________________________________________________
Johanna Miklós lives on Long Island, New York.
________________________________________________________________________________________________
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Vesta
by Gillian Walters
Sneakers can float, the television reminded us, so be on the look-out for limbs.
Word of the inevitable slipped into our radios, conversations, and our children’s ears
when we thought they weren’t listening. We took off work indefinitely and combed the
beaches until the morning sun disappeared into the night sky, a taut canvas that revealed no
stars. Day after day we waited for the right tide, and when we got desperate, a divine
intervention.
It was only after we had let our guard down that we found the missing. A baby,
walking hand in hand with its mother, picked up what he thought was a shell. When
questioned, the mother could not remember her own screams that sent half of the town
running to the shore.
What we discovered were bone fragments spread out across the sand like a mosaic
and skin that had turned to wax. Besides the bodies we found refrigerators, keys, pop
bottles, and everything else one could have prophesied.
By the end of the day, footprints covered every inch of sand. Even schools
abandoned classes after the news spread. Imagine this: the tan and slender bodies of
teenagers bent over the surf, questioning the will of God.
It happened on another island football fields of coordinates away. Without warning, a
wave rose from the earth and smothered a village in static. It was an inexplicable act of
nature, scientists explained. Strangers from other continents stood in front of news cameras
and yelled about our last days, about how it was only a matter of time.
Intricate charts and computer animations were drawn up to show us the projected
path of the missing. The government came to our island and told us, as juice from our ripest
fruit dribbled down their chins, that the dead would descend upon us like locusts.
Some of us felt responsible. We studied newspapers religiously for the list of people
never recovered and woke with copies of dental records in our hands.
A translator for the families, a handful of sole survivors, thanked us for our help. An
older woman screamed at the translator until he wearily said, a wedding band, size nine.
News outlets from other continents wanted to interview us but we kept to ourselves.
Instead we worried about what to do with all the bodies, which had started to wash up daily.
A week after we found the missing; a couple, the children of university professors,
were caught trying to sell a toothbrush and a child’s sock to a tabloid. There were those of
us who claimed to be desensitized by differences of language and tradition. Some posed
alongside exercise equipment and baby dolls.
In school they taught our children about Greek mythology, about Gods who believed
in an eye for an eye. They spoke of Vesta the virgin, who kept the flame of Rome burning,
the source of life and all immortality, with just her purity. Dishonored goddesses, however,
were buried alive.
Every night we’d fall asleep to emotionless voices on the radio: the earth’s axis has
shifted, they said, the world will never be the same.
Some of us wandered the shore all night long without flashlights, stumbling over a
now unfamiliar landscape. We walked down the coastline until we couldn’t walk any longer,
until we were spent and dreamt of old things, like white bulbs strung between high branches
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and dances that went on forever. When we wandered, we desired flesh that could tan, burn,
and melt. We hummed pop music we told our children they couldn’t listen to and sometimes
we set our throats on fire with the bottles hidden beneath our beds.
Others still searched for the missing, even when the bodies stopped coming. One
woman spent her retirement on funerals and gave the dead names. She set the night ablaze
with sky lanterns and sent the missing back into the darkness, where she hoped someone
would mistake them for stars.
Eventually, the days arrived in flashes. What wasn’t sent back to the survivors we
kept in a small storage unit because nothing else felt right. We went back to work and the
T.V. stopped showing people with signs who said we were next.
As we drove to our appointments, made our kids lunches, and waited on line for the
movies, we sometimes thought of the missing. We didn’t think of how our muscles
tightened when we drug the countless body bags across the sand or how their lungs must
have felt like cement before they were carried away.
Never would we admit to each other what shot across our minds every time we were
alone. These visions, we kept to ourselves.

________________________________________________________________________________________________
Gillian Walters is a teacher and writer living in Baltimore City.
________________________________________________________________________________________________
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Voyeur
by Mark Goad
Watching the pulse
pop, pop, pop in my wrist, I
feel like a voyeur
savoring a stranger’s life. I
stop watching, and
climb back into my body. I
feel ill-suited, caged,
coffined, claustrophobic. I
believe I prefer watching.

________________________________________________________________________________________________
Mark Goad is a poet now living in the Boston metro area (USA). Born in Ohio, he has lived and studied in Chicago,
Geneva, Switzerland and Boston (with sojourns in Connecticut and rural Nebraska). Undergraduate and graduate
studies have been completed in English Lit., German language, theology and philosophy. His work has been published
previously in Assisi, BAPQ, epiphany, Bluepepper, Decanto, Extracts and other literary journals. His interest in working
in poetic form comes after years of writing and publishing short fiction and non-fiction. What can be said in one
hundred words, he’d like to say in ten (perfect words, of course). Looking for those words has been a pleasure. Favored
poets include Dickinson, Rilke, Kenyon, Milosz.
________________________________________________________________________________________________
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The Robot Game
by Vanessa Vitiello
If you want, I’ll tell you my life story. I wasn’t a good looking kid or a happy kid or a kid
who ever had too many friends, but I was a sweet enough kid, I guess. The good news is,
I’m happier and better looking now.
I remember girls. Girls’ names, girls’ faces, girls’ bodies, girls’ meanness. I can
remember exactly what Susan McDaniel’s handwriting looked like, and my trying to copy
it. She made her As with a little flourish, like a cap on top of their sweet heads. Susan
McDaniel. I can remember everything about her, really, how she smiled—at me, at boys, at
teachers, anyone could get a smile out of Susan. I remember wanting so badly to be pretty
and graceful and fashionable and to be friends with everyone, like Susan was. I remember
her voice, how it sounded on the phone when I would call. I knew damn well, even that
young, that I was calling her too much, that I was bugging her, but I just couldn’t seem to
stop myself. I remember wanting her to kiss me, not even admitting to myself that’s what I
wanted but just feeling it in my face, my lips. When you’re a child wanting to be exactly
like someone is the same thing as loving them.
Not that I would have called it that. When we were in the fifth grade my friend Alliah
Gerriman asked on the bus if I was ‘this’ or ‘this’ or ‘this’. Hold on, how can I describe it so
you’ll get it? You see, the first ‘this’ was two Os, her fingers rounded into circles, which she
made bump against each other. Bump, bump, bump. So, then, the second ‘this’ was pointer
fingers, stretched out straight, with just their points touching. Bump, bump, bump the
pointer fingers went. And that meant, of course, that ‘this’ was like an O and a pointing
finger, slipping in and out of one another. Swish, swish, right into the hole the pointer finger
goes.
I told Alliah that I didn’t know which one I was. So she explained it to me. So then I
said I wasn’t anything.
The next year I got my period, so naturally I rode my bike over Alliah’s house to brag
about it. Yes, those underwear were ruined. What can I say? I was still a kid. I wasn’t about
to stop riding my bike just cause I’d started menstruating. Anyway Alliah acted as if I was
the biggest nerd for bragging about it. Then later on her sister Michelle told me she liked my
sweater. It was a little small on me, with horizontal stripes on a black background, if you
can picture that. Once I realized why Michelle had complimented it I was embarrassed so I
just stopped wearing it.
That was the year before I played the robot game. The robot game was literal; so,
like, the most pathetic thing you can imagine. Every day I woke up and got dressed and
went to school and all the time I was pretending that I was a robot. At twelve, this was, not
five or six years old, just so we’re clear. I went to school pretending that I wasn’t actually a
twelve year old human at all, that I was a robot in disguise. Being a robot meant that I was
super smart and good at everything, but no one noticed because I’d been programmed to fit
in seamlessly into a human middle school. The teasing and the awkwardness had no effect
on me, because robots have no emotions, see? They’re blank. They’re flawless. A
prepubescent kid who hasn’t even figured her own darkest, deepest secret out, still playing
pretend like I was five or six instead of twelve. I’d climb inside a Vonnegut or an Asimov or
Douglas Adams novel like they were nuclear fallout shelters for middle-schoolers stuck in
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the tail end of the 1980s. Pathetic. Living in a dream world because puberty was too much
for me.
A sweet, kid, though, and harmless. When this girl Kaitlyn Gianetti moved to our
town sometime about half way through seventh grade I got Alliah and this other girl, Lane
Major, to go over to her at lunch and sit with her. You see, I’d read a book over the summer
about how hard it was to make new friends when you’ve just moved into a new town, I
think, and so I brought my friends over to share with Kaitlyn. She ended up being about a
hundred times more popular than I was, of course, but that’s what happens when nerdy kids
read books like that. The good news was, I got in early on the Kaitlyn Gianetti action.
Which meant that that next summer, I got to spend two months hanging with Kaitlyn at the
public swimming pool.
In the pool we played a game that we called Water Scrunchi. When somersaults got
boring we’d pull our soaking hair ties from our hair and toss them back and forth. Amazing
saves! Death defying leaps! Plunges to the bottom performed for no reason at all, because
the scrunchis floated! Hours and hours passed that way. And then, when we got tired, we’d
lay out on our towels and listen to Paula Abdul and Tori Amos on our walkmen, our faces
pressed together so that she could have one ear and I the other. Then we’d get a slice of
pizza from the snack window and talk about how much we liked Susan McDaniel and when
she might be getting back from Illinois, where she was visiting her grandparents.
Kaitlyn Gianetti, just so you know, was famous. She was the only girl in the history
of BHS to make it on the girls’ varsity soccer team her freshman year. Also, she was sortof
kindof my first girlfriend. But that part came much later, after we’d already left for college
and we emailed back and forth saying we liked each other.
