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Land Acknow
ledgm

ent Statem
ent

In honor of the Anishinaabe people, the original peoples and 
caretakers of this land, w

e w
ould like to recognize that the 

U
niversity of W

isconsin-Superior inhabits the land of the 
O

jibw
e people. W

e honor and celebrate ancestral O
jibw

e land 
and the sacred lands of all indigenous Peoples.

All correspondence should be addressed to 
thenem

adjireview
@

gm
ail.com

. 
All w

orks printed herein rem
ain the copyright of their creators 

and are printed w
ith perm

ission from
 the authors.

Editor’s N
ote

Fellow
 Readers,

Creating art is often a lonesom
e endeavor. W

e sit alone in our room
s, 

pencil or paintbrush in hand, and express ourselves in w
ords, colors, 

thoughts, and im
ages. W

hat w
e som

etim
es fail to see is that w

e are 
not alone—

w
e are one of m

any. The aim
 of this literary journal is to 

connect the one to the m
any. A com

m
unity’s heart and soul lives in 

its creators, in their art and literature, and it is our beautiful 
U

niversity of W
isconsin-Superior com

m
unity that The N

em
adji 

Review
 strives to show

case. 

This year’s them
e is “Grow

th and Com
ing of Age.” Though 

particularly relevant for college students on the cusp of adulthood, 
w

e at The N
em

adji Review
 believe “grow

th” is a term
 that describes 

the ongoing process of change w
e all experience regardless of our 

stage in life. It is our hope that the poem
s, stories, essays, and 

artw
ork on the follow

ing pages w
ill resonate w

ith our readers and 
perhaps teach them

 new
 things about the w

orld as w
ell.

Brought to you by a volunteer staff of U
niversity of 

W
isconsin-Superior students, this journal is a labor of love  

representing the voices of students, staff, faculty, alum
ni, local artists, 

and friends from
 afar. It w

ould not have been possible w
ithout the 

hard w
ork and support of m

any, for w
hich w

e are truly grateful. 
Thank you to each of our contributors, and a special thanks to our 
faculty advisor, Julie Gard, for all her w

isdom
 and guidance.

Yours in art and literature,
Jennica Dotson
Editor-in-Chief
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Jess M
organ

O
de to Terrible Transitions

Standing behind the DJ table,
I turned the bass dow

n,
pressed play, and shifted
the crossfader to the left.
 W

ords w
obbled and clashed,

trem
bled like tw

o anxious bodies
that don’t quite know

 how
to fit together.
 I w

inced as half the dance floor scattered,
as fast as the people I thought I needed.
 Told m

yself, “Crush it
during the next song.”
 N

ot everyone returned,
but m

y friends did.

2

Jan Chronister

Grow
ing Pains

April is nature’s adolescence
horm

onal sap surging through lim
bs

bulging buds ready to blossom
.

U
ncom

fortable, conscious of grow
th

a child in puberty retreats
under a blanket of snow

.

I saw
 the Christm

as tree in half
to fit on our backyard fire.
Decem

ber dream
s ignite, spit at m

e.
N

eedles glow
 like tiny neon tubes

advertising change.

3



Rhiannon G
iguere

SPRIN
G SCHEDU

LE 20XX

STU
DEN

T: RHIAN
N

O
N

 GIGU
ERE

ID: [REDACTED]
M

AJO
R: GO

O
D Q

U
ESTIO

N
TERM

: N
EVER. AN

D ALSO
 N

O
W

. I’VE N
EVER BEEN

 LESS PREPARED

U
nderw

ater Basket W
eaving 101, 9:00 – 9:50 M

W
F

 
a tim

e-honored classic.
 

sw
ear m

y parents took this one, or at least  
 

 
 

talked about it? 
 

definitely have heard of it

M
icrow

ave Popcorn 702, 11:00 – 11:50 M
W

F
 

could be handy for those late w
ork-study nights,

 
I sw

ear
 

that offi
ce m

icrow
ave has it out for m

e
 

and m
y salty exploded grain snack...

 
w

ait, w
hy is the course num

ber so high?
 

how
 hard is this going to be?

Panic M
anagem

ent 405, 2:00 – 2:50 M
W

F
 

oh, w
ow

 
the w

aitlist for this sure did fill up fast
 

finals w
eek m

ust have been rough
 

glad it w
asn’t just m

e.

4

Squirrel Divination 332, 10:00 – 11:15 T/TH
 

you know, com
e to think of it, I don’t think

 
I’ve ever seen a black squirrel

 
on this cam

pus
 

on a W
ednesday. good tim

ing choice!
 

w
ill it be like reading tea leaves?

Explaining the Joke 329, 1:00 – 2:15 T/TH
 

oh, ew, they w
ant m

e to get started on this  
 

 
 

course over break? ugh.
 

guess I should start now
.

hi! I w
rote this poem

on the day that I confirm
ed

that I very probably (m
ost likely) (alm

ost certainly) 
(okay yeah I W

ILL be)
changing m

y m
ajor and schedule

on a very tight tim
efram

e
because I realized very suddenly
that education w

asn’t going to w
ork out

but m
aybe I can w

rite strange poem
s for a living?

not sure about that yet, I’ll talk to career services soon
but! anyw

ay!
I’ve been very panicky lately,
I saw

 a cool squirrel today,
I sm

elled chlorine in the hallw
ay on the w

ay 
to counseling,
and I burned m

y popcorn during m
y w

ork-study shift

5



because the m
icrow

ave w
e have likes to scoot 

the popcorn bag
off to one side
and burn a patch.
and—

having just finished a m
ajor paper and an advisor m

eeting,
and being quite w

orried about spring sem
ester—

I chose to condense those experiences into 
a strange litt

le poem
as a w

ay of processing everything, 
structured as a class schedule
set for an im

possible term
to reflect m

y anxieties and w
orries

in a w
ay that incorporates the system

 of
the culprit: college itself.
if this is ever used 
in a literary analysis class,
w

ell,
I’ve already done that w

ork for you
but I w

ould love to see
w

hat else you com
e up w

ith 

6

M
alita Villam

ayor

I rem
em

ber a tim
e w

hen

I said goodbye for the last tim
e.

I alm
ost didn’t and—

I w
anted to rem

em
ber your face.

I tried searching for you because
your nam

e cam
e up in som

e random
 conversation.

I m
issed you w

hen
it hit m

e so suddenly, that you’d been gone for years.
You never saw

 m
e then.

10 years ago, I saw
 you on the street corner—

I thought you’d gone several states aw
ay but

here you w
ere.

You’d just asked m
e w

hat I’d do if you m
oved but

I tried to keep it lighthearted so w
e could both keep sm

iling.
You laughed at som

e dum
b joke I m

ade and
w

e spent the w
hole day talking about Pokém

on or
w

e played Superheroes together.
I thought you w

ere cool, so
I got to know

 you better.
I noticed w

e w
ere neighbors after

I said hello for the first tim
e.

7



Kora Schultz

IIIin another life, w
e are picking 

dandelions
at the site of traum

a, 
w

eaving stem
s through forked 

tongues &
 

your hair is getti
ng so long—

so lost in your w
rapping 

I barely notice yellow
 rot 

clim
bing the edges of our 

sad sex dream
 

or relapse dream
 

or 
w

hat is the difference, 
Really? 

in another life our forage 
Lasts.

8

Jess M
organ

M
y Love as a Fish

The love I have to give is too big
for this city. I begin to unfurl
from

 the fetal position as I realize
nothing is w

rong w
ith m

e, m
y love

 is just like a fish. O
h, m

y love, you indeterm
inate

grow
er, the tank I keep placing you in is too sm

all
so it’s no w

onder you keep suffering from
 shrinkage.

You size-seven-foot trying to fit into a six, you ball python,
pent up in glass too sm

all for your expanding,

loneliness

is cradling inside the aquarium
 you’ve carefully cultivated

for yourself, turning dow
n and surpassing the containers

others keep offering to you. I used to see a m
ason jar

 and believe the person telling m
e it w

as a tw
enty-gallon tank.

But I’ve learned and see a vase as a vase—
a betta fish

is m
ore than a decoration for the living room

. M
ore than som

ething

to look at

and can’t thrive w
ithout a filter and proper space to sw

im
. “Single”

is allow
ing yourself to exist w

ith the expanse of the w
hole ocean.

9



If I can’t find it here, perhaps I need to sw
im

 to another reef. Cities,
like lovers, m

ay not offer the expanse it takes
 to sw

im
 freely.

10

John Herold

Rivulets

As boys w
e played in the rain, 

in the unpaved street, the w
ater running

dow
n one side w

here w
e built dam

s
of dirt w

e shoveled to hold the current, 
m

adly patching any spot 
the stream

 m
ight break through. 

Such ideas just cam
e to us.

W
e m

ight drop in handfuls of grass and dandelions,
w

atching them
 circling in the w

ater
until they spilled over the top, gone.
Som

etim
es w

e built a series of dam
s, 

to cope w
ith the grow

ing pressure
to keep it all from

 taking its course 
to som

e place so far off it did not exist.

W
e did not know

 w
ords like “fleeting” or “futile.” 

That w
ould have m

eant know
ing som

ething about tim
e.

