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Thermodynamics of  self-consciousness
Elizabeth Beckman

I see now why this table
is vacant. But she will
ÀQLVK�KHU�FLJDUHWWH�VRRQ�HQRXJK�
faster than I can tire from

this unexpected heat and be
moved to order something cold with
ice cubes slipping out
of  my drink as I stir in something

DUWLÀFLDOO\�VZHHW��,V�WKLV�DVSDUWDPH"
$UH�ZH�VWLOO�DIUDLG�RI �DVSDUWDPH"
I can’t remember and am holding
the ice cubes, debating whether

to release them into the trash
or sink. It seems silly to throw
away ice. You only have to wait
a few moments until they’re water;

they can do their own waiting
in the sink. But by this time I have
already waited and the sink is too far.
The now smaller cubes

go to the trash, and my wet hands,
dried on the front of  my jeans.
'RHV�WKLV�PDNH�PH�ORRN�\RXQJHU"
Someone over twenty certainly

uses napkins, someone over twenty
doesn’t smile this nervously
when things start to melt.
Bazargan thought human behavior

could be explained by certain entropic
calculations. And I want to ask him,
at what temperature am I most
DFXWHO\�DZDUH�RI �P\VHOI "

I know he would say my question
makes no sense. But I like to think
that I once forgot my age, crawling into cold
window alcoves of  a Finnish castle.

And instead I remembered
LWV�ÀYH�KXQGUHG�\HDUV�ZKLOH�,�JXLGHG
my hand across stone that turned
warm as it reached light.



6

The Thing
Sydney Ponthier

 The Thing sat squarely between Shell gas pumps and a Dairy Queen. It was a tourist 
trap, that much was clear. It was an undersized warehouse, or an oversized gas station store, and 
unmissable in all of  its gaudy glory against the brown Arizona desert. Painted in primary colors, 
oversized words on each side of  THE THING read:

SOUVENIRS 
T-SHIRTS 
JEWELRY

GIFTS
DQG�ÀQDOO\�
MUSEUM

 Rick told himself  he just stopped at this particular gas station because he needed to take 
a piss and maybe grab something to eat before continuing to Tucson. Who knows when he might 
JHW�DQRWKHU�FKDQFH�DQG�ZDVQ·W�KHUH�MXVW�DV�JRRG�D�SODFH�DV�DQ\"�%XW�KH�GLGQ·W�VWHS�LQWR�WKH�'4�
and the pressure on his bladder wasn’t pressing enough, and he suddenly felt his feet being pulled 
forward, to The Thing.

 It was around El Paso, Texas that Rick started to see the billboards. He started in Fort 
Stockton, from the James Lynaugh Prison Unit, and headed west towards Tucson, towards the 
next big city he could think of  out of  this Godforsaken state to start a new life. He hadn’t killed 
anyone, hadn’t even hurt anyone, though he looked like he could. Grand theft auto. He got ten 
years. He kept to himself, kept out of  trouble. He did six. When he walked out the prison, in a 
six-year old shirt that stretched across the new, hard-earned muscles in his arms and chest, he 
knew he had to go west. He asked the taxi driver to take him to a rental car station, picked out the 
cheapest thing they offered, and drove. Three hours and twenty-six minutes down I-10, he saw 
WKH�ÀUVW�ELOOERDUG�

 It had a black background, with red letters whose font looked straight out of  a 50s 
KRUURU�PRYLH�WLWOH�VKRW��,W�PHUHO\�UHDG��7+(�7+,1*"�DQG�QRWKLQJ�HOVH³�QR�SLFWXUH��QR�GHVFULS-
tion, not even a location. Rick had hardly noticed it, but then there were more. Most of  the rest 
were yellow, the attraction’s name in bright blue, in the same unsettling font. Sometimes there 
was a Dairy Queen or Shell Station logo, sometimes there was something along the lines of  “The 
Mystery of  the Desert!” Sometimes there was nothing. They were spaced only a few miles apart 
apiece. Rick started to get curious around the seventh billboard, then angry around the thir-
ty-sixth.

� %\�WKH�WLPH�5LFN�JRW�WR�WKH�ÀUVW�ELOOERDUG�ZLWK�DQ�H[LW�RQ�LW³�ELOOERDUG�VHYHQW\�HLJKW��
([LW����³KLV�EORRG�ZDV�ERLOLQJ�LQ�KLV�YHLQV��+H�VODPPHG�D�FORVHG�ÀVW�DJDLQVW�WKH�VWHHULQJ�ZKHHO��
Who the hell puts seventy-eight Goddamn billboards up for some Goddamn roadside attraction 
WKDW�WKH\�ZRQ·W�HYHQ�VD\�ZKDW�KHOO�LW�LV"

 But he felt the pull.
 



 Exit 226, 227, 228.

 It was probably some sort of  freakishly large inanimate object. Like an oversized toast-
er, or a giant candle. Rick remembered reading about the World’s Largest Rubber Band Ball in 
the eighth grade, and thinking what a waste of  rubber bands and what a waste of  time it was. He 
wondered what drove someone to do that, what made them so inclined to keep going and going 
DQG�JRLQJ�ZLWK�QR�SXUSRVH�DQG�QR�UHZDUG�DQG�QR�VLJQLÀFDQW�UHFRJQLWLRQ�

 283, 284, 285.

� :K\�ZRXOG�WKH\�NHHS�VRPH�VWXSLG�JLDQW�WRDVWHU�D�VHFUHW"�:HOO��LW�SUREDEO\�ZDVQ·W�D�
WRDVWHU��EXW�VWLOO��:KDW·V�WKH�SRLQW"�$QG�ZK\�GLG�KH�FDUH�DERXW�WKH�DOOHJHG�VWXSLG�JLDQW�WRDVWHU��
DQ\ZD\"�+H�KDG�D�QHZ�OLIH�WR�OLYH��$�QHZ�OLIH�WR�ÀQG��:KDW�WKDW�HQWDLOHG��KH�ZDVQ·W�VXUH�RI �\HW��
But his thoughts were better spent contemplating that kind of  shit instead of  some oversized 
household object.
 
 297, 298, 299.

 He needed to see it. He needed to know. Once he knew, he could stop thinking about it. 
2QFH�KH�NQHZ��KH�FRXOG�IRFXV�RQ�ZKDW�UHDOO\�PDWWHUHG��2QFH�KH�NQHZ��KH�ZRXOG�EH�DEOH�WR�ÀJXUH�
out what the hell to do next. Once he knew, he would know.

7+(�7+,1*"
THIS EXIT.

 So there he was now, being pulled through the front door. The man behind the small 
wooden counter looked like he had smoked a pack a day for the last twenty years. The nico-
WLQH�VWDLQHG�WLSV�RI �KLV�ÀQJHUV�PDWFKHG�WKH�VWDLQ�RI �KLV�WHHWK�WKDW�SHHNHG�WKURXJK�KLV�OLSV�ZKHQ�
he spoke.

 “It’s two dollars.”

 Rick handed over one of  his last twenties and the man grumbled as he counted out the 
change, all in ones. Then he reached under the counter and the solid steel door in the middle of  
the shop buzzed and clicked open, and the man gestured towards it with his eyes. Without any 
FKDQJH�LQ�LQÁHFWLRQ��KH�VDLG��´(QMR\�WKH�P\VWHU\�RI �WKH�GHVHUW�µ

 On the other side of  the door was an open courtyard with a concrete walkway, each 
leading to one of  three sheds. Big, yellow painted-on footprints, markedly inhuman, gave Rick 
some guidance. There were a few stray tourists, but for the most part the yard was empty. He 
decided he would walk the tour as it was meant to be walked, and save The Thing for last.