She wasn’t much for science fiction, though. Nobody was. My reading habits were
my secret, because everyone knew that only nerds read sci-fi. Have you heard, by the way?
Apparently it’s cool to be a nerd these days. To tell people you always were a nerd is even
cooler. But I’m old enough and nerdy enough that I know better. A cool nerd isn’t possible.
Nerds were 11-year-olds who went into the ‘A’ section of the public library and started
reading Asimov, because his name was on more hardcover spines than anybody else’s. I
learned what sex was by reading ‘The Robots of Dawn’. Through high school I would
masturbate the day my monthly copy of Asimov’s Science Fiction Magazine came in.
Nerd’s just aren’t cool, okay? They aren’t. Remember that. It’s woven into the very fabric of
the universe.
It wasn’t always sci-fi, though. When I was really little my favorite book was Little
House in the Big Woods. I read it over and over again, so many times that I could quote
whole paragraphs and my teacher Miss Pooley told me about a book called Farenheit 451
where books were burned so people memorized them. She told me that in this world I would
have been called ‘Little House in the Big Woods’. I’ll have to take her word for it, though,
because after I found 1984 I basically avoided classic dystopian science fiction, particularly
from the 40s and 50s. I liked the fun stuff, where a sexy woman finds herself falling in love
with a robot. I absolutely hated reading 1984, just hated it. Still do, now that you mention it.
Under the spreading chestnut tree, I sold you and you sold me. Fuck that shit, right?
Actually, come to think of it, that kinda describes the state of lesbianism in my high
school, so no wonder I hated it. Like the time Lane Major confessed to me, in tears, that
she’d told everybody in our World Civilizations class that I was gay, to stop them saying she
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was gay. Or four months later, when Patricia Standing did the same exact thing in geometry.
Meanwhile, I was still going on the theory that I must be one of those ‘late bloomer’ types. I
guess they all knew something that I didn’t.
It took another year for me to figure things, and even then I had to be pushed into it.
Kaitlyn and I lay next to one another on the double pullout sofa bed (not like that, it was a
completely platonic girly sleepover, sheesh) and we were talking about things and she asked
if I’d ever thought I might like girls instead of guys. The idea had never even occurred to
me until that moment, so naturally I said yes anyway. So then she told me how she had a
crush on Margo Pulsifer, who had the lead in our school musical and was a Mormon. I was
about to say Margo was a ‘devout’ Mormon, but devout pretty much goes without saying
when it comes to Mormons.
Kaitlyn got pretty close to her, in that tortured way a gay girl will make friends with
a straight girl she wants something more from. Like me and Susan McDaniel a couple years
earlier. Hell, like Kaitlyn and Susan in eighth grade too, now that I think about it. Clearly
Susan McDaniel had something all the proto-dykes wanted. Anyway, point being, when
Margo left for college they were so close she even gave Kaitlyn a copy of the Book of
Mormon as a present, all wrapped up in pretty paper. She said it was something very special
to her, which had helped her immensely in her life and so Kate opened it up and there it
was, Book of Mormon, just looking up at her.
‘What am I supposed to do with this?’ Kate asked me when we were alone and she
could tell everything. I don’t remember what I told her.
The rest of high school I wore used flannel shirts over ironic tees, copying Kaitlyn
the way a couple years before I’d copied Susan. Give me a break, okay? It wasn’t only me
—it was the nineties. The whole world dressed like lesbians.
And then, and then, and then… I guess I can’t tell you what happened to me, exactly,
after that. College, right? I majored in Chem. Having sex for the first time with a girl five
years my senior? Realizing that girls are really, really easy. You just have to act a little bit
like you’re an asshole. Which, it turns out, I had something of a latent talent for. You never
woulda thunk it, right, of a sweet kid like I was? But that was before I started meeting girls
like Ellie.
Ellie was, I guess, my third girlfriend. The first was Kaitlyn Gianetti, who told me
she liked me while we were in college and took it back on summer break once we were
finally about to be together. I never know whether she counts or not, but in my mind at least
my Freshman year at college Kaitlyn was my girlfriend.
The second girlfriend was Monica- or the first if you’re counting girls who let me do
things to them. She met me in a chatroom and said she wanted to meet me in person
because, supposedly, she was in love with me. She was my first, after she drove four hours
from New York and I let her stay over in my dorm room. She turned out to be crazy, though.
Least said the better, I think, because she killed herself a couple years ago and I don’t really
want to badmouth her. The sex was good, at least. I liked the sex part.
Ellie, on the other hand, was absolutely 100% together. I was working and trying to
save up for grad school, while Ellie was already in law school. Tall, thin, super smart and
drop dead gorgeous. Also, to hear her tell it she was straight. And she had never met a
lesbian before.
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‘What do you actually do, if you’re, like, with another woman?’ she asked me, soon
after I told her I was gay for the first time.
‘Oh, you know. This and that. Stick my fingers in between their legs, maybe my
tongue. Even strap on a plastic dick and fuck them, if that’s what they’re into.’
In point of fact I had at that point done the first thing four or five times (with
Monica), the second once (Monica had this hang up about oral sex being dirty), and never
even tried the third one. But Ellie was totally one-hundred percent straight, right, which
made me feel confident that she’d accept just about anything I told her.
‘Lesbians make the best partners, too, because they’re experts on the girl parts.’ I
seem to remember having also told her. ‘That’s what the bi girls tell me, anyway. I never did
it with a dude myself or anything.’
Talking about what lesbians do in bed led to more questions, which led into flirting,
which led to Ellie and me sharing a McDonalds bathroom. She let me push her back against
the door and hike her skirt all the way up and do whatever else I wanted. It was pretty great.
After that, well, I kinda played the whole hand wrong because she got me wrapped around
her finger. And then, of course, as all those straight girls eventually do she told me no, she
was one-hundred percent straight and this was a mistake and I was pretty bummed because I
really thought she was in love with me after she told me ‘I think I’m in love with you’.
The takeaway, though, was that girls are easy if you just act confident. That they’re
wanting what you have at least as much as you’re wanting to give it to them. The tricky part
is not to let yourself get overly invested, because after they’ve taken what they want they
mostly don’t want to hang around too long, no matter what they say beforehand.
Which is great—except of course they always think they want some sort of serious
relationship. Especially lesbians—bi girls are better, but lesbians will never let you have
your fun without it turning into something serious. The girl I’m dating now, for instance, I
think it was on our second date when I first got the lecture on how important being honest
was to her. How it’s, like, the foundation of a healthy relationship and blah blah blah.
Remember, this is only the second date after, maybe, three or four messages on OKStupid.
Yeah, right. Honesty. Check, my mind was going. Seriously, at that point I could
barely even keep her name straight. I kept thinking it was Hailey but really it was Heather.
Heather and Hailey were the names of these two twins back in my grade school and I was
only in the same class as them for third grade, and then they moved away before the start of
seventh grade, but even so I still get those two names mixed up. Anyway, point is, I barely
even know the girl and she’s giving me a speech on how important honesty is in
relationships, right from the jump. I disagreed completely, although I also kept my mouth
shut since I wanted her to sleep with me. Hells if I’m gonna tell a stranger every detail of
my life on the off chance that we’ll end up together. Everyone lies anyway, even the ones
who demand total honesty. Especially those ones, in my experience, which as I say is vast,
cuz I can get girls anytime I want these days, remember?
So, like I said, I was just trying to get her to sleep with me—and even that was
basically because I thought she’d let me if I put the effort in. I didn’t tell her that, though,
since obviously telling that would ruin my chances of actually doing it. But the honesty line
set off alarm bells early. When a girl starts talking about trust and honesty and liars and
cheats the one thing that it means is that the chick’s a little crazy, and you’d better watch
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yourself. And yeah, I know, one option would be to not go out with a girl who might be
crazy. But I’d barely ever get to fuck at all if I confined myself to normal chicks.
Anyway, we had sex later that night and then she wanted a relationship. Which
is fine, I mean, I understand that’s what they want and I don’t mind being their girlfriend,
so-called, for a bit. It’s kinda bullshit anyway because they’re really only in it for the sex the
same way I am, except they somehow need to tell themselves it’s serious. Then a few weeks
or a month or two in and they make up reasons to start the drama or the bitching about
everything—or both—and then after a round or two of that bullshit I’m out of it. Heather
isn’t even the most annoying chick I’ve dated, although don’t get me wrong, she is pretty
goddamn annoying.
Okay, maybe you need an example. This is verbatim Heather:
‘Everybody tells me I’m the best they’ve ever had. I don’t mean that in a bragging
way, I just mean that I’ve honestly never been with anyone who didn’t say I was their best
ever lover.’
Honestly, I kid you not. That’s what she said. The first time we had sex, no less. So
then there was this pause, right? Because I knew exactly what she wanted me to say, and I
knew I wasn’t gonna say it, but I wasn’t quite sure yet how to burst her bubble.
‘You’re not the best I’ve had.’ I said. Then to soften it I go: ‘Uh, maybe the second
best.’
Because in that moment when she sucked her breath in through her mouth and
dropped her chin I had to find something to take some of the sting out. A second ago I’m
thinking she’s an idiot who’s just begging for somebody to bring her down a peg, but in that
moment it all changed and I felt kinda sorry for having disappointed her.
‘Who was it?’ She asked. ‘Who did you sleep with who was better?’
‘Jody.’ I told her. Because Jody and I had screaming hot sex and she’s the first girl
that I think of when I think of someone who was really good in bed. But in my head I’m
adding well, even if Alexis wasn’t fantastic I had more fun with her than we have, Heather.
