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“IF THE PERSON
YOU WERE BEFORE
READING AND THE
PERSON YOU ARE
AFTER IS THE
SAME,yOU HAVEN’T
REALLy READ.”
- RED INKSTONE
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When I transferred to the University of Bridgeport as a sopho­
more, I didn’t quite know what to expect; perhaps nothing at all
as I had become accustomed to expecting that of myself. In ret­
rospect I now realize I had little direction in life and even fewer
inclinations towards goals. I was a declared History major, which
I enjoyed but had little passion for. Though, after two semesters
and multiple English courses I had found my passion: literature
and creative writing. Sure, I had enjoyed reading and had been
more than a sufficient academic writer before but with the help
of great subject matter and prolific professors my path was clear.

There was Kerouac, Hemingway, and Emerson, oh my! Hot in
that particular order, but still, like an addict I was cursed in a
good way. I was inebriated with a literary fever that has not
since faded. I was reading anything I could get my hands on (or
that my bank account would allow). The words poured through
my mind’s eye exactly when I needed them to in life. My profes­
sors became more like friends; in fact, I’m not afraid to be bold
enough to state now, that they are, in fact my friends, I hope.

I remember writing my first poem, ever, on the fourth floor
of Wahlstrom library (that very building that Professor Julius-
burger, in jest and frustration, had once told my class to jump
off, but to not be afraid because he would catch us) and not only
submitting it to this very literary magazine but having it accept­
ed. It was an unbelievable feeling; every word fell into place as if
they were always meant to fall in that order; from the
experience, to my brain, spilling from my fingertips
through to the tip of my pen. It was a true and unde­
niable groundswell: a sudden gathering of force, which
I hope my fellow students and I can one day truly
understand and harness. ,





A LOVE (AUGER) 9

1
Laying across a gradient of gray
is the past never quite properly put away,
only half-hidden with glimpses of forbidden
and lost urges and thoughts.
It is stagnate in our souls, heavy in our hearts.
They say that love can save and light a fire;
lose us, destroy us, burn us with desire.
It has done to me all that and much more;
when someone demands that key to open
but always refuses to walk through the door.

n
Keeping still,
your compassion was always there.
I had no fear:
someone understood and did not judge.
To me it was dear;
you learned to listen and grew to care.
I had never felt
so surrounded by happiness and love.
My despair
with you I shared and trusted.
Your demons
were nothing I did not want to handle.
And our laughter
kept us close and secure.
My naivety
was like your safety blanket.
What I did not realize
was your game to play; I was in your control.



Every letdown
whenever you did not come around
became every reason
I loved you more when you returned.
The truth is skewed
when you’re in love—deaf, dumb and blind!
Your words were shaky
as my expectations tended to run high.
But in our eyes
we saw how hard the other tried.

in
Oh, how could I forget your subtle suspicion
of my rare infatuation?
The reason in your bleak humor, \
the voice in my head that I silenced and shunned.
How could I forget that awkward room,
where we lay and stood?
The undeniable, palpable tension—
I could taste it when you moved.
No, I could never forget the way my body ached
to be close to yours.
The scared and delicate place in which you were lost;
confused and heartbroken, you looked at me.
It was fantasy turned beautiful, murky reality.
I imagined your eyes that gold marble,
a honeybee fossil that held our memories,
that created the sole possibility
and offered the option to save or destroy us.

IV
A gap in the bridge between us,
I took the risk and made the leap
I wanted you to have all of me.
Baffled into stutters, you did not jump,
and you let me fall into the crack,
unleashing a tornado wrath;
Poseidon with his trident staff.
The disaster of no turning back.
The start of this old wound.



The story of me against you.
It was something we did. not want:
the dark pain we created,
the reserved hate we never stated.
And we were forced to get along.

V
I fought against every wonderful emotion.
Flat on the table, the best and worst of you.
Like the sun, it burned to stand next to you.
But you were the moon: every night a different face.
I watched you turn into something I could hate,
Stood by like a coward to wait for my demise.
There was no sympathy in your spite,
no dullness in your knife
that edged along the length of my spine
as matters of the heart became matters of the world.
Careless with your mockery
and bold with your self-righteousness.
Give up your role to always play the victim,
and the attention won’t make you so vindictive.
Every sense of why I could not want to want you.

VI
Scratching beneath the surface,
lust breeds desperation and love becomes madness.
Because I knew sacrifice
I chose art over good reality.
I don’t fake the pained sensation
that I am indeed in pain.
Cynical laughter because happiness
is rare in a creative mind.
I was who? The puppet? The pawn?
The classic divide and conquer:
one-sided story, biased and exaggerated, isolated.
No one played their cards more perfectly.
Tell me, how does it feel to always get what you
want?
But I knew you were never satisfied.
I had every inner and desolate part of you: 



flaws and faults, imperfections and insecurities.
I could feel your remorse sink in with mine.
Guilt is known to kill with enough time.
And I wonder at what precise moment,
under the unwanted circumstance,
in front of the superficial faces of your friends
and among the lies and separate skies,
did it hit you that you loved me more than you knew?

vn
There’s black there in the sky of your eyes
where Atlas begrudges you with a knit frown face.
You stand tall among the admiration of followers
and hang your hopes high on your faith,
trying hard not to succumb under the ton of the weight
of your sturdy insecurities, but it’s all okay,
because you laugh at the shortcomings of others
All for your obnoxious fucking folly, your comedy;
a swell more in your head than in your chest.
It is your constant catharsis and your best defense.
The plethora of joyous human sounds,
knowing that you granted them that moment of happiness,
is the only thing that makes you feel like a person.
My how the world does adore youl
My how the endless attention controls youl
Everyone loves you,
but something inside you denies you
to ever love yourself the way you deserve.

vrn
Awake or asleep, in tears or with smiles,
I’ve become completely exhausted
from these mad extremities.
Your lost love was like a bittersweet remedy
that I to clung to for survival
in the hallow hope of sweet nothing.
But I can’t change who I am
for who you used to be.
There’s a different tune in every song,
my Wonderwall, if not at all.