� 7KH�ÀUVW�VKHG�ZDV�DQ�DUUD\�RI �XQSOHDVDQW��PLVPDWFKHG�LWHPV��$������5ROOV�5R\FH�VDW�
left imme diately inside the entrance, a sign above it proclaiming that it was believed to be used by 
Adolf  Hitler. A dummy meant to look like the Führer himself  posed in the back seat, peering out 
the cracked window. A disclaimer is included: “THE THING is, it can’t be proved!”

� 2WKHU�SXQV�DOOXGLQJ�WR�WKH�P\VWHULRXV�7KLQJ�DSSHDUHG�WKURXJKRXW�WKH�ÀUVW�VKHG��DQG
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Rick had a feeling that it wouldn’t stop until the end of  the tour. He walked over to a wood-
FKLS�ÀOOHG�FDJH�WRZDUGV�WKH�EDFN�GHSLFWLQJ�WRUWXUH�VFHQHV�EHWZHHQ�VFXOSWHG��SDOH�PHQ�DQG�VKDFN�
led women. Beside those was a plaster dummy sitting next to an unmade bed, looking upward as 
LI �SOHDGLQJ�ZLWK�VRPH�JRG��+LV�IDFH�ZDV�RQH�5LFN�UHFRJQL]HG³�KRSHOHVVQHVV��GHVSDLU���3HQQLHV�
likely thrown by previous guests littered the ground like fallen prayers. He didn’t get it. He didn’t 
JHW�DQ\�RI �LW��EXW�LW�ÀOOHG�KLP�ZLWK�DQ�XQHDVLQHVV�KH�KDG�QRW�IHOW�HYHQ�ZLWKLQ�WKH�SULVRQ�ZDOOV�

 He moved onto the second shed, which was considerably smaller, and was relieved 
WR�ÀQG�WKDW�LW�IHOW�D�OLWWOH�PRUH�QRUPDO�WKDQ�WKH�RWKHU��,W�ZDV�D�FROOHFWLRQ�RI �RGGV�DQG�HQGV��LW�
VHHPHG��NHSW�EHKLQG�3OH[LJODVV�LQ�VPDOO�ZRRGHQ�FXELFOHV��$�WKLQ�ÀOP�RI �GHVHUW�FOD\�FRDWHG�HYHU\-
thing, with occasional spots of  cleanliness where others, likely children, swiped away at the dirt. 
The cubicles held an old grocery scale, a model cannon, some Navajo pottery, driftwood, a few 
ROG�ULÁHV��DQG�D�UDWKHU�LQDSSURSULDWH�VWDWXH�RI �D�EXOO�PRXQWLQJ�D�FRZ��(DFK�LWHP�ZDV�VWUDQJHU�WKDQ�
WKH�ODVW��DQG�RFFDVLRQDOO\�WKLQJV�ZHUH�PLVODEHOHG��EXW�WKH�XQHDV\�IHHOLQJ�IURP�WKH�ÀUVW�VKHG�OHIW�
Rick. This shed was like prison. Everyone had something they thought was worth keeping, some-
thing they kept tucked away under their mattress, hidden in a toilet basin, stuffed into a pillow-
case. It might not’ve made much sense to anyone else, but it was something to have. Something 
to hold onto. That’s what this room was. Rick kept moving, kept allowing himself  to be pulled 
forward to the thing that would ease his mind.

 He followed the yellow footprints to their last destination, not quite sure what he was 
IHHOLQJ��+H�ZRQGHUHG�ZKHUH�KH·G�HQG�XS�DIWHU�WKLV��ZKDW�ZDV�WKHUH�IRU�KLP�LQ�7XFVRQ��:KDW�MRE"�
:KDW�IXWXUH"�+H�GLGQ·W�KDYH�D�FROOHJH�GHJUHH��+H�EDUHO\�JUDGXDWHG�KLJK�VFKRRO��

7+(�7+,1*��:+$7�,6�,7"

� 7KH�EULJKW�\HOORZ��RUDQJH��DQG�EOXH�EDQQHU�KXQJ�RQ�WKH�EDFN�ZDOO�RI �WKH�ÀQDO�VKHG��
above a four by two white cinderblock rectangle holding the mysterious Thing. The rest of  the 
shed was empty, unpainted, unceremonious. He was the only one inside. Rick moved forward, 
forward, forward, not quite sure what he would feel once he knew, but comforted that he would 
know soon. He moved forward until the toes of  his shoes were touching the edge of  the cinder-
block casing, and allowed himself  to look down.

� ´:KDW�WKH�KHOO"µ

� (QFDVHG�LQ�WKH�EULFN�DQG�JODVV�ZDV�D�PXPPLÀHG�PRWKHU�DQG�FKLOG��7KH�\HOORZHG�
wrappings were tattered, skin and bone peeking through. She held her fossilized child, imprisoned 
in their own bodies. Her face was like worn stone, mouth set in an unsettling grin, eye sockets 
KROORZHG�RXW��6R�EODFN�KH�FRXOG�VHH�KLV�RZQ�H\HV�LQ�KHUV��UHÁHFWHG�LQ�WKH�JODVV��6WDULQJ�DW�KLP��
6HDUFKLQJ��7KH�7KLQJ�KDG�SXOOHG�KLP�KHUH��SXOOHG�KLP�WR�FRPH�DQG�WR�VWDUH�DQG�WR�ÀQG�RXW�ZKDW�
LW�ZDV��1RZ�7KH�7KLQJ�VWDUHG�EDFN��DVNLQJ�WKH�VDPH�RI �KLP��:KDW�LV�LW"�:KR�DUH�\RX"

� 7KH�WKLQJ�LV��2IÀFHU��0U��-RKQVRQ�VDLG�,�FRXOG�ERUURZ�KLV�FDU��UHDOO\��,�VZHDU� 

� 7KH�WKLQJ�LV��\RX�FDQ·W�DIIRUG�D�ODZ\HU��<RX�JRW�PH��,W·V�QRW�ORRNLQJ�JRRG� 

� 7KH�WKLQJ�LV��5LFN��,�QHHG�VRPHRQH�WKDW�FDQ�EH�KHUH�IRU�PH��7KDW�FDQ�SURYLGH�IRU�PH��<RX�FDQ·W�GR�WKDW��
� DQ\PRUH��\RX�FDQ·W�GR�DQ\WKLQJ�IRU�PH�DQ\PRUH��,·P�VRUU\� 
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 The Thing is, Rick, even if  we get us on out of  here, we’re marked for life. Who wants an ex-con for a  

 husband? An employee? All we got is this place and each other.

 

 The Thing is, Rick, you don’t have a lot to go back to. We can see that, here. No wife, no family, no   

 job. People like you don’t make it out there. People like you come back.

� 7KH�7KLQJ�LV��5LFN��\RX�KDYH�WR�ÀJXUH�RXW�ZKR�\RX�DUH�RXWVLGH�RI �WKLV�SODFH��'LVWDQFH�\RXUVHOI �IURP�� �
� WKDW�SDVW�OLIH��'R�KRQHVW�ZRUN��<RX�JRW�D�VHFRQG�FKDQFH��,�GRQ·W�ZDQW�WR�VHH�\RX�EDFN�KHUH�DJDLQ�

� 5LFN�EOLQNHG��ORRNHG�GRZQ�DJDLQ��+H�VWDUHG�DW�WKH�FDOFLÀHG�FRUSVHV��WUDSSHG�EHKLQG�WKH�
smudged glass. Wondered how he’d gotten here. Wondered where he was going.
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Jubal Strube, Rick Estrin and The Nightcats



11

Wyatt McNamara, Portions



 

 

 
  dulls nerves,
 but doesn’t look like dirt
 which his last toothpaste
 did:

did,
 because it was dirt,
was dirt and didn’t
 dull nerves, was

clay, precisely,
 left breath
VPHOOLQJ�QHXWUDO³OLNH

 womb water         from a baby’s lungs.