And maybe Chelsea didn’t do much more than lie there and let me do things to her, but I like
being the one who does things. You want me to lie there and let you fuck me and do things to
me and then tell you how great you were and that makes you, probably, my fourth or fifth
best lover and it doesn’t matter how many times you got me off, I’m still going to think that.
I don’t say any of it, though, I only think it. Instead, I listen to the street noise out my
window and watch Heather as she tries to push her anger down. And now I’m thinking how
much easier it would have been if I just lied to her. In a month or two months, tops, this
thing will run its course with Heather anyway, no matter what I do. So why not lie and keep
her happy in the meantime?
I think maybe I like Heather on IM more than I like her in the real world. Heather on
IM jumps in and out of nerdy sci-fi references and dirty talk, self-deprecating humor and
flirty sweetness. Or, maybe that’s me who does that. Maybe it’s me, not her, who’s better at
text-based relationships.
So anyway. I’ve got three windows up and I’m jumping between them like that
Warner Brothers frog and singing ‘Hello my baby…’ One of them’s this spider game where
you’re the spider and you have to build a web to catch the flies. The next is Heather’s IM
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box, of course. Oh, yeah, and the last one is the w4w section of craigslist. It’s not that I’m
dating other people, exactly. Heather and I are supposed to be being exclusive. I’m just
kinda looking my options over, yaknow, in between my instant message banter and my flycatching.
You’re cute. Heather types. Stop being cute while I’m trying to write my paper.
I am cute, aren’t I? I type back. You’re lucky to have me.
To the 23 year old on craigslist who describes herself as liking nerdy girls, first dates,
and sex that doesn’t have to lead to anything I write that I’m exactly what she’s looking for.
No lie, I say, I am the nerdiest, funnest first date you will ever have, and furthermore I
solemnly promise not to call you in the morning.
Then Heather’s IM box says, I’m thinking of going to Washington next month. Wanna
come with me for a long weekend and meet my family?
Oh crap.
It is, I know, a terrible idea. First, because I’m not convinced we’ll be together in a
month and second because I don’t actually enjoy spending much time with her when we’re
not having sex.
Sounds fun, I write. I love awkwardly meeting people’s families and sleeping on
strangers couches.
My sister has a guest room, Heather types. And so, I guess, that settles it.
Anyway. I sign my email to the other girl my first initial only. People do that kind of
thing online. I’m not sure why. It’s not like signing your first name is any more or less
dangerous than just using an initial. But that’s what people do, and so I do it too. Then I try
to stop myself compulsively checking my inbox for her answer. A lot of times they don’t get
back at all, they just ignore you. That’s why you’ve got to keep your options open and not
get too invested in the outcome of any one attempt. Refresh, refresh, refresh. It takes a
couple hours and then I hear from her.
You sound fun. Buy me a drink? Picture attached. And I like her style already—not to
mention she’s blonde, and if there’s one thing I’m a sucker for it’s blondes. She’s got one of
those pixie haircuts too. I love those, especially on a femme girl. Plus, I never had a girl
who had one of those pixie haircuts yet. So I go forward. It’s not like I’m doing anything,
exactly—we’re just emailing. It’s not cheating if you send an email to somebody, right?
Absolutely. Is what I write. That is: If you’re willing to be at Miracle of Science at
9:30pm Wednesday, you can get exactly one free drink out of me. Otherwise, we’ll see. I’m
willing to entertain a counter offer.
This time I don’t sign it, since she didn’t sign her last one. Sometimes I sign with my
full first name, if they signed with their first name. Sometimes I stick with the initial. I save
it into drafts, though, because there’s got to be a decent length of time in between messages.
You know, so that it doesn’t seem like I’m the type who sits on her computer refreshing her
inbox constantly, right? Anywhere from one to three or four hours between emails is my
rule of thumb. Or longer if I actually do have an actual thing that happens in the meantime,
obviously, but I’ve got mostly online classes this semester and I’m acing them, which builds
a lot of empty space into my schedule where I can mess around online and play computer
games. Maybe I’m bored, a little. Maybe that’s why I started checking craiger in the first
place.
Are you still there? Asks Heather.
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Nope, I’m miles away already, babe, I think. But I type Y-e-s into the instant
messenger. How you doing, dollface? Wanna study break? I add, after I see how naked Yes
looks by itself up there.
Wednesday comes around, and this is a new thing for me. I never actually cheated on
a girl before. Although I don’t know if it counts as cheating—we’re meeting for a drink, for
chrissakes, not having sex, and me and Heather have been going out two weeks so far, so
really I have every right to get a drink with someone and not tell her. If we were in a normal
relationship there’s no way after two weeks we’d be exclusive.
Pixie-blonde (whose name turns out to be Elise) is sitting at the bar already. Easily
recognizable and hotttttt. I like dating hot girls. In a weird way they don’t expect as much
from you. We follow the script, nothing too fancy:
Me: (Smiles confidently, says) Hi. (sits down)
Her: Hi, (shyly smiles)
Me: So, what are you having?
Her: Oh, just beer.
Me: Yeah, I can see that. (small laugh) What beer?
Her: (embarrassed smile) Cambridge Amber.
Me: That’s a good one. (to the bartender) I’ll have a Cambridge Amber.
And $26 later, she comes back to my place. More or less. I got her beers, of course. I
like to play the gentleman.
And, by the time we make it up the stairs I’m just so into her I’m hardly even
thinking about Heather. Well, a little, but it doesn’t matter—I’m going for it anyway. Sex
with girls is awesome. Seriously, it’s like, the best thing ever. Lesbians make the best sexual
partners, too, because they’re experts on the lady parts. That’s what the bi girls tell me,
anyway. I never did it with a guy myself or anything.
And, it’s one of those golden nights, where all my moves are working and she’s
loving it, and everything I do can’t miss. I get her off like four times—maybe three, the
second time might have been faking, I can’t tell. But it is like, amazing. Everywhere I put
my hand she moans and when I push her up against the wall she screams a tiny bit, and
squirms, and she’s way into it. I start out there, against the wall, and then we move on to the
bed and I go down on her, and then she asks if she can get me off and that goes fine—she’s
pretty good, and anyway at that point I’m so into it that almost anything could push me
over. Then I go back to work on her and the only thing that stops us going through the night
is she looks over at the clock and says how she’s got a class early. So I just sit back and
watch her put her clothes back on, and neither of us say anything about doing this again
sometime or anything, but my guess is, she’ll email me.
Of course if she does she’ll probably decide she likes me more than other girls, cause
that’s the way things go. And then she’ll say I love you, and start wanting things to be more
serious, and then she’ll be like all the others were, most likely. I’m just guessing here,
maybe she’s not like that, maybe I’ll never hear from her. But either way I figure I’ll have to
break things off with Heather, right? If it’s not this girl it’ll be the next one and if I’m
messing around it must mean I’m not that interested in keeping Heather. I’m really not a liar
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or a cheater, honest. I just feel empty sometimes. Like there’s no point in trying to hold on
to anything.
Whatever. I’m being a shit, I guess. I know, I mean, I’m definitely a bit of an asshole
now that I’m all grown up or whatever. I don’t know how I got this way. I was a sweet kid,
really, all shy and harmless. I wouldn’t have approved of what I’m doing now. Leading girls
on and making them think I like them so I can have sex with them, and cheating on them,
and playing games, and all of it. If I’d been popular in middle school I would have the worst
of all of them. As bad as Anne-Marie Yaulkin who used to prank call me, or suck her finger
like it was a dick whenever she caught me looking at her. She told my learning group she’d
caught me masturbating in the showers before gym class, and that I liked this boy or that
boy, different boys, always some popular kid. Chris Rufus, who was later on the football
team. Or Jonathon Mentz who was in Jr. ROTC and then enlisted in the military. Now here I
am, and I’m the asshole. I’m the shitty one. But, what are you gonna do? I’d rather be me
instead of Heather, opening that break-up email, that’s for damn sure. I’m done being the
sucker.
Elise will be in touch, I bet you anything. Then when she mails, I’ll play it cool. I’ll
ask her, Didn’t you say you wanted sex that didn’t lead to anything? I’ll be fun and breezy
and just sweet enough to make her think there’s something more to me, something inside
that’s decent, some soft spot she brings out that other girls don’t see. Girls love that shit. I’ll
tell her I’m a sucker for a pixie haircut, and maybe I’ll say I liked her more after our date
than I’d intended to.
I did, too. So it won’t even be a lie. She was kinda sweet, like she was trying to be a
badass but underneath she didn’t really know what she was doing.
I only wish it stayed that way. Like the beginning, when it’s so lighthearted and flirty
and no one’s feelings are involved. Before you have to lie to them, or make them think
you’re something different than you really are. I guess that’s how it works, though. I can’t
change how things are. It’s a scientific fact, you know, that ninety-nine percent of
everything is empty space. Remember that. It’s woven into the very fabric of the universe.

________________________________________________________________________________________________
Vanessa Vitiello is a writer and mischief maker living in Cambridge, Massachusetts. The exact nature of the mischief is
unknown to us at this time, but she reports that it has nothing to do with peacock feathers, duct tape, or giant death rays
raining laser beams from the sky. She's appeared in one or two small, relatively unknown magazines in real life and
worldwide to great acclaim in her imagination.
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Reformed Mama Players
by Tara Dorabji
I see you. It takes one to know one. Reformed Mama players, we are a small tribe. They say,
Once a player, always a player. But we know better. You and me. We don’t have time for the
drama. No energy to waste. Even so, sometimes the heat of the moment might tempt you,
and you’ll be reaching to try on those old player shoes. But you know being a player has
nothing to do with what you wear. It’s who you are.