And this feeling in my chest
that rises into the flow of my breath—
mini-heart attack—
it lets me know there is little left;
it lets me know that we are finally letting go.

IX
We beg the question:

Was it love, J
if we both gave our actions voices 4
and silenced our emotions?

Can we call it real, z
if we both stood by and watched z
as each suffered and fought against our own demons,
inclined to speak, to hold, to trust,
but silently thinking we deserved it all?
Is this love?
Or is it acute madness,
strung from tender, broken souls?
I surrender these love-lost anecdotes.

Rise and shine.
Whatever allows shut eyes.

X
Inside the labyrinth of mind’s confusion
Lies reality and the heart’s biggest illusion.
Raise Pride and Greed and knock submission.
Forget the possibility and put the past in remission.
I should have learned from Fitzgerald what I could.
He knew best of the flittering feelings
That imagination would create,
And fly you to a world you never knew existed,
Because it didn’t.
You were the best idea I ever fell in love with,
The hardest pedestal to crack.
So build your army and I’ll wave you down:
You did not desire the intensity of my love,
While I wanted and needed yours, desperately,
So much that I struggled to find the truth
And place the blame,



Losing every part of myself that I knew
And hiding my shame.
I had used a bright light to see clear past the fog.
And I realized that moving on and letting go
Meant never wanting or needing your “love” ever again
But simply remembering that at one time
I truly did believe it was love.
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There is a big tree
With red, orange, and yellow leaves
Glowing ground surface
Covered with beautiful fall leaves
Slowly the seasons change.

o
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Where did they go? Why have they left me alone in this
room? There was nothing to do but look around and wait. The
ceilings were very high there, probably ten feet or so. I cer­
tainly had ample time to gaze around. A portrait of a man hung
proudly on the rococo style wall and he seemed to be staring
down at me. A wry smile characterized his chubby face; a portly
man he must have been. He wore a long powdered periwig in
the painting and I presumed he may have been the former mas­
ter of the home. I was sitting in front of a harpsichord, which is
an ornately decorated baroque musical instrument. This grand
keyboard instrument was the centerpiece of the room and my
sole reason for being there. I had been asked to come over and
play it at the recommendation of an acquaintance that was also
in the classical music scene. I was not excited about the idea
because I am not the best musician-far from being fully com­
petent. The regular harpsichordist of this particular group of
musicians had taken ill; they wanted to practice, so there I was.
I started to look at the instrument again. It looked very French,
I could tell by the distinctive features. It looked like a Hemsch,
one of the most successful and distinguished instrument mak­
ers from that era. 1741 was the year it was made according
to the inscription- “Henri Hemsch Me Fecit, Paris MDCCXLI”, a
fine instrument indeed. I had the urge to begin playing at that
moment but felt it would be rude before the others returned.

I took another gander around the room. In an effort to pre­



serve the integrity of the room’s character the current owners
had. not installed any electricity in it, so it was hard to make
out details, even during the day. There were a few candles
burning and they did not provide much light. The German city
of Bremen is so eternally cold and dark that even in the sum-
mer it can be this way-very depressing and gloomy, yet that’s
where I found myself on that day. The truth is that as grand as
the room was it was starting to unnerve me. I thought I heard
something that sounded like a little girl speaking. I looked
around and tried to find the owner of the voice but there was
nobody there. I thought to myself that old homes like this one
probably have spirits living in them. Suddenly the door creaked
open interrupting my thoughts. “Winifred forgot her violin; she
has gone home to get it.” Gone home to get it, I thought. That
will take over an hour. “Can I please have a glass of water?” I
asked. My throat had become very dry as it always does when
I am nervous. “Sure”, replied Thijs and he went off to fetch it.
There were three of us there in total. Myself, filling in for the
keyboard player, Winnie the violinist, and Thijs who played the
Viola da Gamba. Thys was also the leader of the ensemble and
the home’s owner. He was a nice man, aged about 45. He had
been born in Amsterdam and came to Germany when he was a
young adult. Winifred was English, I believe. And there I was,
the American Harpsichordist. Thqjs came back with the water
and I took a sip. It provided my cottonmouth with delightful
relief. “Why don’t you play something to warm up” suggested
Thijs. I decided instead to ask him how he acquired the instru­
ment. He told me that during the revolution in France instru­
ments like his were usually chopped up and used for firewood
because they were seen as a symbol of the detested Ancien Re­
gime. Luckily this one survived and was passed on to a family
in the Netherlands. Later, in the 20th century it was given to
his family as payment for a debt incurred by another’s during
the war years. It certainly had an interesting history.
I asked him if there was anything he wanted to hear
but he had no particular preference. I thought it was
now time to finally do the deed. I put my hand on the
keyboard and looked back up at the portrait hanging
on the wall. I figured that when the old man was liv­
ing he probably would have had parties in the room —•*- 



with people dancing to music so I decided to play a gigue, which
is sort of a dance. I put my left hand on the keyboard and took
a deep breath.

As soon as I started playing I felt a great sense of content­
ment. The instrument was alive again, singing sweetly as it
was intended. The beautiful sounds were radiating all over the
room. I was playing surprisingly well and the full character
of the piece was showing itself nicely. Gaining confidence, I
started to play like a madman, taking great liberties-even dar­
ing to improvise. I could suddenly play with great skill as if I
had spontaneously inherited far more talent than I had previ­
ously possessed. My fingers were flying all over the keyboard,
never missing a note. I was coming near to the closing part of
the piece, my favorite part where the musical theme reaches
its deepest expression. I was feeling as if in a daze, really lost
in the music. I played the final note of the piece exaggeratedly
and with great pride and waited for its sound to expire before
taking my hands away from the keyboard. I looked up at the
painting again; he was still there looking at me. Bizarrely, for
a moment I was almost waiting for a response from him, hop­
ing my playing met with his approval. I snapped out of it and
looked around toward Thijs. He was sitting there noticeably
impressed. I think he was really moved by the unusual perfor­
mance. He told me that he had never heard such a piece played
like that before, with such great virtuosity. I told him that I do
not normally play like that; that it would not happen again and
I was just as shocked myself.

