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" As cherry blossoms bloom on branches across campus, so
‘ emerges our twelfth beautiful issue of Future Histories!

Like a garden, our magazine has flourished at a remarkable rate. What
beganasastapledzinein Tisch—developedintoaten-personeffortbythe
time our graduating seniors joined in Fall 2021—has since blossomed to
encompasstheworkof overahundred writers, artists, editors,designers,
staff, and content reviewers each year. It is a result of the passion and
commitment of this creative community that these once-barren pages
are now filled with dozens of stunning spreads for you to explore.

So: we invite you, reader, to stroll through the grounds of our magazine.
Whether you’re lounging on the grass, a sun-soaked couch, or the shaded
roots of a beech tree, these pages are yours to escape into. We hope
you’ll be as awed as us to experience the endless, artistic prowess of our
contributors, as well as the level of care and devotion our staff has put
' into cultivating it. Our garden, as always, is filled with amazing voices.

And although many of us are leaving Future Histories—some
temporarily, some forever—we trust in the perennial passion and
creativity of the community that sustains it. This project, sown long
before us, will continue to thrive once we’re gone. So once again,
thank you to all the writers, artists, staff, content reviewers, and
readers. We are able to print and grow this magazine because of you.

With Endless Love and Dedication,
Jay & Antonia
FH Co-Chairs
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This is a temporary home, my love .

by Chloe Cheng

Glow in the dark stars I was raised to gaze up at,
on the ceiling I have hoped
would cave in.

This bed that once suffocated me. - :
I let it engulf me until I was a wrinkle in the fabric, . -
a dent in the foam.

I had never been one to fantasize about the future.
Still, I swallow my medication with water from a chipped glass, d
stained by yesterday’s lipstick. —

These four walls won’t be my home forever. T
T’ll grow up and move into a new house,
sleep in a new bed.

Il get patterned sheets and I'll get e —————




every time we meet, they're realer yet,
growing as if independent of my breath

the man smiles, and i think of endless nights
spent perfecting the turn of his head

a smudge on my page,
a glimmer of the blade
they mirror each stroke i make

by Megan Amero and so i look at him

this wondrous being

born from the human brain
built up by my carefulhands

) i think of what i-am bound to do,

it starts like always: empty white.

i awaken the sky; the stars
my hand swings in a broad stroke'of light
the sun winks in, then a soft swath of clouds 4

blanketing the horizon, hushing dawn’s glow \,; IRERINSE WETRR 41T TE

\R

4 i think of how much i*love him,
Q how my-heart wants to 'split
\

N (the dagger hangs still, kissing gravity

we must have landinext:
my fingers move, and earth rises

up from blankness, there is stone, =N dih g N
and then hills and beautiful black dirt angemen RlyqwRacl iy
and i shoet him dead.

\ Noa)
i paint the statues; the streets {\\ ‘ﬂ

blooming plazas and crooked alleyways R\ d
new-life ivy bursting from seams of stucco

=R

miles away, the not-yet-sea calls out
for my attention, and i give that, too
salt air reaches my lungs and
f the whole city is alive, breathing
-}

and then the people, springing up
like flowers bursting from the bulb or
stepping sideways out of walls, you'll never know

i set them before me, the ones
this place was made for; (
arrange them in tableau, just so: <
the woman with the knife, and the man in her embrace

Jh7




A procession of black SUVs rotated around the end of the cul-de-sac when
Anne’s mom’s Lexus scraped gracefully into the driveway of 1431 Saxon Place. It was
Orly Levy’s 8th end-of-school-year Coachella-themed pool party. As kids hopped out for
the festivities, they were greeted by faceless servants who provided them with wristbands
and smoothies in plastic cups. Anne took her virgin pifa colada, garnished with a fresh
flower and served with a red squiggly straw, and was transported straight to Palm Springs
(Orly’s backyard).

She surveyed the crowd. By the fence and tucked in a hedge stood the mandatory
invites. They stood in a circle, knees and elbows covered for modesty, and discussed the
latest Marvel film. Orly and her cohort of indistinguishable friends stood on the patio by
the house in white denim shorts and bikini tops that advertised their recently developed
breasts. Near them were the popular girls Anne had befriended earlier in the school year.
She approached the girls, and they greeted her earnestly.

After a few minutes of chat, they were joined by Tim. He was an anomaly;
able to socialize with anyone without having any close friendships, save for his curious
relationship with Anne. They could talk for hours about odd things like the origins of
Lyme disease, relative consistencies of genital secretions, their futures, and their mutual
fear of mediocrity. The popular girls filtered out of the group until only the two of them
remained.

“Who wanted this?” Tim asked as he looked out on the affair. Servants meandered
about the crowd, taking photos and braiding people’s hair. A row of various food trucks
dotted the yard. A D]J filled the air with a seamless mix of the day’s uncensored hits,
providing an opportunity for second-tier popular boys to sing along with the n-word.

“Remember her bat mitzvah?” Anne said. A little over a year ago, Orly’s
womanhood had been marked by a ceremony that included several cirque-du-soleil
performers. They laughed at the memory.