So here they are—the top five ways to make sure not to get any play. I mean it none.
Not the, I thought I didn’t want it, but then. Or the, we just started as friends. Or even the, I
know I’ll never see him again. At the end of the day, even if you thought you wanted it, you
know it’s not what you need. Not getting play is a battle we win every day.
Starting with the number five: stay busy. Stop laughing. I know. Mamas aren’t anything but
busy. If you’re not a Mama, you really don’t know what busy is. Busy is how we’re born.
That’s right it’s easy. Most of the time, you don’t even have time to think about play. But
just in case you step out of the crushing routine of your day, and for a moment feel the
compulsive thrust of being a player—we have four other ways to make sure you are player
proof.
Let’s move on to number four: talk about your children, early in the conversation
and often. You don’t need to pull out pictures. In fact, I recommend against it. Keep that
cuteness inside of your wallet. But say your kid’s name. It’ll remind him of his mom. Then
you’ve busted it. No worries about getting any play. What’s that? You got me, if he has kids
and suddenly you are building an imaginary family. Don’t worry I got your back. This is
only number four.
So the number three way to make sure you’re not getting any play today— don’t
stop talking about yourself. You can have a conversation. Just make sure even when
responding to him, you are underscoring your brilliance. Do not hold back here Mamas.
This is the sure fire way to avoid play—your utter unflagging brilliance. This is like player
repellant. And if you haven’t scared him off, don’t worry, because after you’ve gone through
all the amazing facets of who you are, you’ll be like, damn I am a bad ass. I don’t need this
schmuck. I’ll be able to get myself off faster and better anyway.
Which of course leads me to the number two sure fire way to make sure there will be
no play for you today: masturbate. Not just at the end of the day. Don’t give me that tired
Mommy speech. I know you’ve been working all day. But if you start depriving yourself,
even the chocolate won’t help you. Just to be real clear—this one is for the ladies. If you
don’t have a vagina, step back. Mamas, you have to cultivate the passion. How long you got
on your car ride to work? Make it happen. Oh, you say it’s taking too long. That’s why you
got to practice all the time. I tell you, no player is going to come near you when you can
drop it like that.
All right, I know that one takes practice. Even I’ve been finding myself tearing up
those dark chocolate bars at night. Well here it is the number one fool proof way to keep you
player proof: eye contact. You have two options here. First option, you glue your eyes to
him like a rabid dog. I am not kidding. You cannot flinch, laugh, or smile. We’re talking
intensity here. You got the eyes that stare right into his soul. Do not blink. This will send
any player running. What’s that? You worried about looking all psycho? That’s fine. Then
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it’s no eye contact. None. Do you hear me? And for the love of god no matter what— do not
do that coy thing. Don’t be fronting like that. You know exactly what I mean. That one
where you glance into his eyes for a second then smile and look away. When you plant
yourself in front of his gaze with those sidelong glances. None. Remember our number five?
You got plenty of stuff to do, so don’t even look that way.
And like all reformed players, you might trip up. I see you with that eye contact of
yours. The way you let your eyes flutter away, bite your lips then lick them. They are all
puckered up. Makes us all want to hit up number two. Don’t worry there is hope. If you’ve
been busted on eye contact go straight to number four—talk about the kids. Only stop to do
number three—talk about yourself. If you’ve entered into the conversation stage, you have
already gone too far. Bypassed one and five. It’s OK though as long as you don’t attentively
listen. You know what I’m talking about. When you’re nodding your head like that and
batting those eyelashes. There you go again with those coy little glances and the lip bite. At
this point cut straight to number three—remember how brilliant you are and go home right
to number two. I know it takes practice. I’m not asking you for eternity. Us reformed Mama
players just take it one day at a time. Because nothing lasts forever.

________________________________________________________________________________________________
Tara Dorabji is a writer, arts educator, mother, and radio journalist at KPFA. Her work is published in the Indian
Review, Corvus, Censored 2013, and Midwifery Today. Tara is working on her first novel. Her projects can be viewed at
dorabji.com.
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Heart Problems
by Margaret Mary Riley
If you wake up
there will be a jaguar
his heart sits in his mouth
your heart will
scrape against your lungs
and
If you reach out to touch –
he will ask you about your heart.
Lie.

________________________________________________________________________________________________
I am Margaret Mary Riley. I grew up moving around Georgia, and finally settled into college in Atlanta, but finding that
was too boring decided to start traveling around the state as a medic.My love-hate relationship with Greyhound
compounded with epilepsy, a pension for naps, and dancing has since then made me slightly more grumpy and much
better at high fives
________________________________________________________________________________________________
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Coffee Date
by Lauren Perez
Mary was physically what you’d call an early bloomer—at twelve breasts budded on her
chest, and the loamy fish smell of fertility clung to her thighs and under her arms. Her
mother bought her a card to commemorate her first period, sparkly and celebratory:
Welcome to Womanhood! The next year we had Mr. Lee for eighth grade bio.
Mr. Lee was a short, skinny man from Ottawa who had hockey posters up in his classroom
and played drums in a local rock band that specialized in covers of songs by The Eagles. He
was the second youngest teacher at Stony Brook Junior High and Mary wasn’t the only girl
with a crush on him. He was funny and he wasn’t scared to make fun of us kids—of how
slow we were, of our dorky glitter gel pens. A select few glamorous, confident girls would
go and eat lunch in his classroom, Mary among them.
She was probably, if not the prettiest, the sexiest girl in the eighth grade. She had a
constellation of zits on her face, and full c-cup breasts and sometimes wore kitten heels to
school. She carried an eye-lash curler in her little Hello Kitty make up bag when the rest of
us were still on wet ‘n’ wild lipgloss and body glitter.
We all wanted Mr. Lee to notice us, at least a little, but Mary wanted it maybe the
most, in a tingles at the base of your spine kind of way. Summer drank Dr. Pepper with Pop
Rocks in her mouth to get Taylor G’s attention, frothing giddily at the mouth and spraying
beige foam down the front of her tee shirt but these tactics clearly wouldn’t work with an
adult man. She sat in his classroom underneath the poster for the Toronto Maple Leafs and
watched him eat his veggie wrap and snark at the girls and felt a staticky rush in the hollows
of her body, an electric buzz up and down her spine. He had a habit of pushing all of his
food into his cheek, making a bulbous heaving shape which half of us thought was grody
and half thought was cute. Mary was on the extreme side of the cute half, and loved
watching him eat.
Anna Louise gave her the idea, although to be fair to Anna she did say hair. Anna
Louise carried a pack of tarot cards around in her backpack and could predict romantic
compatibility based on a complicated system of astrological signs. As a group we laughed at
her but privately we each googled the power inherent in crystals and how positive energy
could be harnessed. Sarah even used candles and a spell she found online to exact revenge
on Maddie for stealing away her best friend Katie to what seemed at the time startling
effect, although now we can’t remember exactly what it was she did. So we understood why
Mary believed it could work.
As afternoons melted and stretched into May she must have realized that her
opportunities were dwindling. While we were moving slowly in the afternoon heat, our
sneakers sticking in the softened black top, high school stretching infinite before us Mary
was seeing only an end to her time with Mr. Lee. She turned up at school with her eyes
looking puffy and bruised from not sleeping, and he still didn’t notice her.
After it came out, Mary’s parents pulled her from Stony Brook even though it was
the second to last week of school. We spent that summer gathered in each other’s dens and
home offices, retracing the esoteric path of her research and giggling at each other. At
Katie’s house we found a blog post that detailed a woman’s experience feeding clots of
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menstrual blood to her lover. Sarah starting whispering, ‘Eat me, eat me!’ in a breathy
falsetto and we fell into shrieking hysterics.
The story went like this: Mary, after sharing her love woes with Anna Louise in the
school library Friday morning. She and Anna Louise would swap answers for the weekly
history homework packets, which probably gave Anna Louise: girl-shaman undue influence
over Mary. So she was carrying around that love spell in her all that day, tucked in the dark
skin under her eyes, and slowly weaving knots in her stomach. In biology we were doing a
review day, which meant slights off and endless sheets on the overhead projector. Mr. Lee
stood lit from below writing over his pre-prepared notes and diagrams, the single point of
light in the room. While the rest of us dozed Mary must have reached some desperate
resolution, although no one in her PE class said they noticed anything unusual. No one saw
her that weekend, but on Monday Sarah said she saw her hanging out by the teacher’s
lounge before first period, which was weird because Mary wasn’t in band or choir. Sarah
said she didn’t look nervous, wasn’t holding anything weird—no baby-food jars of blood,
no goth book of spells. We all noticed that she looked cute that day, in a rainbow striped
dress that was too short for the school dress code and big dangly earrings.
We heard that she had asked for some last minute tutoring and advice before the
final. She may or may not have told Mr. Lee that she wanted to be a biologist and/or a
doctor. We wondered if he smelled it on her, the hot ache and nausea, because we had all
read about pheromones and their supposed sexual power in Cosmo. He agreed to help her
that morning and at some point allowed her to go back down the empty hall by herself and
replenish his coffee mug while he set up for the day and that must have been when she did
it.
He tasted something off in the coffee. What the taste was like remained a topic of
poolside conversation until late July. Salty and metallic like dirty pennies? Did it have a
texture? We watched for the spots appearing now in our underwear, examining them under
bathroom lights. Lumpy and sort of brown, like rancid chocolate syrup. There was nothing
in the sight or smell to suggest anything magical. Katie said it best when, mystified, she
pointed out that it was like bloody poop smears. Who would want to feed someone bloody
poop smears?
