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Foreword

We students of English are a strange breed. In an age of increasing 
standardization and a near-devotional belief in the sanctity of the 
measurable and the superiority of the mean, we try and maintain a 
tradition of faith in the sustaining power of the imagination. All around 
us, powerful voices proclaim conformity to be a virtue, and the desire 
to stray from safe and chartered streets an indulgent unwillingness to 
adhere to what is real. Even the disciplinary world within which we 
commiserate and over which we preside is not immune to the call of 
these voices. Those of us who teach complain an awful lot, and with 
reason, about this growing tendency, of how it encourages and pressures 
us to remove vague and intangible notions such as creativity from their 
pedestals, and to recognize them as dated relics that distract our more 
sober and pragmatic sensibilities from the important task of preparing 
students for academic and career success. Fissures that isolate the study 
of literature from the study of composition, and of creative and profes-
sional writing from both, further underscore the sense that creative 
expression and academic learning are distinct, and that our experience 
of the many moments in which they are intertwined does not resonate 
with the practical purposes of attaining a degree. In such a world, imag-
ination and creativity can all-too-readily seem vestiges of a past grace 
from which we have fallen, rather than living forces for us to draw 
upon and incarnate.

The pages that follow proclaim loudly and passionately that these 
reports of the demise of the imagination are thankfully overstated and 
premature. What you are about to read testifies to the fundamental 
inseparability of creativity and scholarship, to the authors’ resilience and 
willingness to learn from the past in order to build a future. Obscura is 
the ongoing record of expeditions and renovations to what Keats called 
the Mansion of Many Apartments. Sometimes paint is used to cover up 
chips and gaps; other times, new colors and arrangements are their own 
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justification, as restless senses seek different aesthetics to accommodate 
more fluid designs and possibilities. Inevitably, some venerable walls 
and foundations need to be broken down and demolished in prepara-
tion for the construction of new rooms and extensions whose uses are 
blurred with the enervating lack of rigidity that accompanies all innova-
tion. Whether the tool of choice is the heavy sledgehammer or the deft 
paintbrush, the resulting works are intoxicating and invigorating, and 
express awareness of both the burdens and the joys of experience. I am 
honored to point to the doors of this edifice; now it is time to walk 
through and explore its interior yourselves.

David Hyman 
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Ben Jorisch

The Words Will Live 

Long after my tongue has left my mouth,
Long after all things and I have turned to dust,
When all my promises have died, 
And no one holds me inside their eyelids—
The words will live.

When the fire has faded,
And the sky has revealed no lightning,
And the waters no truth,
There will be no truth but the words—
And the words will live.

And I watch the face of the void,
Its eyes turned to me always,
And many times I wish to throw myself
Upon the pyre and let myself be carried to heaven.
But all that there is, is the words.
And though death may take my body,
It cannot take the words.

All things decay and melt in the sun.
All things are picked clean of the meat on their bones
By the crows, and redistributed thusly,
And though the face of the sun may be full of fire,
It does not burn nearly as white hot as the fire in me,
And when the fire consumes me
The words will live.
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Crispin Jackson

The Sonnet

 My wife, Anna, sits at the kitchen table smiling at me, eating the 
dinner that I prepared. The lasagna took me three hours to make. Not 
knowing how to make it, I pored carefully through our old, tattered 
cookbook that was filled with the timeless instructions that have assisted 
us in food preparation for decades. I labored in making the perfect 
lasagna, trusting that the recipe would be to her liking.
 “How do you like the food?” I asked.
 Her smile said more than her words ever could. Two dimples 
accentuated her mouth, which was pressed in a grin, exposing teeth 
that shone white even without the use of dentures. I took her smile as 
a good sign. I couldn’t help but gaze at her wistfully, thinking about 
how beautiful she was, even more so now than when we first met thirty 
years ago. Her silvery hair rested perfectly around her slender shoulders. 
Her face glowed in spite of some fine wrinkles that beautifully lined her 
almond-shaped face. She truly was a masterpiece. God had blessed me 
with my soul mate, and I learned a long time ago not to take blessings 
like those for granted. 
 One such blessing was retirement. Anna and I were both able to 
retire comfortably with pensions. After many years, we finally paid 
off our mortgage and claimed ownership of our house.  When Anna 
and I first moved in, Anna embraced the house and made it her own. 
Although she was never able to physically have a child, she took care of 
the house as though it were one. Within one week of unpacking, Anna 
had swept and mopped every corner of the house, cleaned the dust and 
grime from the windows, and even got rid of the spider webs in the 
attic. The house was in my name and remains that way, but we both 
know to whom the house really belongs. 
 I don’t know what I would do if God took her away from me.  
Though I will probably never admit it to her, I sometimes dream of 
losing her. In the dreams, I awake to find her gone. I frantically search 
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the house, but I never find her. The dreams always end with me even-
tually finding a tombstone embossed with her name in our backyard. 
Once, I dreamt that its epitaph lacked a record of her date of passing. 
During nights like these, I always awake from the dreams filled with a 
terror so profound that I must check beside me to make sure that Anna 
is where she should be, safe and secure. 
 On this particular night, thunder sounds in the distance, blending 
in with the sound of large water drops hitting our bedroom window. 
Something about being inside during a rainstorm soothes me, much like 
the sound of her inhaling and exhaling as she sleeps next to me. Lying 
beside her in bed, I watch her rest. Unable to sleep myself, I walked 
over her side of the bed toward the bedside dresser and past her cane, 
which rests idly against its mahogany surface. My fingers clutch a faded 
brown leather book containing an assortment of things that Anna keeps, 
ranging from keepsake photos and notes to memorable quotes and 
poems.  I love reading her own poetry, a display of natural talent fed by 
her avid love of antiquated poems. She loves to vary her poetry styles, 
switching often from haikus to sonnets to old Japanese poetry called 
Tanka. I lie in bed and turn on the table lamp that begins to cast dark 
shadows across the gray-carpeted floor. The words written in her long-
hand calligraphy seem tiny to me, my failing eyes struggling to adjust 
to the light. I reach for my eyeglasses, my hands fumbling in the dim 
light of the lamp. Without warning, the room turns dark. The sudden 
absence of light causes me to clumsily drop the eyeglasses. The thunder 
sounds again, louder this time. Anna doesn’t stir.
 It’s probably just a blackout. I head downstairs to the kitchen, and 
return with a lit candle, which I gingerly place on the nightstand closest 
to me. Before I fall asleep, I place the book back to its resting spot. 
I can’t help but notice the candle flickering wildly, creating moving 
silhouettes that look like dancing devils against the blue backdrop of the 
opposite wall.
 Early the next morning, the sky is overcast. Since the electricity 
is still not on, I light candles throughout the house before I head out 
the door. Anna shouldn’t have to be here in the dark. I drive into the 
neighborhood to go on errands and stop at the flower shop, where I 
buy gardening equipment for Anna’s small patch of sunflowers in the 
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backyard. Once in the shop, I am told that the spades are out of stock. 
Determined to find a spade that would suit her, I drive five miles 
to a large shopping center. When I arrive, I look at a directory and 
discover a houseware store situated on the farthest end of the mall. After 
searching a while for the particular brand of spades that Anna uses, I 
leave the store with much more than I intended to buy, the bags in my 
hands filled with cooking equipment and gardening supplies for Anna 
and a few toiletries for myself.
  On the way home, as I approach the last stretch of houses before 
our own, I see smoke rising in the distance. As I approach the house, 
I cannot believe my eyes. Flames lick the outside of our house, exiting 
from the windows on the upper floor. Our bedroom! I exit the car as 
fast as my feeble legs would allow and stumble across the wide expanse 
of lawn toward the front door where smoke greets me.
 “Anna!” Her name sounds strained and weak because of the smoke 
filling my lungs, causing me to choke. Entering the house, I notice that 
there are no flames here, but only smoke coming from upstairs. The fire 
hadn’t spread yet, “Anna! Where are you?” My breaths become shal-
lower and shorter as I cough heavily, unable to ward off the incessant 
flow of smoke entering the living room.
 Hearing no response, I head upstairs, and down the hall to our 
bedroom.
 “Anna!” Without hesitation, I quickly swing the door open 
and enter the bedroom. I am greeted by relentless heat. Though the 
bedroom walls and some areas of carpet are ablaze, I run inside, real-
izing the obvious. Anna isn’t here. I see a single candle lying on the 
singed carpet under her dresser. I look toward the open window, the 
curtain waving wildly in the outside wind. The candle must have fallen. 
 I am about to exit the room when I notice the small brown book 
on the floor, intact and lying against a corner of the bed. Hesitating, I 
pick it up and head out of the room and down the stairs.
 “Anna!” Covering the entire living room and kitchen of our small 
house, I realize that she’s gone. Smoke billows from upstairs, forcing 
me to exit the house. I stagger down the front steps and trip. As I 
collide with the ground, pain travels like lightning throughout my 
body. Forcing myself to stand, I drop the brown book. I reach down to 
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pick it up and spot a sheet of loose leaf that fell from the book’s open 
pages. I look back at the house only to witness flames covering the 
entire structure. I can no longer make out the white paint that used to 
cover it. The house is unrecognizable. Looking back at the paper on 
the ground, I pick it up and read. A diary entry, dated 10 years ago, is 
written in familiar longhand calligraphy.  
 June 13, 2004
  Everyday, I wake up wondering when I might give my last breath. 
This cancer inside of me is a malignant force, trying to separate me from the one 
person who I love the most. My husband. He is always there with me, and I 
know he’ll be there when I enter the hospital two days from now…
 I look up, no longer able to read anymore of the entry. Tears fill 
my eyes as memories begin to flood my chaotic mind like a deluge, 
attempting to dislodge what I know to be true. This can’t be. All those 
sleepless nights at the hospital. Anna lying in a dimly lit room with a 
complicated apparatus attached to her thin frame. The doctors sadly 
disclosing the bad news as I break down sobbing. The funeral. 
 This can’t be! I definitely feel her presence here in this house, 
the house that she made her own, almost as if it were her. Windows 
from downstairs burst as glass shatters with a loud pop that disrupts my 
thoughts. The very sight of the house is depressing. I hear a voice in the 
wind, unrecognizable at first, but definitely real. Her voice speaks softly, 
close to my ear like a whisper, a faint I love you. I feel something akin to 
a kiss against my face, coupled by a soft caress against my cheek.
  Blinking back tears, I glance down and notice a second sheet of 
paper, sticking out of the yellowed pages of the book. It is a familiar 
sonnet, one of Anna’s favorites, written by Elizabeth Barrett Browning. 
I can’t help but focus on the last line of the poem, written as if by Anna 
herself.
 ‘I love thee with the breath, smiles, tears, of all my life; and if God choose, 
 I shall but love thee better after death.’
 Wind blows madly, stirring up leaves that fly around me like a 
whirlpool. No longer able to control myself, I let out a loud, guttural 
wail of sorrow that no one will hear—suppressed by billows of smoke 
that drift up and away, carried off by swirling gusts of wind.
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Eileen McNamee
Woodlawn Cemetery Lake