N
or did w

e know
 “engrossed” or “im

placable.”  
W

e knew
 rainw

ater and dirt, and a good sense of purpose.
In due tim

e, as dam
s collapsed,

w
e leaned on our fathers’ shovels

for a m
om

ent pleased w
ith ourselves,

in m
ud-sm

eared jeans and T-shirts, 
soaking in satisfaction, 
w

ith absolutely no sense 
of w

here each of us w
ill go.

11



Elijah N
elson

Lovey

Dogs w
ere a m

ystery, a m
ath problem

thirty pages ahead in the book. 
W

hen she bounced around our house
like popcorn in a m

ovie theater, 
she w

atched us in our loss, 
barking and sniffi

ng at 
her sudden new

 fam
ily; 

m
ust have seem

ed so very strange.

This furry intruder, I thought
W

hat are w
e going to do w

ith her?

M
y sister had been

begging and pleading, 
praying to have a real dog
and there she w

as 
rem

inding us in tail w
ags 

and sidew
ays glances

of w
hat w

as left behind.

I didn’t know
 m

y grandm
other w

ell;
her inheritance cam

e out of left field
and then right field, then up, dow

n, 
on top of the chairs, the couch, 
under our grief, under m

y skin, 
under m

y fear.

12

She is both adored and spoiled
m

ore sw
eetly than coffee w

hitened w
ith

sprinkles and w
hipped hydrogenated cream

 product topping™
.

I w
as an accom

plice, sneaking out treats
from

 the frigid treasure chest of lunch m
eats and peanut butter.

W
hy you sly…

 w
ell, you know

. You converted m
e!

I didn’t understand dogs, or m
y grandm

other’s 
passing as it happened,
but it grew

 into understanding
as she lied on m

y lap, sleeping
and dream

ing, our ever-trusting friend.
I think I get her nam

e now
.

13



Photograph by Pat Thomas, Frost Near Lake Superior14

Esther M
arcella

M
y Experiences w

ith Light

As I am
 now, w

hen I w
alk near the river, in an evening periw

inkle  
blue, w

ind w
rinkles the w

ater, I like to step into the glim
m

er, the gobs 
of golden light, that shift w

ith each step, each breath. N
o m

atter w
hat 

is w
rong, there is alw

ays this right.
 As a child, one night, I snuck out of the apartm

ent, and leaned into  
the cool of an iron gate. I put m

y hand on m
y tiny gut, and I didn’t 

think it held organs. I thought m
y inside w

as blinkless black, a 
cosm

os of gurgles and farts. I looked up in the sky and I knew
 dying 

w
ouldn’t be that bad. It’s just rem

em
bering that I’m

 a star that forgot 
it burst.  
 As an adolescent, once staring into m

y shadow
 from

 across the room
,  

m
y heart broke open. I sank to sit on the floor and cradle all of the 

m
onsters that had fallen into m

y lap. Love them
 until the m

uck and 
gunk evaporated and I felt w

hat it w
as like to hold m

y hand for the 
first tim

e. I stood up and clicked on the lam
p, and prom

ised to never 
lie, again, even if it w

asn’t the truth.

As an adult, last Septem
ber, w

hen m
y blood turned into acid, and I 

did die for a m
om

ent, it w
asn’t that bad. I w

as a veil, a tint, a 
N

orthern Light, but not even that; I w
as an asteroid, a cosm

ic sm
ile, 

a shim
m

ering dim
ness, a blank beyond, a m

ysterious desire burning 
Itself up. 
 

15



As I m
ight be on our thirty-third date, if w

e sw
ay in a ham

m
ock, I’ll 

press into all the sun your skin collected that afternoon, I w
on’t tell 

you but you w
ill know

 that you don’t have to be m
y forever hom

e. 
W

e’ll allow
 the glow

ing now, our voices asleep in our throats, below
 

the ratt
le of blond leaves, to light the w

orld w
ith all that w

e love.

16

M
ckenzie W

illiam
s

Baby Steps

M
y m

other held m
e like a child.

M
y father held m

e like a feather.
I slept in the show

er of som
eone else’s house.

There w
as no place to call hom

e.
Yet, I still sm

iled.

I get in trouble for things I don’t understand.
Toys are only a distraction. 

M
y m

other is the definition of beauty,
m

y father leads by exam
ple.

Three peas in a pod.
That is not enough for soup.
Peas are unpalatable,
but I eat them

 anyw
ay.

The sw
ing at the park is broken.

I w
on’t let that hinder m

y joy.

Playgrounds w
ere castles of the im

agination.
Seesaw

s w
ere soft roller coasters.

Heroes versus villains.

17



Som
e of us forgot w

e stopped playing. 
W

hen I nick m
y knee, the castle crum

bles.
But the queen is there to build it again.

To play is to be alive.
You forget yourself.
School w

as a different kind of batt
leground.

W
isdom

 rem
inds you of w

ho you once w
ere.

Looking over your shoulder to see w
ho is still playing the villain. 

Be the hero, fight the good fight.
W

hen the principal is m
ad at you, rem

em
ber that you w

on this one.
I sat at his oddly fam

iliar desk.

It w
as a w

arzone on the playground.
W

ood chips throw
n like the explosions. 

O
n top of the m

onkey bars, I claim
ed m

y kingdom
.

Villains don’t have a say w
hether they w

in or lose.

The villains have captured the playground princess.

“Hitti
ng people is not that nice.”

I too w
ill fall for m

y kingdom
like all kings before m

e.
“But M

om
, he deserved it!”

Tooth and nail.
“I have to send you hom

e.”
Should the hero be exiled?

18

Children are to be seen not heard, 
but I am

 no child.
W

isdom
 has no boundaries w

ith w
hich to restrain m

an. 
M

an is lim
itless in the m

ind of a child.
Dragons and fairies run this w

orld,
yet som

e choose to ignore them
. 

I have lived the lives of m
any,

yet I live in the m
om

ent.
I share this m

om
ent w

ith those w
ho live 

now
 and those w

ho lived long before m
e.

Look dow
n on m

e and have pride in the 
accum

ulation of w
hat IS.

Please bring honor to us all.
I m

ake m
istakes,

I w
as not designed in the eye of perfection,

but I hold the key to the future.
Allow

 m
e.

W
hat is behind door #2?

Som
e prizes are parents w

ho love you,
a fancy sports car,
w

aking up in the m
orning,

or a hot m
eal for dinner.

As a child, I have no concept of fortune,
but live in the w

ealth of im
agination.

W
hat if?

19



I m
ay be w

ell before m
y tim

e, 
but uneducated enough to tell you so.
Children are w

ise and truthful.

W
e learn ←

 from
 →

 
and √ from

 X
A natural instinct, 
like m

an’s fear from
 sinning.

A child can do no w
rong w

hen there is 
no understanding of the difference.
Be patient and see the result.

I am
 m

y parents’ pride and joy.
I am

 the cum
ulation of tw

o lives com
bined.

The greatest rew
ard that can be bestow

ed.
Even then, there is still an end to the story.
This is just the beginning.

The ____

20

M
att

hew
 Tredinnick

Thanks for the M
em

ories

Please note: This piece contains references to abuse.

So m
any m

em
ories, but w

e know
 w

here w
e’re headed:

6th grade, w
inter. Just back from

 tow
n

w
ith ice cream

 treats, w
e got the hell out of the Dodge

and the back door lunged,
sm

acking m
y sister’s head 

betw
een itself and the pillar, and the next thing I knew

Dad had hit the ice cream
 out of m

y hands
and pushed m

e dow
n.

That couldn’t have happened,
but it’s w

hat m
y m

em
ory says.

He then picked m
e up and kicked m

e
across the yard tow

ard the garage. This can’t be,
because that’s too m

uch, 
but it’s w

hat m
y m

em
ory says. 

(And it’s not like He never kicked m
e.) 

Then up against the garage, 
to backhand m

e, but that can’t be 
because it’s too m

uch.
But it’s w

hat the m
em

ory says.

I don’t rem
em

ber m
uch after that, but looking at

the tracks in the snow
 the next m

orning
w

hen I left for school, I rem
em

ber
thinking how

 fucked up that w
as;

21



that I could track m
y abuse

across the yard in the serene snow
.

Terror in tranquility.
This is w

hat the m
em

ory says.

The ferocity of m
y front-yard foray w

ith m
y father 

hasn’t been verified, but the event itself has.
M

y brother said, alm
ost asham

edly,
“Yeah, I rem

em
ber that.” He cam

e running
to see w

hat the ruckus w
as

but M
om

 stopped him
, saying, “Leave it”

or som
ething like that. Som

ething like
enabling. N

o one helped. 
M

y sister cried, but no one else
did anything at all.

Later, w
hen I confronted him

 about the violence,
He said, “I only did it a few

 tim
es.”

N
o. You have done it

every m
om

ent
 

of every day
 

 
all m

y life.
This is w

hat the m
em

ory says.

22

Lucas Alan Dietsche

Holden Caulfield

w
hat is reality betw

een corneas and glasses?—
and the lens speckled in dust.
for you, you’re hiding behind Holden Caulfield,
thinking that, all you w

rite,
is syntax,
so, rip it apart,
m

ind needs to breathe
just don’t,
tell m

e, you’re hiding behind Holden.
 is it not nostalgia anym

ore?
being epitom

e alw
ays posting to the Fake W

orld
in Kino Lober technicolor,
going to your phone,
relieving it before it pops,
from

, the electric blood clot,
Fake w

orld
just, try to,
deny m

e,
the right, to
criticize,
 tw

ilight.  