Sensodyne 
Patrick Fiorilli 
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Emma Haseley, Abigail



 

Seven Miles
Samantha Wadsworth

 I’ll tell you this. When I was eleven years old I was dead for four minutes. Do you know 
ZKDW�WKDW·V�OLNH"

 I’d never seen the ocean before then. I lived in Littleton, you know, ’round forty min-
utes west of  here. I hadn’t seen much of  anything, really. I remember when I was a kid, and me 
and my brother had to share a room cause I wasn’t going to share a room with Ma, and we only 
KDG�KHU�URRP�DQG�&KULVWRSKHU·V�URRP�DQG�D�NLWFKHQ�ZLWK�VR�PDQ\�SODWHV�RYHUÁRZLQJ�WKH�VLQN�
WKDW�WKHUH�ZHUH�ERZOV�DQG�NQLYHV�RQ�ÁRRU��VR�,�VXUH�DV�KHOO�ZDVQ·W�JRLQJ�WR�VOHHS�WKHUH��6R�PH�
DQG�&KULVWRSKHU�VKDUHG�D�URRP��WDNLQJ�WXUQV�WR�VOHHS�RQ�WKH�ÁRRU��$QG�WKH�EHG�ZDV�ULJKW�XQGHU�
a window, you see, and the window was so old and crooked that the winter wind would creep 
into our room, and me and Chris would look up at the dark ceiling and watch our breath hover 
DERYH�XV�LQ�VPDOO�ZKLWH�SXIIV��$QG�ZKHQ�LW�ZDV�P\�WXUQ�WR�VOHHS�RQ�WKH�ÁRRU�DQG�LW�ZRXOG�JHW�VR�
FROG�WKDW�,�FRXOGQ·W�IHHO�P\�ÀQJHUV�&KULVWRSKHU�ZRXOG�MXVW�VWDUW�WDONLQJ��0RVWO\�DERXW�QRWKLQJ��
+H�ZRXOG�GHVFULEH�WR�PH�ZKDW�ZDV�RXWVLGH�WKH�ZLQGRZ��WKH������JDV�VWDWLRQ�DFURVV�WKH�URDG��DOO�
the men wearing dark overalls, cigarettes jammed into their mouths, drinking their blacker than 
EODFN�FRIIHH�DQG�HDWLQJ�WKHLU���IRU���EHHI �MHUN\��+H·G�WHOO�PH�KRZ�WKH\·G�VKXIÁH�DQG�JUXPEOH�DQG�
how their beer bellies were rounder than the sun, and that under their matted beards and faded 
baseball caps their faces were sagging and gray. It was the same every morning. But he would still 
tell me about them.

� :KHQ�,�ZDV�HOHYHQ�DQG�&KULVWRSKHU�ZDV�ÀIWHHQ�ZH�VWROH�RXU�PRP·V�%XLFN�DQG�GURYH�
200 miles east till we hit the ocean. It was March or something and the sky was so white it hurt 
to look up, and the water stretched out in front of  us like it had been waiting or something, and 
Christopher told me that you could see seven miles out into the horizon until the earth curved 
and you couldn’t see no more. He always knew that kind of  stuff. The sea was gray, and the wind 
was just slapping me right in the face, it was so fucking cold, but Chris didn’t care. He took off  
UXQQLQJ��KLV�DUPV�VSUHDG�RXW�DQG�KLV�MDFNHW�ÁDSSLQJ�OLNH�ZLQJV�EHKLQG�KLP��DV�LI �KH�FRXOG�Á\�XS�
and see past those seven miles, see past the whole face of  the ocean if  he wanted to. And then he 
just stopped and looked at me, chest heaving. He smiled, ripped off  his David Bowie shirt and 
ran straight into the water. And I followed, of  course. The cold water sucked the breath right out 
of  my lungs, felt like stabbing all in my chest and legs. Last thing I remember is Christopher smil-
ing at me, his hair slicked and dark against his pale forehead. When I awoke I was on the sand, 
spitting and coughing, the saltwater burning as it made its way back up my throat. Christopher 
was slapping me on the back, yelling my name over and over and over. When I was done gasping 
for breath and the dark spots of  vision had receded, Christopher wrapped his jacket around me 
and held me.

 On the drive back he told me that he counted how long I wasn’t breathing, how long I 
had been gone. 243 seconds, he said. For 243 seconds I was dead.

 And I’ll tell you this, too. I’ll tell you that sometime later when we were grown and had 
worn faces of  our own, I would visit Christopher in one of  those sterile, white rooms and watch 
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KLP�EUHDWKH�LQ�RXW�DQG�LQ�DQG�RXW�ZKLOH�WKH�EHHSLQJ�RI �KLV�KHDUW�PRQLWRU�ÀOOHG�WKH�URRP��+H�
told me that the average heart beats 2.5 billion times, which sucks, he said, because that probably 
PHDQV�KH�ZRQ·W�HYHQ�UHDFK�WKH�ELOOLRQWK�KHDUWEHDW��,�VOHSW�RQ�WKH�ÁRRU��QH[W�WR�KLV�JXUQH\��WKH�
white tile pressing against my cheek, and Christopher told me what he saw out of  his window. He 
told me that how he saw men and women dressed in teal scrubs crisscrossing the sidewalk like 
madmen, how sometimes he saw his friend from three rooms down meandering along, his body 
still strong enough to walk, but not enough to do so without a cane, how seagulls from miles 
away would visit him and sit in the trees. He would tell me this, every morning, but I never told 
him what I saw. I never told him how I saw his eyes sink into his skull, how his elbows became 
knobby under his skin.

 And then the day came when I started counting how long he wasn’t breathing. I passed 
243 seconds, then 1,000, then 10,000. And what I would give. God, what I would give to go back 
to the day we drove to the ocean.

 Sometimes people ask me about when I was dead, if  I saw God or any of  that. I don’t 
remember any of  it, really. What I do remember is this: the ocean’s horizon exactly seven miles 
off, the seagulls circling our March sky, the waves rolling over my head, and my brother as he held 
me.
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The Burial 
Shannon Grand 

Any excuse to get his tractor out.
0\�GDG�FUXLVHV�DFURVV�WKH�ÀHOG
on his 1,800-pound red Mahindra Max 26XL,
the cat carrier with its small cargo
in his lap. He’ll use the high carbon steel
auger attachment to dig the hole.
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Lucy Li, Exhale
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Tequila 
Shannon Grand 

The gas station lime juice
pours red into their plastic cups,
already half  full. Fumbling
with the salt, his friend splashes
crystals into the seat, tries again –
a pinch on his steering wheel hand.
They toast as the light turns green.
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Amruth Sriperumbudur, Anabelle
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Onteora Boulevard
Katie Leonard

 We were standing knee deep in snow on an overpass when he told me he loved me 
IRU�WKH�ÀUVW�WLPH��,W�ZDV�WKH�ELJJHVW�VWRUP�ZH�KDG�HYHU�VHHQ��DQG�LW�IHOW�OLNH�PD\EH�WKH�ZRUOG�ZDV�
ending. Everything was white. The landscape I knew so well was rewritten by the ceaseless snow-
storm. It was the same, but brand new. We were the same, but brand new.