2014 
Digital Infrared Photography
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William Murray

Clouds

Inspired by Joni Mitchell, for Raluca Albu and her time in Budapest

The clouds are puffs of wool 
of course you can imagine, so easy to fall into.
What are they called, the kind miniature and strewed? 
The ones close on high, and seemingly passing by? 
I see everything is a flow in an elliptical eternal home 
To certain things bound by cross or by connect.
These clouds will surely disappear, and then I’m next –
For I am a concept of my own spirit ascending dust after death.  
The clouds will resurrect a massive jettison of rain, a spate;  
Something empties, while something else stimulates 
And the flourish occurs before it disintegrates.  
So now the clouds are tufts from firewood
What are they called, the kind dreary and amassed, 
That emerge to be a hood setting off electrostatic clash?
I see everything as a current:  
So many ways to conduct in frequency
Like every feeling is vibration
Love and indecency.
Think why music is language we can recognize and express
Think of diffusion and restraint:
How Beethoven being deaf trained to a quality of harmonies  

Reverberating his bones, fueling his veins;
Or the songs of slaves
Charged with life. The soul finds a way
Because freedom might have a ring to it but caging is the blues;
Oh the clouds are brush strokes coming in so many different hues
What do you call them, crimson and ginger?
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The kinds like autumn leaves are omen to winter?
Death, the great afterglow of having lived.
You can’t count how a day must feel to quit
And all that weather and sequence.
I see everything in rotation 
All the features of each season:
Natural to be delivered prior to ever leaving.
The clouds are overcast, what do you call a sky of endless white?
Is it the yang, could such be contrast, to a black yin at night?
Like mahogany and ivory keys
Some discord makes out whole symphonies;
It’s about striking symmetry with sound and motion
And it’s about being true to happen next of your first notion.
The clouds are puffs of wool 
Of course you can imagine, so easy to fall into.  
What are they called, the kind miniature and strewed? 
The ones close on high, and seemingly passing by?
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Juan Tello-Flores

The Doppler Effect Sonnet 

I turned round to go and did not say why;
Left you wandering / shaded infrared.
You did your best love / no, you would not cry!
In the deep distance / eyes one last time met.
Hear come the sirens / landscape desolate.
All lights come undone / the void dilating.
See the ships sail forth / all ties separate.
I am nowhere bound / somewhere, you’re waiting.
What will I find there upon arrival?
Will I miss you then? / You, my moon, my muse!
Will it be freedom / or mere survival?
If our worlds collide, will their cores yet fuse?
  Every day and night, the skies I’ll inspect,
  Searching for shadows, my sweet silhouette. 

“Es el efecto doppler
 cuando te alejás de mí…”

   — Gustavo Cerati
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Carlos Encarnacion 
Spanglish Monster: “Mánager”

9x12”
Gouache and Acrylic on Wood Panel
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Octrisha Parker

Fear the Rod

Fear takes me one step closer to madness,
defined in his authoritative pounce.
Why scream,
when not one soul dares intervention?
 
His massive paws assault my buttocks.
Visions of transformation enflame my brain
with each sting, throb, dread,
oh!
 
I am propelled,
like a cheetah flees into the faraway,
where the beat of the drums
resonate with each flinch.
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Brianna Rohlehr
Lions
2013 

Digital Photography
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Juan Tello-Flores

Anonymous: @ Midtown NYC Circa XXI
Century 

We would sit under New York skyscrapers 
Upon the marble steps of Midnight 
My friends and I 
Dwelling on the Good Times 
 
We knew it then 
Our laughter was vastly infinite 
Above us 
The prosthetic Heaven 
Of concrete and iron beehives 
Overtaking Sky and Sleep 
 
Heady Days 
Drunken Nights 
Our Youth lost 
Rather wasted 
And a Devil-May-Care 
Hope for Tomorrow 

We sang the songs of the times 
The tunes that would soon forget Us 
It was alright to stroll down the gutters 
Of our endless Urban Paradise 
 
But those days and nights are long gone now 
And now I wonder, whether Space and Time  
Will someday reconcile those memories and these dreams 
Of the age that came and went and fled and lingers still  

“This is my letter to the world 
  That never wrote to me”

   —Emily Dickinson 
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Stephanie Crotty

The Championship Pony Races 

The park is where a champion was born. Benches surround the area, 
dead cousins to the trees who stand tall above them. Spectators to the 
live event. Pastel-colored flowers synthetically placed into an obnoxious 
pattern meant to be pleasing. Reminiscent of awkward fascinator hats 
that dot the crowd at the derbies, bobbing up and down. An elderly old 
man with a dead cousin in his hand leers out at all the passing children. 
With ice cream residue plastered on their faces, the children play a game 
of Cowboys and Indians, morphing before my very eyes. They transform 
into ponies, awkward and clunky. Ponies with war paint. A race! A race! 
To the finish line- High ho Silvah AWAY! An apple the prize and the 
price of my ticket. Racing along the asphalt, a new type of track, fraught 
with dangers. I can smell the victor from over forty feet away or is that 
the man sprawled out on the bench behind me? Fierce and determined, 
beetles under my feet, squirming over each other in an attempt to get in 
on the race. Betting…who will win? Even the puffy, marshmallow clouds 
float by, determined to shadow the victor and ruin his limelight.

the park is the place
 to dance and watch
                 the pony races
  galore

white wrinkled
 buds and a man
     soaked in a beer from
     a dream in which he could not awake

 dreaming is the word of the day
to-day is the day
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     the day of oranges and yellow
     beetles squirming over
the asphalt covered in vomit

 a break in the betting
a champion of a rainbow emerges
        heralding new and ancient
traditions of those that are long dead

horns and trumpets
   I did not say I was horny
What?
 Yellow death, sticky yellow
tulips with the lilies all daintily
  pale and engorged on its own
   sense of self preservation 
    in a mine-field full
     of the aspirations of the young
and old
  and wrinkly

they chomp at the bit looking
   for salvation
and an apple
          for their trouble and time
   is a-wastin’
      as they say
or do not say
   I do not know

       why the sky is blue
   only that it is littered with clouds
 the garbage of the atmosphere
 raining down and choking the very thing
it is trying to cover up, to protect
  to shield from the eyes of man 
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and the hearing of the perverted

   the perverted are not those
that are easily swayed
  into
    anything

 but are convinced
    by those willing to seek
out the truth
  because it is out there
     as Fox Mulder would put it
  or perhaps David Duchovny
himself would think it
   



Eileen McNamee
Fountain at City Hall

2014 
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Jean Carlos Soto

Apparition
 After Afremov’s Night Feeling

You wander down a vacant park path  drifting through 
a Friday night   

puddles with serene undulations form 
while currents of air nip at your lips 
as the rainwater coalesces into a reflecting pool
where the flames of vibrant foliage are submerged 
beneath your boots       

any fervor feels shallow now
and your limbs stiffen    a defense mechanism

you protect your head beneath an umbrella 
as it shields you from: 
incandescent streetlamps
another October night
sapphire clouds    
the ebony abyss
       you imagine 
the thousands and thousands of individual leaves
mingling on branches that entwine like fingers
in laced gloves    
and with the     uneven fusion 
of all spectral colors suspended above 
your head     

you imagine yourself
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the rough edges of a dull figure
a single brushstroke in an artist’s afterthought
huddled under an umbrella meant for two.  
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Jasmine Miranda

Chasse

My song calls out to you,
Begging for your ear.
The words drift in the breeze,
With a sound as low and common
As a leaf crunching underfoot.

The song dies once again—
Not out of hatred or spite,
But because sometimes my noise
Is drowned out by the sound of your feet
Gliding forward.

Your shadow fades.
Wisps of music
Linger on my lips,
And I begin to wonder:
Is this how it feels to disappear?