23
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Photograph by Pat Thomas, Lake Superior Winter

Alexie Pryd

Falling Snow
, Rotti

ng Leaves

The snow
 sw

ings above,
Lighting up the earth below
Show

ing m
e a scene.

Falling off the branch,
The pow

der reveals a stack
O

f rotti
ng brow

n leaves.
Scattering snow

flakes,
Running across an old life
Reviving their dream

s.
Living m

eets dying;
An attem

pt at reviving
W

hat could one day be.

25



G
avin G

len

Going Anyw
here

M
y m

other w
orked hard to 

m
ake the Range hom

e.

To m
ake it close to reach
for litt

le sister
grow

n as an adult
too quick for her body 

to handle the back pain &
autoim

m
une system

going w
ithout a stick shift

for the doctor to reach &
steer. 

O
ur m

other w
asn’t born here.

She raised and protected us
as long as

our older brother
stepped forw

ard
w

ith footsteps quacking
in rhythm

 of m
ine blasts

close to hom
e

w
ithout going anyw

here.

Divorced parents share 
w

hat’s fair
and left

w
ith no direction

26

prepared from
the dead or

w
ide-open spaces
of old hom

es
carrying barrens to learn from

.

W
here I com

e from
beats m

e like a drum
to keep m

y feet m
oving

because
both sides

of our hom
e

w
on’t sett

le for
too long

for all of the fights.

But w
hile everything is alright,
w

e hold our ow
n

keys of separation
turning &

som
etim

es jiggling
w

ith all locks
stuck to rotate

w
hile w

e forget to appreciate
until w

e all just stay open.

Father then said,
Love open, pray open &

 im
ply open.

Even going from
 one room

 to the next
can still take us som

ew
here. 
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M
eagan Berg

N
ature’s W

isdom

In life, w
hen the air is crisp 

and the leaves show
 their true colors, 

dance w
ith them

 as they fall to the ground. 

In life, w
hen the snow

 peacefully floats to the earth, 
m

ake it into your castle.

In life, w
hen the clouds cry,

and their tears hit your face, 
learn to grow

 from
 it. 

In life, w
hen the sun shines dow

n and kisses your skin,
soak up every last ray. 

In life, w
hen the w

ind w
hispers in your ear,

listen, it often has som
ething im

portant to say.

In life, w
hen facing a m

ountain, 
clim

b the rocky terrain until you are touching the clouds.

In life, w
hen standing at the edge of the ocean, 

em
brace the uncertainty and dive headfirst into the unknow

n. 
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Jess W
aldbillig

57 Degrees

Be just as thankful for 57 degrees in the fall as you are in 
 

the spring
Don’t forget how

 that first 57 degree night felt in M
ay,

W
hen you rolled your w

indow
s dow

n and turned the heat up  
 

sim
ply because you could 

Don’t forget: 
It’s just as w

arm
 in the fall as it is in the spring
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Danika Steggall

Tim
e

Tim
e is in the corner nearest the w

indow
 

And it seem
s to be standing still, 

But now, in a single tick, it is not 
For it seem

s to have sprouted legs 
And w

ith the passing of a tock, 
It is now

 running about. 
Its legs jum

p for the w
indow, 

Arm
s stretched high above its head. 

It seem
s to reach for the sky outside. 

But alas it is far too short 
And w

ith each tick and tock 
It seem

s to only be grow
ing shorter. 

The door w
as left w

ide open 
And w

hile you sit and stare, 
It doesn’t spare a second thought. 
As suddenly tim

e is running out. 
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Artw
ork by Rachel Coyne, U

ntitled I



Tina Higgins W
ussow

M
y Dad Can Beat U

p Your Dad

She said, 
 

Tina, there’s like      
a m

otorcycle  
in your living room

. 

It’s w
inter 

I explained 
     and w

hen her expression didn’t release  
I w

as forced to continue 

Doesn’t your dad fix his Harley in the living room
 

w
hen it’s too cold in the garage?  

She didn’t nod or seem
 to understand  

O
ur com

m
on language lay dead betw

een us 

W
hat she saw

 w
as 

the fram
e 

just a skeleton balanced like a long slim
 dancer 

on a heavy square oil-stained block

below
 that  

a flat board 
m

ostly protected the carpet  
   that orange and brow

n shag 
perfect for hiding m

otor oil m
istakes
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and w
hen the tim

e cam
e 

a gas tank or fender w
ould 

populate the circum
ference of the dinner table

I w
atched him

 w
et-sand the surfaces 

   days and days of w
ork 

dipping the scratchy paper into a bow
l of w

ater  
until it ran cream

y gray  
a m

achine could not have done it better 
He w

as m
y John Henry

and eventually the carburetor or transm
ission or clutch  

   w
ould ow

n his attention 
blackened new

spaper, bolts and tools and grease  
stained hands, stained sinks 
w

ords that other kinds of dads w
ouldn’t say out loud 

Band-Aids

I stared at m
y friend  

and w
ondered 

w
hat sort of dad she had 

A boring one, for sure

Springtim
e it w

arm
ed enough  

for the final paint job  
out in the garage, of course 
shim

m
ering blue one year, candy apple red another 

polished chrom
e  

w
ell-loved leather
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and then an early sum
m

er Saturday m
orning sun  

a heavy baritone rum
ble  

w
oke m

e early 

His first ride of the season 
W

e could hear him
 for blocks 

going aw
ay or com

ing hom
e 

tim
e enough to quit fighting 

kick an unapproved friend  
out the back door 

I haven’t asked m
y brother yet 

if he still thinks of it  
the m

achine in pieces 
put back together  
perfectly  
heat off the exhaust pipes 
Dad’s boots 
Dad’s jacket 
a cigarette betw

een his lips 
and a bott

le of beer getti
ng w

arm
 in the sun 

w
hile he adjusts the tim

ing

W
hat sum

m
ertim

e sounds like  
how

 lucky w
e w

ere 
all those years w

e listened for the sound of him
 com

ing hom
e  

now
 that the sound of him

 going aw
ay has becom

e deafening
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M
adalyn U

ecker

House of Colors

The house w
e lived in sang songs in the night. 

It sang songs that folded betw
een every butterfly curtain and W

innie  
 

the Pooh tow
el, 

songs that soothed the fears that follow
ed any bad dream

, 
and songs that played the m

elodies of m
em

ories passed, as w
ell as of  

 
those to com

e. 

Each room
 w

as coated w
ith colors 

hiding the shadow
s that follow

ed your parents,
and adding layers to this house
that seem

ed to be underground as soon as you stepped inside.

Your bedroom
 w

as purple,
even m

ore so in the early afternoon w
hen the sun beam

ed through  
 

the violet curtains.
At night stars shone from

 the ceiling, 
casting a faint glow

 onto the butterfly com
forter covering the 

 
bed below

. 

The kitchen w
as red w

ith a string of old-tim
ey w

allpaper above 
 

the cabinets.
A bow

l of fruit sat on the counter, fruit flies circling the 
 

rotti
ng bananas. 

The living room
 w

as grey storm
 clouds, 

and the picture hanging above the w
ood-burning fireplace 

 
w

as lightning. 
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You could see the entire backyard from
 the living room

 w
indow

the green pine trees that m
arked the end of your property,

the purple Jeep your parents bought for you and your sister, 
and the pink playhouse you spent m

ost of your sum
m

er in.

It w
as Robin’s playhouse,

your friend from
 the yellow

 house next door,
and the children on the block w

ould bounce 
back and forth from

 that litt
le pink house

to the blue sw
ing set in your backyard.

It sat beneath the giant oak tree w
ith a sm

iley face on it
that stood near the w

indow
 of your kid sister’s nursery.

The branches scraped against the w
indow

 at night, 
and you’d com

fort her.  

The house w
e lived in sits in the back of your m

ind, 
clinging to the m

em
ories that w

ere born there. 
The lavender w

alls in the bathroom
 seem

ed like nothing 
to the three-year-old playing in the tub, 
but are everything to the w

om
an looking back at her.

N
ow

 the house is only a m
em

ory 
and the colors are alw

ays there, 
rem

inding you
of the songs you heard in the night and the shadow

s around 
 

the corner. 
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Esther M
arcella

The Innocence of Truth

Please note: This piece contains references to death and dying.

“I thought the dog w
anted to help the rabbit.”

 O
nce, m

y aunt,
a young girl in a back
field, saw

 farm
 dog paw

scatter dirt to assist
a rabbit stuck
under the rock stack.
She rem

oved a stone.
Then, dog snarl
snatched rabbit neck,
a squeak, a crack.
 “I w

ill never forget.”
 Death belongs to all of us,
realize, and w

e’re ready
to be on this planet.
 I didn’t w

ant tim
e to m

ove on from
 that room

.
 O

ne m
om

ent, I w
as nineteen and

entering through a door,
m

arked Cadaver Lab.
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M
a laid on a slab of sm

udged silver.
Her sisters said the Lord’s Prayer,
I vom

ited into a w
aste basket.