The doorbell rang. It was Winifred with her violin. The rest
of the evening we ran through some of Corelli’s music that he
wrote for a small group of musicians like us. It was a joy to
be there, playing music together, even if I was unable to repli­
cate the mysterious moments of skill that had been temporar­
ily granted to me. After we had played for a few hours we all
agreed to finish up and head out for something to eat. I re­
member the day with great fondness. I was young, happy to be
away from home and with new and interesting people in a mar­
velous place. It was a real joy and for a music lover like myself,
a real thrill that does not happen so often.



A sweet bloody kiss
Pressed against mine
The black velvet dropping before her
Time stands still
Are these the lost dreams
Why are they still haunting me?
Am I damned from your poison?
Cursed for my mistakes
Or am I just stuck in another nightmare?
Please please don’t stop
Because in reality the torture feels like sanctuary.
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You could say that I was the man. No, I did not have a pe­
nis but at my age I didn’t have boobs either. My shoes never
matched my shirt and I didn’t really care what my hair looked
like. Of course since I was not the girly type, boys didn’t look
at me as someone to date but someone to play Pokemon cards
in class with. Every day I would get mindless stares from any
girly girl I passed. They made me feel like I was different. I was
different. They had boobs, and I didn’t.

During recess I had two choices. The girls were playing hop
scotch on one end of the field. And the boys were playing sports
on the other end. My mind was telling me no, but my body, my
body was telling me yes. A few minutes later the oval shaped
ball was herald towards my position. It had to reach up to 100
miles per hour before it reached my little hands. The typical
cold sting collided with the palms of my hands when I caught it,
and I ran like hell. Getting tackled was not an option. I didn’t 
care how high my testosterone levels were, getting tackled hurt
very much. Wind soaked into my wind pipes as the
goal became closer and closer. I was running like I
stole bread from a cafe and a bunch of angry Italian
people were after me. All of a sudden the presence of
a hand had gotten closer to my neck. I couldn’t see it
but I felt it. It was too late though. When my toes hit
touch down, I planted both feet on the line like I had —



something to prove. The abrupt stop caused, the boy who had
been on my tail to slam right into me. And he slammed into me
hard. Face first, the ground and my little body became one. My
clothes were covered in dirt, and my Up was split.

I was afraid of coming home that Friday night because I
knew my mom was home early. Sneaking up to my room was
fraught with difficulty considering the size of my home. My
mother walked into the room and her eyes instantly roamed
my whole profile. All the color in her face became as red as the
lipstick she was wearing. She grabbed the sides of my face and
examined my split lip. All her questions came at once. “What
happened to your lip?l” and “Look at your shirt, why are you
covered in dirt?l” and “Little girl, what did I tell you about run­
ning around with them boys?I” Her tone was so patronizing,
I almost rolled my eyes. But considering her eyes were fix on
me, I didn’t want to get slapped. Her stare matched the stares
of those girls in my school. She pushed me to the bathroom and
prepared the bathtub. I stared at myself in the mirror. I touched
my lip with my dirty fingers and the sting from my touch hurt
more than usual. I sat there and stared at myself longer than
usual too. All my conscious feelings were numb. I never bother
to examine myself in that thing. I never cared what people
thought of my appearance, more importantly what I thought of
it, myself. That night my mother scrubbed my body and my hair
as if the dirt was permanently painted on me. Maybe she felt
that if she scrubbed hard enough a girl would have magically
appear underneath this tomboy of a daughter.

The next morning was my Grand papa’s birthday, and I had to
get up and get ready. I was awakened by a slight touch on my
arm. My eyes shot open, and it was my mother standing over
me. Half of her face was covered in a dark shadow, which was
bizarre because it was a bright Saturday morning. The smile
that creped upon her face will haunt me for the rest of my life.
She told me to come to the kitchen. As she left my room I swear
I heard her laughing maniacally. As I came down stairs I smelt
something burning. When I enter the kitchen I saw a metal
comb placed in the fire on the stove. Next to that was a stool, a
towel and some hair grease. My heart sank and dissolved into
my stomach as I realized what was about to go down. I was
about to get my hair done. Now getting my hair done wasn t the 



problem but the hot comb was. I tried to get away but she had
gotten an iron grip on my arm and she tied my down against
my will. Her face became demonic has she rotated the comb on
the stove like it was rotisserie chicken. I watched in horror as
the deathly metal comb came towards my scalp. As the heat
grazed my skin I cried out in agony. I closed my eyes tightly as
if not seeing the comb made any difference. That was the worst
hour of my young life. Ok so maybe she didn’t have to tie me
down, but I still to this day hate hot combs.

My nails were next. I looked at the nail kit on her dresser. It
mocked me. She lifted the nail clippers and it gleamed at the tip
of it. It looked like those parts in a cartoon where the charac­
ter would pick up something sharp and little star like sparkle
would show up at the tip, just to emphasize how sharp it was.
I swallowed hard. She began to clip and file them. All the tools
she used poked and pinched my thin skin. The whole time I
wondered how girls in my class could do this all the time. With
beauty comes pain, do girls know that? I don’t care how high
I still felt my testosterone levels were, getting your nails done
hurt. Pink nail polish was the color of her choice, and she paint­
ed my nails with excessive ease. At least this part didn’t hurt.