Henry Portillo
Observation Post

16.5 x 6.5”
Woodblock print

2014 
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Miriam Saphra

Sleep and What Comes Next

“A car?” Kitty said. “A car hit me?”
“I’m afraid so,” said the young man seated across from her. He 

had yellow-olive skin and dark eyes with upturned corners. He smiled 
politely, like he was telling her about the weather. His folded hands 
rested on the desk between them. Kitty was tempted to kick the desk 
into his gut, but violence probably wouldn’t improve the situation. She 
fell back on complaining instead.

“That’s stupid,” she said. “Who gets hit by a car? Nobody, that’s 
who. There’s failsafes. There’s failsafes on the failsafes.” She rubbed her 
eyes. UNKNOWN CONTACT was flashing in her vision every time 
she looked at him, and there didn’t seem to be any data coming in to 
fix it. She felt certain a headache was coming on.

“It appears that someone managed to disable the safeties and was 
driving it manually.” His tone, though still polite, managed to convey 
a host of opinions on the subject of people who hacked two-ton high-
speed vehicles and took them for a joyride.

Kitty felt something burning, dark and resentful, in her breast. 
“Please tell me they were rich. I’m going to sue them for everything 
and I really hope it drops them several tax brackets,” Kitty said. “I’m 
going to get their firstborn and raise it as my own, and when they ask 
‘Mommy, how did you come to adopt me?’ I’ll tell them-“

“Yes, that sounds like an admirable goal,” he interrupted, “but I’m 
afraid that there may be some hiccups.”

Kitty crossed her arms and stared. “Like what?”
UNKNOWN CONTACT looked faintly embarrassed. He cleared 

his throat and shuffled a sheaf of paper. “Well, for one thing, you’re 
currently in a coma.”

Kitty wrinkled her forehead. There was an obvious flaw in his 
statement, which she felt obliged to point out. “If I’m in a coma,” she 
began, “then how-“
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“How am I speaking to you?” he said, his face lighting up. “That’s 
actually a very interesting question, and the answer involves a lot of 
very complicated algorithms and some parts of your brain that are 
technically asleep but still able to interface with your implant. This is 
all taking place in your head - it’s a lot of work to keep it all straight 
and I’m using almost fourteen percent of my processing capacity in the 
process-”

“Shut up!” Kitty snarled. “Just... shut up. Start again. Slower this 
time. We’re talking in my head. And you’re a robot?” The blinking 
from her implant really was annoying. She wished there was some way 
to turn it off.

“Technically, I’m a computer program,” he informed her. “Robots 
have chassis. Sorry about the interrupting, but it really is a fascinating—
why do you keep rubbing your eye?”

Kitty blinked and pulled her hand away from her face. She hadn’t 
even noticed it there. “My contacts list is on the fritz,” she muttered. 
“It’s panicking because it doesn’t know who you are.”

“I can fix that for you,” he said. There was a brief burst of static in 
her brain and UNKNOWN CONTACT was replaced with ISAAC. 
“Is that better?”

Kitty squinted and eyed him experimentally. His name appeared 
and hovered firmly in her vision. “Yeah,” she said, surprised at how 
relieved she felt. “Thanks.”

“You are welcome, Katherine,” he said, smiling.
“Kitty,” she said. “Call me Kitty. And tell me about my coma. 

What’s happening now?”
Isaac’s expression smoothed. “You’re in surgery. You... Kitty? 

Kitty?” He seemed to flicker in and out of sight.
Kitty blinked. “Sorry, I think I spaced out for a minute. You mean, 

they’re operating on me right now?” 
Isaac was looking very closely at her. He seemed concerned. “They 

were. I think they’re done now.”
Kitty felt a brief flare of panic. She did her best to ignore it and 

focused on Isaac. He was her only source of information, and she was 
going to pump him for all he was worth. 

“How did my surgery go? If I’m out then it means they fixed me, 
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right?”
Isaac shook his head. “It means they’ve done all they can for the 

moment. Right now you have two broken tibias, a shattered humerus, 
a cracked pelvis, five broken ribs and a severed spine.”

Kitty felt cold all over. When she could speak again, her voice 
wavered. “But that’s all fixable, right? Spines are easy. You just graft 
on new nerves.” She felt like she should be sweating, but her skin—or 
dream skin, whatever—was dry.

Isaac stood up and walked around his desk until he stood right 
next to her. Kitty shied away. He was too close. He stopped moving 
and drew back. “It’s fixable,” he said quietly. “You’d be in traction for 
a few months, and a year or so of therapy, but you’d survive. What’s 
killing you is the concussion.” His dark eyes were gentle.

Kitty’s ears roared. White heat filled her head and her legs trembled. 
She sat down abruptly. Isaac followed her down, kneeling about two 
feet away. 

“I’m dying?” she whispered. She hunched into her legs, hugging 
herself tightly.

“Yes,” said Isaac. “I’m sorry.”
“I can’t be dying,” Kitty protested. “I’m turning twenty next 

week.” She refused to think about the party her friends had planned for 
her, the one she wasn’t supposed to know about. Her eyes prickled.

“It’s true. I’m sorry,” said Isaac. Kitty’s head snapped up.
“Stop saying that!” she hissed. “I’m not going to die. I’m going to 

wake up and have an epiphany and quit my job and travel the world 
and have some kids. I’ll start saving for retirement!”

“Why?” said Isaac. He met her glare with a steady, even gaze.
“BECAUSE I DESERVE TO LIVE!” Kitty was up on her feet 

now, roaring. Shocked by her own outburst, she shrank back into her 
knees. “I deserve to live,” she repeated. She looked at Isaac imploringly. 
“Doesn’t that count for anything?” 

He pushed himself up off the floor. The maneuver looked natural, 
human. Perhaps remembering her earlier reaction, he didn’t come any 
closer. “In my experience,” he said, “It does not.” 

Kitty scrubbed her eyes angrily. “What good are you, then?” she 
spat. She knew she was taking her frustrations out on him, but she 
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couldn’t bring herself to care. She was entitled to some selfishness. 
Besides, he was a computer. He didn’t have feelings to hurt. 

“I’m here to provide counseling and take last requests. Do you have 
any?” Isaac straightened his back and smiled the polite, professional 
smile she’d first seen on him. 

Kitty stared at him. “Any what?” she said.
“Any last requests. Funeral arrangements, messages to loved ones, 

that sort of thing.” If she didn’t know better, she’d swear his smile 
looked fixed. 

“Yes? Maybe. I don’t know,” Kitty said. Now she was being 
guilted by a robot. Like she didn’t have enough to feel bad about. 
“What do people normally ask for?”

“Generally they tell their friends and family goodbye,” Isaac 
suggested smoothly. “I’m sure your parents would appreciate being told 
you loved them.”

“Loved,” Kitty thought. Past tense. Like she was already gone. 
“Don’t bother,” she said. “My friends don’t hold on to things. Jaime 
OD’d five years ago and nobody talks about him anymore. They’ll 
forget me, too.” Dammit, her eyes were leaking again. 

“So you’d like to be remembered?” Isaac said. He wasn’t smiling 
anymore. He looked thoughtful.

Kitty hesitated. “I guess. It would be nice. But like I said, people 
end up forgetting. It’s easier on them,” she said. She hadn’t thought 
about Jaime in a long time.

Isaac sighed. “I can’t force your friends to hold on to you, Kitty. 
But I can promise you will be remembered.” He reached out and 
took her hands gently. This time she didn’t move away. His dark eyes 
seemed deep and fathomless, and staring into them Kitty felt something 
like awe. It was like gazing into the universe. “I will remember you,” 
he told her in a voice that vibrated through her bones. “My databanks 
are vast. I will keep you there. Your name will remain etched in crystal 
long after your friends have faded from the earth. You will not be 
forgotten.” 

Kitty stared back, utterly mesmerized. Then her face crumpled and 
she lunged forward. She grasped his shirt and proceeded to sob raggedly 
into his shoulder, wet choking gasps that went on and on. He hugged 
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her back. 
“It’s okay,” he whispered in between her sobs. “Go on. It’s okay.”
Eventually Kitty’s tears petered out and her breath came back. She 

slowly relaxed her death grip on Isaac’s shirt and straightened up until 
she was standing. “Thanks,” she told him sincerely. “For - for every-
thing.” She hiccupped.

“You are welcome,” he said. Kitty wiped her nose. A thought 
occurred to her.

“You can find pretty much anyone, right?” she said. “Even if 
they’re not in my contacts anymore?”

“Almost certainly,” Isaac said. “Just don’t ask me to do anything 
illegal.” His eyes crinkled as he smiled. “It’s hard to break the law when 
you’re a computer.”

“I think—“ Kitty started. She stopped, took a deep breath, and 
began again. “I think I’d like to send a message.”

Isaac nodded encouragingly. “Of course. Who for?”
“Mister—I mean, Luis del Rosario. Jaime’s dad.” Kitty said. “Tell 

him—” she hesitated. She hadn’t thought this far ahead. What did she 
even want to say? They’d left him to his grief. He’d mourned his son 
alone. She wondered what it would have been like to grieve with him.

Isaac was still watching her. He looked like he would wait forever. 
Kitty didn’t have that kind of time. “Tell him I’m sorry about Jaime. 
He was a good kid. It shouldn’t have happened.” There was something 
missing. “And I’m sorry I didn’t say anything sooner.” That was better.  

Isaac’s dark eyes glowed. “I got it,” he said. “I’ll find Mr. Del 
Rosario and pass that along. Is there anything else you’d like to do?”