Here, I belong to death.
O

nce I accept this,
I can live on Earth.
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Aidan Jones

The Seed

A seed lies buried in the earth
Dead sleeps the M

an of priceless w
orth

A dorm
ant, breathless, ruined thing

Aw
aits his tom

b to give him
 birth 

A stark defeat for such a King
That few

 w
ill m

ourn or dirges sing
But life is coursing in the m

ound
And new

s is spreading of the Spring 

A sprout shoots free above the ground
The bonds of death are burst that bound
The hum

an heart now
 harks the sound

O
f springtide’s Alleluia 
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M
alita Villam

ayor

Deserving

I’m
 surrounded by chains.

Did som
eone else put them

 there, or did I? 
I hate this
 

I hate this, I hate this
I keep telling m

yself and yet,
 

 
 

 
 

 
and yet.

I alw
ays go back, know

ing it hurts m
y self

it hurts m
e, I’m

 drow
ning in

Freaking

 
 

N
OTHIN

G

U
ntil I w

ake up w
ondering

w
hy I am

 
 

like this
 

I hate
 

 
Every fricken thing

and suddenly I’m
 rem

inded that

Surprise!

There’s no hom
e for m

e in heaven
even if I do refuse to sw

ear 
 

 
 

 
 

(See, M
a? I do listen.)

except I clearly don’t because I still can’t bring m
yself

to throw
 aw

ay the bott
le, the bag, the fleeting im

age of

40

Everything
 

I Sw
ore to Hate

 
 

m
yself

 
 

 
I can’t, I can’t, I can’t

W
hy am

 I like this w
hen I can’t hate m

yself?

I’ve tried, I’ve tried
I’ve shoved m

yself into a dusty corner of m
y filthy bedroom

 and tried
w

ith nothing but sham
e and darkness and cans of regret for com

pany
am

idst the song of you never say no,
 

 
 

you never say no,
 

 
 

 
you never say

I’m
 sorry.

I’m
 sorry, I’m

 sorry,
I’m

 not w
orth forgiving, but I say it anyw

ay because
there’s nothing left I can say.
Because if “I’m

 sorry” isn’t enough, then there’s nothing left for m
e

but an endless cycle of failure
 

 
 

after failure 
 

 
 

 
after failure

 
 

 
 

 
I’m

 still falling over
and over
and over
start over again

I’m
 surrounded by chains.

Did som
eone else put them

 there, or did I? 
I hate this
 

 
I hate this
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I keep telling m
yself and yet,

 
 

 
 

 
 

 
and yet.

I alw
ays look back, know

ing it hurts m
y self

it hurts m
e, I’m

 drow
ning in

the poison of m
y ow

n voice
 

 
 

 
 

(a voice that isn’t m
ine)

until I w
ake up w

ondering
w

hy I am
 

 
like

 
this

 
I hate 

 
 

 
m

y…
 

and suddenly, I’m
 rem

inded that

Surprise– 

M
y phone is ringing

M
a’s half-sm

ile taking up the w
hole screen.

 
 

 
 

 
 

(See, M
a? I do care.)

except I clearly don’t because I still can’t bring m
yself to

 
I flick up the green circle before I convince m

yself not to.
For a m

om
ent, I can ignore the bott

le, the bag, the fleeting im
age of

Everything
 

I sw
ore to

 
 

Hate is a poison.  
(But if you m

ust, rem
em

ber
 

 
 

 
you are a gift. So you m

ust not hate)
 

M
yself.

 
 

 
I can’t
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I can’t

W
hy did I prom

ise to try?

I’ve tried, I’ve tried
I’ve shoved m

yself into a dust-free corner of m
y barren bedroom

 and  
 

tried
w

ith nothing but sham
e and darkness and regret for com

pany
am

idst the song of you never say no,
 

 
 

you never say no,
 

 
 

 
you alw

ays say
I’m

 sorry,
I’m

 sorry.
I’m

 not w
orth forgiving, but I say it anyw

ay because
there’s nothing left I can say.
Because if “I’m

 sorry” isn’t enough, then there’s nothing left for m
e

but an endless cycle of failure
 

 
 

after failure 
 

 
 

 
after failure,

 
 

 
 

 
I’m

 still falling over
and over
and over
start over again

I’m
 surrounded by chains.

I try to rem
ind m

yself it doesn’t m
atter

w
ho put them

 there.
I hate…
 

that it’s still hard to believe.
I keep telling m

yself I can
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start over again

I’m
 surrounded by chains.

 
 

 
 

 
 

 
and yet,

It still hurts.
It hurts m

e, I’m
 drow

ning in
start over again

I’m
 surrounded by chains.

Clean air fills m
y lungs

until I w
ake up w

ondering w
hy I am

 
 

still like this and I
start over again

I’m
 surrounded by chains. 

Suddenly, I’m
 rem

inded that
M

a’s texted m
e for three w

eeks straight now
and Pa stole m

y bedroom
 curtains.

 
 

 
 

 
(See, M

a? I do get sun.)
Except I clearly
start over again

I’m
 surrounded by chains.

For a m
om

ent, I can’t ignore the bott
le, the bag, the fleeting im

age of
Everything
 

I sw
ore to

 
 

Rem
em

ber,
 

 
Life is a gift. 

 
 

I am
 a gift.
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M
yself.

 
 

 
 

I can’t... not try.

I prom
ised to try, so I

start over again

I’m
 surrounded by chains.

I’ve tried, I’ve tried
I’ve sat dow

n on a m
at in the corner of m

y bedroom
 and tried

w
ith nothing but sham

e and spite and light for com
pany

am
idst the song of you never say no,

 
 

 
you never say no,

 
 

 
 

you alw
ays say

start over again

I’m
 surrounded by chains.

I’m
 sorry.

Even if I feel I’m
 not w

orth forgiving, I say it anyw
ay because

there’s a part of m
e that believes I can say it.

Because even if “I’m
 sorry” isn’t enough, there’s so m

uch left for m
e.

Life is not 
 

an endless cycle of failure
 

 
 

after failure 
 

 
 

 
after failure

 
But a cycle of new

 beginnings
 

 
 

of trying again
 

 
 

 
of being okay again

 
 

 
 

 
of falling dow

n again
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of still being loved again
 

 
 

 
 

of being loved over and over
and over
and over
start over again
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Jess W
aldbillig

Burning

Please note: This piece contains im
ages that could be disturbing 

to som
e.

I used to w
alk through neighborhoods w

ith you, 
searching for (y)our next burn victim

 

W
hen w

e could not find any, I let you douse m
e in gasoline

and scram
bled for a m

atch w
hen you told m

e you w
ere out 

I follow
ed the incandescent flicker over your face, 

and w
ondered how

 m
any em

bers I’d given you 
that you let char to coals 

I w
as so afraid of w

ater, and I think I still am
 

So, I’m
 burning our bridge, but I no longer 

w
ant you to choke on the sm

oke 

And I think that for now, that is enough
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Jess M
organ

Self-Care

At first the decision to stop w
as a choice—

w
ell, not really

a choice—
do w

e really choose w
hich form

 of self-care w
e lose

w
hile trying to beat the m

ad rush: Do I skip m
y razor, studying, or m

y  
toothbrush?
 And w

hen I say self-care, I m
ean in seventh grade m

y m
om

told m
e that if I didn’t strip aw

ay—
blade to skin—

m
y peers

at school w
ould point and say,        

 Hey! Look at that girl
 w

ith hair under her arm
s!   

And I believed her—

don’t w
e all w

ant to believe her? So I scraped at m
y cross

country legs until all the peach fuzz w
as gone, and replaced

the burn w
ith m

y first boyfriend’s bright-eyed hand, m
outh

drooling:      
So sm

ooth! W
ow

! You did am
azing!

Am
azing       

is also how
 m

y friend described m
y shin m

uscles
w

hile w
e stretched—

tugged and pulled at each other’s legs
before running m

ile after m
ile—

Am
azing: How

 I didn’t think
I held a single drop of judgm

ent about the stubble peppering
her lim

bs, but eyes m
ust have show

n otherw
ise because 

 
she apologized:

O
h! Right! I need to shave!    And how

 could I blam
e her sham

e

w
hen m

y body half-prom
pted it, eyes evaded in “I’ll pretend

not to notice hers.” I m
ean, w

e checked ourselves.
Checked that w

e w
ere still w

orth being loved. Checked
that spot under the knee that’s hard to see, but burns
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w
hen cut so som

etim
es w

e don’t bother, but by not bother,
I m

ean I ran m
y hands along the spots I m

issed over
and over and over and over and over again because
how

 did I m
iss a spot after spending 45 m

inutes in the show
er?

 I m
arveled at how

 four hours of sleep could becom
e five

by skipping this form
 of…

 self-care? I didn’t question
the extra hour I spent on a date w

ith m
y jazz history

textbook instead? Self-m
utilation isn’t necessary?

Jazz doesn’t m
ind w

hen m
y pale peppered skin is coarse

and bristled? Like the tune of m
y voice w

hen I am
 angry?

I can’t claim
 it w

as alw
ays a confident journey:

Sw
eater w

eather ended and it’s still okay, I think.
The first tim

e I shaved it felt foreign and w
rong,

but this is m
y natural state and I     

feel   
naked. Hairy legs

m
ake m

e m
ore of a fem

inist…
 kinda. They look good

this w
ay... alm

ost. But I’m
 not depressed anym

ore…
so I’ll use this energy to shave them

…
 now

?