What Mary hadn’t taken into account was the temperature required to dissolve the
blood; the coffee in the teacher’s lounge was generally lukewarm. When he dumped the
coffee down the sink in his classroom the blood she’d snuck in clung to the bottom of the
mug. Samantha G sat next to the sink in first period bio and said she’d never seen a face like
the one Mr. Lee made looking into that mug. Pressed for more details she frowned and said
it was like he discovered the dog pooped on the floor when he didn’t even know he had a
dog: shocked, and disgusted, and horrified, and confused all at once.
Would it have worked if he’d drunk it? If he hadn’t noticed the blood taste would her
pheromones have entered his body, digested into his bloodstream? She was pulled out of
First Period Geometry with Ms. Harmony who objected to any student missing her allimportant proof review. It was the assistant principal who came and got her, and he
wouldn’t say why. He looked sick and so we all thought her family must have died in some
really gruesome way. By third period we were sure it had been a cannibal serial killer, and
now Mary was orphaned. We imagined her entering the coroner’s office and approaching
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the table on which lay a strange, lumpy form under a sheet with only a woman’s delicate
hand showing. It is her mother’s hand, and her mother’s engagement ring, and with a sob
Mary identifies it. The police officer—handsome, sympathetic, played perhaps by Chris
Meloni—would gently remove the ring from her mother’s finger and give it to her.
Of course that’s not what happened at all. What happened was that Mary felt an
attraction too big for her body to hold, even with its new recesses of breasts and hips and
thighs, its secret pockets of pimples spread across her forehead and down her back, and so
she took a man’s coffee cup and put some of her menstrual blood in it. We speculated on
how—did she hold it underneath herself in the bathroom, hovering over a toilet? For all that
we agreed Mary was disgusting, and crazy, and probably going to spend her high school
years in a psych ward we couldn’t stop talking about it. We knew our mothers were talking
about it too, even if they never mentioned it in front of us, because that was the summer of
the Concerned Look.
Is it weird that Mr. Lee continued to teach? He was gone for a week and then he
came back. We heard that he had to use his sick days. Anna Louise reported back to
everyone that he had tried to get a legal case together to sue the district and/or Mary’s
family for damages but his lawyer told him it wouldn’t go anywhere. A grown man being
sexually harassed by a thirteen-year-old girl is not the kind of case that plays well in court,
apparently.
Everyone had trouble with the biology final. How we were we supposed to
concentrate on the phases of mitosis when Mr. Lee was sitting at the front of the room,
traumatized? We left without saying anything to him. We didn’t want him to mistake our
sympathy for a threat. Mary was mentioned in an article in the New York Times about the
romantic pressures and resulting neuroses in teenage girls and then her fame died out.
We started high school and while it wouldn’t be fair to say we forgot Mary—she
remained the punch line to many jokes, an anecdote shared over an illicit wine cooler—we
understood better the desperate things people do to be loved. So it surprised none of us
when we heard Anna Louise saw Mary at the mall one afternoon, parading slowly around
the second floor with her boyfriend, eating a pretzel.

________________________________________________________________________________________________
Lauren Perez is a graduate of USC with a publication in the Alarmist Magazine, as well as USC's lit mag Palaver.
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Pick Your Poison
by Jackson Burgess
Because when you were nine years old you had lewd fantasies of boys touching you in
church pews.
Because your first kiss tasted like vodka and took two weeks to scrub out with soap.
Because you never really knew the true meaning of love, you watched Mr. Sheisty
Pre-Med slip Rufinol in your red Dixie cup thinking you wouldn't notice and then you said
something like, ‘Bottoms up,’ and downed the whole mystery mess in one breath.
In Baltimore pedestrians are getting thrown in the backs of whitewashed vans and
having their kidneys sliced out for the black market and you're here on Frat Row, trying to
escape your inner demons by drowning in pills, spit, and spirits.
A human kidney will sell for upwards of $262,000.
I'm trying to remember how I got to where I am but the night is a bit of a blur. I
remember all the lights were off. I think it was Beta Alpha Phi—that grindfest they set up to
celebrate Cinco de Mayo. The house smelled like alcohol and sexual tension. Loud music:
the bass reverberated in my brain loud enough to shake my inner organs with each quaking
thud, creating the effect of a second set of heartbeats. Three hundred lonely undergrads
stood packed sardine-style in a sweaty chasm of a room, thrusting into each other with the
frenzied desperation found only in teenagers and certain breeds of rabbit.
Some of us concealed open wound sores crusted around our genitals.
Some of us concealed myxomata. Rabbits, one and all.
I leaned against the far wall, red Dixie cup in hand. My eyes had been following you
for half an hour before they found yours. I remember you returning my warning grin with a
scowl. Your eyes snarled, What the hell do you want? But there was something more than
hostility in that glance. There was trepidation—almost a plea—and then it was gone and
you were back to grinding or daggering or whatever else they call that brutal clothed sex
ritual that vaguely follows a song's rhythm.
You're really nothing like the girl I imagine late at night.
That's when I got up to leave.
There was no pathway to the door, so I furrowed my brow, swallowed hard and dove
into the pulsating crowd. Body odor and strobe lights. Erections and subtle gropes. I had to
get out of there so I wove in and out of couples, snaking my way in a haphazard snakeline
towards the exit, until someone's leg caught mine and I started to fall.
The sinking in my gut and the bass drilling in my ears gave me vertigo and for one
fleeting moment I thought I was swimming in a Vegas hotel pool and the scantily clad
sorority girls around me were showgirls and I almost smiled. Then I was ripped back into
reality and I braced my face for the inevitable crunch against the floor.
I didn't hit the floor—not exactly. Instead I hit the thick, meaty flesh of a man/boy's
leg—heavy like a man's, but smooth like a boy's—and knocked him forward. He fell on his
dancing partner and the two of them tumbled onto the sticky, dirty floor. Meanwhile I sat up
and groaned, wiping the leg hairs and tangy sweat from my tongue with both palms.
I felt heavy hands grab me by the front of my shirt and lift me to my feet. I was
dazed and confused and I fought to see through the milky film smothering my eyes.
Myxomatosis is sometimes called ‘white blindness.’
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I was about to thank my savior when his fist smashed my left cheek and I was sent
reeling into the ground. Oh, I thought. They say getting hit makes you see stars, but that's
not right. Stars are too static. It’s more like sparklers around the edges of your eyes. But
that’s when you’ve already hit the ground—getting punched itself is a fuzzy hole in your
memory. It’s just bang! and then you’re looking at everybody’s sneakers and spilled drinks
and you’ve lost all recollection of the fist’s impact against your face. You get confused
because that brief moment of your life has just been erased.
Background static bass throbbing, lights flashing.
In all those lame party movies, when a fight starts someone cuts the music with a
short rrrrrett, like a quick record scratch, even though no one has actually used a record
player in fifteen years. When that actually happened and everything got quiet, I couldn't
help but laugh. By then, hundreds and thousands of hands were helping me back up to my
unsteady feet, and the center floor was cleared out, leaving a sloppy circle around me and
my opponent.
Meanwhile, I spat a tooth out into my palm. ‘Cool,’ I said, looking it over.
So then I was squaring off against this six-foot-six gargantuan frat boy with hairless
tree trunk arms and a tank top shirt and acne scars littering his cheeks. He was swearing and
yelling and flexing his muscles for the crowd to see and I just stood there looking at him,
head cocked to one side, more confused than anything. ‘I'm about to fight King Kong,’ I
muttered and then I was laughing, much to everyone's surprise. The frat boy looked at me,
furious, and then he charged, fists swinging like some kind of frenzied lobster. He must
have been tripping out on acid or speed or some other God-awful thing because no one
outside of an old Popeye cartoon has ever seriously tried to fight like that. I got this brilliant
idea to sidestep so he'd hit the crowd instead, but I wasn’t fast enough and he put his
shoulder into my gut and then we were both falling, but unlike earlier, this time I did hit the
floor, and then his weight was on top of me, his meaty King Kong paws pummeling my face
and head, blood streaming down into my mouth, and then after a listless eternity he was
finally pulled off and I just lay there in a bath of my own filth.
The next several minutes were a bit of a blur. Some people were cheering and a few
guys helped me up and somehow I ended up out on the front porch next to a boy and a girl
who looked like they were competing to see who could get their tongues deeper down each
other's throat. Neither looked up. I coughed up another two teeth and felt the fleshy little
holes in my mouth with my tongue, relishing the taste. Salty red fluid continued flooding
my mouth and I sauntered over to where the couple was making out and slipped a tooth in
each of their drinks, stifling a giggle. Neither noticed. I grinned a crooked grin and stumbled
down the porch stairs.
And that's how I got where I am now.
I'm not feeling so good, now down three teeth and a pint of blood, but I'm weirdly
calm in a Zen-like way. Kung fu master-type shit—that feeling that a golf ball-sized comet
could fly into your skull and you'd be cool with it. The streets are a mess, all the frat houses
leering like Godzilla beasts. They emanate lights and music that sound like metal grinding
on metal. Manly chants and laughter roaring out a few open windows. I look around, still
working my tongue in the new grooves in my mouth, and I pull a little bottle out of my
pocket and take a hearty swig.
Purple drank.
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It's thick and takes a bit of a struggle to force it down. I follow the first swallow with
another. It tastes sickly sweet and I put it back. Now everything is in its right place. Except
my teeth. Across the littered street there's a group of six or seven people huddled around
something of interest, so I amble over there.