I stared at myself in the mirror of my mother’s bedroom. I
stopped crying long enough to actual ergoy the sight of my hair.
It was actually longer than I expected, passing my shoulders
slightly. My nails were groomed properly and I couldn’t help
but to be overly cautious about where I put my hands. For the
first time in a while I actual smiled at my appearance. I looked
across the room at the red dress that was laid out across her
bed. Underneath it were white tights. Next to the red dress
were two silver earrings and a red bracelet. On the floor direct­
ly underneath the red dress were matching red shoes. I walked
to it slowly examining its beauty. The straps of the dress where
connected by silver bottoms. I ran my manicured fingers along
the white lace that grazed the bottom of the dress. It
was soft. Softer than my typical jean pants. It was
ever so girly, but I would be lying if I say it didn’t .
look beautiful. My mother came in to help me into P
my tights. She slipped the dress over my head, be-
ing as mindful as possible of my hair and nails. I’ve 
worn dresses before but it’s been some time. I forgot

J



• how free your legs became in these things. I looked into the
mirror one last time. I became very self-conscious of the spilt

' that was still on my Up from yesterday. It turned pink over
night. My mother’s makeup box was right in reach. The red
Upstick she was wearing yesterday was there. It also mocked
me. I grasped the Uttle stick in my hand. I examined it. I even
smeUed it. I’ll admit I had no idea what I was about to do but
shit, here goes nothing.



Flake after flake,
they all fall down.
Winter frost wraps his hands around me,
chilling me to the soul.

Street lamps stand as spectators.
Watching my every breath and my admirer,
their light fighting off the suppressing gloom.

Rustle of dead leaves and trees,
are the song of the night,
Morning shadows slither to the corners
of the world.

Crystallized breaths come to a stop.
His blade pierced my heart.
Knees give, sending me tumbling.
Rivers of satin red stain the ground.

Shadows come and go.
Winter frost keeps me company,
holding me lovingly until im soulless.

Snowman and snow angels,
bid me farewell.
Winter frost kisses me goodbye.o



What happens
when you lose
yourself.

By now you would think
I would
know.

Blurry nights
elude
foggier days.
D

0
W

N
the bottle
Search for
answers.
Sometimes
even the sun
shines
on the

scatter­
brain
ed.

Even the
free

spirits
seek

salvation,
sometimes

(so they say).
How does

one 
erase
what never
was.

By now you would think
I would
know.
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“You gonna be okay ma?”
“Yes dear, just a little light headed is all. I’ll be fine now that

I’m resting here, you run along. I don’t want you to be late.”
“Well alright, as long as you’re sure. See you later,” Alex said

followed by a soft kiss on his mother’s cheek.
Giving her a quick gentle hug, he quickly grabbed his keys

and headed out the door. Dashing across the lawn, he hastily
pressed a button to unlock his car. As much as he was worried
for his mother he knew he couldn’t be late. He, no they depend­
ed on that job. Opening the driver’s side door of his Mitsubishi
Gallant, Alex hopped in quick to buckle his seatbelt and put the
key in the ignition. The engine started, the sound of the car
pulling out from the side of the street filled the air as it sped
onward into the setting sun.

Twenty minutes later in the middle of a large parking lot, the
car was put in park. Stepping out the car, Alex hurried toward
the giant Target waiting at the end of the lot. Once inside he
worked his way to the employee area, clocking himself in. He
was right on time; barely but he was on time. Ex­
haling a breath of relief, Alex collapsed in a nearby
chair. Once his adrenaline had simmered down, he
got up from his chair making sure his red polo was
in order and the belt holding his khakis was on tight.
With everything good to go, he hurried over to regis- )/
ter 10 ready to lighten the odd influx of customers r 



for the evening.
“Hil Did you find everything okay? Do you have our Target

red card? If not would you like one? Save 5 percent on your
total purchase, and have access to other benefitsl”

That was his first of many greetings for the night as he
worked the register for most of his time there. Once the influx
of customers had reduced he’d be asked to go stock shelves
with various items, or bring items out of place to their original
spots. It wasn’t until his shift was over that he was called in to
see the manager, Mr. Peterson.

“Sit down Alex,” he said with smile and a gesture toward the
chair in front of his desk.

Taking a seat, Alex sat with his hands in his lap. “Everything
okay sir?”

“Yes. I Just wanted to see how you’re holding up. Has your
mother’s condition gotten any better?”

“Still hard to say...but it hasn’t worsened so that’s at least
good.”

“Ah I see. Listen, the reason why I ask because this is a lot
for someone your age to deal with. Not only do you have school,
but you’re putting more and more hours here. How are you
holding up is the real question I should have askedl”

“I’m...okay. I make it work the best way I can. I mean I still
hang out with friends, but the overtime is really needed so I do
it. My grades are good, so no need to worry. I’m still on top of
my gamel”

“Alright Alex, but if you start getting overwhelmed...! want
you to cut back some of these hours and lighten your burden a
bit. Okay?”

“Yessir.”
“Alright, I won’t keep you any longer. Go home.”
With nothing left to say, Alex skedaddled out of the seat and

grabbed his belongings from his employee locker. Once inside
his car, he hurried back home eager to change into something
far more comfortable. Not to mention, he still had some home­
work to do and he didn’t want to be up late doing it. In addition,
he also had a meeting with one of his teachers in the morning
for some extra help, which was also why he couldn’t afford to
be up late. Arriving back home, Alex opened the door to find
his mother was no longer on the couch where he had left her.



Maybe she had gone to bed?
“Alex?”
Guess not. Kicking off his shoes and dropping his bag, Alex

began migrated over to the kitchen which where his mother
was sitting at the table. At first he thought his mind was play­
ing tricks on him, but he definitely was hearing the sound of
sniffles and tear filled hiccups. Walking deeper into the room he
hadn’t expected to see his mother so distraught, cheeks stained
with dry and fresh tears.