Ashley’s voice w
as as w

arm
 as her short ginger cut

w
hen she told m

e, “I love the w
ay the w

ind feels
blow

ing through m
y hair.” She sm

iled as she looked
at the ginger flecks on her calves. I played that m

om
ent

on repeat every tim
e I decided to w

ait longer. M
y body

becam
e a science experim

ent—
not like the ones Ashley

conducted in the cam
pus garden, or w

ith the W
om

en in Science
organization she founded on cam

pus—
but still, I w

anted
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to understand how
 one feels at hom

e in their body
—

to love their body like she loves her body.
 Tw

o years after not shaving, I w
atched a m

arathon
in June. Shorts in full bloom

, the w
ind blew

 through
m

y hair as each shaved, bare-legged runner zipped
by. And instead of feeling I should change to be seen,
m

y m
uscles tw

itched, hum
m

ing, “Let’s go running.”

50
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Jan Chronister

Clueless

W
e spraw

l on the floor
to escape sum

m
er’s heat.

The flat m
ansion w

ith its m
any room

s
fascinates m

e. I yearn for a house
w

ith a conservatory, though 
I’m

 not sure w
hat one is.

I am
 no M

iss Scarlet, choose Professor Plum
,

som
ehow

 know
ing brains

not beauty w
ill be m

y lot.

I fear the tiny w
eapons—

knife, w
rench, lead pipe.

W
onder w

hat it w
ould feel like

to use one. And the rope.
W

ould it be knotted like a noose
to do the job? 

Six decades later, m
ysteries unsolved.

So m
any unknow

ns, so few
 clues.



52 Alexie Pryd

O
de to the Perfect Squall

The thunder claps, the lightning strikes in the night
Calm

ing m
y heart in a place it belongs

She m
oves in violent tem

pest, bringing light,
Though m

oving fast, the trees dance to her song;
O

h, the m
usic she sings to the w

eary soul
Seeking com

fort. In her beauty and grace
She glow

s and roars w
ith her m

ighty control,
Bringing ruin yet still sought for her em

brace,
Rare in the w

ay she is shadow
ed and chased,

W
hile still feared and evaded all the sam

e;
The storm

 rolls in fast, m
aking forceful haste

Then dissipates; as quickly as she cam
e

Her m
ajesty reigns as I w

atch in aw
e

Taking in the joy of the perfect squall.

Fiction
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Artw
ork by Rachel Coyne, U

ntitled II



54 Shannon Kirk

The Phoenix

Your w
ords shatter the m

onths of silence that separated us. M
onths 

that left our m
inds to create the narrative that got us here. I don’t 

even know
 that you are w

ho I’ve created in m
y head now

. 

I lay m
y head on the pillow

 and stare at the space you once held. I 
rem

em
ber staring into your eyes and getti

ng lost in the m
aze of you, 

searching for the broken pieces. O
ne by one I w

ould gather them
, 

trying to put you back together, cutti
ng m

yself on the shards, but 
thinking m

y blood w
ould save you. I w

as w
illing to be the sacrifice for 

your rebirth. But the sacrifice is alw
ays just that, a sacrifice, an end. I 

had to die so that you could go on, and you did. 

I’ve been w
illing m

yself to becom
e a phoenix these last m

onths. To 
raise from

 the ashes of us and find m
y ow

n destiny and path. I’m
 tired 

of laying bleeding in the afterm
ath.

I start to rise and lift m
y chin to the sky, and it’s as if you sense the 

hope building. You turn around and utter w
ords that shatter m

onths 
of silence, separation. It’s funny how

 it is now
 that you rem

em
ber 

m
e, laying in the ash.

I lay m
y head back dow

n, and the shock of your w
ords slow

ly sett
les 

into m
y core. They w

eigh heavy on m
y heart, but to you they are just 

an am
usem

ent, an expression of your ego. You are your 
happiest w

hen you think that your love devastated m
e to the point 

that I cannot recover. To you, m
y brokenness is the validation that you 

are w
orthy to be loved.

The hope and the fear that your w
ords ignite silence any logic I hold. 

Pain is a m
agnet, a seductress that pulls m

e in and m
akes m

e drink 
deep the tears I spill. The intoxication intensifies the m

em
ories of 

the pain, and the w
ounds reopen. The salt from

 m
y tears sears the 

w
ounds, m

aking m
e feel alive.

I rem
em

ber the good in order to justify the bad. M
aybe m

y 
perceptions and m

y expectations w
ere the fault, not you. M

aybe, just 
m

aybe, I can reorganize the pieces to rationalize w
hy seeing you again 

w
ould not m

ean utter abandonm
ent of any self-w

orth or 
preservation I have. M

aybe I can convince m
yself it is not w

eakness 
but strength that w

ould open m
yself back up to you.

This toxicity that w
as us has changed m

e. It has seeped so deeply into 
m

y being that I have to fight for reason. I have to fight to rem
em

ber 
that I have w

orth, and that I am
 destined to be m

ore than your 
cast-off toy. 

I can no longer focus on w
hat you did, but m

ust instead focus on 
w

hat I do now
. I cannot live a life lim

ited by the shallow
 affections 

that you called love. I cannot w
ait for the crum

bs that you so 
carelessly bestow

ed upon m
e. I can no longer search them

 out like 
a beggar. 

I w
ill learn to feed m

yself.
 And I, I w

ill rise.
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56 Hailey Sm
ith

W
hen?

Arriving hom
e from

 a ten-hour shift, Ellie throw
s her bag on the 

kitchen table and slum
ps into a chair. Her tiny apartm

ent is a m
ess. 

There are papers and books covering the entirety of the kitchen table, 
the dishes that rest in the sink have been there far too long, and her 
bedroom

 floor is buried under piles of clothes. Thinking about the 
m

any chores and assignm
ents she still has to get done this w

eek, her 
shoulders sag. It is already nine at night, but she sighs and pulls out 
her phone instead of cleaning up. As she opens TikTok, she prom

ises 
herself that she w

ill only w
atch a couple of videos and then get som

e 
w

ork done.
An hour later, Ellie still has gotten nothing done w

hen she     
stum

bles upon a video of a girl on the beach. The girl is tw
irling 

around in the sand to an upbeat pop song w
hile the w

aves in the 
background crash loudly around her bare feet. She looks like the   
epitom

e of the phrase w
ild and free. The bright sun shines dow

n on 
the girl’s blonde curls, her sm

ile is w
ide and w

hite, and she m
oves 

w
ith the grace of som

eone w
ho doesn’t have a care in the w

orld. 
Sitti

ng in the dark, in her tiny kitchen, Ellie’s face is illum
inated by the 

soft glow
 of her phone and the girl in the video’s red bikini reflects in 

her glasses. The caption reads, If not now
, w

hen?
Before Ellie realizes it, she’s crying, she feels the tears roll dow

n 
her cheeks and onto her leggings, soaking through the thin fabric. As 
she w

ipes her face w
ith the sleeve of her sw

eater, she rolls her eyes 
at herself and stands up abruptly, shutti

ng off her phone. She w
alks 

over to the sink, turns on the tap, and fills it w
ith hot w

ater and dish 
soap. W

atching the bubbles froth around her hands as she does the 
dishes, the caption of the video runs through her head as if on repeat. 
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on repeat. Soon she is asking herself, If not now
, w

hen?
As she puts the last cup on the drying rack, she unplugs the drain 

and leans against the counter, w
atching the w

arm
 w

ater 
disappear. After the last of the w

ater is gone, only the leftover 
bubbles rem

ain at the bottom
 of the stainless-steel basin. They pop 

and huddle together, rem
inding her of the foam

 along the beach in 
the video. W

hen w
as the last tim

e I’ve done som
ething just for fun, 

not because I had to for school or w
ork? she ponders. Ellie feels the 

tears returning to her eyes as she realizes she doesn’t rem
em

ber 
w

hen it w
as. Sliding dow

n the face of the counter, she sits on the cool 
linoleum

 floor and grabs her phone out of her back pocket. She scrolls 
and types for a w

hile, until a sm
all sm

ile form
s on her face.

Jum
ping up, Ellie runs to the kitchen table, grabs her keys, and 

heads out the door. An hour and thirteen m
inutes until I’m

 there! 
she thinks to herself. The farther she gets from

 her tiny apartm
ent, 

coasting dow
n the dark and em

pty highw
ay, the lighter she feels. 

Finally, her phone chim
es happily, letti

ng her know
 she has arrived at 

her destination. W
asting no tim

e, Ellie leaps out of her car and flips 
off her shoes. She doesn’t stop running until her feet touch the sand. 
A broad sm

ile form
s on her lips as she thinks of her response to the 

question that has been nagging her all night: N
ow

!      
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The Tim
e W

atcher

The old m
an sat quietly in the corner of the coffee shop, his eyes 

w
andering over the handful of patrons that had dared to 

venture from
 their hom

es on this cold w
inter’s day. The custom

ers sat 
in pairs drinking their teas and sipping their cappuccinos and frappes, 
relishing the com

forting w
arm

th of their drinks. The coffee shop 
offered w

elcom
e shelter from

 the biting w
ind outside, and even the 

lifeless expression of the barista couldn’t chase aw
ay the custom

ers. 
Still, the m

an w
as glad he had chosen to w

ear his vest and tw
eed 

suit coat today. Even the heat of the coffee shop couldn’t com
pletely 

w
arm

 his old bones.
He sipped his coffee—

black, no cream
 or sugar—

and glanced 
dow

n at his expensive w
atch w

ith a sigh. The boy w
as running late. 