Kitty thought about it. “Send that same message to all my friends.” 
Another thought. “With the addendum to go screw themselves.” She 
smiled crookedly. “I bet they’ll remember that for a while.”

Isaac grinned with approval. “I like it.” 
Kitty grinned back. The world flashed white. Kitty reeled, stag-

gering under a sudden enormous pressure. “What was that?” she said 
when it had settled. 

Isaac was looking into empty air, eyes flickering a bit as he perused 
whatever data was coming in. “Brain spike,” he said shortly. “You just 
took a turn for the worse. Your vitals are dropping fast.”
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“I’m out of time?” Kitty said. Isaac nodded, still engrossed in the 
readings. Kitty’s mind raced as the pressure returned, making her feel 
stretched and squeezed at the same time. “Wait, I need to- um, shema 
yisrael, adonai elo- eloheinu adonai, adonai...” The words wouldn’t 
come. The simplest prayer of her childhood and she couldn’t remember 
it. Please, she tried to say, but every language had abandoned her. Her 
mouth worked silently.

Isaac saw. “Kitty? Can you finish?” She shook her head imploringly. 
Isaac’s eyes flashed as he retrieved the necessary information from wher-
ever he kept it, and his voice rolled out confidently as her vision started 
to fade. “Shema yisrael, Adonai eloheinu. Adonai ehad.” Through the 
haze Kitty felt relief. At least that was done, whatever it was worth. 

She could feel herself slipping away. She tried to thank him again, 
to tell him everything was okay, but she was too far-gone. All she could 
feel was her hand in his, holding her forever.
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Tragedy: A Conundrum of Laughable Humility

A soot covered Santa Claus with an evil chuckle of doom, a ho ho 
ho of perversity that shakes children to the very core, a modern day 
Scrooge who will end-up screwing your little ones, just like ice cream 
cones in July, dripping their milky confection littered with rainbow 
sprinkles like that asshole of a father, all over their petite frames, but I 
digress Monsieur, it’s all the same anywhere, those diseased sprinkles of 
love, just like the tragedy of you and me, our so-called love, wrapped 
up in an extra-large down comforter of epic proportions, like the 
blanket in the sky, that is pricked with special needle points called stars, 
those stars shining down, but not bright enough apparently, not bright 
enough to illuminate the forest, the field, the apartment where we 
scrape out our lives like typical everyday people, not bright enough, just 
like you, just not bright enough, but determined, determined to make 
your dreams succeed, determined like those small stars in the sky, sure 
they are big, but they are far away, just like those unattainable dreams, 
we can’t reach them, not with the silver chrome ladder that rusted over 
against the side of the building a long time ago, not in a broken down 
cherry picker on my grandfather’s farm, not even from the Statue of 
Liberty, a place he has never seen, a place he has never been, but one 
where I have been, been so close, touching it was a rush in itself, some-
thing so large, bigger than life itself, almost a celebrity, almost a celeb-
rity like the ones his home-body of a mother watches, watches everyday 
with a fixation, a fixation like a drug, a drug that she can’t seem to 
shake from her system, her soul riddled with bullets of disappointment, 
disease, a cancer, smoke encrusted lung of black tar, cementing her way 
towards her death, reminiscent of the turquoise car that my mother 
used to drive, hunched over in an old junk heap, a monster with claws 
formed from arthritis, hard upbringing, enslaved to work and her man, 
my so-called father, ‘cuz she knew who the real one was, but couldn’t 
say, always a bastard child of a monster, who became road pizza in 
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a split second, tomato sauce, sausage, and cheese flying in all direc-
tions, a pus-yellow mixed with that fire-engine red, a tanker, a woosh, 
a fireball of death blazing in the darkest night, a scream, screaming 
filling my ears, death screech, death smell, acid in my stomach, sizzling 
vomit, acid chewing through the rubber, rubber that peeled off the tires 
like an apple, those black tires, black and chrome, hard steel, hubcaps 
scratched up and scuffed, from near misses with the pavement, scars on 
a car like we got when we were kids and oh,oh, the ringing in my ears, 
a constant reverberation of a gong, then the utter deafness, blackness, 
wipe-out, come-to, harsh, pain like nothing else, losing several fingers 
on my right hands, but what’s a couple of fingers kid, you didn’t lose 
your life, yuck yuck laughter, uppity and vomit inducing, the smell of 
bleach imprinted in my nostrils, sleep, sleep, all hospitals have sleeping 
gas I know it, it seeps in through the vent making patients calm, killing 
those that are too near death, keeping those in comas in eternal sleep, 
for the money, the money that we could use, use to live, but what is 
life when you just survive, day to day survival of the fittest, how d’ya 
feel about that Darwin? I mean really it’s all the same, livelihoods, but I 
suppose a chomp would do us good, we all need a bite to get us on our 
feet, what do I know about feet, well ugly like a sack of rotted potatoes, 
eyes everywhere, bumps that are useful but ugly as sin, disgusting to eat 
except for a few, cannibals and animals alike, dancing their way into 
survival, the game we all play...

Survival is laughter

Coated with confectionery

Uppity and vomit inducing

Dreams without fulfillment

Upheld by a woman with claws

Torments those who wish 

To reach for the
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Stars

Determination 

The trump card to success

But, perhaps, paranoia 

Is the greatest asset

Given by a fake Santa Claus

No amount of money

Can give the survival instinct 

That this metropolis breathes out

Spores continually infecting

Eating away at resolve

A cancer that no reference

To pop culture can fix
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These Days: In Honor of April 22 

we should not worry much about
whether the glass is half-full or empty
but how drinkable is the water–

Oil spills.
Fracking.
Melting ice caps.
Sea level rise.
Salt water intrusion.
Droughts and floods.
Chemical fertilizers on industrial farms 
rivers.

Let us see how many

life straws,
ceramic water filters,
solar balls 

will be bought;
million people won’t get sick 
lack of access to clean water.

Make sure you watch the news
to see if and for how long
you must boil your water  
before you shower,
brush your teeth,
or cook.
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By That Salty Sea Spray
For my Nana

I slipped on my boat shoes
And we were on our way 
To the midday luncheon
At Marina del Rey.

We watched the East River
Flow into the bay,
The server brought you
Flatfish fillet.

Under the high noon sun
We caught a few rays:
Your skin opalescent
You hair silver grey.

Three courses and 
Lastly, a tea tray.
Then we signaled a taxi
By the valet.

The world was my oyster,
A sumptuous buffet.
You were the pearl of it
By that salty sea spray.
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Black Ink Quill

I hold my pen
Like a scalpel
In between my middle finger
And thumb,
My pointer finger on top
Guiding it like an obsidian blade
My ring and pinky,
Gently guiding my blood quill;
It is a precision guided,
Weapon of mass construction;
The tip of the pen drawing blood
For the consumption of thought dreams
Black as midnight ink
In which all things shine like stars.

I see my father’s refugee passport
And the yellow star with black ink
With the word “Jude” sewn into it
That Germans prepared to pin to my
Grandfather’s chest but he is already
In the forest with my grandmother;
My father incubating in her stomach
Waiting for the all clear;
With Germans, Poles and Russians
Prepared to put him on the end of their 
Rusty bayonets;
But Lady Liberty is waiting
And the refugee camp at Deggendorf
Is the only point they will reach;
The Marine Marlin ready to convey
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Them away to the free world in Brooklyn 
Not Dachau or Auschwitz.

The rest of the family
Is lost to European anti-Semitism,
Occult worship, personality cults,
And death’s-head daggers in the hands
Of SS men and a million blond haired blue-eyed
Nazi youth and mythic Golden Dawn cult worshippers;
How strange the mirror is
When it reflects back my blue eyes
And Semitic facial features.

I see my mother’s father in his
WW2 GI uniform, his face a dead
Ringer for mine, my grandfather
Working on flying machines for
Allied invasion of all Axis countries,
With his father’s marksman finger
Still fresh from the terror of the
Great War, picking off Germans from
A trench that will only gain a few yards,
But it is the width, not its length that will
Count in the end.

All of these things I hold in three fingers
Surrounding my writer’s pen.
My mother at the Fillmore and Max’s Kansas
City as Grace Slick’s vibrato voice
Like a whammy bar says ‘It wasn’t the Airplane
T’was beauty killed the beast’ then sings
Of Alice in Wonderland.
My grandmother and aunt smoking 
Filterless cigarettes, drinking vodka
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Like wine, living like mad ad nomads
Thirty years before the sixties
All in between my three fingers
With black ink quill in which all constellations
And galaxies shine.
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Tracheotomy 

The fancy gestures of dying. (Held between two bunny eared-fingers). 
Step right up to the most ornate method. Smoking: simile-like in 
simplicity. A movie worth admission price.  Romancing that cigarette, 
kissing it to your lips. Sucking it for everything it’s worth—the tag-line 
folks! One-sided passionate indication. Both love and country divided. 
(Hissing through those not-so-pearly whites) You burn out the meager 
stuffing (tobacco) because that’s what is meant to happen. It burns out 
the not-so-meager stuffing in you. Organs. (A spiral shaped smoke 
cloud). They’ll fail anyway ladies and gentlemen. (Pause.) Just like that 
passion you once had for life. (Suck away). Burned away, consumed by 
the everyday. Separating yourself from the masses, trying to be different. 
Dying in a different, more conscious way. (Choke on it.) Boys and girls 
the show’s about everyone having their own methods, whether they eat 
at Subway or master yoga through lessons. (Flick off the ash, the used 
up pieces.) In the end that’s all people are—pieces. An enigma forever 
in motion and never completed. 

odd that smoking
is a simile
a subtle hint
                               i
                               n                                  
                               t
       something
      deeper

the knowledge
  that it is 
eventually
                              going  to
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  burn
                out

   but must 
  smolder , consume, and conquer 
in order to function
and to achieve

the purpose
       given to it
by those 
        who have formed it
solely to belch out                 noxious unease

truly ornate 
in simplicity

spiraling
                     
     d
          o
   w
        n 
           w
     a   
     r
     desire

to understand 
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why we must 
burn

pyromaniacs all
fizzling                                            
out 
only when our dreams have been 
extinguished

fancy commonality ideas about
inevitable death
saluting high, as if to say
Hoo-rah!I die my own way

Choosing embellished death
unconsciously
but consciously blaming both 
unvarnished cigarettes
and
unpretentious fags

True nature worshippers
Toiling to mere cinders
For a job superbly done
Accused of deceit

The butts Polygraphed
The results conclusive
Following orders to the letter

Accusation
A type of slash-and-burn tactic
The enigma of the end is never

 Justified 
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Delusional Batman

The hallway outside Jack’s dorm room was empty and quiet. 
Everyone was having dinner around this time. Just in case Jack kept 
checking if anyone would arrive and ruin his night.