 I was wearing these old snow boots my mom pulled out of  our fake cedar closet, and 
the cold was leaking in. My socks were slowly getting soaked and I couldn’t feel my toes, but he 
didn’t care.

 He called me at 6:00 that morning. He didn’t say that much. Just to put on something 
ZDUP�DQG�WR�EH�UHDG\�WR�JR�RXW�LQ�ÀIWHHQ�PLQXWHV��,�OLVWHQHG��+H�QHYHU�UHDOO\�GHPDQGHG�DQ\WKLQJ��
so when he told me to do something, I did it. No questions asked. Which I later learned was not a 
smart way to live, but I was young and hopeful.

 Sure enough, he was outside of  my house at 6:15 sharp with a thermos of  hot choco-
ODWH�DQG�DQ�H[WUD�JORYH�EHFDXVH�KH�NQHZ�KRZ�EDG�,�ZDV³DQG�VWLOO�DP³DW�NHHSLQJ�WKLQJV�LQ�SDLUV�

� ´5HDG\"µ�KH�DVNHG�LQ�OLHX�RI �D�JUHHWLQJ��+H�VHHPHG�QHUYRXV��MLJJOLQJ�KLV�ZHLJKW�IURP�KLV�
right foot and back to his left. His question felt bigger than it was. Like it was important. Like I 
had to answer correctly.

 I smiled. “Yes,” I said with the solemnity and pretention only a teenager knows. And he 
smiled back, thrusting the thermos into my hands.

 “Let’s go, then.” He turned abruptly, taking off  ahead of  me.

 It wasn’t until twenty minutes into our trek that I thought to ask where we were going.

 You’ll see,” he said, not fully turning around.

 “Okay, but seriously,” I said, a hint of  whine creeping into my voice.

� ´:H·UH�DOPRVW�WKHUH�µ�KH�VDLG�ÀUPO\�

 “Alright,” I said, pouting.

 Ten minutes later we arrived at the overpass.

 “We’re here,” he said, turning around to look at me.

� ´+HUH"µ�,�DVNHG�LQFUHGXORXVO\�
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 “Yes. Here.”

� ´2ND\"µ

 “Okay.”

� ´:K\�KHUH"µ�,�DVNHG��FRQIXVHG�

 He paused for a moment, and then walked over to the railing. He grasped the icy metal, 
peering over the edge at the deserted highway. “I always wanted to see what the highway looked 
like when there was no one on it,” he said simply.

� ´2ND\"µ

� ´:HOO��MXVW�WKLQN�DERXW�LW��:KDW�GLG�WKLV�ORRN�OLNH�EHIRUH�WKHUH�ZDV�D�KLJKZD\"�,�FDQ·W�
imagine it. But it’s easier to picture when there’s no one there. When it’s covered in snow.”

 I stepped up to the railing and peered over. There was nothing there. Just a thick layer 
of  snow covering up the asphalt so you couldn’t tell where the actual highway was. Like fondant. 
It was pristine and simple and beautiful in a way that I wasn’t expecting.

 “It’s pretty,” I said, and I meant it.

 “Yeah, it is,” he said.

� ´%XW�ZK\�VR�HDUO\"µ

 “I wanted to get here before the snow plows did. And because I like how lonely it is in 
the morning,” he said “Like we’re the only ones.” And if  anyone else in any other situation had 
said that, I would have laughed. But he was a mixture of  earnest and vulnerable that I hadn’t seen 
before, and I took his words as seriously as a sermon.

 “Oh,” I replied. I wasn’t sure what to say.

 So we stood like that for a while, staring down at a born again highway, watching noth-
ing continue to be nothing and it felt holy in the early morning light.

 We felt holy.

 And after the silence stretched into something deeper, something full of  promise and 
hope, he spoke.

 “I love you,” he said, keeping his eyes on the highway.

 “I love you too,” I said, and that was that. The words seemed like the logical out-
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come of  that morning, of  the pearly silences that seemed to shimmer with possibility.

 And he just took my hand, not saying anything else. And that was enough.

 We broke up six months later. He told me that he couldn’t do it anymore, that it was too 
PXFK��DQG�,�VDLG�WKDW�ZDV�ÀQH�DQG�FULHG�IRU�WKUHH�KRXUV�LQ�P\�URRP��,�QHYHU�WROG�KLP��+H�VDLG�KH�
wanted to remain friends, that I was important to him. I agreed.

 We didn’t. Not really. We went from in love to something else and the almost of  it hurt 
too much. He went from being everything to being someone I once knew.

 But whenever it snows I can’t help but think back to that day. It’s been close to twenty 
years at this point, but I can’t escape the endless feeling of  that morning. How the highway was 
perfect and bright and it seemed like forever. How anything could happen, and how it did. How 
I have never felt that way since. That mix of  impossible and improbable and being content with 
just standing there, looking at a familiar sight become foreign.
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Emma Karlok, Basements
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Prayer from Lake James Powerhouse
-DUHG�6DLQ�

Our Father who art in heaven
and in the perfect pattern
RI �WKH�H\H�RI �WKLV�KRUVH�Á\
forcefully nibbling on the
fearfully and wonderfully made
fat that hangs from my right triceps,
I want to know You like I know
the itch of  a lake mosquito bite
as the sun sets in late August.
I want to hear Your voice loud
as a bullfrog over a choir of  crickets,
yet soft as her breath in my ear
when she says, we shouldn’t be up here.
The dam below me thunders as it
PRUSKV�WKH�XQZLHOG\�ÁRZ�RI
lake water into a steady stream
powering a dryer as it tumbles wet towels,
heating the water over dirty dishes,
driving out the fear of  night as a
child down the road slumbers
beside the glow of  a night light.
I imagine You must be like this,
a mighty powerhouse roaring above us,
gradually forgotten as we learn
to rest easy in the dark.
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Meredith Emery, Remember the Time
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Pluff  Mud 
Holden Ruch 

$�ÁHVK\�WKLQJ��WKDW�ORZFRXQWU\�PXG��
Like the puckered lips of  a pig at its trough.
Guzzles the boots off  your feet like a boar
Sucks at its slop, but not to digest;
Each boot is preserved in the place that it rests.
Redneck quicksand, that lowcountry mud,
Too sun-drunk to suffocate any child.
Grips the willowy hairs on their legs,
7KHLU�VZLPVXLWV�GHÀOHG��PXFN�VWXFN�WR�WKHLU�WUXQNV��
The folds of  their toes chock-full of  the gunk.



Jonathan Burke, Crash Landing
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Connecting
-DQQD�&KLOGHUV

 “Perpetually tardy, I see.”

 Trish Mannova stood at the other end of  the room, but did not fail to see Amelia slide 
LQWR�WKH�VWXGLR��7KH�\RXQJ�GDQFHU�GURSSHG�KHU�EDJ�DQG�ÀQLVKHG�W\LQJ�EDFN�KHU�KDLU�MXVW�LQ�WLPH�WR�
meet Trish’s stare.

� ´,W�GRHVQ·W�GR�RQH�JRRG�LQ�WKLV�EXVLQHVV�WR�EH�ODWH��JLUO��:KDW�LI �WKLV�ZHUH�D�VKRZ"�
:RXOG�\RX�OHW�DQ�H[SHFWDQW�DXGLHQFH�VLW�DQG�ZDLW�ZKLOH�\RX�IXPEOHG�DURXQG�EDFNVWDJH"�:RXOG�
you let your partner hold his leg up in the air for ten minutes before you decided it was time to 
VKRZ�XS�DQG�FRQWLQXH�WKH�SLHFH"µ

 Amelia blinked.