Tim decided he wanted food, so he grabbed a slider from the In-N-Out knockoff
next to the temporary tattoo booth. Anne followed swit, and aft : ting a lukewarm
cheese quesadilla from the boho California—themedh igrated towards the
trampoline, where a few of her acquaintances were bo Among them was David,
a short little prick from Connecticut whose grand assholery could Sort of be explained as
a product of his parents’ messy divorce. Who cared if he unhooked her bra in the lunch
line if his Wall Street Dad was coked out at a parent-teacher conference?

f_-hg




Suddenly, the soundscape of music and trampoline bouncing and chatter was
interrupted by a loud, deep yell from across the yard. They looked over to find Rob,
whose pants had been ripped down a few seconds before. He quickly pulled them back up
and laughed loudly. Rob was unexpectedly a good kid, and despite his evangelical parents
he could coherently describe the merits of socialism. He had always fascinated Anne, and
they’d become mild friends in English class that year.

By late May, the weather in Westchester was warm but not so much that one
would want to go swimming. A mass of about fifteen bodies hovered on the deck, their
eyes anxiously darting around to see if anyone else would be the first to venture into the
pool. Anne went to join them, inhaling the crisp chlorine air tinged with the sunscreen
some loser had put on earlier.

Before Anne stood a collection of boys. She watched Derrick peel off his black
American Eagle V-neck to reveal his twinky pubescent frame. His voice, though it had
gotten deeper over the years, still retained a shrill nasal frequency that made her skin
crawl. He moved like a newt slinking around a watering hole. He mounted the inflatable
swan and loudly splashed his way to the center of the pool. This was bizarre behavior
for a boy — swan floats are traditionally reserved for girls — but Derrick was a maverick, a
rule-breaker, and a jokester. The commotion invigorated the other boys, who one-by-one
leapt into the pool to join him.

Anne and the bummers pretended to ignore the eruption of behavior just a few
feet away and continued to fill the air with faux laughter and gossip about the grade’s
even lower tier freaks. Anne learned that two of said freaks — Liam and Nory — had
secretly been dating for over two months. While this was surprising (Nory was obviously a
lesbian and Liam came from a Republican family), Anne need not care about their lame
frivolities.

By this point, the boys in the pool had begun to feel a bit uncomfortable in their
homoerotic wrestling, so they beckoned at the girls to join. The smart ones, who had been
starving themselves since Tuesday, were the first to join, gracefully stepping in the pool
and modestly folding their arms across their stomachs, not wanting to make the other girls
feel bad for their imperfect physiques. The rest awkwardly shuffled around, scavenging for
excuses. Emily’s new hair treatment couldn’t get wet for a few days or else the chemical
straightener would come out. Julia didn’t want to risk the cancer associated with chlonne

exposure (her mom had just sent her an article). Anne locked eyes across the pool
Riley. ’

..continue reading at futurehistorieslit.org



An English Sonnet
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The daylight heavy hangs upon—
As pale pedantic sneers defile—
The kingdom of the great white sun.

The servants stoop in shadowed bends
To pepper brambled snowy fields
As burnished blood stains purple skin.

The moon adorns her starry hood
To bottle sunlight spilled along
The tunnels, trails, and railroad tracks.

The captains bind the black sheep taut
To white ships sailing bloodied seas
As princes barter flesh and bone.

The black-soled boy sees men arrive
To slay the cow and steal her calves
And leave the madman to be king.

The mammoth fears the mouse for whom
The pebbles tumbling down the path
Appear as boulders raising death.

The foreign lands are home to none
For every king goes mad at once
And slaughters hens inside their coop.

The Queen attends her young at home—
And million children across the sea—

Whose souls survived the white sun’s whip.

art | Phoebe 0 ‘
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I have a new girlfriend.

Not much has changed. My hands still slick themselves with sweat when I
hold hands with her. My back still hurts and my shoulders still ache. My
head still buzzes. 4 lot has changed. I am happier than I have been in a long
time. I have someone to smoke with. I feel like I've been here before,
either years ago or years in the future. She likes to hover right in front of
my lips, teasing a kiss, and I can feel her breath on mine, brushing against
me. I will miss this when it 1s gone.

Too often I convince myself not much has changed. I was so confident that

falling in love was serene, like the rush of beta-endorphins that dulls

the squeezing in my lower back after a drag on a Newport. My brain is
drowning in acetylcholine and serotonin and I never really want to stop. I
can feel it pushing up against the walls of this vessel, liquid as it always is,
my gray matter shaping itself to be whatever twists another smile out of
her face. 7oo oflen I convince myself everything is different. Falling in love is like
killing yourself; I will never stop thinking about it, I chase it like a dream
forgotten, I turn it around my head like tumbling stones. It has always
been like this and it always will. I've been here before, I think. My white
matter fragments itself, myelinated axons stretching meters long, trying
to hold together shattered tissue strewn miles apart, scrambling to shout
signals through rotten soma across long-separated synapses, screaming at
me to hold onto this until my knuckles whiten and she rips herself from
me, horrified.