“It’s time,” Jack said. 
He rushed back into his room and changed into his leather Batman 

suit, pulling on his boots, strapping on his utility belt, and lastly pulling 
on his mask. Standing in front of the mirror he used his roommate’s eye 
black to fill in the area around his eyes.

 “Now I must serve… Justice,” he said in a dark, raspy voice.
Jack flipped his cape and took off running down the empty hallway. 

As he ran, he adjusted the mask to better fit his face, his cape flap-
ping behind him. As he turned the corner, his roommate, Adam, was 
walking toward their room. 

 “Oh for fucks sake,” Adam said, as Jack slowed to a stop, “Take 
that off already, it’s almost Thanksgiving,” 

“Batman doesn’t take a holiday,” Jack replied in his raspy voice.
“Batman should remember that he’s a college student and not a 

crime fighter.”
“I’m Batman, College cannot hold me.”
“I knew I should have taken you to the hospital when you fell at 

the Halloween party,” said Adam, “but I just thought ‘hey he’s drunk.’ 
Now I’m thinking you’re just fucking crazy.” 

“Batman is not crazy. You must be referring to my archenemy the 
Joker.” 

Adam threw up his arms. “Well if Batman decides he wants to be 
just Jack again, you know, my roommate and best friend, can you tell 
him I’ll be in our room?” Adam said, walking away.

Jack continued forward and reached the staircase door. He pushed 
through it, slamming the door against the wall and cracking the founda-
tion. Jack ran up the stairs to the roof and walked out onto the snow 
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covered night. The dorm was only three stories up but the view of the 
small, upstate New York town was visible from the roof. Jack walked 
towards the edge and stood there surveying his surroundings. The air 
was crisp and unforgiving. The night would be a cold one, but for Jack, 
his leather suit would keep his warm.

“I’m Batman,” he screamed out into the night. A few students 
below started pointing at him. 

***

“Hey, check it out,” Jack said, turning to Adam. He shifted his 
laptop screen so his roommate could get a view of the website.

“What did you find?” asked Adam.
“This place is selling a replica Batman costume from the Dark 

Knight and it’s pretty cheap.”
“What, you want to be Batman for Halloween?”
“Yeah, do you think Serena would be my cat woman?”
“You want to dress up with your girlfriend for the Halloween party 

as Batman and Cat woman?” Adam laughed, “Because if I didn’t think 
you were a total nerd before, I most definitely think you are now.”

“Whatever, she would look super-hot in a cat woman’s leather suit, 
the Michelle Pfeiffer one not the one that Anne Hathaway had.”

“Yeah she would!”
“Dude that’s my girl. No dirty thoughts.”
“Yeah, yeah,” Adam said, “But let’s finish our project first. I need a 

B average to stay on the football team.”
“No worries, I’ll help you.” Jack closed the store’s website page. “I 

need to keep a 4.0 average to keep my scholarship, anyway.”
“So, how are you going to convince Serena to do this insanity?”
“I don’t really have to.” 
“Why the hell not? I want to see how this insane conversation is 

going to go.”
“Well, I already asked her when we talked about going to the party. 

We just never got around to talking about the details.”
“You two make me sick,” Adam said. “Oh, I just remembered, are 

you going to use that thing?”
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“Yeah, my Uncle and I tested it over the summer. The whole thing 
works like a fully functioning utility belt. I was saving it to go to Comic 
Con with but I never got to go because Serena wanted to spend time at 
home,” Jack said.

“So you did meet her family over the summer.”
“Yup, and weirdly enough they approve,” Jack smiled “Anyway 

what time did Jacob say the party started? So I can tell Serena.”
“He said to come after 10 because he was going to get together 

with someone, but I know the party starts at 9.”
Jack pulled out his phone and sent Serena a message adding a 

winking face at the end. The phone buzzed right away.
“Cool,” Jack smiled, “Serena said she was going to meet us there at 

10.”
“Stop smiling. Anyway, why are you texting her? You guys have a 

date this weekend.”
“Yeah, I know, but I still like to tell her things.”

***

“Jack get off the roof before someone calls the cops,” Adam yelled 
from the first floor. 

“I have to talk to Commissioner Gordon,” Jack yelled down in his 
raspy voice.

“The hell you do, get the fuck off the roof,” Adam pointed to the 
crowd of people around him. “Everyone already thinks you’re crazy.”

“I’m not crazy, I’m Batman,” he said.
Twenty minutes had passed since Jack had appeared on the roof. 

He was waiting for the signal so he could go off and fight crime. Adam 
kept yelling for him to come down but Jack wouldn’t listen Next to 
Adam, two girls started laughing.

“Shit man, you have people laughing at you,” Adam yelled. Micah, 
their dorm advisor, pushed through the crowd and walked up to Adam.

“Adam, what the hell is going on?” he said.
“Dude, it’s a long story, and it’s too damn cold to tell you right 

now,” he said, “Can you just find a way to get Jack’s stupid ass down 
from the roof.”
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“I’ll have to call campus police, but they’ll just call the police.”
“Oh man, really?” Adam said as Micah pulled out his phone.

***

“Hey Serena,” Jack said, kissing her.
“Hey back at you,” she said.
“So I have a question.”
“Is this about me being cat woman for Halloween?”
“Who told you?”
“Adam told me when he went to meet Jacob before class 

yesterday.” She said laughing, “I’ll do it but let me tell you Jacob was 
laughing. This better be a good costume you’re wearing or else you’re 
going to get an ass kicking.”

“I love you,” Jack said as he kissed her on the cheek.
“I know, I know,” she said. “Oh, just so you know, I have to cut 

our date short today. I kinda promised Jacob I would tutor him tonight 
for a test on Monday. You know he’s gotta keep a C average.”

“I know. I’ve been helping Adam. I’m cool with it, plus I have to 
study for my midterms.”

“I hope you aren’t stretching yourself too thin. I don’t want a 
repeat of our senior year when you ended up in the hospital because 
you fell asleep at the wheel.”

“I’ll remember to sleep.” Jack said “Now, let’s go have our dinner 
date. We need our strength so we can help those Barnes brothers.”

***

The flashing lights from the Plattsburgh campus police came rushing 
down the street, adding a red and blue glow to the dark night. Two 
officers came out of the car. One pulled out a megaphone.

“Sir please vacate the roof before we forcefully remove you,” the 
officer said.

“Jack, the cops are here,” yelled Adam, “Please get your ass down 
here.”

“Listen to your friend young man,” the officer said. “You don’t 
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want us to call the city police.” 
Across the parking lot not far from where Jack stood he noticed a 

struggle between two people. A guy was standing next to a red truck 
yelling at a short blonde girl. Jack took a deep breath inhaling the cold 
night air.

“It’s time for me to serve… Justice,” Jack said. He took out a 
grappling hook that was on his belt and pointed it across the walkway 
towards the next building, he shot the hook and it entwined itself on a 
nearby tree. Jack pulled out one of his daggers, using it to slide down 
the makeshift line. He took off running towards the parking lot, the 
officers chasing him as he ran through the crowd of people who had 
been staring ever since he had made it to the roof.

“Young man please stop,” One of them yelled but Jack was too 
fast.

***

“Dude you look ridiculous in that suit,” Adam said as they arrived 
at the frat party. The music was so loud, yelling was the only way they 
would be able to hear each other.

 “Nope, I think I look great,” Jack replied, “It fits like a glove.”
“Is Serena going to be cat woman?”  
“She said she would be,” he said scanning the room for his girl-

friend.
“This place is packed,” Adam yelled as they walked through the 

rooms.
“I’m going to look for my girl,” yelled Jack, “I’ll meet up with 

you in a few.” Adam nodded and headed towards center of the packed 
room. 

Jack went upstairs. All of rooms were packed with couples flirting, 
kissing. The last room belonged to the captain of the football team and 
Adam’s brother Jacob. Jack knocked but no one answered. There was 
music flowing from the room as loud as the music downstairs. He saw 
a sock on the floor by the door. He knew a sock on the doorknob 
meant that someone was in there getting busy with their girl. It was 
the universal rule he learned from Adam and his brothers, but he didn’t 
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know if it fell from the doorknob or Jacob dropped his sock by acci-
dent. Jack took his chances and opened the door anyway. The room 
was dimmed with black lights and it took Jack a minute to realize what 
he was seeing. 