� ´:HOO��ZRXOG�\RX"µ

 “No, ma’am.”

 “Then, I expect next time you give me the same respect you appear to have for your 
colleagues and customers.”

 Trish addressed the room. “We’re making art, people. It pains me to think that the 
people in this sacred studio don’t take it any more seriously than the world outside. We have two 
weeks until the Lincoln Center show. Let’s get to work.”

 Trish wanted to start choreographing the piece for the upcoming show, but nothing she 
tried with this group would satisfy her. It was like they had never danced together before, despite 
most of  them being in the same company for years.

 She closed her eyes, shook her head, and then looked to the accompanist.

� ´��������µ�VKH�VDLG��DQG�WKH�SLDQLVW�VWDUWHG��URFNLQJ�EDFNZDUG�DQG�IRUZDUG�WR�WKH�����
time of  the full-bodied piece.

 Trish walked around the room as the ten dancers went through their warm-up, stretch-
LQJ�DQG�VWUHQJWKHQLQJ�WKHLU�PXVFOHV�LQ�XQLVRQ��7KH�0DQKDWWDQ�PRUQLQJ�VXQ�ÀOWHUHG�WKURXJK�
the windows, making the dust sparkle as the dancers created wind with their limbs. Their joints 
FUDFNHG�DQG�WKHLU�EDUH�IHHW�VWXFN�WR�WKH�SDOH�ZRRG�ÁRRUV�DV�WKH\�WULHG�WKHLU�ÀUVW�WXUQV�RI �WKH�GD\��
Trish’s short hair was dyed a bright red, the only color to break the monochrome black of  her 
GDLO\�RXWÀW��7ULVK�URDPHG�WKURXJK�WKHP��ZULQJLQJ�KHU�ZULQNOHG�KDQGV�DQG�VWHSSLQJ�FDUHIXOO\��OHG�
by the heel of  her foot, hips following and long neck lingering to examine the dancer in the back.
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Trish Mannova did not like Amelia. Trish had not wanted to accept her into the company.

 “She doesn’t get it, Paul,” she had said to the artistic director. “She doesn’t have the 
spirit.”

 “Well, spirit must be lacking here in the big city. She’s the best dancer we’ve seen in a 
long while. She’s strong. Her lines are impeccable. She picked up the phrase more quickly than 
anyone else at the audition.”

 “Pick any old ballerina and they can do the same things she can. They can all do fou-
ettes for hours, Paul. She’s not that special. She doesn’t know why she moves. She’s empty.”

 “You can’t say that. You haven’t ever talked to the poor girl.”

� ´%XW�,·YH�VHHQ�KHU�GDQFH��$QG�WKDW·V�D�ODQJXDJH�,·P�ÁXHQW�LQ�µ

 Now, Trish turned to stand directly in front of  Amelia. She looked at the dancer and 
QRWLFHG�KRZ�VKH�KHOG�KHU�EUHDWK�DQG�QHYHU�OHW�KHU�ÀQJHUV�PRYH�IURP�WKHLU�SRUFHODLQ�OLNH�SRVLWLRQ��
Like a doll with no life behind her eyes.

***

� ´6KH�GRHVQ·W�KDWH�\RX��$PHOLD��:KR�FRXOG�KDWH�VRPHRQH�DV�EHDXWLIXO�DV�\RX"µ

� 7KH�ZHLJKW�RI �$PHOLD·V�FKLQ�ERUH�GRZQ�RQ�KHU�ÀVW�DV�VKH�JODQFHG�XS�DW�-RH\�IURP�WKH�
kitchen counter. He turned his head from the stove to give Amelia a goofy grin, waiting for her to 
smile back.

 “Joey, she does. She really does.” Amelia continued, her jaw still clenched. “She yells at 
me. She makes me do things the other dancers don’t have to. She literally will stand in front of  
me and just glare while I’m trying to warm-up.”

 “Well, maybe she’s just jealous. Because you’re so talented.”

 “No. That’s dumb. She used to be beautiful. She’s danced all over the world with the 
some of  the most famous choreographers. She’s not jealous.”

 “Well, Amelia. I don’t know what you want me to say. Why don’t you just go put your 
dance stuff  back in our room and relax. Dinner will be ready in ten. I’ll come get you.”

 “Joey, this is a real problem. I can’t just take of  my shoes and relax. What am I sup-
SRVHG�WR�GR"�7KH�SHUVRQ�ZKR�KROGV�WKH�IDWH�RI �P\�FDUHHU��RI �P\�ZKROH�IXWXUH��LV�WRUWXULQJ�PH�
every day and has been for the past month.”

� ´:K\�GRQ·W�\RX�TXLW�WKHQ"µ
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 “I can’t quit.”

� ´:K\�QRW"�<RX·UH�QRW�D�PRGHUQ�GDQFHU��DQ\ZD\V��<RX·UH�D�EHDXWLIXO�EDOOHULQD�µ

 Amelia stood up. She looked at Joey’s back moving beneath his navy cotton shirt as he 
chopped the red peppers in unequal squares. He scraped the peppers into his hand and dropped 
them into the pan, resulting in a loud hiss as he stepped quickly back from the splatter of  hot oil.

� ´:KRD�µ�-RH\�VDLG�� $́OPRVW�JRW�PH��GLGQ·W�LW"µ

 He smiled again at Amelia.

 “Yeah,” she said, looking at the ground. “Almost.”

 Joey reached out to Amelia and pulled her close to him. “I’m sorry that dance is hard 
ULJKW�QRZ�µ�KH�VDLG�DQG�NLVVHG�KHU�RQ�WKH�IRUHKHDG��´%XW��LW·OO�DOO�ZRUN�RXW��ULJKW"µ

 She stepped back and looked up at him. A half-smile was still plastered on Joey’s face, 
but as their eyes met, Amelia wondered if  she had ever really seen him before. After a year of  
living together, he still always looked put-together. His dark hair still somehow stayed in just 
the right place without any gel and his hands were never too dry or too clammy. But, when she 
looked into his eyes, she felt herself  exerting a great amount of  energy to ignore a stomach-turn-
ing loneliness. Even though he was there, she still felt alone.

***

� $PHOLD·V�ULJKW�DUP�ÁXQJ�WR�WKH�EHGVLGH�WDEOH�WR�VWRS�WKH�EX]]LQJ�DODUP��+HU�KDQG�
found her phone and brought it to her face. Her eyes adjusted to the screen as she made sure to 
JHW�ULG�RI �DOO�WKH�UHG�QRWLÀFDWLRQV�WKDW�KDG�SRSSHG�XS�RYHUQLJKW��+HU�H\HV�VFDQQHG�D�IHZ�PHVVDJ-
es from old friends who wanted to catch up. She quickly scrolled through the list of  names she 
didn’t recognize of  people liking photos and statuses and tweets.

 “I don’t know any of  these people.”

� $PHOLD�FKHFNHG�WKH�WLPH��������´6KLW�µ

 Joey had gotten up early for work and left some crumpled sheets and lingering smell of  
stale coffee. Amelia pushed herself  up and hurried into the kitchen.