1 find myself thinking too much about the future. My mind works through
millions of different outcomes, not so much as leaping to conclusions
but rather right over them, jetting past them to draw wild fantasies and
nightmares about what will happen to us. A trillion futures that don’t
exist flash before my eyes, too quick to process, but long enough to lodge
a stone in my throat and tighten my chest. Blurry vignettes of loneliness
take form as specters, will-o-wisps of pure angst glowing like supernovae
in my eyes. I feel the red-hot tears stream down my face for no particular
reason, and I go to work. 7 find myself thinking too much about the past.



I have an old new girlfriend partner.

It hardly matters if they were my old new partner or my old new
boyfriend or my old mom or my old new dad or my old new aunt or my
old new uncle or my old new teacher—we twisted together like caducean
snakes, serpentine in our love. Every memory blurs together; melted film
emulsions like I've left them stuck in the projector gate for too long. I rip
into my skin and drip the past out via cannula, vacationing in Clearwater
and windy, gleeful road trips to Sandy Hook mix into a slurry with nights

5 v of desperate pleading and unadulterated rage. Like wax I molded myself, &
) and like wax I melted and intertwined with their fabric. I thought it
; would be like this forever, and I was right.

I have a new new girlfriend.

I have been here before, in the future, at least. I am unstuck in time,

my mind reeling back and forth between a concrete-street past and a
future like the top of a skyscraper. I fall from the future into the past like
a jumper; I turn to red mist and my white matter stretches out again,
and it happens all over. My past is the primer of a sabot slug round,

the future the wall behind my head, and I am the sabot itself, spinning
through the barrel of a Remington 870, slamming into my own skull in
the present at 1,500 feet per second, ripping my skull open and slamming
the fragments into the future. The bones bounce backwards, reforming
my skull exactly, and the sabot flies back into the barrel, reverse-rifling
back into the shell, and it happens all over.

Everything is different and everything is the same. I am sand being
tossed off of dunes and she is the cloud that forms over the Gobi from
those dunes, or maybe it is the opposite. It’s a sunshower outside and
my old new partner is the clouds and I am the tiger and my new new
/e girlfriend is the fox. She glows like St. EImo’s fire off of the spires ripping
s through the dark, coronas of electrostatic discharge burning into my
eyelids—I have never wanted to keep my eyes open more. I stand on
my toes to press myself into her and I feel the sabot ripping through my
hard palate and I feel myself lurch from the concrete streets onto the
building’s edge but I close my eyes and anchor myself into the Now and
I will be adamant that everything is different, and that everything is the
same, and I never want it to end.

'; photo | Mimi Zhang



by Elizabeth Chin

“Can I stop for a minute?”

I separated from the group and crept to the edge. The overlapping
crescendos of oceanwaves coated the rocky coast with white foam. A pocket
in the monotone blanket of clouds made way for a spotlight of sun off in the
distance. I had not expected such beauty from this hidden cove in Salcombe.
As if chained to a boulder beginning its descent into the void, I inched
inexorably closer to the mountain’s ridge. There I sat, atop a rock, the
wind threatening to push me from the ledge.
Feet dangling, I leaned into the beckoning of the ocean. The

- vastnes
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and simultaneously omnipotent. I closed my eyes. I was no longer on a cliff but engulfed
by the water. I had escaped the wind. The sound of the waves rippled through me,

gentle at first then quite unpleasantly violent. It thrashed, clawing its way into my skin,
burrowing a hole in its path. I felt myself collapsing—the way a wave folds and caves into
itself just as 1t’s about to reach its destination, its collective. In the ocean, a wave is but a
remnant. Yet, the ocean is all the wave knows.

I'looked to my skin, the traces of waves’ faded clawing, only visible by the
refracted light. I was instilled with an unsettling tinge, as if a fruit was ripening and
simultaneously rotting inside of me. Yet, I couldn’t tear myself from the rock. The
ocean—the paragon of beauty and terror—held me still. Oh, to be a wave, bound to
the ocean, finding its home after every crash. It seemed with that thought, the ocean
loosened its grip. I was called back to the trail. As I got up and turned away, my eyes
lingered on the lapping waves. The ocean had kept something of me and would stash it
away amongst the waves for my imminent return, my longing to fall once more.
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BY EMMA Look.

I believe in ghosts
because I still haunt
my childhood home.
My soul’s forever
bound to some unfinished
business I left behind.

I never figured out

if it was the neighbors,
whose faces I still can’t
quite recognize, always
obscured by a

tall wooden fence,

or if it was the hole
that my slipper left in
the glass door,

or maybe even the

TV in the garage,
where I would sit and watch
shows that mom would
never let me watch in the
living room.

All T know 1s when I drive past,
staring at the weeds

that overtake the front steps,

I see myself sitting there

a glass jar in one hand,

full of dirt, bugs,

and other undesirable things,
the other hand, waving as I pass
and even now,

I can’t help but wave back.
mima Mercure



I sing the ABCs till I get to “D,”
As I pour myself another drink

He explains how taking out a loan from our mortgage
Will pay the bills that keep rising

I explain how the lump sum sits pretty in the account
But just adds another ugly bill to pay off

Rab C...”
I pour myself another drink

He explains how he works two jobs and then some
And how it’s been hard since we lost you

I explain how I’ll finish school soon and save us
And how it’s been hard since we lost you

UB, C. 3¢
And we end our argument,
the way we always do:

I, more sober
He, more sour

And I realize, ‘4”
Always too late: “B”

I'd been filling his cup instead of mine “C”



(the part of) You whom I could not save
Laisten to me.