Kneeling on the ground in the middle of the group is a quintessential frat bro—tank
top, buzzed hair, white Nikes—retching out his guts onto the sidewalk in front of him. I
can't tell if his audience's faces show sympathy or scorn. Are they laughing? I look back
down at the poor, prostrate guy, groaning a bit in-between heaves. He's puking very little up
except liquid—vodka, from the chemical smell. And that's when I notice it, flopping and
floundering a little in the mess: a small goldfish, barfed up with everything else. I shoulder
my way in.
‘What the hell is that doing there?’ I ask, pointing to it.
Everyone laughs but no one answers. I repeat my question, sputtering blood. Finally,
without looking at me, a guy to my left says, ‘He's a pledge at Zeta Delta.’
The fish is still wriggling around like a worm after you've stepped on its head.
Swallowing goldfish is a common form of fraternity hazing.
Swallowing goldfish.
Goldfish.
Giving out a little yelp, I scamper over to the poor little fish and scoop it up.
Everyone's giving me looks of absolute disgust, but I don't really notice, and now I'm
running to the nearest house to find a cup of water.
Someone behind me calls, ‘Hey man, he's supposed to re-swallow that!’
My footfalls start off normal, but soon they're echoing weirdly, and when I look
down my feet are bright red clown shoes.
‘Shit,’ I mutter, still cupping the trembling goldfish in my hands. The cough syrup is
kicking in.
Turn left, run up the pathway, clamber up the wooden steps towards the door, only to
be stopped by the door man.
‘We're all full, pal.’
I look up at him. ‘What?’
‘I said we're all full. What happened to your face?’
‘I have a fish.’
‘You can't come in. We're not letting any more guys inside.’
‘I need water.’
I hold out my hands and thrust the fish up under his nose. He flinches back like I'm
brandishing a deadly weapon and he almost falls over. ‘What the fuck?’ he cries. ‘Is that a
fucking goldfish?’
I start to brush past him but he repels me with a sharp shove. ‘Get out of here, you
freak,’ he snaps.
When I look up again his face is suddenly a big fat ass crack and I burst out laughing.
He starts speaking again but all I hear is fart sounds and as he berates me I start making the
noises back at him, louder and with more hand motions. The buttface gets really quiet and
then I turn and run away.
Clamber down the wood steps, run down the pathway, turn left up the sidewalk,
sprint towards the house next-door.
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This one has no door man—in fact, it doesn't even look like a party's going on at all.
It's big and white and there are glowing curtains billowing down the sides. The whole place
is emanating this brilliant white light. Must be a sorority house.
‘Shangri-La,’ I whisper, and I'm giggling and I run up the porch steps so recklessly
that I bash my head into the front door.
The crash startles someone, and then I see the blinds next to the door get ripped to
the side. Someone sees my bloody, smiling face and screams when I give a little wave. The
girl throws the blinds back in place—it's got to be a girl, no guy can scream like that—and
she calls to someone else. I can't hear what she's saying but I know it's not for my benefit.
‘No, don't worry!’ I keep repeating. ‘Don't worry, I'm not a rapist or anything. Don't
worry!’ I press the fish against the little window to prove my point.
Suddenly there's a voice behind me. ‘Dave, is that you?’
I turn around and see her. ‘Jennifer,’ I breathe, flashing her a gap-toothed smile
through the blood and slime. There she is. She's swaying a little and obviously drunk. She
looks good for being wasted—her bangs in her eyes and her breasts bouncing a bit with
each step—except one of her eyes is black and swollen shut. I realize someone must have
hit her.
‘Fucker!’
She looks shocked and she's about to respond, but then she sees my face. ‘Dave,
what happened? Why are you here?’
I want to ask her the same thing, I want to explain myself, but all I can do is march
over to her and hold the fish out to her and say, ‘Take this, my love. I must avenge you.’ She
accepts the present, not knowing what it is, and when the little body falls into her hands she
screams and drops it onto the pavement.
‘What the hell is that?’
‘Shhhhh,’ I soothe, bending over to pick it up. ‘It's okay, it's only fishy fish. . . .’
But before I can reach it I see her foot stomp down, crushing the goldfish with a
muffled crckk.
‘Fuck!’ I shout, and I look up at her with tears in my eyes. ‘Why did you do that?’
But now her eye is nothing but a gaping black hole, leading deep into her head.
Maybe some brains peeking out in there, can't be sure. I recoil a bit, but then I'm curious, so
I lean in close, really close, just to get a better view.
‘Dave, what the hell are you doing?’
Purple drank. It's the cough syrup, man.
I shake my head back and forth violently, trying to snap out of it. Her eye returns to
normal, looking again like one big bruise.
‘Who did that to you?’ I ask.
She touches her eye gingerly and suddenly the ground is really interesting. ‘I fell
down some stairs.’
‘No you didn't. Who hit you?’
Jennifer looks like she doesn't want to respond, but, as if in spite of herself, she
mutters, ‘Archibald.’
‘That fucker!’ I yell and I turn on my heel and bolt, flying down the path and up the
sidewalk. Archibald will be at Delta Delta with the rest of the Double Ds.
As I run, I take another haphazard swig from the bottle in my pocket.
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It's getting colder out and I shiver a bit despite the chemicals flowing through my
veins. Veins . . . supposedly blood is blue before it comes into contact with oxygen. But the
blood caked on my face is red. What if I were colorblind?
Now I'm reaching the spot where I found my goldfish and the group is still there,
though the fish-puke guy is just rising to his feet. He would've kill that fish, I think. Imagine
swimming in stomach acid. I cut through the group and as I pass I lock my elbow and stiff
arm the dude straight in his left eye, knocking him back to the ground. Before anybody
knows what happened I'm gone, sprinting towards Delta Delta, my right arm aching a little.
After a couple seconds, I hear a few sets of footfalls on my tail.
My groin hurts and I absent-mindedly reach one hand down to rub the sores on my
inner thighs. It's awkward because I'm running so I slow down for a good itch. The houses
aren't leering anymore—now they're just swaying, and hovering above everything is this
thick shadow like it's about to rain. The sky is turning red. Maybe I just have blood in my
eyes.
‘Get back here, you fuck!’
I don't think that was the cough syrup.
Finally, here's the house, right here on the corner, swaying like all the rest of them.
Turn right, run up the pathway, clamber up the steps, whiz past the door man before he can
stop me, and then I'm inside, zooming all the way back to the kitchen. I risk a glance
backwards and see that the door man is trying to keep my assailants from entering—looks
like there are three of them—and for the moment I've escaped notice. Looking around, I
can't spot Archibald. This party's nowhere near as big as the first one, with little clusters of
people talking and music that doesn't make me feel like my heart is about to explode, but I
still can't find my target.
‘The first step to any mystery is you must objectively assess the situation.’
I look to my right and there's Sherlock Holmes leaning against a bookcase, smoking
a big black pipe.
‘The fuck?’
His face shows some concern as he sees the blood on my face, but before he can say
anything I cut him off.
‘Where is Archibald, my Holmie?’ I think that’s really funny so I laugh. Sherlock
doesn’t.
‘Upstairs,’ he answers, gesturing with his pipe. ‘I believe he is entertaining a young
lady.’
‘Thanks a lot,’ I say, and I'm off, flying through the packs of socialites up the
staircase. I hear a commotion behind me and I logically deduce that a fight must have
broken out between the door man and the fish-puker's friends. With some luck, other frat
bros will get involved and they'll all forget about me.
When I mount the eighteenth step I stop, having reached the second floor, and I
pause for a moment to think about what I'm doing.
‘What am I doing?’ I ask myself.
And that's when I hear it. In one of the bedrooms, the one to my far left, I hear moans
and cries, undercut by this horrible rhythmic thumping. I sneak up close and put my ear up
against the door.
It's Archibald.
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Without a second thought, I burst into the room. ‘Fuck you!’ I scream and I fly out
spread eagle on top of the guy, on top of the girl, and I'm wildly whipping my arms back
and forth smacking and scratching and bashing him in the face, but when I look down
they're not arms anymore—they're big thick vines, so I keep vinewhipping him until the girl
falls off the bed trying to get away. I'm swearing and laughing and the guy is doing all he
can to protect his face, and then the girl is back on the bed, whacking me with her silky soft
arms. Both she and the boy are naked, and her breasts are the size of watermelons, and
they're bouncing so violently with each hit that I'm afraid they're going to fall off. So, inbetween blows to Archibald's face, I tell her I think her breasts are going to fall off.
‘Your watermelons,’ I giggle.
‘What the fuck?’ she responds, so taken aback that she stops hitting me. So I stop
too, just to explain what I meant, and then I feel the weight of ten thousand locomotives
pummeling into my chest and I'm sent flying off the bed. Somehow Archibald was able to
twist around and maneuver into a position to kick me in the gut. I can't breathe and the
whole world is powdered fireworks and all I'm saying is, ‘Ow, ow, ow, ow, ow.’
‘Help!’ the girl starts screaming. ‘Someone help us!’ I don't know why she's calling
for help because I'm so clearly subdued, but within ten seconds there are another two guys
standing in the doorway . . . and one of them is Archibald.
‘Archi-huh?’ I moan, glancing backward at the first Archibald scrambling to put his
clothes back on, but that's not Archibald at all. I have no idea who that guy is.
‘What the fuck happened?’ the real Archibald asks, but the only answer he gets is my
mismatched teeth sinking into his right calf, and he screams and yanks his leg away. I get
dragged up in the air by the momentum and I when I plop back to earth I can feel another
tooth wiggling out of its socket. To spare myself the trouble later on, I yank it out. ‘Cool,’ I
say, holding it up against the light.