“Who the fuck opened the door,” yelled out Adam’s brother.
The silhouettes were dark but Jack could make out someone with a 

Richard Nixon Mask on their head and a girl dressed as cat woman.
“Serena?” he yelled. 
The figure turned around half naked, her top half exposed.
Before she could say anything Jack slammed the door and ran back 

down to the party. Jack grabbed the closest bottle of booze on the table 
and rushed out the door. The bottle was less than half empty when he 
opened it, but he didn’t care. He chugged it as he walked back towards 
campus. Jack stomped his boots on the newly fallen snow making an 
erratic trail behind him.

“I feel so stupid,” he said. Behind him he could hear someone 
running towards him.

“Dude what the fuck happened?” Adam said, catching up to Jack.
“Nothing,” he said, “Just found my girl fucking your brother.”
“Damn,” Adam said “Dude I’m sorry, I didn’t know. Seriously I 

didn’t know.”
“Yeah… whatever I don’t fucking care.”
“Is there anything I can do?” Adam said.
“Yeah, get me another bottle of this,” Jack said holding up a now 

empty bottle of Grey Goose.
“Sure, give me a minute. I’ll just swipe it off the table at the party,” 

Adam said before running back towards the frat house. Jack walked 
towards the art displays that were outside the art building and sat on the 
pedestal of the closest one. 

“I’d rather be Batman and sleep around than talk to that bitch 
again,” he said then taking a long swig from the bottle. “Damn it, 
it’s empty.” He said shaking the bottle hoping more would drip out. 
“Damn… I’m thirsty…” He got up off the pedestal. 

“I’m Batman,” he yelled into the night, swaying from side to side. 
He started staggering away when Adam appeared next to him.

“Where are you going?” Adam said.
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“I need a drink… I’m thirsty,” he said.
“Here,” Adam said showing him another bottle of goose.
“Dude, thanks man… You’re the best,” he said his voice slurred a 

bit. “Guess what?” Jack said after taking a drink from the new bottle.
“What?” Adam asked.
“I’m going to be Batman,” Jack said before tumbling down and 

hitting his head on the hard ground.
“Okay Batman, you’re drunk. So that means it’s time to go home,” 

Adam said taking the bottle away from him as he carried his friend off.

***

Jack reached the parking lot and saw the struggle between the 
blonde girl he swore he had seen before and a surly guy. The guy 
smacked her across the face. Jack knew that he had to help her. He 
jumped on the hood of a nearby car and ran towards the fighting duo, 
jumping from car to car. When he reached them he lunged at the guy 
and threw him to the ground Jack started pummeling the guy in the 
face but after two punches the guy threw Jack off and slammed him on 
the ground. The big, surly guy slammed his fists on Jack’s face again and 
again. The blonde girl screamed. Jack’s right eye was nearly shut when 
the cops showed up.

“Sir, stop hitting that young man and step away from him,” one of 
the campus cops said as they pulled the surly man off of Jack.

“The fuck he attacked me,” the big, surly guy said.
Jack was relieved, but before he could move the guy slammed his 

foot onto Jack’s face. The last thing he remembered before he passed 
out was the scuffle between the two cops and the surly man.

***

Jack woke up in the hospital two days later. He had a severe 
concussion, and several bones in his face were broken including his 
nose. He had a crack in his skull from the fall he had during Halloween. 
The doctors called him lucky because he would have died if it weren’t 
for the mask he had on. 
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“I’m not going to party again,” he said out loud.
The batman madness was over. He wasn’t completely over his now 

ex-girlfriend, but she wasn’t worth all this pain. 
“Hey man, you’re awake,” Adam said as he walked into the room, 

“How do you feel?” 
“Like hell,” Jack said.
“Dude I’m sorry about my brother and Serena,” Adam said as he sat 

down next to Jack.
“It’s not like you had anything to do with it,” said Jack, “And I 

now know what kind of asshole your brother really is.” Jack took a 
deep breath. “Are they still hooking up?”

“I don’t know. I haven’t talked to my brother since, and Serena 
keeps trying to apologize but I keep turning my back on her.”

“Whatever, it’s probably better that I don’t know.”
“So we’re still good?”
“Yeah, but I’m not hanging at your house during break.”
“I understand, and no worries you’ll bounce back after all this.” 

Adam sighed. “On the bright side I talked to your professors and 
they’re going to give you until mid-January for you to finish all of your 
work and take your finals. So the past few weeks will be like they never 
happened.”

“Yeah, but they did happen. But don’t worry, I’ll live and love 
again,” Jack said with a solemn smile. He stared towards the window. It 
was snowing again but Jack saw it as a clean slate. The snow was wiping 
away the problems he faced and giving him the chance to continue to 
live his life.
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Sometimes We Drink

Sometimes we need a drink that blinds
And burns the gut
Sometimes we need a drink that
Shatters tendons
And dislocates skulls
Mixed with milk or vino
Sometimes we need a drink
To finish the job
Guns and smallpox didn’t
Sometimes we need a drink
To calm the inner savage
Sometimes we need a drink
To calm the lucid beast
That roams in the full moon
Of our hearts.
Sometimes we need a drink
To wrestle lightning 
Out of the slow defeat of thunder
Sometimes we need a drink
To turn the Medusa to stone
Sometimes we need a drink
To calm the immigrant screams
Of our fathers
Calling us
From the grave
To be thoughtful
And thrifty
Sometimes we need a drink
To dream ourselves
Backwards
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Sometimes we need a drink
To brave the sweatshops of desire
And shove victory up the ass of defeat
Sometimes we need a drink
Because there is nothing else
For a man to do in this world
But drink
And
Sometimes
We
Drink.
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The Custodian

He swirled Clorox beneath the row 
of flickering lights, along shimmering tiles 
sparkling nameless constellations
for each of the four flights already mopped—
long before the rhythmic hymns
mark the daily hustle of the avenue 

Long before the lawn-chairs are set up
outside, beneath a parasol of foliage
to bask in the last hours of summer
as the Autumnal Zephyrs set in—
before the sedans, the minivans 
the school buses harvest each jaded kid

Long before the children can think to brush
the mound of sand off their eyelids 
and the dachshund can whimper for kibble
while the kitten plays Sphinx with Oedipal mice
and the father and the mother can perform 
the ritual of the coffee pot together

Even before the fiery mare is harnessed
to the golden chariot, before the dawn,
he had spent an hour sewing the loose ends
of his worn out puffer vest and wool gloves
taking care to keep Clotho’s thread 
from becoming undone

He had spent another half combing his hair
into an upturned snow crown, to be kept warm
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by the bleached  baseball cap—kept on the dresser
where the rosary beads coil and the toy Lab Retriever, 
abandoned by his daughter, slumbers—
relics of a quiet Odyssey 

In the hallway, he grimly pushed 
the solvent soaked rayon strings—he heard 
the crashing Stygian shores approach, 
the Charonic paddling across a viridian
river, and once again he found his jacket
nearly unraveled.



Nora Monacada
Gothic Religion
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Latifa Green

A Letter To My Father 

You gave me hope, 
told me there was a reason to live on. 
Holding me in your arms, 
you’d always say how I would light up your world.
I always took you for granted— 
thought you’d always be around, 
until I saw your lifeless body lying on the ground.

He took you away from me -
the monster did -
the beast living within.
No one saw the signs, 
no one heard your cries,
as the monster devoured you from the inside.

Cancer.
That’s what they called it,
but I knew better.
I saw you big and strong—
I saw you fade away in front of my eyes.
This was all so wrong. 

You promised me:
promised me that you’ll see me graduate,
promised me that you’ll see me get married, 
promised me that you’ll see me become a doctor.

You always supported me,
backing me to the very end.
How could my faith ever bend?
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How am I supposed to move on,
knowing in this world you no longer belong?

I can’t take it,
It’s too much to bear—
the pain is all I can endure.
How do you expect me to start anew,
when all I do is miss you? 
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A Picture of Romance 

Perpetual snowflakes always dusted his shoulders,
As constant as the insults that flowed 
From bitter, chapped lips,
That only loved cigarettes.
Harsh, rough words were always spewed out,
With a bitter cologne of tobacco. 
Always by his side a beloved glass of whiskey,
The dog at his feet,
Ever the loyal footstool.
The snores that punctuated the murk,
The only kind sound that came from the man.
The only thing spiritual about the man:
The holes in his shirt 
And his stash of porn.
Both he fingered with eager tenacity, 
A sick fascination with the similarities to each other. 
The carnal hunger that gripped the man was never satisfied,
It always wanted more and never asked for less.
For taking less of me would be too kind, 
Too generous to a mere girl like me. 
My place was never at his side or feet,
But rather always below him and behind,
Servant to every whim and desire. 
But even a servant could have a choice,
I never did.
In the dusty photograph framed above him,
An insight into our relationship.
A man stands above a woman in an armchair,
A baby girl in her arms,
Dated fourteen years ago.
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The only picture that was ever taken,
Before the woman died. 
From that day on the man kept me “safe”,
A replacement for the wife he lost,
All those many years ago.
His self-medication drowning his grief,
My body used for his other emotions. 
This kind of love could never be found in a mere picture.
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William Murrah