Can We agree that
We shouldn’t need Handguns

to get morning coffee?
It’s been a year now

and yet, I find myself
thinking about it, more than ever

(I know You do too).
Like last week, in Boston

when a noise, a person
Left me trembling in fear

heart racing eyes filled with tears
I remembered what happened.

And I thought of You.

A Letter to
the Part of
Us that

Still Tives.

After Matthew Olzmann | After Czestaw Mitosz
by Neeva Tull
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I think maybe parts of me die a little more
every day

I can’t see You
and make sure that you’re ok.

But We’re
just a couple of kids

bl

“Post-traumatic-stress-disorder’

And You were the one who
Cut me off.

1t could have been anyone,
it could have been me



Because
a coked out

gangster doesn’t care

about picking his victims, he doesn’t

distinguish be

fween

the innocent and the innocent.

I guess You

were just

on the wrong side

of the car

On the wro

ng night

(but it had to be You).

I hate that
Our bodies

our terror
saving it for|

for years

remembering

will always remember

later. For months,

to remind Us. It was October 22nd,
a parking lot, 5am

when We le

arned

what it feels like

to stare

down the barrel of a gun

Sincerely,

The one that ran away

19
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Gaze into my eyes, like boba p
tug softly at my cotton candy
My cherry lips you may sip, j
or savor my smooth taffy skin
your tongue radiates
saccharine nothings yo
speaks. Confections ta
of my fillings first, and

Black licorice binds my hea
flavor that not many favor to
Please eat, my love is just yo
you take. Don’t choke, knea
Consume till content, each
with my yearning, leave n

art | Ally Lee



Maybe I thought—
i I ‘whittled away
 the other parts of me
’(‘I have enough for what was left
I whittled
And whittled
Untl spine
pressed

a_ga.inst thin skin
) _Until 1t tried
“to push

! anent bruise on my tailbone
'iI' ‘was never enough
% -q,. to hold me up
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is a form of Programmed Cell Death, a physiological process used to eliminate unwanted cells

stage 1: caspase cascade stage 2: pyknosis
[signals [condensation
[an event, tightly [of blood
[coiled, tight [on limpid
[controlled [windows
[demolition, B [the bare
[dysregulation, [limbs of
[orchestrated [October
[collapsing [straining,
[caspases-3, -6, -7 [crushing,
[a. k. a. [at this point,
[executioner [irreversible
\\ J
I
stage 3: apoptotic membrane blebbing stage 4: cell fragmentation
[cells [piece
[in pain [meal bodies
[grow [languish
[& change [in the sun,
[become [steel-
[irregular [dripping,
[like [&  rupture
[a river [don’t worry
[or [this rubble
[a thousand- [is extraordinar
[throated dream [ily human
\. J
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stage 5: efferocytosis stage 6: necrosis
[removal [peeks
[in an order [a sun
[ly manner [bird from
[no fuss, [the jag
[no inflam [ged sky
[mation [line
[a flutter [people in
[ing flag, an [cells in
[other corpse [the body’s
[black piles [a great place
[like tires [to hide

everything living / made up / of cells / is that all? / programmed / dying
/ are we cells? / are we only

phrases and vocabulary taken from:

Burgoyne L. A. (1999). The mechanisms of pyknosis: hypercondensation and death.
Experimental cell research, 248(1), 214222 https://doi.org/10.1006/excr.1999.4406

Elmore S. (2007). Apoptosis: a review of programmed cell death. Zoxicologic pathology,
35(4), 495-516. https://doi.org/10.1080/01926230701320337

Ge, Y., Huang, M., & Yao, Y. M. (2022). Efferocytosis and Its Role in Inflammatory
Disorders. Frontiers in cell and developmental biology, 10, 839248. https://doi.org/10.3389/
fcell.2022.839248

Krysko, D. V., & Vandenabeele, P. (2009). Phagocytosis of dying cells: From molecular mechanisms
to human diseases. Springer.

Monier, B., & Suzanne, M. (2021). Orchestration of Force Generation and Nuclear
Collapse in Apoptotic Cells. International journal of molecular sciences, 22(19), 10257. https://
doi.org/10.3390/1jms221910257
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I sat on your floor

and watched you on your bed
I kneeled at your throne

and waited for your blessing

When our heads are side by side
my hair swims in yours

I drown in your body

as I invite you into my lungs

My breasts are clementines and yours are melons
I eat oranges when I think of you

they’re our in between

I peel us open

and crawl inside our citrus skin

I'm just a worm in our orchard

You gave me pills when I was sick .. photo | Min <
I imagined you ’
being washed down my throat
and filling me up
I opened my window and whispered to the wind
hoping I'd catch a chill again Pick me apart...
Let me see my blood beneath your nails
I 'think about you kissing him massage my wounds with your words
and my face gets itchy with stubble kiss the scars you leave behind

my voice deepens clean my body with your sweat
I’'m whoever you need me to be. I’d lick it off of our skin

F\

and I'd never be thirsty again

Your mouth when you speak
Y B Juck.
¥ o Your lips are tectonic plates shifting
w2 . e an earthquake inside of me ¢

The words I speak are the ones you've wrote
My name belongs to Us

When we part ways I'm not alone
My body is Yours

I take you with me

And rejoice in our nomadic love

24
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art | Phoebe Yao

1 open the book 1 close the book.