For a moment, nobody knows what to say. I've obviously freaked the hell out of
everyone. Then I hold the tooth out to Archibald and say, ‘I'm not a rapist, man.’
‘Hey, there he is!’ I hear from outside in the hallway, and then here come three more
dudes. It's the guys who chased me up the street, and they look like they're looking for
blood.
‘Hi,’ I say, my smile giving them all the blood they could ask for. I say it again,
longer and more drawn-out, like, ‘Haiiiiiiiii,’ and the word pops out through a big, shiny
blood bubble.
I roll over and start crawling on all fours back towards the bed, trying to get one last
look at fake Archibald's girlfriend's boobs, but before I can I feel hands grabbing my legs
and dragging me backwards. ‘Noooooo!’ I bellow, scratching at the floor, feeling my
fingernails bend backward, but before I know it I've been picked back up and I'm on my
feet, facing five angry faces.
‘I'm just gonna sneak right by you, Holmie,’ I tell real Archibald. He starts to stop me
but I cough and flecks of blood splatter all over his face and he lurches out of the way. I
slide by him and into the arms of the three road-chase guys and one gap-toothed grin into
their faces is enough to make them all recoil. I must have some kind of infectious disease—
myxomatosis?—because no one will touch me. I make it all the way to the staircase and
glance back to say something dramatic before I go but then I slip and tumble all the way
down to the bottom.
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The next several minutes are a bit of a blur. Somehow I end up outside on the lawn,
with a dull bee-sting ache in my ribs, a twisted ankle, and vodka poured all over my head. I
stand up and brush myself off and check my vitals. ‘All right, ok,’ I keep repeating to
myself as I make sure I'm still alive. ‘All right, ok, all right, ok.’ I continue saying it as I
wander down the pathway and onto the sidewalk.
I look up to see stars and comets falling from the sky. They sizzle and sputter until
they hit the ground with domed explosion sounds. Several of the houses around me are
already on fire, but nobody's screaming. In fact, nobody is doing anything. Frat Row seems
to be deserted. I start limping up the sidewalk back towards Jennifer's sorority house. My
groin itches and the holes in my gums feel tender and raw.
I think I'm going to die. And I know it's stupid, but I can't help but think about your
face back before the teeth and the syrup and the goldfish and Sherlock Holmes—how you
knew exactly what you were doing when you took your roofied drink back from that sleazy
pre-med punk. I know all you wanted was a no hassle one-night stand without memories of
pain and body fluids to plague you when you're finished, but that's not how it's going to go
down, is it? Tomorrow morning when I read in the paper about the unidentified student who
woke up in a gutter missing a kidney, I'll know right away Mr. Sheisty Pre-Med had a little
more than sex in mind when he picked you out in the crowd and you ignored my grin.
$262,000 is a lot of money.
Why didn't you let me help?
At the end of the night, I might be a syrup-drunk nihilist missing four teeth and my
sanity, but you're the one who simply couldn't say no.
All you had to do was ask. I wanted to be there. I wanted to care.
Oh well. We'll all die like rabbits, anyway.

________________________________________________________________________________________________
Jackson Burgess is a writer, painter, and student at the University of Southern California. His work has been published
in various journals and magazines, including The Storyteller, Subliminal Interiors, and SpeedPoets Zine. You can find
him watching clouds, longboarding barefoot, or performing poetry around South Central Los Angeles. To see his full
publishing history or to make sure he's still alive, see his personal blog: jacksonburgess.wordpress.com
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birds in the ribs
by Jonathan Bond
So
it turns out
there were a thousand tiny birds
living in my rib cage
some kind of cosmic mix-up
at the factory
somewhere there’s a birdcage
you don’t want to think about
but so anyway
one day my rib cage
cracked open
in (honestly) a not unpleasant way
like opening a jewelry box
and these birds in my rib cage
burst out and away in furious, ecstatic conversation.
No me was harmed in this,
I unfolded in an impossible way
released the flock
and folded back softly
like building a layer cake of flesh.
the birds now reside in a huge bird tenement
a giant bushy tree that hosts
twice daily vociferous debates
dawn and dusk
an explosion of bird talk
about what it’s like to be free

________________________________________________________________________________________________
Jonathan Bond is uncomfortable writing about himself in the third person. He is a desperately handsome reformed
music journalist. He is made of three-fourths water. He is working on a novel. Some of his writing can be viewed on his
website: http://15Watt.com. He thanks you.
________________________________________________________________________________________________
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Periapsis/Apoapsis
by Katherine E. Garrigan
On an unremarkable day in March, Galina looked out her apartment window and found
herself staring into the inky blackness of space. She knew it was space, and not just a dark
night, because she could see the planet Saturn in the center of her window.
After dropping out of art school a few months ago, Galina spent her days inhaling
paint fumes and encouraging the semi-madness that went hand in hand with the artistic
genius of the customers at a supply store. She wondered if the combination of long hours
addled her brain. Pressing her hand against the cold glass, she tried to reason with the
apparition. Galina wanted to be an artist, too, but she also eschewed the madness and
emotion people seemed to think was needed to create. She may be bored with her life, but a
planetary hallucination was a bit much.
The glass felt like her window, under the slight pressure of her hand. The rings on her
fingers glittered in the dim light – they almost looked like they cost more than a buck or two
at the thrift store. She debated opening the window, tapping her fingers against the glass and
bouncing light onto her ceiling. It was not an airtight window, she reasoned. If she had
relocated to space she would be dead, or at least hear an ominous hissing. But she drew her
hand back from the glass and groped for her phone. She held it in her hand for a moment.
The small square of plastic and metal was a warm comfort against her cold palm.
She ended up tossing the phone aside without calling anyone. Instead, she crept over
the belongings she had flung to the floor upon entering and made her way to the door. She
peeked out of the peephole.
In her fish-eyed view, bland brown walls met swirling, cream colored tiles. The tired
light bulb flickered near the emergency stairwell across from her apartment. The hallway
stood as it always had.
Galina trusted the image of her building’s hallway about as much as she trusted that
of the gas giant outside her lonely window. She took a deep breath and tucked her wild,
curly hair behind her ears.
‘Okay,’ she said to her empty studio apartment. ‘Okay.’ She could handle this sudden
astronomical intrusion into her personal space. She would deal with unpleasant situations
the way she always did. Ignore them.
A tiny voice in the back of her head reminded her that ignoring her unpleasant grade
situation at school led her here, to a tiny apartment with a crummy job and no degree.
She ignored the voice.
Without looking directly at the window, she drew the curtains. Feeling it was safe to
look again, she realized that the thin, blue material let in enough light to remind her of the
planet outside her window. Moving with purpose, she pushed the futon into a bed and drew
out her thick flannel sheets from underneath the frame onto the mattress.
She unfurled a sheet and grabbed a rusty tin of tacks from the shelves across the
room. Galina stood on a rickety stool and pushed the tacks into the sheet over the window
frame. Satisfied with the results, she jumped off the stool and examined her handiwork.
Her sheet-job wasn’t pretty, but it blocked the view. She piled extra blankets on her
bed and tried to go to sleep.
*
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After she woke from a restless night, Galina began removing the sheet she had
pinned over the glass. She thought the flannel cloth was much bigger than the small
window, but as she took it down, she realized the sheet only had centimeters to spare on
either side.
Saturn persisted in her window frame. She shrugged, folded up her sheets and put
them back under the futon frame. Saturn may have appeared in outside of her window, but
that was no reason not to keep a neat house.
She distracted herself as much as she could, though her neck developed a crick from
the weird angles needed to avoid her only window. Her fork lingered over her eggs and toast
as she concentrated on what shirt best matched the dark, flounced skirt she planned on
wearing. She ate an apple with thoughtfulness, deciding her crisp, vermillion blouse would
be best, and made her tea well after her breakfast was over. Wasting even more time, she
lingered in the shower and decided to try to tame her curly brown hair. She sang children’s
songs as loud as she could.
Her bathroom felt cramped as she sat on the toilet seat and slowly dragged a flat iron
through her curls. The sleeves of her plush, orange robe got in the way as she moved her
arms up and down. But she kept the old, over-painted door shut. Otherwise, she’d have a
view of the interloper, and she hadn’t pinned the sheet back up.
When her hair lay around her face in flat, straight layers, Galina lingered in the
mirror. Her pale, moon shaped face scrunched up and made faces until she couldn’t stand
the confines anymore. Bursting the door open, she flung herself into the open space.
Saturn waited for her. She realized the shirt she had decided to wear was the same
exact shade of the swirling, center band. In a fit of anger, Galina turned around to face her
front door. Her hand lingered over the dull brass doorknob.
She remained behind her door as minutes crawled by. Tension knotted her stomach.
Small beads of sweat rolled down the small of her back. The ability to go into the hallway
seemed as distant as her ability to paint a picture.
She left the door and walked to her kitchen sink. The tension in her gut dissipated.
She yanked the faucet on, and rinsed her hands underneath the water.
Shrill jangles caused her to twitch and knock over a glass on the drying rack. Her
phone was singing out from a small table next to her futon. She picked it up with wet hands.
‘Hello?’
‘Hey, Galina.’ It was her sister, Prue. Her voice sounded brash coming from the
speaker.
‘Prue,’ she breathed. ‘What’s up?’
‘I thought I’d visit, if you didn’t have any plans. We can catch upon some TV and
veg, if you want? It’s kind of crappy outside.’
Her cheerful voice drew Galina from her other-planetary apparition in a way
planning the day’s outfit could not.