“Is everything okay ma?”
“The doctor called. I don’t...I don’t know how to tell you this

sweetie, but...but it seems the latest treatment didn’t have any
effect. The cancer, it’s gotten worse...progressing farther along
than the doctor had anticipated. I...I don’t have much time left.”

Eyes now glassy with the emerging wave of tears ready to
come out, Alex could only collapse into the chair closest to his
mother. This wasn’t happening. It couldn’t be happening. The
doctor had been so sure I Everything they had struggled for was
all for naught. Alex tried to look at his mother but to no avail;
forced to look at the clock ticking across from him.

Weeks later, Alex was sitting in his car blankly staring at the
ceiling as he took another drag of his blunt. Nonchalantly, his
puffy red eyes would eventually travel downward toward the
clock on his dashboard. Staring back was the time at exactly
10:15. He was late and as he exhaled the cool smoke of the
ganja from his mouth...he once again realized just how much
he didn’t care. Letting his head fall against his seat, Alex sat in
his car longer still for five more minutes before finally exiting
his vehicle. Stomping what little was left of his delight on the
pavement; Alex dragged his body toward the store. Walking into
Target with his hands in his jacket pockets, he was immediately
cornered by his supervisor Mr. Peterson.

“Your late again Alex.”
“And?”
“And if you keep this up any longer, I can’t see

how much longer you’ll have a job here. Listen, I’m k

not just speaking as your boss but as someone who’s
concerned for you. You’re coming in late, you smell
like shit, and your school’s informed me that grade
wise you’ve declined. I know things are rough, but ■ , 



this isn’t the way to go about things. Your mother’s last mo­
ments shouldn’t be her son becoming a delinquent.”

Alex sighed, his lips burrowing into somewhat of a scowl. He
just didn’t care. So what if he lost his job? Not like the money
was doing any good at solving his problems. Money couldn’t buy
him his happiness or his mother’s health, not anymore. And
what good was sitting at desk learning about crap that had no
consequence on the real world and its real problems.

Mumbling an “I’ll do better”, Alex walked off toward the back
room to drop off his belongings before making his way to regis­
ter 10. As he lackadaisically called over customers to the newly
opened register, Alex felt numb. It’s all he ever felt for weeks.
No longer did he give the bright greetings he once did, instead
opting with sullen “Hello’s” and sardonic “Have a great day’s”.

It wasn’t until an hour into Alex’s shift did some guys come
through toward register. There was only two, and they dressed
as though they belonged in the streets or in some kind of gang.
However by the look on Alex’s face he seemed to know them.

“Sup guys”, he said extending his hand for a bro hug.
“Nuttin. When you go on break?”
Alex looked at his phone and then smirked. “Now. Come on,

we’ll head out back.”
Escorting his friends outside, Alex leaned up against the wall

hands in his pocket. His friends were standing across from him
and like most guys the trio were just bullshitting around talking
about nonsense. Eventually one of the guys pulled out a blunt in
addition to some drugs that were much heavier then marijuana.

“If you really wanna feel the stress fade away and get a little
rush, think it’s time you stepped up to the big boy substances.”

As far down the path as he had gone, Alex was always weary
of the hardcore drugs. Pot? Sure. Alcohol? Why not I But co­
caine? That...that was a bit much. As much as he didn’t care
and had given up on the situation, there was a tiny thread
within Alex that kept him holding on. There was something that
kept him from going over the edge into something that there
was no escape from. As he debated if he really wanted to cross
that line his phone rang. Thinking it as a savior, Alex picked it
up and answered with a “Hey?”

However what he heard on the other end made his heart sink.
What Alex heard would cut the thread keeping him from higher
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levels of trouble. Dropping his phone into his pocket, Alex wiped
his face trying not to let any fugitive tears be seen. Turning to
his boys he could only sputter behind a weak smirk, “Yeah...I
think it’s time I took a hit of that stuff. I need it now more than
ever.”







DEEMED DMMS
h JESSICA MAIaTe

I pace the ground, looking to and from the others who prove
I’m not alone. I learned early on that I can’t go too far in this
field and I’m constantly reminded of this when the chain tugs
hard around my neck. I cry out like the others, but I don’t think
anyone hears us. We’re all together, but so alone. We’re gated
off from the world, and I am beginning to wonder if anyone will
find us.

There’s not much to see beyond us, just some sheds. They are
painted pitch black, including the windows. I see the men come
and go from there, and most of the time, at least one of us goes
with them. I’ve seen things I could have never imagined —
things I should have never seen. I can’t tell them to stop
because I have no voice to speak to them. Even if I did, they
wouldn’t listen. My life has been taken from me; I don’t have
a choice.

I have neighbors to my immediate left and right, but we can’t
touch. It makes me sad. In fact, it makes me angry. I think they
did this to us on purpose — to have no contact with the world,
in any shape or form. We’re all hungry. Desperately hungry,
and our water has run dry. We’ve been more than three days
like this. The heat is almost unbearable.

I sense immediately that we are no longer alone. We all look
around nervously, as the men emerge from the clearing. With­
out thinking, I begin to pull hard against my constraint. I’m
furious — I can feel my anger driving me forward. But that all
disappears as they came closer. I begin to cower with fear, as u
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do the others, afraid of who is going to be next. We never know
what to expect with these men; they really know how to make
our hackles rise.

Two men return to the shed as one remains on the hunt for
their next victim. I can see him nearing me as I continue to
cower, hoping that he doesn’t approach me. But he does, look­
ing me dead in the face with a smug smile of deception. Can’t
he see the fear in my eyes? The second I tear my gaze from his,
his face turns to disgust. I look back at him, trying to disap­
pear into the nothingness of this field, but it’s useless. The men
release me from my restraint, and guide me into the shed.