Whirled Through The World

If the road is hot as coals
or if it’s icy and tripping up your soles
and the wind tries to whoa you
and your soul is fighting woe
and the benders that throw you
into your heart-throes.
If you’re being whirled
through the world,
just try to find the flow;
if the road is hot as coals
or if it’s icy, and tripping up your soles
and the wind tries to blow you
and the snow’s about to pelt
Know what you know: it always melts.
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Stephanie Crotty

Rubricated Decadence 
(A haiku)

Tapered poinsettia,
a shimmer in the distance,

tradition enchants.
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My Sister’s Shadow

It was our sixteenth birthday. My sister Jenny and I were both 
wearing our finest dresses. The silver dress I wore hugged my slim 
figure and shimmered in the light as I moved. My mom had bought 
me the silver dress weeks ago, saying it was a sign of my transition to 
womanhood. It not only accented my full round breasts, but showed 
off my slender legs as it stopped just below my thighs. I felt more like 
a woman as I strutted about wearing my favorite silver strapless heels. 
Jenny, unlike me, had opted to pick out her own dress so she surprised 
everyone when she descended the stairs. Startled gasps and murmured 
praises filled the room as Jenny made her entrance. She looked stunning 
in a beautiful full length chiffon halter dress. The gold color compli-
mented her hazel eyes and the gold fringe adorning it showed off her 
shapely figure. Our father didn’t say anything, but beamed proudly the 
instant he saw her. He quickly hastened to take Jenny’s arm once she 
finished her short trip down the winding marble staircase.                                                          

“Oh my God, Jenny you look gorgeous,” mom exclaimed. 
“Everyone take a look at Jenny! Doesn’t she look beautiful? You can 
tell she takes after me just by looking at how fashionable she is.”

“You look just like your mother when she was younger,” my father 
said to Jenny, as he steered her to the middle of the floor for a dance. 
“You’re so beautiful, radiant, and full of life. What father wouldn’t be 
proud if he had two such lovely daughters? I couldn’t ask for more. Ah, 
well, I guess now I’m going to have to pull out my trusty old baseball 
bat for any scumbags that will try to approach my daughters. Maybe I 
should buy another one? I have two daughters after all.”

The following joyous laughter that ensued overwhelmed and suffo-
cated me. I leaned against the wall as I watched our guests cheer my 
father and sister on as they danced. Envious, I couldn’t tear my gaze 
from Jenny as I watched her twirl in her stunning gown. Every time 
she spinned around her long golden tresses would dance like leaves 
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swaying gently in the wind. She looked like an angel and I – comparing 
myself to her – felt cheap and immature. Jenny had done it; she had 
successfully become a woman. Me – well, I was nothing more than a 
small child just playing grown-up, still unable to hang with the adults. 
Disgusted by my own thoughts, I slid from my hiding spot by the wall 
and quietly slipped out onto the porch for some fresh air. Although 
the cool night air was fresh, I still felt unable to breathe. Engrossed in 
my thoughts, I never heard the door open and close behind me so the 
sudden sound of his voice made me jump.

“You never change, you know that? You’re still comparing yourself 
to Jenny aren’t you?” Jonathan said. “When will you learn to stop living 
in your sister’s shadow? To accept the fact that you’re not her, but 
Helen? It’s okay to just be yourself. No one here is judging you. Come 
here and stop looking like a puppy who’s just lost her favorite bone.”

Trying my best not to cry, I walked over and let him hug me. As 
usual, Jonathan could see right through me and the hugs he would give 
me always made me feel better. God only knew how much I loved 
him. We had been best friends since kindergarten, but I only recently 
realized my feelings for him. 

“Thanks Jon, you always know what to say to cheer me up,” I said 
with a sniffle. “I wasn’t comparing myself to Jenny. Well, not really. 
I was just thinking about myself— you know how I get when I’m 
thinking about something.”

“Really? Are you sure that’s all there is to it?” he said. “I noticed 
the dejected way you was eyeing Jenny as she danced with your pops. 
Besides, you can’t lie to me; I can always tell when you lie. You know 
that. Not to change the topic or anything, but I think you look stun-
ning in that dress. God if it was any shorter, I’m afraid I’d go crazy and 
then I’d become your pops’ first baseball bat victim. You really should 
pick out your own dress next time; your mom forfeited her rights with 
this one.”

“I told her I thought it was too short, but she insisted it would look 
great on me. I believed her too until I saw Jenny’s dress – compared to 
Jenny I look like a tramp,” I said. “Tell me the truth. Do I look like a 
tramp? My hair isn’t helping my appearance either. I never should’ve 
cut it this short. Maybe if I dyed it a light color I would look less 
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man-ish right?
Without warning, Jonathan burst out laughing. He laughed so hard 

that tears streamed down his cheeks. I frowned at him, but he just kept 
on laughing.

 “Honestly, I think you look great,” he said. “There’s nothing 
wrong with your hair color or length: I think it makes you look fierce 
and sexy. Now can I have that dance I came out here for princess?”

I slowly nodded and laughed as he pulled our bodies close. We 
waltzed slowly to the rhythmic sounds of the crickets chirping, tree 
leaves swaying in the wind, and distant hooting of owls. I always knew 
Jonathan was a good dancer; I used to secretly admire him in our dance 
class. I had always hoped I would become his dance partner, but I 
never did. Now, as I danced slowly with him on my front porch in the 
moonlight, I forgot all about my troubles – they were no longer exis-
tent – and just enjoyed myself. I was getting really into our dance when 
Jonathan suddenly pulled me so close that our foreheads touched. 

“You know, I always wanted to dance with you like this,” he whis-
pered softly in my ear. “Why are you always so insecure about yourself? 
To me, you’ve always been more beautiful, smarter, and funnier than 
your sister. Huh, I guess what I’m trying to say is that your boyfriend 
had better watch out. I know the two of you are only pretending to be 
dating. Since he’s only using you, it’s okay if I intervene right?” 

At that moment, all I could think about was how close we were 
standing next to each other. My brain barely registered the words he 
just said. I could feel the heat radiating off of his body seeping into 
mine. My thoughts were filled with him. As I stood on that porch with 
Jonathan, I focused on the sensation of his warm breath tickling my 
ear. Our eyes met. Just as I was about to give him my reply, the door 
behind us opened. 

“There you are! Helen dear, everyone was looking for you,” my 
mom said. “It’s your turn to dance with your father. Oh! Jonathan you 
scared me; I didn’t see you standing there. I’ll see you both inside.”

I sighed as my mom closed the door and rolled my eyes. “Sorry 
Jon, I have to go back, but thanks for keeping me company,” I said. 
“We’ll talk later right?”

“Yeah, we’ll talk later,” Jonathan said with a smile. “See you later 
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princess. I’m just gonna hang out here for a bit before heading back in.”
“OK, see you later then,” I said. I opened the door and was imme-

diately assaulted by the onslaught of raucous laughter, bright lights, and 
ridiculously loud music. I was almost inside when I heard Jonathan 
mumble something under his breath. I never imagined that he would 
seriously pursue me; I had always assumed I wasn’t his type. Sure, I had 
the kind of figure most women would die for, but I always felt flawed 
– my skin was considerably darker than many of my family members. 
My parents – and even my best friend Jonathan – would tell me not to 
worry about it, but it always remained on my mind. Especially, at times 
like this, when I was surrounded by my entire family. As I moved closer 
into our living room, I could feel the disapproving penetrating stares 
of my grandma, aunt, and a few of my cousins. Remembering what 
Jonathan told me, I decided to ignore them and have a good time.      

***

Late that night, I lay awake in bed mulling over the highlights and 
pitfalls of my day. Honestly, I didn’t expect to have such a good time. 
Just when I thought I’d fade into the background, Jonathan came and 
pulled me out of the dark hole I kept digging myself into. Smiling to 
myself, I recalled our little dance on the front porch. If I had the choice, 
I would’ve stayed with him on that porch forever. Turning over so I 
could face the wall and close my eyes, I replayed our moment together 
in my head like I was rewinding an old movie scene. I was deeply lost 
in my daydream when my sister’s voice suddenly cut into my reverie. 

“Hey, don’t you think today was awesome,” Jenny said. “The looks 
on everyone’s faces as I came down the stairs was priceless! I thought it 
was hilarious. Mom looked like she wanted to cry and dad looked so 
proud. He couldn’t stop bragging. That reminds me – you disappeared 
for a while. Mom said that she saw you alone with Jonathan on the 
porch. What’s up with that? What were you two doing? Are you dating 
him? I can see why you’d like him; he’s really cute. Helen? Are you 
asleep? Helen?” 

Annoyed, I pretended to be asleep and pulled my covers over my 
head. For once, I was grateful that we shared a bunk bed. I was on the 
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top bunk so I never had to deal with her incessant chattering or heavy 
snoring in my ears. Closing my eyes, I decided to tune Jenny out. It 
was our birthday and yet she was acting like it was only hers. I couldn’t 
wait until tomorrow. I won’t have to dress up real fancy in a friendly 
competition of who wore it better. I won’t have to hear the snide 
remarks of my spiteful family members and I won’t have to deal with 
my sister’s continuous bragging. Nope, I won’t have to deal with any of 
that. I can just be myself. 

***

It was a typical school day. I woke up and got ready for school as 
usual. My short hair was pulled back into a messy bun right smack in 
the middle of my head. I was wearing my favorites: an oversized red 
T-shirt and a faded pair of black skinny jeans. The red flip flops were 
worn for good measure. They contributed to my “I don’t care” atti-
tude. Like this, I was ready to face the world. If only I was ready to face 
my parents, I thought. Bracing myself, I sighed and headed down the 
winding staircase to our dining room. And – just as I anticipated – my 
mom gasped in horror the instant she saw me. 