‘Sure,’ she said. ‘Bring over some take-out and you’re on.’
She tossed her phone back onto the table. Working as fast as she could manage, she
pulled out the thick, flannel sheet and pinned it up again over the window. Halfway through
the exercise, Galina paused.
So what, if Prue saw her new view? She’d probably have a witty comment for it,
some sort of expectation of adventure. Galina let that trail of thought continue before shook
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her head and continued to pin up the sheet. She wouldn’t be able to bear it if Prue didn’t see
Saturn rotating gracefully behind the old leaded glass. Galina hadn’t ever needed an
intervention, and she was determined to keep it that way. With her sister over, she could
continue to ignore the view.
She drew the curtains over the sheet. The diaphanous blue fabric glowed over the
white flannel. It made her apartment feel smaller, but the interstellar view was blocked from
sight for now.
Prue showed up with containers of chicken and rice and tubs of hot, spicy soup. The
sisters chatted about inane topics in between delicious sips. Galina was proud of her
cognitive dissonance. The longer her sister stayed, the longer she could pretend her life was
normal.
Prue didn’t mention the new window coverings to Galina until she was leaving the
apartment to return home.
‘Nice new curtains, Galina,’ she said. Galina twitched. Her glaze of normality
cracked under her sister’s spoken assessment of the barriers Galina had hung up. She felt as
if the planet itself was trying to push its way into the forefront of her mind.
‘They’re a little too small, though,’ Prue said. ‘You can see a bit of the frame poking
out.’ She pointed to the cracked wood visible on all sides of the curtains. ‘If you can find
another one to go with your set, I’ll help you sew them together.’ Prue grinned. ‘Call me!
I’m sick of always calling my younger sister.’
Galina forced out a laugh. ‘I’ll call, next time, as long as you bring that soup again.’
She ushered her sister into the hall, but didn’t go past the doorframe herself.
As soon as Prue was gone, Galina tore the sheet down. In her haste, the narrow metal
curtain rod fell on top of her.
She cursed, rubbing her head.
Looking at the window, her stomach sank. The curtains were not too small. The
window frame had grown. The glassy portal now took up nearly a quarter of her giant wall.
She could see the sparks of stars now, and the shadow of one of Saturn’s moons. She
glanced down at her hand, and watched her rings mimic the sparks of stars, the loneliness of
a displayed jewel on black velvet.
She shook her head and fussed around her shelves until she found her laptop.
Hopping on her neighbor’s internet connection, she read everything she could find on the
planet. Pure science, none of the mythology.
No one else seemed to have Saturn knocking at their window. All she learned was
that Saturn had many moons and many rings. Sort of like her bathtub; without the moons,
anyway.
Galina didn’t want to get close to the window again, even though that meant leaving
the view bare. She shelved the laptop and turned on her TV. Galina tried to keep her eyes on
the screen, but they kept drifting toward her window, or worse, her neglected supply shelf.
She fought to keep her attention on mindless blather of the TV for the rest of the
night. But without the curtains, the glow of Saturn made it hard to focus on anything but its
ethereal light.
‘How,’ she said to the window in the wee hours of the morning, ‘How are you even
lit, anyway.’ She sighed. ‘You are too far from the sun to be that bright,’ she told the planet.
It continued to glow on, deaf to her words.
Table of Contents | 33

After a sleepless night in the baleful light, she called in sick. Her manager tried to
scold her, but something in her voice shut him up. He ended the conversation without
reminding her how easy it would be to replace her.
She stared out her window for the better part of the day. Her hair curled around her
ears and neck as it fought the abuse she had subjected it to the day before. Basic necessity
forced her into the bathroom after a few hours of staring. She rinsed off in the shower and
slipped into fresh brown and gold pajamas without thinking a single word. Umber colors
chased themselves in her head, undulating into different shapes.
By the time the clock on her wall informed her that it was dinner time, she realized
the window now took up half of her wall. All of her possessions seemed dirty and small in
front of it.
As a nervous reflex, she picked up a pencil and doodled a small set of circles on a
page. The golden colors still lingered beneath her racing thoughts.
‘I’ll paint…tomorrow,’ she told the page. It would keep her mind off of things for a
while, anyway. More ignoring. She gulped down some of the now-cold soup her sister left
and curled back on her futon.
With her face toward the window and her hair spilling across the pillow, she looked
up. A half-circle of living vermillion and chartreuse swirled and filled her vision. She didn’t
know how long the planet entranced her before she drifted into an uneasy sleep.
She woke up from globular dreams. The window remained the same. Galina pushed
herself out of bed and stared at her clock. The time seemed frozen at twelve o’clock. She
didn’t know whether it was midnight or midday.
She sat back on the futon, bathed in the light of Saturn. Galina thought idly of calling
her sister, but the thought died as her hands groped blindly at her pencils and papers again.
Fingers moved across the paper, tracing circles. At some point during her drawing fit, she
reached for some paint.
Galina squeezed fat worms of red and yellow onto her small table. With her bare
hands, she mixed in whites and browns and the occasional tabs of green. Her brush worked
furiously over the paper. After she punched through the page a third time, she shifted to a
giant canvas she had been saving behind her shelf for over a year. Her brush arced over the
canvas, spilling variations of red and orange across her field of vision.
Exhausted and covered in paint, Galina rolled onto her futon with her brush still
grasped in her hands. After an immeasurable amount of time, she woke in the exact same
position. She sat up, groggy, and found that her window now filled her entire wall.
Her painting seemed tiny propped up in front of the window. Its colors flared against
the glow of Saturn though, and it didn’t seem as dingy or hopeless as the rest of her stuff.
She pulled out her camera and snapped a photo. She wondered what people would
think of the picture.
Her phone rang, shrill and insistent.
Galina ignored it. Convinced that her canvas was too small, she pulled all the
furniture from the wall and into the middle of the room. Once the off-white was exposed,
she started to attack it with globes of paint. She covered her walls with swirls, trying to
mimic the bands of the planet. Paint fell from her brush in drips and drops onto the scuffed
linoleum floor. Every so often, she would step back and document her work with the
camera.
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She considered the twinkling rings out her window briefly, before curling up on her
futon. The mattress lay crumpled on the frame, pushed around by shelves and tables. She let
the light dance over her.
She waited to drift off, but her nerves sang harsh and loud. Galina got up and walked
to the window. The glass stretched from ceiling to floor, wall to wall. It had become a clear
barrier between her and the cold suck of space.
She placed her hand on the glass and mimicked her earlier hesitancy. The cold
window bowed under the slight pressure of her hand. She pushed harder, until the glass
started to bow beneath her fingers.
‘Okay,’ she whispered to the empty room. ‘Okay. No more ignoring.’
She kept pushing at the glass until she’d made a Galina-sized dent. She kicked out
with her feet, fighting the glass, until it finally broke under the strain.
A gaping hole started sucking the air out of the room. A piece of scrap paper floated
past Galina and out the window. A used-up pencil followed the scrap, and another, until a
parade of items went soaring through the window. Her camera spun out last. Nearly
everything she had made left her.
Only Galina remained unaffected by the mini-maelstrom in her apartment. She tried
to stop her pieces from flying out. A pair of scissors almost slashed her as she made to stop
the blades, and after that near miss, she dove for cover toward her bathroom. She crawled
on the floor as all of her papers and paint flew out the window.
Once she reached the bathroom door, she huddled against the frame and wrapped her
bleeding hands around her legs. She watched in numb disbelief as everything she created
went out the window and spiraled to the planet. Every painting, every picture, every tool she
used in their creation left. The paint on the walls flaked off and flew away as easily as the
canvases.
As her art left, the window started to shrink until finally, it reached its original size.
With a faint pop, the planet flickered out of view and she saw the brick wall that had been
her view before.
Galina surveyed her apartment. Her futon lay askew on the floor under the remains
of her entertainment center. Not a single pen, pencil, paintbrush or piece of paper remained.
Without washing the blood off her hands, Galina started to set things back up. She
propped up her shelves and set piles of books and glossy cases back home. At last, she
nudged the futon frame with her feet until it rested against the wall, and she sat down.
‘I still remember,’ she told the window. She took a deep breath and jumped up from
the futon. She cleaned herself up and made bold shopping plans in her head. Galina pulled
on shoes, and for the first time since the celestial apparition, left her apartment. She bought
reams of paper and invested in pens and pencils. She dragged the stuff back to her
apartment and arranged it just so.
Her fingers flew across the paper, pausing only to make a well-judged mark or erase
an errant line. The sun cycled on as Galina remained committed to her vision.
Her fingers worn thin and her hair lank, Galina put down the pencil without flourish.
‘There we go,’ she said. ‘Now I feel better.’ Her creations had finished draining the
hallucination away.
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She pinned the drawing up on her fridge, and went on her way. She made up excuses
at work, and to her surprise, they let her continue working there. Her life slipped back into
its normal groove and she put the episode behind her.
One night, months later, she came home from a long night out. She tossed her stuff
on the table and unfolded her bed. Sitting on the edge, she looked out the window.
Her heart jolted.
Neptune hovered against the black dark of space.

________________________________________________________________________________________________
Katherine is a writer who works and lives in New York City. She hopes to one day own a respectable collection of tea
pots.
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Thank you for reading Issue Five. We really hope you enjoyed it.
Corvus is released as a free pdf download once every third month. We are currently a nonprofit journal with an editing staff of two, and as such, cannot pay our contributors. We
would like this to change. If you would like to see more of us in future, please consider
making a donation via our website: http://corvusmagazine.com.
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