 She threw a water bottle into her bag, grabbed her shoes and almost forgot to lock the 
door as she left the apartment. Luckily she could catch the L train just a couple of  blocks down. 
The commute from Bushwick to Manhattan was about 35 minutes with a 15-minute walk to the 
VWXGLR��$PHOLD�ZHQW�RYHU�WKH�PDWK�LQ�KHU�KHDG��1RSH��QR�ZD\�VKH�ZRXOG�EH�WKHUH�E\���

 After securing a seat on the train, Amelia searched for the podcast she had been listen-
ing to and put her headphones into her ears. She found it. A reading of  Martha Graham’s essay, 
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“An Athlete of  God.” Amelia listened. She wanted to believe the words of  this woman, who was 
worshipped by so many of  her peers, and especially by Trish. She wanted to be successful in the 
company she was in now, so different than her dreams of  Juilliard and American Ballet Theatre. 

 She wanted to earn the respect of  her teachers and peers. She was a hard worker. Ame-
lia remembered how she had stretched every spare moment of  the day when she was eight years 
ROG��MXVW�VR�VKH�ZRXOG�EH�WKH�ÀUVW�RQH�LQ�KHU�FODVV�DEOH�WR�GR�D�VSOLW��$QG�WKHQ�VKH�KDG�JLYHQ�XS�
public school so she could be at the studio more often. She even moved to New York when she 
ZDV�����OHDYLQJ�KHU�IDPLO\�LQ�WKHLU�VPDOO�&RQQHFWLFXW�WRZQ�

 But, Graham’s words just sounded like too much. She spoke of  spirit and holiness as 
if  dance was some higher form of  art than any other. Graham seemed pretentious to Amelia. A 
crazy old woman with too much hair.

 Amelia heard the two-toned ring as the train slowed. “14th Street Station.” She made 
herself  thin, slipped out of  the train and fell in step with the crowd climbing the stairs to sun-
light.

 Amelia’s long legs carried her quickly through the Chelsea neighborhoods. Her pin-
straight hair caught the late autumn breeze, and her chestnut strands erupted. Gotta tie that back 
before class.

� 6KH�FKHFNHG�KHU�SKRQH��������:HOO��,·P�QRW�ODWH�\HW��6KH�VWDUWHG�GDUWLQJ�WKURXJK�FURZGV�
on the sidewalk and veered to the far left to bypass other walkers. She was moving remarkably 
fast. She noticed the brick buildings and tall glass doors blur beside her as she pushed forward, all 
the while trying to keep her bag from slipping down her arm and messing with her aerodynamics.

 She spotted a roadblock ahead. A wide man with large bags was walking right in the 
middle of  the sidewalk. She slowed her pace a little so as not to slam directly into him. She veered 
WR�WKH�ULJKW�³�ZURXJKW�LURQ�JDWHV�IRU�WKH�QH[W�WKUHH�EORFNV��6KH�YHHUHG�EDFN�WR�WKH�OHIW�³D�
VWHDG\�VWUHDP�RI �WUDIÀF�DQG�D�OLQH�RI �SDUNHG�FDUV��6KH�ZDONHG�GLUHFWO\�EHKLQG�KLP�QRZ��KRSLQJ�
when they crossed the next block, her path would open up. She looked at the back of  the head 
of  this man, who stood about a half  foot lower than Amelia. He had dark curls that bounced a 
little as he walked. A black cord with several tangles ran up from his pocket and connected to 
his massive headphones. His brown sweatshirt had a light stain on the hood and was well-worn 
DURXQG�WKH�KHP��+LV�MHDQV�GLGQ·W�ÀW�ULJKW��ORRVH�LQ�VRPH�SODFHV�DQG�WLJKW�LQ�RWKHUV��+LV�QHFN�
bobbed slightly with every step he took, and Amelia wondered if  he was bobbing to the music or 
the hollow clap of  his feet against the sidewalk. She watched his feet and felt her body falling into 
the rhythm of  his steps. Right, left, right, left. The deep sound of  his heavy combat boots and 
the light tap of  her sneakers melded into one amidst the chatter of  the city. Amelia’s neck started 
to bob, too. Jutting slightly forward as it went up and down. And then she noticed the man’s 
shoulders rising slowly and falling quickly. Two steps to breathe in, one step to breathe out, one 
step, rest. Two steps, in, step, out, step, rest.

 Amelia and the man were walking at the same pace, one behind the other. Two specks 
in sync in the disorder around them. Amelia wondered if  their hearts were beating the same, too. 
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Two quick bursts of  blood and life to two bodies separated only by distance.

� $́PHOLD��:KHUH�DUH�\RX�JRLQJ"µ

 Amelia stopped on the sidewalk and looked over to see Dan, another dancer, running 
toward her.

 “You just passed the studio,” he said.

 “Oh, right.” Amelia noticed the buildings around her were unfamiliar. “Must’ve not 
been paying attention.”

 She turned around and ran with Dan back one block to the studio.

 “Trish is going to kill us, you know. She hates it when people are late.” Dan was breath-
ing heavily. Amelia wondered how long he had been running.

***

 “Amelia, come here,” Trish said, with her head turned away from the dancers.

 Amelia walked forward.

� ´:RXOG�\RX�SOHDVH�KHOS�PH�ZLWK�D�GHPRQVWUDWLRQ"�,W�VHHPV�WKDW�ZH�DUH�DOO�KDYLQJ�WURX-
ble connecting with one another.”

 Amelia nodded, trying to smile at Trish even though the woman refused to make eye 
contact with her.

 “Okay,” Trish said, turning to face Amelia, head on. “I’m going to make contact with 
you, and I want you to react with movement.”

 Amelia nodded again, this time not even able to fake a smile. She didn’t know what 
7ULVK�PHDQW��5HDFW�ZLWK�PRYHPHQW"�:KDW�GLG�WKDW�PHDQ"�6KH�ZDWFKHG�DV�7ULVK·V�EODFN�VRFN�VOLG�
DORQJ�WKH�ÁRRU��JHWWLQJ�FORVHU�WR�$PHOLD·V�IRRW��OLIWLQJ�RII �WKH�ÁRRU�DQG�WDSSLQJ�WKH�EDFN�RI �$PH-
lia’s calf.

 Amelia didn’t move.

� ´*LUO��ZKDW�DUH�\RX�GRLQJ"�5HDFW��GR�VRPHWKLQJ�µ�7ULVK·V�KDQGV�ZHUH�LQ�ÀVWV��´7DON�WR�
me with your movement.”

 This time Trish twisted her arm around and tapped Amelia’s hip with her elbow. Amelia 
jutted her hip to the other side.
 
� ´*RRG��JRRG��1RZ�ZKDW�GRHV�WKH�UHVW�RI �\RXU�ERG\�GR"�'R�\RXU�DUPV�PRYH�ZLWK�\RXU�
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KLSV"�:KDW�DERXW�\RXU�OHJV��\RXU�WRUVR��\RXU�QHFN"µ

� $PHOLD�OHW�KHU�KLS�FDUU\�KHU�EDFNZDUG�DQG�KHU�ULJKW�DUP�ÁRDWHG�XSZDUG�WR�WDS�7ULVK·V�
shoulder. Trish spiraled around, looking upward and then shot her knee up to touch the back of  
$PHOLD·V��ZKLFK�PDGH�$PHOLD·V�OHIW�OHJ�VRIWHQ�DQG�KHU�ULJKW�OHJ�ÁLQJ�IRUZDUG��KHU�WRH�QXGJLQJ�
Trish’s chin.

 They moved along the front of  the studio, their bodies carving out space like letters on 
a page. They lunged and spun, moving more and more quickly, a hesitant conversation morphing 
into an argument.

 Their eyes bore into each other as their bodies sparred. The other dancers in the room 
had moved back to allow the two free range of  the studio. Then, Amelia straightened her back 
and gently put her hand on Trish’s shoulder. Trish stood, and their gazes softened.