What is the point of reading when all my eyes go trick-trick over the snatching rockscape without
ever sinking in?

They took my eyeteeth down and now I can’t bite.

The little creatures in the breeze touch the little creatures under the skin of her and they go “pop
ga-pop.” ™

She is black beetle and brattle breath and shyly but surely goes her gear box. -
Gets me places. l
Not like when @

1 open the book.

Mght as well bury each word slow as sound and stuck in the sludge behind my opening
She said, “Why not feel every feeling?”

Not the same but the two take me places, She and She—to the end of the road—or into my own
softness.

Still I
open the book
I N N I IR LI IR IR 1N I TN TN

Between the glowstars on my ceiling, 1 drip—and
w k.

Squidishly 1 symbolize the sticks and dots to sounds knocking, rapt and alone.
Alone and I open
1 open

1 open until my opening ships close
and closes.



Peanut Butter* A Hlstory

by Emmy Wenstrup

well o O

§ The earth brought forth vegetatlon plants yielding seed of every kind, and trees of every kind
— bearing fruit with the seed in it. You may freely eat of every tree of the garden, but of the tree of
knowledge of good and evil you shall not eat, for in the day that you eat of it you shall dze
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October 21 1884

N pharmacist comes home after a long day of work. Where s dinner, he wonders. Rathy! He

<« ¥ its promise of joy, and for the water bottle just out of reach—the oasis promised by Isaiah. The -

calls. A disgruntled woman enters carrying a glass of whiskey. I didn’t make dinner. Why ever

' not? [ didn’t feel like it today, okay Marc? All T ever do ts cook for you, clean for you, jerk you off; listen to your &
| Javorite music—1I don’t even like Brahms, you dick. Kathy’s in one of her moods again. Marc settles her :.3
2, down with some spare opium and gets to work. I dunno, guess I'll throw some nuts on the stove. ~3

{ 40 minutes later, he draws up the patent paperwork. :
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March 4, 2007 ’ o

A four-year-old girl cheerfully sits on the lap of her babysltter She doesn’t know why she’s with 5 $

the babysitter, or what her parents are doing. ‘She cares only for the candy jar in front of her with &8
~

e

. babysitter allows her to choose two pieces of candy out of the jar. The girl picks a colorful
plastic cylinder of Smarties as her first choice and a packet of Reece’s Pieces as the second. As
she holds them in her hands, the babysitter offers her another choice: she is to pick only one
out of the two. Weighing the objects in her hands, she chooses wrong; on her first crunch, a new
flavor floods her mouth, one she doesn’t like. She hysterically itches at her whole body, like she’s
on fire, burned at the stake while Darwin looks on bearing the torch. She’s red, she passes out,
Wl aman in a white coat and a black shirt pokes her with something too sharp, her arm stings with
pain. She goes’ ho’me and wonders why she never saw that baby31tter again.

S July 19, 2()13

Test results come through. Some nuts are okay; some aren’t (though peanuts are not nuts,
biologically speaking, they are legumes; cashews are what’s called a drupe seed). Mom is
thrilled, and buys jars upon jars of almond butter and Nutella. 1¢’s honestly better than the real

stuff, she says. The girl, now a mature adult of eleven, spits out the almond butter; it reminds
her of her old self, of six years ago, original sin. She develops a fondness for Nutella, for eating
it out of the jar, especially in large quantltles in the company of her mother. Old family recipes,
once forbidden, are dusted off.




April 12, 201 7

{ It’s a lazy Saturday night and her fnend comes Over. They put on an old episode of Drag Race.
For this week’s mini-challenge, you’ll have to boogie your booties to some of my best beats. A song comes on
that neither of them have heard. Due to the fact that her thighs spread just like peanuh peanuh peanuh
(this sound continued for many beats) peanut butter peanut butter peanut butter. A queen in quick-drag
twerks with tremendous gusto, earnmga shrill cheer from everyone in the room. Winner! Add
to liked songs. :

February 26, 2022
After a quick bathroom break, students ﬁle back into the auditorium and the projectionist loads
the DVD for The Exorcist. The girl sits down next to her friend, laying out the snack options on

W= the ground. After finishinig their entrée of Cheez-Its, they crack open the dessert Tupperware.

There’s a deep melancholy attached to Rice Krispie treats: a family staple in the aughts, turned
awry when some chef put butterscotch in with the sticky part. They take their bites at the same
time, but the girl tastes something familiar and stops chewing to find her friend already looking
at her. Is that. ... Peanut butter? Her friend cuts her off. Yeah, no, that is definitely peanut butter, right? The
g girl runs out of the auditorium and scrapes out any trace of the dessert from her mouth.