O
r perhaps he didn’t intend to show

. You could never be certain w
ith 

this generation. 
The door opened, its bell jangling m

usically as a young m
an 

w
alked in, his breath drifting on an icy draft. He seem

ed to have been 
blow

n inside by the w
inter w

ind, his hair disheveled and his 
face ruddy. 

The boy hesitated for a m
om

ent, then caught sight of an 
older m

an sitti
ng quietly in a corner. His w

hite hair w
as disheveled, 

but his w
rinkled face w

as clean-shaven and kind. The young m
an’s 

face flickered w
ith a quick sm

ile and he crossed the room
, 

unknotti
ng his knitted scarf and thrusting it into a pocket of his 

threadbare jacket. “Dr. Gilbert,” he said by w
ay of greeting, extending 

a w
ind-chapped hand.
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The old m
an shook his hand cordially, then gestured tow

ard the 
counter. “Get yourself a drink.”

“I’m
 alright,” the young m

an said easily. “But thank you.” 
Dr. Gilbert laid a handful of bills on the tabletop and shoved 

them
 tow

ard the boy. “Go get yourself a drink,” he repeated. “And get 
m

e another cup of coffee w
hile you’re there. Black, nothing added.” 

The boy nodded, grabbed the m
oney, and headed tow

ard the 
counter. The m

an w
atched him

 go, drum
m

ing his fingers on the 
tabletop m

editatively. I m
ust be getti

ng old, he thought to him
self. 

The student looked younger than he had expected.
The boy returned to the table and set dow

n the coffees and 
change. Dr. Gilbert nodded in appreciation and cradled the new

 cup 
of coffee in his large hands. “Thanks,” he grunted.

“Yeah, no problem
,” the boy replied, taking a sip of his coffee. He 

flinched, and the m
an looked up, am

used. 
“Careful, it’s hot.” 
The boy laughed. “Found that out the hard w

ay.” He pulled a 
tattered envelope out from

 under his jacket. “This is for you. It’s just a 
thank you card, but…

”
Dr. Gilbert took the envelope from

 the boy and turned it over 
in his hands thoughtfully before stashing it aw

ay in the pocket of 
his tw

eed jacket. He thought to him
self how

 very right he had been 
about this boy. “I appreciate your gratitude,” he com

m
ented. “You 

don’t see m
uch of it these days.” The boy shrugged, and the m

an 
raised his eyebrow

s. “You disagree?” 
“You’ve got to know

 w
here to look, I guess,” the boy said, taking 

a cautious sip of coffee. 
The m

an nodded. “True.” He studied the boy for a m
om

ent, then 
leaned back in his chair. “M

r. Peterson,” he began.
“Daniel is fine.”
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“Daniel, then,” the m
an corrected. “Daniel, do you know

 w
hy you 

w
ere aw

arded the Dr. Keith Gilbert Scholarship for Deserving 
Students? It’s rarely aw

arded at all.”
Daniel Peterson sat up a litt

le straighter. “Academ
ic m

erit and 
financial need,” he recited m

atter-of-factly. 
Dr. Gilbert sm

iled, shaking his head. “That w
as w

hat qualified you 
to apply,” he corrected. “How

 I singled you out? That is a 
different m

atter.” He pulled a sm
all m

etal sphere from
 his pocket and 

held it up to the light. “How
 m

uch do you know
 about m

e, Daniel?” 
“You w

ent to school at m
y college, The U

niversity of St. 
Augustine, and then w

ent on to becom
e one of the greatest scientists 

and inventors the w
orld has ever seen. W

hen I w
as inform

ed that I 
got to m

eet you as part of this scholarship…
 W

ell, I w
as 

prett
y excited.”
“But hesitant?” the m

an questioned. The boy frow
ned. “Speak 

freely, son.” 
“W

ell, yes sir. I w
as hesitant. I didn’t w

ant to w
aste 

your tim
e.”

“Since you w
eren’t sure if you w

ould be continuing here at 
St. Augustine’s?”     

Daniel flinched. “How
 did you know

 that?” 
Dr. Gilbert rolled the m

etal ball betw
een his hands. “I w

as born 
in an age that valued technical skill over all else. Know

ledge w
as not 

valued for its ow
n sake, and objective truth w

as m
ocked as 

old-fashioned.” He sm
iled over at the student. “I excelled at getti

ng 
dram

atic results from
 the physical sciences, but even still, I w

as 
ridiculed as an eccentric because m

y studies and experim
ents w

ere 
guided by a m

oral com
pass. Do you follow

 m
e?”

“M
ost of your studies are unpublished,” Daniel recalled 

thoughtfully. “You w
ouldn’t hand over know

ledge unless you knew
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som
eone w

ould use it w
isely.”

“That w
as part of it,” Dr. Gilbert agreed. “M

en w
ithout 

scruples could have m
ade m

any tim
es the m

oney I did w
ith m

y 
inventions and discoveries. But science m

ust be at the service of the 
good. O

nce it departs from
 that, disaster is never far behind.

“O
ne of m

y m
any areas of study w

as our understanding of tim
e. 

Ever since reading H.G. W
ells, I w

as fascinated by the idea of 
journeying through tim

e. The discovery and developm
ent of tim

e 
travel could have revolutionized our public discourse, our study of 
history, even dism

antled the flat-faced apathy of this age.” Dr. Gilbert 
trailed off, his eyes focusing on som

e distant point. 
“Did you succeed?” Daniel finally asked. 
The m

an sighed. “N
o,” he adm

itted. “At least, not as I had hoped. 
O

ne cannot physically travel through tim
e. But...” he paused, leaning 

forw
ard w

ith barely-contained pride. “O
ne can study it.”

Dr. Gilbert leaned back again, and took a long drink. “You’re a 
philosophy m

ajor, aren’t you, Daniel?” 
“Yes sir,” the boy replied. “Double-m

ajor in philosophy 
and literature.”

 “And how
 do you find your classes?” 

Daniel hesitated, and Dr. Gilbert w
aved his hand dism

issively. “I 
prom

ise not to tell your professors.” 
Daniel laughed nervously. “Classes are alright. I m

ean…
” He 

sighed. “They’re bad. Really bad. I didn’t realize the extent to w
hich 

nonsense passed for intelligence at a university.” 
Dr. Gilbert sm

iled. “Go on.”
“It’s alm

ost all garbage,” Daniel said heatedly. “W
e w

ere having 
a class discussion the other day, and m

y professor actually said that it 
w

as possible there w
ere tim

es w
hen the truth w

asn’t true! I thought 
that m

y philosophy classes w
ould teach m

e how
 to reason, that w

e 
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ould read Socrates and Aristotle. Instead, all I get is a load of 

relativistic nonsense.”
“And your literature classes?”
“Are just as bad! Are w

e reading the classics? Beow
ulf or Crim

e 
and Punishm

ent or Les M
isérables? Dickens or Austen or 

Chesterton or Chaucer or Shakespeare? N
o!” Daniel’s face w

as red, 
and he w

as breathing hard. It seem
ed that he w

as finally giving voice 
to ideas that he had kept buried for too long. “All w

e read is 
tw

enty-first century post-m
odernist garbage.” 

“And this is w
hy you are considering leaving the college,” Dr. 

Gilbert said sym
pathetically. 

“O
f course. I w

anted to take Latin for m
y foreign language 

requirem
ent. St. Augustine’s doesn’t offer it. N

one of the colleges in 
the area offer it.” The boy glanced dow

n at his hands, avoiding Dr. 
Gilbert’s gaze. “Even though you are paying for m

y college, even 
though it’s a free education…

I som
etim

es w
onder if I w

ouldn’t be 
better off going to a trade school, getti

ng a job, and pursuing real 
know

ledge in m
y free tim

e.” 
Dr. Gilbert scratched thoughtfully at his w

hite hair. “Your 
situation is not ideal,” he adm

itted. “You feel alone in your thirst for 
the truth. Fair enough. W

e live in a deceitful age.” He leaned forw
ard, 

squeezing the m
etal sphere tight in one hand. “W

hat this college 
w

ill give you is not an education. You can do that on your ow
n w

ith a 
library card and the desire to learn. This college w

ill give you a trial. A 
diffi

culty to overcom
e. Greatness is forged in the flam

es of adversity.”
The m

an held up the m
etal ball. “I have studied tim

e. I have 
looked dow

n the paths of possibility and seen potential. That is w
hy I 

chose you to receive this scholarship.”
The boy blinked, unnerved, but the great scientist w

asn’t 
finished talking. “Your future is not certain, Daniel. Every day w

e  
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m
ake a thousand decisions, and each decision shoots us forw

ard, 
defining our future. W

hen w
e take a step in one direction, w

e decide 
against the thousand other directions w

e m
ay have gone. I cannot 

prom
ise you success, and certainly not happiness. But I w

ill tell you 
this.” He looked into Daniel’s eyes, and the boy sw

allow
ed hard. “If 

you leave this college, you could becom
e a very w

ell-read plum
ber, 

live a happy life, and be a good m
an. But if you stay, you have the 

potential to change the w
orld.”