The door to the shed slams shut behind us. The man reaches
for a rope hanging from the ceiling and throws it over his arm.
He leads me into a dark room and flicks on the light. As I begin
to observe my surroundings, the only thing that stands out to
me is the white carpet in the middle of the room, stained with
dark blotches. There have been many others before me here;
the remains of blood, sweat and fear mix in the air as I become
overwhelmed with anxiety and concern. What exactly goes on
in here?

I hear a noise from the other side of the shed. It’s a cry I am
used to, but it’s not someone I am familiar with. Suddenly, her
cries surrender as she is released from her constraint and is
placed on the carpet in front of me. We can barely look each
other in the eyes when the men start yelling loudly in the shed.
More and more men appear, clapping and screaming in our
faces.

Someone grabs my face and starts to shake it back and forth,
and I remember being tied up outside, unable to touch anyone.
The thought angers me and I feel the blood rise in my body.

Without warning, he pushes me toward my opponent. As our
leashes tighten, I let out a bark that reverberates off the walls
of the shed. This is the moment the men have been waiting for.
The bets are placed. Let the dog fight begin.



CHY SCfiPE
TSi Wl Itl



FIGSHT OFF YOUR
DEMONS

“No one really knows what they’re getting into until they’re
in too deep to get themselves out,” he said.

Dark, blue light surrounded them from the ceiling, smoke
from the machines, and different colored lights. The music
sounded far away as she focused on him, his face dim and dark
before her. She watched him put out the discolored butt of his
cigarette and failed to catch his slanting smirk, or his gazing
dark green eyes upon her slender figure. It was the third time
she’s seen him at the Devil’s Nest, a new lounge on the other
side of town. He always wore the same black leather jacket and .
Timberland boots. Always licked his lips when he regarded her,
and always bought her a drink.

She liked it. He intrigued her. The attention he gave her was
maximum compared to any other woman he shrugged off when
they greeted him. Apparently, he was related to the owner of
the establishment.

“Am I getting in too deep?” She inclined nearer to him by just
a fraction.

His tongue ran soft across his lips. His eyes purposefully fell
to her breasts and he bit his lip, ending in a smirk
when he leaned in to whisper in her ear, “Find out.”

And that night all she knew was his vigor and
forcefulness, his gruff grunts and salty sweat; the
pleasure of his mystery to satisfy the lustful desire
of her attraction to him.

Afterward the allure was insatiable. She returned 



to his bed again and again. An agreement of emotional detach­
ment. Just sex, no feelings. Exactly what she was looking for,
exactly what he wanted from her. Their time spent together
hardly consisted of conversation. More of small talk. The most
conversing usually occurred when their clothes were off—or
idle pillow talk. She knew nothing of him—and she didn’t care
to. He never asked. He would just stare at her and watch her
undress, a lustful longing in his eyes. He always seemed hun­
gry for her. He looked at her like a piece of meat, some kind of
prey. She erjoyed it. But at times his gaze was so intense and
so unwavering that it made her wonder what exactly was on
his mind. And at times it unnerved her.

As time went on, she began to disclose more of herself to him,
whenever he would listen and whenever he showed the slightest
interest, which was not often. One late night as he slept, she
decided to stay in his bed a little while longer and rest awake.
Damien turned over on his back and she saw a tattoo she’d had
no idea was there. Cursive writing that ran along from shoul­
der to shoulder: My Bright is Too Slight to Hold Back All My
Dark. She wondered if it was new and why she hadn’t noticed
it before. But what fascinated her more was what it meant for
him. Their next night together, she couldn’t resist asking.

He licked his lips in response and chuckled, a small laugh that
seemed to mock her.

“It means exactly what you think. And if you’re not thinking
anything, then you haven’t stuck around long enough.”

Julia commonly received vague, dead-end answers from him.
Answers that she didn’t know what to do with or how to re­
ply to. Answers that never completely made clear sense. And
commonly, she didn’t give a fuck. She just got what she wanted
from him and left his apartment.

They never cuddled or held each other. They merely smoked
a boge together and made small talk. But as time went on, Ju­
ba started to disclose minor details of her life. Personal things
she found hard to share with anyone who knew her well. Not
because Damien cared or asked, not because she wanted to
share her life with him, but simply because he didn’t seem to
mind and would listen and reply with his vague responses that
never made sense to her but which she always accepted.

But still Julia noticed that she knew completely nothing about 



him. Not even a last name. But she knew how he smelt. She
could recognize his musky scent anywhere. It was stained and
embedded in her clothes. It was a scent that evoked a rabid
hunger inside her. It almost felt like something unhealthy.

And whenever she tried to know something other than his
smell, she fell flat. He never let her in. He shut her down
almost rudely. Curt refutes that shut her mouth in an ambigu­
ously polite tone.

Damien from Devil’s Nest. And she knew nothing more.
It had been nearly four months now that she had been sleep­

ing with him, and the thought that she knew absolutely noth­
ing about this man seemed to alarm her. It was as if she was
sleeping with a stranger this whole time. But she questioned if
she should care? And why did she?

The next time she saw Damien, she intended on asking him
questions—something to get a grip on. But that night he was
rough and direct with her, hungry for her, and he left no room
for conversation. And in the dim light coming from the window,
in the darkness, Julia noticed a tattoo just under his collarbone:
Fight off your Demons. A thin, slanted dark font.

It must be brand new, she thought.
As they lay smoking a boge after, she inquired him.
“When did you get it?”
“A day or two ago.”
“What’s it mean?”
“Exactly what it says.”
“Fight off your demons? So what? What demons do you

have?”
“Not the same ones you have, honey.”
“What do you mean?”
“You do not want to know.”
“What? Why?” She became irritated.
“Stop asking, girl.”
“Don’t treat me like that.” She propped herself up

on the bed. “I want to know.”
He blew out smoke in a huff.
“You won’t know.”
“You’re going to tell me.” She gripped his wrist.
He looked down at her small hand as if it was a 1/ {

disgusting insect he could squash. From the back of • j j



his throat came a visceral growl, “You’re going to see.”
He grabbed both her hands and pinned them above her head

as he straddled her. He took his cigarette and dug it into her
hip to extinguish it. She screeched and yelled and he muffled
her cries with his lips and started on her. But she enjoyed
the pain and kissed him back and fought with him, angry with
him as she struggled against him to try to touch him with her
hands.