May 15, 2023
A woman with a thick accent greets the girl onher first day of work with a question. You know to

% make smoothie? The girl stammers, the woman complains. Ice, a whole banana that you can just sort

of break apart with your fingers like this, half a cup of whole milk. Would you mind getting that white bucket

. over there? The girl jogs to where her coworker points. Without skipping a beat, the girl hands her

¥ the bucket and, upon letting go, finds her fingers dragging through a soft, warm, wet substance.
She looks and sees a pale brown on her fingers, right over a patch of eczema that she’s scratched
so hard it’s turned into an open wound, actively bleeding and dripping pus. / need a cup and a lid.

#< Yes, sit. The itch turns into pain turns into swelling and soreness. Sweat beads on her forehead
ey and nausea churns in‘her stomach. Supposed to wear gloves next time, the woman says.

| February'1, 2024

% A girl comes home after a long day of work. What should I have for lunch, she wonders. Chris?

¢ She calls. Hey, he responds, bashfully, from the kitchen. He puts his sandwich down. What are
& you having? He need not answer; she sees the twin jars on the counter. He apologizes. It’s fine,
honestly. She grabs her jar of Nutella from the bottom left corner of her section in the pantry

and a soup spoon, joining him in the kingdom of heaven.
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my cat
attacks

my cables—
alack!

art | Mimi Zhang




Daghang salamat.
For all that you bring.




Lift you up, and

drive forcefully into the earth

Admire and value them, and one shall
pass right through
— uninterrupted

As I do with my peers
— Not my prers

Well-traveled through
mediums tepid and
b“r’acing
|

i » Along the ultimate ride .
j - 1 remain : %
% — alive 5
Each combf;é finds their own course to follow; / 1

to ebb and to flow,

_

: reaching daunting, frothy peaks;
retreating to soft, dark valleys
withrnotable potential
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Arriving turquoise,
a friendly tickle
around the ankle
if not a thunderous wall of

obscure navy

This is the end of
my path, it won’t be yours

Above or below,
there’s a painless way

through

Cower and be destroyed;
inhale deeply,
teel your chest swell
with the rhythm

Glide right through unscathed
joytul cries and laughter fill the breeze

the next wave sincerely invited

A brilliant smile illuminates your face,

Fine, crystal sand between your teeth
—




My father left the year I thought about drowning.
It was only a few months ago that I thought about stepping over a
barrier at the docks. Only a few months since I considered falling into the
ocean, even though I to this day do not know how to swim.

The silence at the dinner table was too thick to cut with a knife, but a razor
blade may have sufficed.

My father doesn’t cry, but that night a river flowed from his eyes while
mommy explained that daddy wouldn’t be living with us anymore. His words
must have washed away with those tears.

I used to think my father was brave. But that night, my mother spoke for
him. And my father...

He looked like hell. That is, if hell had frozen over and been reheated in
the microwave.

When the silence fell, my family scattered.

Brother and sister to their rooms. Mother to the computer nook. Father
to the couch. And me, floating in between.

I went from person to person, room to room.

“It’ll be okay,” I said.

“It’ll be okay,” I lied.

When he was younger, my father was in an accident. His heart stopped
at the hospital.

I wonder if it felt like this.

Everyone was crying. Well, everyone but my mother and me. She was
treading water. I was drowning

I gave my father my most prized possession—a hand-painted giraffe
statuette. I was worried he would forget about me. About us. I wanted to give
him something to remember me by. So he wouldn’t forget the children he left
behind, or the wife he had wronged.
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A boy and a girl and something in-between. A mother who deserved better. I never
saw that giraffe again.

I used to wonder if I could ever see my father the same. I know now that it is
mmpossible. Usually, when people say ‘impossible’, they mean ‘improbable’. Not this time.

A few weeks, maybe months, after he left, my mom and I drove alone to a hiking
trail. I put on my mom’s Carrie Underwood CD. She cried when “Just a Dream” played. I
changed the music.

My father came back some time later. A year, maybe two. He asked me and my
siblings, “What do you think of Daddy coming home?”

12 years of life had not prepared me for this question.

I thought, no no no no... mother just started smiling again. I thought, I can never trust you
again. But the words stuck in my throat.

I smiled at him. I was drowning.

My father came back. It means something, right? He likes to buy me things. We
never had spending money when he was gone.

The year my father left was the year I learned to be hungry but not wanting:

Seven and a half years have passed. I still don’t trust him.

It occurs to me that maybe I fabricated most of this memory. I don’t remember my
childhood well. Remembering feels like drowning.



lone duck in the waters,

far from  shore

and far from

photo | Newt Gordon-Rein
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never seems to exist. when it

will stress ease,

does,

turn into

bliss?
is time ever

irrelevant? Grass is

greenest with peace; water; light
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&é{‘ug’ feémmy recover my fmm
éy Mff]an, ﬂmﬂw
stood out on the front porch and
let myself freeze, asked
how long would it take for the chill
to eat me alive?
too long today, far too long.

my fingers, aching

pursuant to a body that does not know itself

what is it like to know yourself?

oh, slow-cooker world, i’'m all shredding apart .

1’'m doing an experiment, 1 tell myself
iwt’s alnght, then
nothing 1s ridiculous if you do 1t for a reason.