 “Very good,” Trish said, the corners of  her mouth lifting slightly. She turned to the 
dancers.

 “You see, this thing we’re doing here isn’t just a walk in the park. We aren’t putting on 
a circus so kids can come and ogle at us. We are communicating with our audience. And we have 
important things to say. Our work isn’t easy. It’s brutal on the body and it’s even harder on the 
soul. Our art demands all of  us, all that we have to give. So, to start this piece, we must be honest 
with one another. Not with words. We walk in the realm of  words our whole lives. Let’s take it a 
VWHS�IXUWKHU��VKDOO�ZH"�/HW·V�EH�KRQHVW�ZLWK�RXU�PRYHPHQW�µ

 Amelia was breathing heavily, noticing how something had broken inside of  her. It was 
like she had forgotten she had swallowed a ball of  yarn until it completely unraveled inside of  her. 
Her heart was beating too fast and her breath was too hard to catch, but her muscles felt loose, 
DQG�LI �VKH�FORVHG�KHU�H\HV�DQG�OHW�KHU�KHDG�VSLQ�D�OLWWOH��VKH�WKRXJKW�VKH�ZDV�OLJKW�HQRXJK�WR�Á\�

 “Amelia,” Trish turned as Amelia opened her eyes. “Please stand in the center.”

 Amelia walked to the middle of  the room.

� ´/HW·V�EHJLQ�WKH�SLHFH��VKDOO�ZH"µ

***

 The lights broke the black as the curtains lifted. Heavy beams bore down on the stage 
as the dancers ran on from stage right. The light washed out the complexions of  the single line of  
GDQFHUV�DV�LW�LQWHQVLÀHG�

 Amelia stood in the center of  the stage, just as she had rehearsed in the studio. Her 



head hung down, but she could feel the stillness settle over the dancers beside her. She closed her 
eyes and waited as her lungs grew until her chest forced her head up. Movement rippled through 
KHU�ERG\��GLUHFWHG�E\�WKH�HEE�DQG�ÁRZ�RI �KHU�VWHDG\�EUHDWK��7KH�GDQFHUV�DURXQG�KHU�ZHUH�FDXJKW�
LQ�VWLOOQHVV��EXW�$PHOLD·V�ERG\�ZDV�OLTXLG��6KH�FKDVHG�HDFK�PRYHPHQW�WR�WKH�HQG�RI �KHU�ÀQJHUV��
open just wide enough to comb the air around them, until the stomach-punch of  an exhale drew 
her back in to herself, only for her hips to circle and her legs to reach out beneath her, leading to 
DQRWKHU�EXUVW��7KRXJK�KHU�PRYHPHQW�ZDV�IUDQWLF��$PHOLD�FRQÀQHG�KHUVHOI �WR�DQ�DUPV�OHQJWK�
radius, not touching another dancer, not drawing the audience’s attention to them. Each wave 
now came quicker. She reached higher and fell lower and threw her body more forcefully, dizzying 
herself  so the bright lights seemed to come from all directions.

 Then, she stopped. Her body was extended and frozen, breath held in a moment rigid 
with tension. Amelia waited here, listening for the breath of  those beside her. She drew herself  
up, faced the audience and began a phrase.

 As her right arm swung over her head, the dancer to her right began to follow. As their 
left arms reached forward, two more dancers joined in. Then four more torsos bent forward and 
DOO�WKH�GDQFHUV�ZHUH�WRJHWKHU��RQH�XQLW�ÁRDWLQJ�DFURVV�WKH�VWDJH��RQH�VHW�RI �OLPEV�PRYLQJ�XS�DQG�
down, left and right. Their simple movements so undistinguished they became one bright blob of  
PRYLQJ�PXVFOHV��RQH�ORQJ�H[KDOH�RI �IHHW�VOLGLQJ�DQG�VZHDW�ÁLQJLQJ�

 Then, the lights faded to black. The sounds slowly ceased. And the audience sat in 
stillness, listening to the heavy breathing of  the dancers, before nodding and clapping and rising 
to their feet as the curtain closed.
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Luzhou, Sichuan 
Kieran Patel 

This is a strange species of  weekday night,
The only things that live are taxicabs full
Of  the silent and the dreaming, the tired
and the needing. The green pools and all they protect.
Turtles and brown toads and tiny insects
5LIÁLQJ�WKURXJK�HPSW\�FDJHV�LQ�WKH�PDUNHW��RK�\HV�
Yes. Traces of  chicken blood like liquid
5XE\�ÁHFNHG�XS�WKLV�FRQFUHWH�VORSH��7KH
Futuristic and the anachronistic
Combed together, wetted, and set.

7KHUH�ZDV�D�FXUWDLQ�RI �ZHW�KHDW�OLNH³VRPH
Foreign coverlet moss netting in the
Gaps between trees, descending
Steam clouds, blue-gray exhaust, and the thick breath
Of  construction exhaled, perfectly through the little wedge
In the canopy. Visible and clear in the quick closing curtain.
Most of  it sifting down onto the spread leaves
Of  the trees instead of  my shoulders, maybe
Falling in that wedge behind me too. Like dust motes
,OOXPLQDWHG�E\�D�VOLFH�RI �ÁXRUHVFHQW�OLJKW
Through a plate-glass window. (Caught in it like headlights,
$�.LULQ��D�TLOLQ�IULJKWHQHG�E\�LWV�RZQ�ÀUH��

Gritty mud had sloshed up into the bed of  my sandals.
Made of  wet pebbles worked into a dust
By the quick motion of  my toes as we walked back,
On the little walkway up to the apartment.
A dust of  tarmac and loam, of  powdered grout
And Yangtze sediment. From the earth,
and by the earth. There is organic and synthetic
And in the end they are different, but once,
Before, they were the same. I squeezed
My toes in my sandals, and felt
The tiny bubbles of  dry rock in the mud.
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Xinyu Xu, Blank



On West Palm Beach
,VDEHOOH�6PLWK

$ORQJ�WKH�VKRUH�WKH�ELUGV�KDYH�ÀJXUHG�RXW
exactly how to walk in sand, although
I think I know that sand is not a place
to walk with my small feet and toes, eight toes
no ten, ten toes. I hold the biggest one
above the surface glittering where foam
VLWV�RQ�WKH�VDQG�DQG�UHÁHFWV�WKH�KDUVK�UD\V
of  mid-day Florida sun. As wispy blond
hairs blow across my cheeks and eyes, I squint
with a creased forehead at this greying man
holding me, gently, on his knee above
the scorching grains that swallow and suck in,
where now the herons walk, and plovers seem
to walk, as well, without descending deep
into a salt hell reserved for mountain babies
who visit empty beaches in spring months
RQO\�WR�ÀQG�WKHLU�WRHV�VK\LQJ�DZD\
from the hot sand, I hope won’t burn me when
he lowers me and I spread my ten toes wide
apart the way the three toed beach birds do.
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Erica Lores, Laundry Day
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Souvenir 
Paul Smith 
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For my Grandfather

Is it like running
through a fog like pea soup with car
URW�FKXQNV�ÁRDWLQJ�MXVW�EH
low the surface like a word crucial to the mean
ing of  a sentence lan- jus-      perched on the tip of  a ton
gue like dry heaves on a full sto
PDFK�OLNH�D�FOLPEHU�RQ�WKH�ÀUVW�GD\�RI �(YHU
est has dropped a hammer dropped a         hammer
like a klutz and is now clinging by the
ÀQJHUQDLOV�OLNH�SUHJ
nant glaciers overdue for calving like waking
beside the-  with- in- a     stranger with love in their eyes and tears on their
face like a deaf  mock  ingbird’s call like a class
ic, rewritten   like associations     by feel
LQJ�DQG�QRW��������PHPRU\"



Wheat Jesus: Colby, Kansas
-DUHG�6DLQ�

I drive past your gaze going 82 at 1 a.m.
headed east, towards a rest stop outside Hayes.
You peer softly from the golden wheat that surrounds you,
nibbles at your beard, conceals the scars
that mar your wrists and ankles.
In your right hand, seven wheat stems,
carefully chosen to reside in your clutch,
predestined to appear alongside you
on an obscure billboard outside Colby.
Pluck me, oh Lord of  Grain.
Uproot me from this driver’s seat,
let my Ford Escape buzz across the rumble strips
and careen into the withered corn stalks that line the highway.
I wish to be held in your steady grip like the wheat,
watching as the cars drive by
searching for a rest stop.
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C O N T R I B U T O R S

Elizabeth Beckman is a philosophy major from Louisville, Kentucky.