But she was helpless against him and could only watch his
rugged expression. His pupils seemed to enlarge and his green
irises flickered in the dark as he glared at her. A dark orange
blending into a maroon shade.

Julia didn’t understand. Damien had an even tighter grip on
her wrists and pounded all his pressure unto her. The terror
shown in her eyes just as his red irises stared back at her. And
all she knew and saw of him in that moment were his dark red
deviant eyes. And all she felt of him was not something nor­
mal, but something like a demon.
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FOREVER YOUNG
moinm

Halloween came around as it always did. Streetlights illu­
minated the streets as hordes of children visited houses, ask­
ing for candy as their parents stood by the fences, conversing
among themselves. The laughter of children could be heard
throughout the entire suburban neighborhood, their collective
screaming and enjoyment echoing through the pedestrian-filled
streets.

As one might expect, most houses were neatly decorated.
A good number of them took this day seriously, decorating as
much of their house as they could, putting fake gravestones
and plastic limbs on the front yard while a fog machine made
them harder to see. Other houses weren’t so devoted, but they
did go as far as putting pumpkins out on the front porch with
strange faces carved out of them, and the residents of those
houses made a small effort to dress up as they handed out large
amounts of candy to the children.

Children were smart when it came to hunting for candy. They
knew they should try to visit Miss Lily’s house as soon as pos­
sible, for she gave the most amount of candy. Unfortunately,
she never stocked up on more than a couple of bags of assorted
candies. If one didn’t get to her quickly enough, she’d be out of
candy within the first hour.

A gaggle of children went up to Miss Lily’s door, accompanied
by a young teenager who had volunteered to chaperone his
little brother’s trick-or-treating group (though rumors say he
was bribed). The house was one of the few that weren’t heav­
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ily decorated, with only a couple of pumpkins on the porch and
a few ‘scary’ Halloween posters on the walls and the door. The
door opened and revealed Miss Lily, a beautiful woman of twen­
ty-nine years of age, dressed in a sexy witch’s costume. With a
lovely smile and alluring personality, she distributed large, but
somewhat equal amounts of candy among the children.

The children exclaimed happily as they left, while the teen­
ager slowed his pace to keep starting at her as long as he could.

Once they were gone, Miss Lily closed the door, and retreated
to her room. A lot of the children already knew most of the sto­
ry regarding Miss Lily. Her beauty was unmatched throughout
her life, making her the center of attention almost everywhere
she went. Eventually, a man managed to win her heart, and she
married him at a rather early age. However, her husband died
not long after, so she remained in her house for most of her life
since then, mourning her husband’s death.

The adults, however, have a better knowledge of this. Accord­
ing to the adults, Miss Lily’s husband died of pneumonia, and
Miss Lily remained in her house mourning her lost chance of
having children. The reason why Miss Lily dressed so provoca­
tively on holidays like Halloween was that she hoped to attract
another mate. Miss Lily wasn’t about to go hunt for one herself,
that was not the way she was raised, and it was definitely not
what she believed should be done.

The bell rang once again, this time interrupting Miss Lily as
she fixed her makeup and made sure that her costume made
her look young and sexy. She walked over to the door, hold­
ing a bowl with the last bit of candy she had left. She opened
the door, and found two people standing before her. One was a
small child, dressed as a ghost by putting a white sheet, with
two eye holes so he could see, over himself. The second was the
child’s mother, a young woman with short black hair and slim
glasses dressed in a nurse’s costume almost as provocative as
Miss Lily’s own costrune. Miss Idly stood in awe of
this woman, shocked by her intense beauty. Up until
today, she had firmly believed her own beauty was
out of anyone else’s range, and this woman could
only have come this close through nothing short of £2
sorcery. /‘V '

“Hello, Miss Lily!” greeted the woman. “My son



and I were hoping you still had some candy left I”
Miss Lily returned to her sense briefly, giving the child the

last of her candy. She had recognized this woman, and had
remembered that she had turned forty-five not too long ago. So,
how was this possible?

“Sorry for that, but your costume is incredible!” said Miss
Lily, hoping to start that a conversation that would let her know
the woman’s secrets. “You look so young and attractive!”

The woman laughed. “Oh, thank you! I’ve been using this
new product that is supposed to take years off your look!” she
replied. It was then that Miss Lily remembered that this woman
worked as a sales representative for a pharmaceutical company,
and they often asked her to try out the products that they
would soon sell.

“I’ve been wanting to get rid of a few wrinkles on my face.
Any chance that you could spare some?” Miss Lily asked her.

“Sure! It’s no problem. I was actually going around hoping to
get a few of our female neighbors to test it out with me. Here,”
she replied, handing a small box to Miss Lily.

“Thank you!” replied Miss Lily.
“No problem. Tell me what you think of it. Anyway, I have to

go and help my son fill up his bag of candy. I’ll see you tomor­
row,” she said, walking away with her son.

Once they were out of plain sight, Miss Lily locked the door
behind her and turned off the porch light, a sign that no more
candy was available. She hurried to the bathroom mirror and
began to apply the white gel over her skin, paying no attention
to the instructions.

This was the true Miss Lily. The reason her husband died was
because of pneumonia, but the cause of that was the constant
trips to faraway stores in the middle of the night to get her a
“much-needed” beauty product. Miss Lily’s vanity was one of a
kind, fed and raised by constant compliments and talks about
how she was set in this world. Miss Lily had no other skills to
fall back on, so she relied on her beauty, causing her to obsess
over preserving her level of beauty.