"M
(R L

photo | Lauren Fischer




yes, 1 wasn’t trying to leave!
then come in, already
before you catch_frostbute for an idea.
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leeches ..

by Megan Amero

once gifted a book of historical fiction, 1 was drawn

to the leeches. imagined them sucker-faced to the
sensitive skin of my thighs, shuddered at the thought

of ripping them free, hearing them plunk in the iron pail
where the doctor would discard their sated bodies.
couldn’t stop thinking of the evil spirits and
malodorous humors rotting my blood, thought

it’s right that they should drink.

never wanted a cullen lovebite, just
those tiny medics. i trust their discerning mouths far more
than my own, unkissed and fruitlessly flapping.

when those corset-bound ladies were drained,

they were cured. i think if ilived in their times a breeze
would knock me down, a spot of thunder would inspire
nervous fits. 1’d have a taste for fainting, feeding the desire
to disappear away from my body, hoping i

looked beautiful in the performance of it. i’d push it right
to the edge of hysteria, then claw myself back to control,
scrabbling through the mud and letting
each little tooth find its home in my flesh.

photo | Evelyn Hsy
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On Lear
d BU](Et/ . by Williamn<Zhuang

- o
There 1s a.monster within each heart growing

. surely towards violence. T?ark’that keeps nsmg
“in price the rain that nevef'énds the stupid nelghbor
who refuses to park in any spot that isn’t yours the guy
the lecture hall who wo?{t stop tapping his boots
to the rhythm of nothmg til the sound is stuck like a piece
R of g chewed rid of flavor yet sticky just the same
‘ ﬂyber looking dowr;,@nﬁl:s of corn at deer
# dash.at-thefirst sight of a man and jump
across E}'le itches. They are hunted over-the summer
when no one looks through these fields
for serenity no one to cry’over the-doe studded "
with metal its head held up by the jaws life dripping
loose into corn-rooted soil
Lhave kept my | body shut and now I'm ﬂoodlng £
"sfromi the holes plugged up with nicotine lemon poppy muffins
and deem-scrolling.on Instagram reels and now I try to learn
being honest without pity as I watch parts of me unravel
from flesh to threads of breath taken believing there was never
a choice to be made 4
How do we talk about violence when every instant is dew
feeding the monster? I am afraid of guns I am afraid -
of bullets against ribs I am afraid of those who find synonyms
on a spectrum between lethal and leisure. A deer will never choose
to love me as I hold out an apple. They can no longer tell what I offer
is not in the shape of a bullet
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words on paper l‘

words in chalk .,
words on sidewalks k’%

words of poetry »

Poetry S '3

expelling the thoughts J
¥ from the mind }‘
words on s P
1 walks 1
d
e
beat V) 5
down on the beautiful- W‘
head AcHeS left- untouched ; i :

wondering if trees really  alone - ¢

Fall inthe forest . L
4
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o
T if words in chalk were .
-— gazing ptic 1
\ .. not written stars des g S B
under of cry n 4 ' 5 4
e ¥ -
we find sol- = o 4
B
ace in words on paper; -
Words On Paper.~ st |
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if nothing
" “ — A
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then words on paper can.



Puhgent drafts of rotting fish dog our sénses.
V. ®,

- Flies hover and smother where we’d see tl}e~

1,

Crippled blossoms dotted with carcasses,

Mggots that live to die on the dogwona tree

s ﬁﬂpestered, &
; *
leeding crimson only when air is cold enough to bite,

And when jeering words strike hard enough to smite,

‘Where my tears traced the wood

And mygﬂogs sank teeth into the soﬁhey cou

photo | Newil &'d%-Rein
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Seen through the stained glass window
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of “tlilc hospital room

she left this world







“How many times have you looked at me that way? You’re fucking gay.”
No, not gay in the happy way, you’re just gay.

Uncross your mindset and re-shave those hairs.
“Dad’s getting home late tonight, be on your best behavior,” just don’t be gay.

Vincent-nicholas never seemed to care when they promised
to teach me to be cool — (rule #1: at school, never be gay).

I’m the smart kid, not the sports kind, (not the friends kind),
If only I could be better — what does 1t mean when a person’s gay?

Pop songs while piercing my earring — brother at the dinner table.
(He’s laughing that stupid fucking laugh), no one even said gay.

Monm said it’s time to come out; how could she lose her glasses-
as I explain the difference between sickness and suicide. She can’t seem to say gay.

Looking back at pictures — (hating how I crossed my legs too) —
A shame I couldn’t have played sports sooner. I swear, not in that way, but I am gay.

iam so afraid to lose it all . what if all the jewelry and the bracelets and the charms
fall and break. I feel so fucking small. How could all of me be the simple letters of “I’'m gay”.

I’'m bi -by the way. (I know no one asked, but) It was important for me to say.
If I don’t say it, then no one else will. “Hey—are you into me?! Since, you know, you’re gay.”

He looked at me, I smiled at him. 10 minutes later, on the side of the street!
Best gay brag I've ever told since then. It’s okay ask I'm basically gay.

(Dad hugged me for the first time today) —— Ugh the gays are sooo stupid. Let me explain to you
love, while I tell you about the French guy I fucked yesterday. Trust me! I'm gay.