Matthew Blong�LV�D�ÀUVW�\HDU�FKHPLVWU\�PDMRU��+H�KDV�EHHQ�GUDZLQJ�DOO�KLV�OLIH�EXW�KDV�
HVSHFLDOO\�EHHQ�GHYHORSLQJ�DQG�UHÀQLQJ�KLV�VNLOOV�IRU�WKH�SDVW�WZR�\HDUV�ZKHQ�KH�WRRN�$3�$UW�
his junior and senior year of  high school. His favorite part of  his art is the expression he can 
make visually and the stories he can tell with a single picture.

Jonathan Burke�LV�D�VHQLRU�DQFLHQW�PHGLHYDO�KLVWRU\�PDMRU�IURP�0DUOERURXJK��0DVVDFKX-
VHWWV��+H�LV�FXUUHQWO\�SUDFWLFLQJ�ZRUN�LQ�DOO�ÀHOGV�RI �SKRWRJUDSK\�ZKLOH�RIIHULQJ�KLV�VHUYLFHV�
DV�D�IUHHODQFH�SKRWRJUDSKHU��+H�KRSHV�WR�SXUVH�D�FDUHHU�LQ�WKLV�ÀHOG�ZKLOH�JHWWLQJ�WR�WUDYHO�
the world in doing so. 

Janna Childers is a senior from the small town of  Dallas, North Carolina. She studies jour-
nalism and global studies with a minor in creative writing. In elementary school, she would 
often read at inappropriate times during the school day, much to the dismay of  her teachers 
ZKHQ�VKH�ZRXOG�LQHYLWDEO\�UXQ�LQWR�VLGHZDON�SROHV�RU�JHW�KLW�LQ�WKH�IDFH�E\�Á\LQJ�GRGJH�EDOOV�

Meredith Emery is a sophomore studio arts major at UNC. Balancing her studio practice 
between mixed media sculpture, ceramic sculpture, and painting, Meredith’s artwork is con-
ceptually informed by ideas of  the ephemeral in nature, life, and memory.

Patrick Fiorilli is a senior comparative literature major and creative writing minor from Ro-
anoke Rapids, North Carolina. In addition to writing poetry, he writes and performs comedy, 
and often gets confused about the difference.   

Shannon Grand is a senior majoring in global studies and Spanish with a creative writing 
minor. She is from Atlanta, Georgia. 

Emma Haseley is originally from Charlotte, North Carolina, but spent the last year 
studying in Washington, D.C. A sophomore double-majoring in history and sociology with 
a minor in studio art, Emma loves learning and creating art. Specializing in colored pencil 
portraits, Emma has also completed a colored-pencil map portfolio and a black and white 
photography portfolio. For more on Emma’s art, photography, and baking, please check out 
her website at www.enhart.weebly.com.



Emma Karlok is a junior majoring in environmental studies with minors in marine sciences 
and social & economic Justice. She has experimented with various artistic mediums through-
out her life, from ceramics to acrylic painting. Most recently, she has been interested in 
collages and mixed media. Art serves as her alternate form of  self-expression when she isn’t 
focused on wildlife conservation and ecology. 

Katie Leonard is a sophomore from Asheville, North Carolina majoring in English and 
history. She has previously been published in Nowhere Magazine, and is a reader for The 
Carolina Quarterly. Her talents include having her middle name be the same as her major, 
which opens up a lot of  pun opportunities, as well as not being able to whistle. 

Lucy Li is a senior history major from Bethlehem, Pennsylvania who is passionate about 
being passionate. 

Erica Lores is a junior who has a passion for the arts. She grew up in Miami, Florida and 
attended Miami Dade College before continuing to pursue a bachelor’s degree in studio art. 
Erica primarily expresses her ideas through photography and drawing but does not limit 
herself  and has worked with a great variety of  other mediums. Through her art, Erica hopes 
to share her vision of  the world.

Wyatt McNamara is a junior from Wolfeboro, New Hampshire majoring in English litera-
ture.

Kieran Patel LV�D�ÀUVW�\HDU�PDMRULQJ�LQ�ELRFKHPLVWU\��KRSLQJ�WR�SXUVXH�D�FUHDWLYH�ZULWLQJ�
minor. When she isn’t studying, she enjoys cooking for friends and playing Pokemon. 

Sydney Ponthier is a senior English major and creative writing minor from Mooresville, 
North Carolina. She likes writing about weird roadside attractions and has an addiction to 
pad thai.

Holden Ruch is a Sophomore from Oak Ridge, North Carolina. Their major is undecided. 



Jared Sain is from Morganton, a small town in the foothills of  North Carolina. He is a 
senior religious studies major. His personal faith and upbringing are both major themes in 
his work.

Isabelle Smith is a sophomore geography major from Asheville, North Carolina. This fall, 
WKH\�DUH�GU\LQJ�ÁRZHUV�DQG�ZDVKLQJ�URRWV�

Paul Smith is a senior dramatic arts major, and is a member of  the honors poetry writing 
class. He is from Asheboro, North Carolina.

Amruth Sriperumbudur is a freshman pursuing majors in computer science and behav-
LRUDO�ÀQDQFH�ZLWK�D�PLQRU�LQ�SROLWLFV��SKLORVRSK\��DQG�HFRQRPLFV��:KHQ�QRW�SLJJLQJ�RXW�RQ�
Franklin Street or at the dining halls, he enjoys, among other things, rowing for the UNC 
men’s crew team, working for his peers in student government, and sitting on the curb with 
friends in front of  Insomnia Cookies with milk and cookies.

Jubal Strube is a senior studio art major who uses photography as a means to document the 
world around him. His goal is to make photographs that draw viewers into the now. Jubal is 
inspired by the moments we lose to memory. This collection of  work comes from his desire 
to preserve important and beautiful moments in his life.

Samantha Wadsworth is a junior studio art and  media production double major with a mi-
nor in Writing for the Screen and Stage from Wilmington, North Carolina. She adores Dave 
(JJHUV��DQG�KHU�ÀUVW�FRQFHUW�ZDV�WKH�Camp Rock 2 World Tour.
 

Xinyu Xu is a statistics and economics major and a member of  the class of  2020. Pursuing 
DUWV�LV�RQH�RI �;LQ\X·V�JRDOV��6LQFH�JURZLQJ�XS�LQ�D�VWXGLRXV�HQYLURQPHQW��VKH�ÀQDOO\�GHFLGHG�
to follow her heart and do something different at university.
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