Daniel took a deep breath and rubbed his head. “You’ve seen m
y 

future?” he said w
eakly. Then he sm

iled half-heartedly. “W
hat w

ill 
happen if I ask M

arissa Fields out on a date?” 
Dr. Gilbert chuckled. “That w

ould depend on the m
illion 

decisions that you both still have to m
ake. I don’t com

m
ent on 

rom
antic endeavors. It tends to backfire, and then people com

e 
crying to m

e.”
“You can’t give m

e a hint?” 
Dr. Gilbert shook his head and held out the m

etal ball 
tow

ard Daniel. “It’s not that sim
ple. Touch the sphere. You’ll see w

hat 
I m

ean.”
Daniel hesitantly placed a finger on the m

etal ball. It w
as cold at 

first, but then w
ith a w

hirring noise it began to w
arm

 up, a pale glow
 

flicking across its surface. Daniel blinked. In an instant he w
as lost, as 

possibility after possibility played out in front of his closed 
eyelids. His m

ind had drifted to M
arissa as he touched the sphere, 

and all at once, he saw
 a m

illion possible futures for their 
relationship. Acceptance, rejection, friendship, enm

ity, dates, 
breakups, m

arriage, divorce—
it all spun through his m

ind’s eye, each 
scenario dependent upon decisions he and M

arissa had m
ade and 

had yet to m
ake. He saw

 scenes of poignant beauty—
his new

born 
son cradled in his arm

s, afternoon w
alks w

ith his fam
ily, an elderly 
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arissa sm

iling across the table at him
. But he also saw

 im
ages that 

w
ould haunt him

—
tears shed at the grave of his daughter, stum

bling 
drunk around his living room

, storm
ing aw

ay from
 M

arissa w
ith a 

harsh w
ord, never to return.

Daniel shuddered, jerking his hand aw
ay from

 the sphere. He 
looked up at Dr. Gilbert and found that there w

ere tears in the old 
m

an’s eyes. 
“I’m

 sorry you had to experience that,” he w
hispered. “But now

 
perhaps you understand. I’ve seen your potential, Daniel. Don’t 
w

aste it.” 
The student took several deep breaths, shaken by w

hat he had 
w

itnessed. “You say I’m
 not w

asting m
y tim

e at this university.”
Dr. Gilbert stood, throw

ing on his coat and pocketing the m
etal 

ball. “N
ot in the least,” he said w

ith a reassuring sm
ile. “But w

hether 
it w

ill help you or not in the long run is up to you to decide.” He shook 
hands w

ith the boy, w
ho had struggled up from

 his chair w
ith a 

bew
ildered, grateful expression. 
“Thank…

thank you, sir…
for everything.”

“It w
as m

y pleasure. W
e w

ill m
eet again. Godspeed, 

young Daniel.” 
Dr. Gilbert crossed the room

, left a kind w
ord and a generous tip 

w
ith the barista, then opened the door. A sharp w

ind blasted into the 
room

, and the m
an glanced back tow

ard the boy w
hose life he had 

just irrevocably changed. Daniel w
as staring after him

, aw
e and 

determ
ination glow

ing in his eyes. 
Dr. Gilbert sm

iled, nodded, and stepped outside.  
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Carol Sm
ith

Pretentious Porcelain

The tea set had been passed dow
n through generations.           

Ella could rem
em

ber her grandm
other flaunting it at fam

ily events as 
though it w

as a trophy of her w
ealth. M

any of her childhood 
m

em
ories w

ere spent in the dining room
, observing the w

om
en 

in her fam
ily as they m

arveled at its beauty. Her poor m
other had 

learned to exhibit sim
ilar traits. For years, her m

other’s desire for 
im

portance caused her to spend an absurd am
ount of m

oney on 
w

hat she claim
ed w

ere the finest designer clothes and bags. All this 
grandeur just to m

ask the em
ptiness inside them

selves and 
their hom

e.
Their household alw

ays displayed the tea set in a cabinet that 
w

as visible to guests. Its delicate w
hite fram

e gloated from
 w

ithin the 
safety of its w

alls. O
ccasionally, Ella found herself peering through 

the glass…
hoping to catch a glim

pse of the pow
er it held over her 

relatives. She had never found it particularly beautiful. In fact, she 
thought that if you looked long enough, you could see the im

perfect 
brush strokes and an ever-so-faint crack grow

ing on the side of one of 
its saucers. It seem

ed that no m
atter how

 valuable it claim
ed to be, it 

w
as im

possible to deny that it had been m
ade in a loveless m

anner. 
The tea set w

as nothing m
ore than the result of a tim

e of m
ass 

production in vanity.
N

ot long after their m
other’s death, Ella decided to invite her 

sister over for tea. W
hile she placed each precious piece of china on 

a tray to carry, she found herself overcom
e by the strongest sense of 

m
elancholy. This em

otion w
as so strong that before she entered the 

shattered pieces of her past, she sm
iled. 



doorw
ay to the room

 w
here her sister sat, she stopped suddenly to 

tip all of the tray’s contents on the floor. As she stared dow
n at the

shattered pieces of her past, she sm
iled. 

At last, she felt that she could breathe.
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Elise Kallenbach

Being Autistic

Im
agine w

ith m
e, for a m

om
ent. It is very early in the 

m
orning. You’ve w

oken from
 a dead sleep and decide to check your 

phone. You start w
ith a social m

edia w
ebsite. It doesn’t m

atter w
hich 

one, but one w
ith w

ords. You read a post by som
eone you know

. Her 
nam

e is Ainsley. “Precarious practices lead to precarious cats.” Let’s 
say that’s w

hat you read. You squint in the darkness of your room
. 

The fan kisses your face and caresses your hair. But it doesn’t 
dem

ystify the sentence. It is English. You check, once again, the nam
e 

of the person w
ho posted it; m

aybe it’s som
e w

eird m
arketing quote 

you w
eren’t aw

are of. N
o, it’s Ainsley. She is com

passionate, friendly, 
and norm

ally her posts m
ake perfect sense. You start to feel crazy. 

You scroll up. The next post is the sam
e. “Drive sw

iftly but m
ake not 

haste.” W
hat does it m

ean? Your tired brain just can’t parse it. 
Eventually you sim

ply fall back asleep, perplexed w
ith your ow

n m
ind 

and the state of the w
orld. For m

e, this experience happens daily. For 
m

e it’s out in the real w
orld, interacting w

ith all sorts of people. This 
is m

y life being autistic.
There is a study called the Double Em

pathy Problem
, w

here 
autism

 researcher Dam
ian M

ilton (2012) gathered three groups of 
people. A group of autistic people, a group of neurotypical people, 
and a m

ixed group. Then they had the groups play telephone. The 
group of all autistic people and the group of all neurotypical people 
had sim

ilar success passing m
essages this w

ay. The m
ixed group, w

ell, 
you can probably guess. It w

as not nearly as effective.
The problem

 w
ith being autistic is being disabled by the w

orld 
that w

as built by neurotypical people for neurotypical people. For m
e, 

this m
eans that som

e days I feel as if I am
 speaking to the space
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directly next to a person and not to them
. M

y w
ords are going by, 

but they are not sinking in. It is frustrating to the extrem
e. I feel 

m
isunderstood, unheard, and detached. I don’t w

ant to be detached. 
I w

ant every person I m
eet to know

 that I don’t judge them
, that I 

w
ish they’d treat them

selves w
ith the com

passion I feel for them
. 

The problem
 is not that I do not feel, it’s that I feel everything, all at 

once. Detangling feelings from
 one another is an arduous process. It’s 

exhausting. It’s taken m
e years just to nail dow

n “I’m
 m

ad” or 
“I’m

 happy.”
O

f course, in the ’90s, no one really thought girls got autism
. I 

w
as very good at acting norm

al. This is called “m
asking.” It’s a survival 

instinct. W
hen the dom

inant m
ajority com

m
unicates one w

ay and 
you barely understand w

hat’s going on in the social structure m
ost of 

the tim
e, you pretend. To avoid detection. To avoid being singled out. 

I cannot tell you the num
ber of tim

es, even in elem
entary school, that 

I pretended to understand a lesson, then just figured it out on m
y 

ow
n later.

You m
ay have heard term

s like “High Functioning” or “Low
 

Functioning” to describe verbal vs. non-verbal people. O
r those w

ho 
can live w

ithout aid vs. those w
ho need m

ore help. There is no such 
thing as high-functioning autism

. There are people w
ho are better at 

m
asking. Better at pretending to be norm

al. These labels are harm
-

ful and ableist. They im
ply that I am

 som
ehow

 not disabled and that 
som

eone w
ho is m

ute is som
ehow

 w
orse off than I am

. It is not a 
com

petition. I have m
ore in com

m
on w

ith a m
ute or selectively m

ute 
autistic person than I have w

ith a neurotypical person. And im
plying 

that I am
 som

ehow
 doing better than they are denies that I have 

terrible struggles w
ith things as w

ell. I have days w
here nothing 

bothers m
e and I can do w

hatever I w
ant, and there are days w

here 
every sound ratt

les m
y nerves. There are days w

here if one m
ore 



person notices m
e, I feel like I’ll scream

.
I have a sensory processing disorder that has m

ade m
y life hell 

since I w
as a child. M

y body doesn’t respond to stim
uli from

 m
y 

senses in a reasonable w
ay. Light is too bright. Sounds are too loud. 

I see detail in everything happening around m
e. M

y body cannot tell 
excitem

ent from
 panic. How

 does this look in practice? It’s different 
for everyone. But here’s w

hat it is like for m
e.