Miss Lily could almost feel it working the instant she applied
it to her skin. Truth be told, she was correct. It had begun to
work the minute she started using it, solidifying the paleness of
her skin. She closed her eyes and sat down on a nearby chair,
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waiting for it to dry.
When she opened her eyes, she couldn’t tell how long she had

been there. As her eyes scanned the room, she also found it dif­
ficult to determine where she was, or how she got there. Every­
thing was many times larger, and the room was decorated like
it belonged to a little girl.

Before her was a mirror. Though she was unable to move or
speak, she found she could move her eyes around. She exam­
ined herself in the mirror, only to find that she had become a 
figurine. A lovely figurine, with a ballerina’s body and golden
curls. She stared at herself in the mirror, unable to take her 
eyes off herself. She had finally achieved her dream of having
perpetual beauty. This was not the way she intended to get it,
but she was satisfied with it. She knew she was beautiful, and
that it would last forever.

Out of the periphery of her vision, she noticed something
slightly odd. There were a couple of boxes next to her, all of
them having the same design as the box that carried this mysti­
cal product that she used. There seemed to a message on the
back of the box, something she hadn’t seen before.

“Do you fear getting older? Do you fear losing your beauty?
Worry notl This product will preserve your beauty and youth,
and help you get to the peak of your natural beauty! You will
not age, your beauty will remain, and your physique will be per­
fect. If perpetual beauty is what you desire, then Forever Young
is for you.”

In the back of her mind, she began to feel worry. After all, 
what kind of person could create such a magical product? Her
thoughts began to surround this question, but it wasn’t long
before they were dispersed faster than they were summoned.

A bolt of lightning illuminated the room for a mere moment,
but in that moment, she saw something that left her nearly
lobotomized. The room, the entire room, was full of figurines
that looked exactly like her. There were hundreds,
perhaps thousands of them in the room!

The door creaked open and the woman who had
given her the product entered the room, turning
on the light as she went in. The woman walked up
towards Miss Lily and turned her around, allowing
Miss Lily to see both the woman and the innumerable



amount of figurines in the room. The woman smiled, and placed
a small label before Miss Lily. The label read: “Number 485”.

The woman spoke in a whisper, yet her voice sounded like
that of a murderer. “To the woman obsessed with her beauty,
Forever Young is for you... You won’t age, and your beauty shall
remain.”

The woman looked at Miss Lily. “Sometimes, beauty can be
devastating, don’t you think? Your vanity not only caused the
death of your husband, but also caused the death of a couple of
your neighbors. You were so preoccupied that day, trying des­
perately to get a fix because you were afraid of getting older. So
preoccupied, that you failed to pay attention to the road. You hit
another car, but you were fine. Nothing else mattered as long as
you were fine. So, you continued to drive, leaving the driver and
the passenger to die in a ditch. I thought it would be nice of me
to make your wish come true. Your beauty and youth has been
preserved, but as you can see, you no longer stand out. You are
just one of many, many that are exactly the same. You are no
longer an original, but rather a reproduction of a reproduction.”

Inside the confines of her mind, Miss Lily screamed as loud
as she could. Only now did she remember. She remembered why
it was that she recognized that woman that she had met earlier.
That woman had turned forty-five about a month ago, and on
that same day, she was in a terrible car accident where she and
her twelve-year-old son died.
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EMERGENCE Q
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Carried by winds, diffused out of mind
My journey begins at the mercy of high-tide.
Whispers seclude the vital rhythm in my chest
And forsake the protection of arms as an unyielding vest.

Unsteadied eyes waver filled with pain, 7
Blurred by salted liquid hidden not even by rain.
A fallen head seem inevitably appeared
Insecure in execution passes unwanted fear.

Lifted in theory, reality knocked from its path
Anticipated decisions soak in a sorrowful bath.
Submerged in grief true and near
Threatened by the failure too heavy to bear.

Back and forth, worries travel up and down
Emotions haunted by the presence of a reoccurring frown.
Driven beneath, the joyful essence lies
Piloted by the sacred fly.

Songs begin to form from bellowing chants
The battle within echoes opposing rants.
For when the time comes she will show her face
Unmasked by these trials that often takes place.
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She struggles to emerge
Rooted in brackish storms
Released from the hold
Conquest admires her form.

No longer tolerated
Breaths move with no pain
Liberated at last
Strength is my gain.





Tan and sturdy,
with the help of a nail
drilled into the wall.
Twisted hemp holds up a picture
of a couple in their early twenties,
her cheek against his chest,
his chin rests atop her head,
hugging each other
beneath the weeping willow.

As years pass,
the rope unravels
tilting the picture to the left,
and yet they still embrace each other,
as door slams
making the frame swing back and forth.

This legato motion
causes the nail to cut through almost every fiber,
his blue eyes gazing at the golden ring on his fin­

ger.
Her brown eyes glistening
From the setting aim,
they cling on to each other
as glass shatters,
onto the mahogany floor.



Like autumns colors and multitudinous leaves,
casualties of beauty, indifferent to their fall,
caught, in quiescent plummet, they pirouette in the wind
a,nd under no tree, land where no man can,
yet, under your feet they gather,
with whispers whishing and whirring in collective clumps,
raked in waves they cause burnt-orange tidal stirs,
waxing ebullient thoughts in green and grey,
sometimes windblown and swept across our plain
or retained, glued to pavement, like after October rains
not the ebb

but the inevitable flow,
the surge - eternally collecting

While the apple orchard sings it grace -
within Frost’s walls and we walk together,
forever, to harvest these scenes , but you will not clear a tree,
so we, pick only the ripest and lowliest to the brim,
filling our bags which we have siphoned ourselves,
with the fruit of all Edens, while climbing ladders,
but the unused, unripe, left behind
are the fruits worth everything and all
all of what have lost their edge
with appled shoulders, carved, blunt,
and harmless
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