Giggling bubbles hardening to that cheap rusting silver. Warmth and iron poison in her figure.
too long talks in dance classes Dad never dreamed of. A beautiful woman, but I swear I'm gay.

I still have never found love — only myself through the thousand hand-typed sad sonnets.
Oh, open-minded Oren, too bad you so obsess — with being happy — you’re just gay.
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ople in front of us in line. The bagels

om, I'F"’ft Eh‘&placc (ﬁ}e sug};:ar-old said. “Th@

suck. There’s rats.”

k,” said his mother. “This is a nice place. There are no rats.”

at a rat. He squealed and pointed. “Mom, look! A rat!”

ager and the line fell into chaos, the rat was trembling. A small

a life of adventure. He had searched for crumbs in highly
streets, even spoken to other creatures. But now; under

ame someone. He became a Rat. It was enough to make

the spoﬂ1g ht of Jack’s chubby ﬁnger
anyone s WhlSkCl'S shake. ,

7

t, but he knew from stories that he had little time to escape.
down the sidewalk. His heart was beating fast. This was a

ing else felt different. Had the sun shone like this before?
-k t like freshly baked scones.call out to a human. On
can was a poster For ,aﬂm _ ought he was looking into a reflective window; for
poster showe?i a picture of a creature ike him. It was gray and pointy and its eyes glinted.

ere were dlﬂerences, though: this creature’s whiskers were unkempt, and jagged teeth hung out of
its mouth. The real rat woul‘tﬁge ared if he were not a rat. Instead, he knew this creature was
a brother. The postﬁf read: “RA’

C”.
Why, that is V&%thc little bdy

ought the rat. The poster calls my brother-a rat. We must

both be rats. characteristics som comprise rathood.
He ignored the rest of the poster’s text and went along with a new spring in his scamper.
#
After a few blocks, he spotted another brotherly creature. This one must also be a rat, he thought.

“Hey, rat,” he said quietly.

The creature did not turn.

“Hey, you,” he said, a little louder.

The creature turned and wrinkled his snout. “I’m busy,” he said. “What’s the problem?”

“I’ve discovered something. I don’t know exactly what it means but...”

“Spit it out already,” said the creature.

“I think,” said the rat. “I think I am a rat. And so are you.”

“So what if we’re rats,” said the creature. “Does it bring us more food? More shadows to cool

us?”
The rat was shocked. “Don’t you even want to know what it means?”
“Not particularly,” said the creature, and he started to walk away.

After a moment of staring at the creature’s retreating back, the rat had an idea. “But suppose
we were both rats. Then, if I said, “Hey, rat!” to you, you could turn around and say, “What’s up?”
You would know I was talking to you.”

The creature turned back to give him a look of pity. “There’s no else for meters,” he said.
“When you said “Hey, you,” I knew perfectly well who you were talking to. Then I made the mistake
of turning around and joining this idiotic conversation.” With that, the creature scampered away.
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The rat sat for a while and considered. It was starting to get chilly. He should be looking for a
place to sleep. Suddenly, a pigeon landed right in front of him.

“Hello!” squawked the pigeon. “I could see from the sky how glum you look. Is there
anything I can do to help?”

“Not really,” said the rat. “I’'ve had a rough day. I could tell you the whole story.”

“I love stories,” said the pigeon, and he listened patiently as the rat told him
everything. Then he gave his two cents. “That other creature was out of line,” the pigeon said.

“He should have listened patiently. Your story is interesting. If you were a rat, that would be /
interesting indeed.”
“But it seems like I am a rat,” said the rat. “All evidence suggests that I am.” r 4
“The word of one little boy,” said the pigeon. “And an advertisement.” (
“Why should they lie?”

“Humans tell lies for at least an hour a day,” said the pigeon. “Unless they work in
advertising. Then it’s from 9am to 5pm.”
“How are you so wise?” said the rat. .
“It’s because I am a pigeon,” said the pigeon. “I see everything.” A
“But how do you know you are a pigeon?”
“I have at least 40 independent sources telling me so.”
“That does sound more convincing,” admitted the rat.
The pigeon looked at the sky. “It darkens,” he said. “I have to go. I'm sorry if you are
still glum. I wish you all the best.” Without another word of wisdom, he flew away.
#
The sun was setting now. The rat didn’t know what to call himself anymore. In a way it didn’t
matter what he was called, because he was alone. No one needed to call him anything. He
found a few newspapers and made a makeshift nest in an alleyway. The nest was snug, but he
felt cold. One more newspaper, he thought. That’s what this nest needs.
As he searched the alleyway for another newspaper, he spotted another creature. After
his exhausting day, he didn’t feel much like conversation. But then she turned around.
She looked exactly like him. Her whiskers were so tame he thought of human gel. “Oh!” she
said. “Fancy seeing another rat here.”
The rat’s heart stopped beating. “What did you call me?”
“I called you a rat,” she said. “Haven’t you seen the posters?”
“Yes,” he said. “I have! And a little boy pointed and told me so. But then there was
another creature, and a pigeon-"
“Pigeons don’t know anything about life down here,” she said. “They come for what
they need and then take to the skies.”
“And you?”
“Ilive here,” she said. “Now let me show you where I get my newspapers.”
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