It w
as a m

iddle school sleepover. M
e and Ashley M

ueller tucked 
in her living room

. She w
as a good friend, a com

passionate person, 
and w

e m
ade one another laugh. I took any opportunity in m

iddle 
school to be out of m

y house. I shared a room
 w

ith m
y 

youngest sister, w
hom

 I loved, but I felt uneasy at hom
e. I w

anted to 
be free. I w

as fourteen and I w
anted out. In this w

ay I think I w
as a 

very typical teenager.
Ashley and I w

ere high on sugar, Britney Spears’ pop songs, and 
junk food. That sleepover w

as the first tim
e I’d seen a scary 

m
ovie. It w

as Child’s Play. Ashley’s favorite. Her parents w
ere not the 

strict Lutherans m
y parents w

ere. They both sm
elled like cigarettes 

and let their kids w
atch w

hat they w
anted, eat w

hat they w
anted. 

The hot afternoon sun poured in through the living room
 curtains as 

w
e sat on the floor, side by side, the cream

 carpet soft under 
our hands.

W
hen it w

as tim
e to sleep, I w

asn’t scared. I w
as riled up. W

e 
w

ent to bed near m
idnight, and Ashley w

as asleep instantly. She 
snored lightly in the bed beside m

e as I slept on the floor. M
y brain 

w
ouldn’t stop spinning. I got up. I paced the em

pty house, full of 
energy. Then suddenly, som

ething shifted in m
y stom

ach, and I ran to 
the bathroom

 to throw
 up. I called m

y dad, and he cam
e and picked 

m
e up and brought m

e hom
e. The 2 a.m

. pick-ups from
 sleepovers 

happened the rest of m
y younger years. N

eeding to be brought hom
e
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from
 som

ething I w
as supposed to enjoy has never stopped. 

It w
as Septem

ber of 2019 w
hen I, then thirty-tw

o years old, 
attended m

y first DragonCon in Atlanta, Georgia. DragonCon is huge, 
very akin to Com

icCon. I had a plan. I w
ould fly in a couple days early, 

get used to sleeping in the hotel room
. I’d pay for a friend to fly w

ith 
m

e so that I didn’t get lost or confused in the airport. I’m
 very 

vulnerable w
hen I’m

 lost and overw
helm

ed. You could talk m
e into 

just about anything. I w
as going to see m

y favorite podcasters, The 
M

cElroys, live, on the third day of the five-day convention. I w
as going 

to m
eet m

y favorite fantasy author, Brandon Sanderson, and have 
him

 sign m
y book. O

therw
ise, I didn’t have a plan, except to be kind 

to m
yself and just let things unfold. To take quiet tim

e w
hen I needed 

it.
But I had stopped taking m

y anti-anxiety m
eds m

onths ago. I 
didn’t have any of m

y em
ergency Xanax, prescribed to m

e for this 
exact scenario. This w

asn’t m
y first nerd convention. I had gotten the 

Xanax after one particularly stressful trip to a Chicago convention 
in m

y early tw
enties, w

here I’d spent a w
eekend of sleepless nights 

trapped in a hotel room
 w

ith ten people I didn’t know
.

But I’d grow
n beyond that, I thought. It w

asn’t that I had 
anything against m

edication. But m
y life w

as better than it had ever 
been! I w

as finally living w
ithout help from

 m
y parents. I w

as happy 
and com

fortable w
ith m

y life and w
ith m

yself. I w
as looking forw

ard. I 
w

as still living w
ith the delusion that you could w

ill yourself into being 
norm

al.
The first three days w

ere fine. Then the M
cElroy 

catastrophe happened.
I hadn’t know

n that their perform
ance w

ould require a 
half-hour uber ride to a different location through 4 p.m

. Atlanta 
traffi

c. The plan w
as changed, and the quiver of anxiety started in m

y 



stom
ach. I knew

 that feeling, and once it started, it never stopped.
I should have just gone back, but m

y friend Laura w
as w

ith m
e, and 

they w
ere so excited to go. The stom

achache w
as there. The m

onster 
that turns excitem

ent into throw
ing up at 2 a.m

. and needing a car 
ride hom

e to m
y ow

n bed. M
y safe place.

But there w
as no car ride.

It w
as a holiday w

eekend and everyone had M
onday off. There 

w
as no plane hom

e. I w
as stuck. But I m

anaged to talk m
yself into 

staying, and I genuinely enjoyed the show
. 

Then the real nightm
are began.

For the next three days, I did nothing at the convention. For tw
o 

nights I stayed up puking w
ith anxiety. U

nable to even take a hot bath 
to soothe m

yself because the hotel w
as under construction. I couldn’t 

force m
yself to eat anything, I couldn’t relax, and I couldn’t sleep. 

I cried and I threw
 up. TV w

as overstim
ulating, even the w

eather 
channel. Voices grated. I threw

 m
yself against w

alls. I w
alked around 

the neighborhood. I tried to do anything to distract m
yself from

 the 
thought that another night w

as com
ing. I w

as frantic and exhausted 
and furious at m

yself.
The last night, around 3 a.m

., I got an U
ber to the ER. The m

an 
driving asked m

e how
 I w

as, and I said, “O
bviously, not great.” He 

didn’t say anything else on the five-m
inute drive. I don’t 

blam
e him

.
At the ER they gave m

e a Xanax and then a prescription for the 
stuff for the next day. Just four pills. Just enough to get hom

e and get 
back on m

y regular m
edication. O

n the w
ay to the airport, the anxiety 

cam
e back. I held it together on the flight, but couldn’t do anything. 

N
o m

ovie, no video gam
es. N

othing at all stim
ulating.

W
hen w

e landed, I said goodbye to m
y travel com

panion, then I 
w

ent outside the airport to w
ait for m

y friend to pick m
e up.
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I cried the w
hole tim

e I w
aited for him

. I cried the w
hole w

ay hom
e. I 

cried for tw
enty m

inutes once I crossed the threshold of m
y 

bedroom
. Finally safe. N

o m
ore stom

achache. N
o m

ore fear. The hole 
it left w

as only sham
e. I should have know

n better. I’d w
asted nearly 

five thousand dollars in this w
hole enterprise, including the trip to 

the ER. M
y friends on m

y autism
 Facebook page told m

e that I had no 
w

ay to know
 how

 it w
ould go, and to instead focus on the lesson 

I’d learned.
That lesson w

as that I need m
y m

edication. That I do not need 
to suffer w

ith sleepless nights and stom
achaches. M

y brain has since 
tried to convince m

e that I don’t need the m
eds. I sim

ply rem
ind it 

of Atlanta. “Rem
em

ber DragonCon? Absolutely not.” It w
as a lesson I 

paid for, but it has finally sunk in.
I have, since, been diagnosed offi

cially w
ith autism

. Instead of 
a flood of condem

nation, I felt the cool relief of an anointing. I w
as 

free. It w
as as if a bone that I had broken in elem

entary school had 
finally healed. It didn’t hurt anym

ore, and that w
as euphoric. W

ith 
this, too, com

es a sort of grief. Grief for the idea that I w
ould 

som
eday be norm

al, if I tried hard enough. Grief for the years w
asted, 

trying to be norm
al.

M
y long-term

 goal is to travel again. Som
ew

here far enough 
aw

ay that I cannot sim
ply drive hom

e. It is im
portant to recognize m

y 
journey as just that—

a journey. I have com
e far, and I w

ill go further 
still. The w

orld is not built for m
e, and so I m

ust build m
yself a safe 

corner. M
y life w

ill never be exactly norm
al. I w

ill never be exactly 
norm

al. But life can be fulfilling and rich and can be norm
al to m

e.
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Kim
berly Sum

m
er Zuleger

To Be a Doula

She looked at m
e and said, “I think I’m

 pooping.” I looked back at her, 
w

hilst grabbing gloves, and said, “That’s great new
s. It m

eans the 
baby is m

oving dow
n, putti

ng pressure on your rectum
.” She cried, 

and then laughed, as I asked to touch her to help w
ipe her clean. I 

gently m
oved the blankets back, aw

ay from
 her body, giving m

e 
access. The sm

ell of being hum
an rose to m

eet m
e. Blood and 

am
niotic fluid trickled dow

n betw
een her legs, and I told her that w

as 
perfect too. She w

as perfect. And she w
ould be pushing soon. I 

finished cleaning her, her vulnerability at the forefront of m
y m

ind. 
The know

ledge of the privilege of being able to touch the intim
ate 

spaces of a w
om

an in labor. To hold a bag for her as she vom
ited. To 

put ChapStick on her. To hold her cold feet to ground her. To focus 
only on her as the epidural catheter w

ent in—
nodding you m

ade 
the right choice, as her eyes pleaded w

ith m
e, “Did I, Kim

, did I?” I 
crouched beside the bed, peeked over at the nurse charting. That 
click, click, click sound of a com

puter’s unnecessary need to be 
involved in birth. I laid m

y hands on her body, sm
iling at her, know

ing 
her life w

as about to change. I fed her som
e ice chips, put her hair in 

a bun, and w
oke her partner from

 his nap. “Take a sip of your w
ater,” 

I said to him
. “It’s tim

e.”
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 “I am my parents’ pride and joy.

 I am the cumulation of two lives combined.

 The greatest reward that can be bestowed.

 Even then , there is still an end to the story.

 This is just the beginning.”

 -Mckenzie Williams