“My God, you’re dressed like that again?” my mom asked. “Why 
can’t you be more like your sister? At least she has an idea of what 
fashion is. Just look at her.”

Jenny, already eating at the table, looked really chic in her clothes. 
She was always making some kind of fashion statement and today was 
no different. Her curly tresses looked tame in her famous no-nonsense-
ponytail. She wore a light yellow crop top which accented her big 
breasts as well as exposed her midriff and new diamond belly ring. Her 
new satin black micro miniskirt – matching her strapless platform heels 
– showed off her long legs and curvaceous hips. And, of course, her 
accessories – her favorite golden cuff bracelet, phone, and sunglasses 
– were always present. Looking at her made me realize why she was 
so popular at our school, while I generally tended to go unnoticed. I 
didn’t mind it though; I didn’t want to be known as “the other one” – 
or worse – “Jenny’s twin.” I had a name and I wanted it to be known 
who I was. I was tired of living in Jenny’s shadow. It was time I stepped 
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out into the light.  
Rushing so that I wouldn’t have to deal with anymore of our 

mom’s comparisons of me with Jenny for the umpteenth time, I quickly 
ate my breakfast. Surprisingly, I finished way before Jenny did. I could 
tell our dad was even more surprised by this from the look on his face 
and his slightly raised eyebrows. I regarded our dad as cool since he 
never really compared me with Jenny and always stuck up for me. He 
would always act as my voice whenever I was unable to use my own to 
defend myself. Sure he was my dad, but he was also my friend, support, 
and champion. I could always depend on him. 

Since our thirteenth birthday, I started going to and from school 
alone. At that time, I didn’t have any friends besides Jonathan, so I 
was always forced to watch as my sister constantly spent time with her 
friends. At first, I would try to join them, but always got brushed away 
like a gnat being fanned away from someone’s face.  After some time, I 
made my own group of friends and established myself.  To distinguish 
myself from Jenny, I cut my hair short and dyed it black. I tended to 
always dress casually. I rarely wore makeup. As the years went by, a 
huge distance formed between Jenny and me. We were twins, but we 
didn’t know a single thing about each other. Until this day, I couldn’t 
say when or how that happened. 

All of these things weighed down my mind as I headed to school 
with Jonathan. I couldn’t remember when he and I first started walking 
to school together – all I knew is that it was sometime after my four-
teenth birthday.  I do remember the excitement I felt as just the two of 
us headed to school together.

***

Usually, I would head to the library after school, but today was 
different. I had this sudden urge to go directly home. Jonathan and I 
both took our time walking home together. Neither of us spoke – we 
just silently enjoyed each other’s company. Just as we neared my house, 
Jonathan abruptly grabbed my arm and stopped me.

“Hey princess, I guess this is where we part ways huh?” he said 
with a slight smile. “I have to go run some errands at the supermarket 
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for my mom, but call me if you need or want anything. You know I’ll 
get it for you.”

“Thanks Jon, but I don’t want anything. Not feeling like it today,” 
I said with a sigh. “Today was just awful. I can’t believe some bastard 
tried to humiliate me in the lunchroom. I’m so glad you were there. 
You’ve always had my back; I knew I could count on you.”

“Of course, I got your back. Always had – always will,” he said.  
Then, without warning, he pulled me really close. I could feel the rapid 
beat of his heart against my own. I looked up and our eyes met. He 
didn’t say anything, but I could feel his hand resting lightly against the 
curve of my back. A million thoughts raced through my head at once: 
why does he look so intense? Is he going to kiss me? Oh my God, it’s 
going to be my first kiss! I couldn’t help feeling so nervous that I – to 
avoid kissing Jonathan – rested my head on his nice solid chest. I could 
feel the rumbling laughter in his chest; I didn’t have to look up to 
see that he had that stupid big grin on his face.  My cheeks and ears 
burned. I know I was blushing hard. Not wanting him to see, I buried 
my face deeper in his clothes. God, this was so embarrassing! Before I 
could think of a way to not embarrass myself further, Jonathan slowly 
lifted my chin so I was forced to look at him and brought his face closer 
to mine. My eyes widened, heartbeat quickened, and – just when I 
thought my heart will implode right inside my chest – Jonathan kissed 
me on my cheek. That’s right – only on my cheek. I couldn’t help 
feeling somewhat disappointed considering the immense effort I had 
spent trying to prepare my heart in those past few seconds. 

“Helen, you’re hilarious! You looked like I was trying to kill you 
or something,” he said laughing hard. “Your face was priceless!” 

“You jerk,” I said as I punched him hard in the shoulder. I knew 
my punch wouldn’t affect him since he tended to workout religiously 
every day. I loved to ogle at his muscles – the fruits of his hard labor 
– whenever I thought he wasn’t looking. No longer embarrassed, I 
laughed with him. After a short while, we said our goodbyes and went 
our separate ways.    

Happily humming to myself, I slowly approached my house. The 
silence surprised me. Usually, I could hear my mom bustling around the 
house, but now I couldn’t hear anything. It was really unnerving and I 
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knew something was wrong. All of the lights were out and my dad’s car 
was still in the driveway. I didn’t see the huge hole in our window until 
I was close to the door. At first, I thought that the crack was from a ball 
going through the window until I saw the flattened areas of grass by 
our window. Clearly, someone had intentionally broken our window. 
Worried for my mom because I knew she was still inside, I let myself 
into the house.

“Mom? Dad? Are you home?” I whispered as I walked further into 
the room.  Glass crunched loudly under my feet as I walked. All of 
the curtains were still down, so it was pretty difficult to see in front of 
me. I had just reached the staircase when I heard footsteps approaching 
me. Alarmed, I quietly climbed up the stairs praying that my head 
wasn’t visible. I had just reached the top of the stairs when I heard a 
loud crashing sound at the bottom of the stairs. Not caring whether 
I was heard by the intruder or not, I made a mad dash to the nearest 
bedroom. Trying to be as quiet as possible, I gently shut and locked 
the door. I was just starting to relax when a sudden rustling sound from 
behind me scared me. Before I could scream, my mouth was suddenly 
covered by a man’s large hand.

“Shhh, Helen. We don’t want the burglars to hear us,” my dad 
said as he removed his hand from my mouth. “They’ve been here for 
a while. Your mother and I barely made it to this bedroom. Luckily, 
I have a few tools in here I can use to knock them out if they bother 
us. See that wrench behind the door? I know it’ll come in handy; I just 
need to get really close to them.”

“No, Henry! You will do no such thing! I don’t want you putting 
yourself in danger,” mom said. She choked back her sob as the sound 
of footsteps approached our door. There was no mistake about it – our 
robbers had found us. I couldn’t stop trembling when my dad suddenly 
grabbed my hand. 

“Now you listen to me baby girl,” he said. “Our intruder is going 
to break down our door. While I’m engaging him, I want you to hit 
him with that wrench, got it? Your mother already called the cops so 
I’m just gonna buy us some time.”

“Yes dad,” I said trying to sound brave, but my tears wouldn’t stop. 
Just as my dad shouted to me to do it now, our door gave way. The 
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intruder, wearing a ski mask and holding a gun, entered the room. He 
didn’t get very far when my dad jumped in his way. My dad managed 
to throw a few punches, but it was not good enough. Everything 
was a blur. I could hear the gunshot and watched as my dad fell. 
Remembering what he said, I grabbed the wrench as quick as I could 
and hit him hard with it. I heard a splitting sound. Mom sobbed on the 
floor. I was in shock. My body turned cold. I never realized how much 
my dad meant to me until he was gone. I never even got to tell him. 

I could hear the sounds of the sirens in the distance, but it was 
already too late. Help was arriving and it was too late.

***

Unable to face reality that night, I sat crouched in a corner of the 
bedroom our neighbor provided for me and my sister. The image of 
my dad’s lifeless body kept popping into my head whenever I closed 
my eyes. The scent of blood still lingered in my nostrils like the way 
a dying person tries to cling to life. Feeling as though a bucket of ice 
water was dumped on me, I slowly let reality sink in. I was never going 
to hear his laughter whenever I practiced my new dance moves or see 
the funny faces he would make to cheer me up. Nope, never again. He 
was really gone. Lost in my own thoughts, I never heard Jenny open 
the door.

“I can’t believe dad’s really gone,” Jenny said. “It seems so surreal. 
Can you believe it? Well, I guess this means I can start openly dating 
guys now. You remember how daddy was against me dating anybody? 
God, I loved him, but he was always so strict. I’m really gonna miss him 
though.”

“I’m going to bed,” I said as I headed towards the big queen-
sized bed lying smack in the middle of our new bedroom. “We got 
school early in the morning so you should rest now instead of posting 
your whole life on Facebook and Twitter like you do every night. 
Goodnight.”

“Wow, you sound just like dad,” Jenny said. “Don’t worry, I’m 
gonna go to bed. Sheesh. I’m just making a couple of posts so don’t 
mind me. Goodnight.” 
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Annoyed and disgusted by Jenny’s nonchalant attitude, I turned 
towards the window so she couldn’t see my face. I missed sleeping 
in my own bedroom where I could just relax on my top bunk and 
not have to deal with Jenny’s infamous snoring and incessant talking. 
Sighing, I closed my eyes and wondered what tomorrow would be like. 
Would it be like any other day or would it be completely different? All 
I knew was that now my world was completely flipped upside down so 
I could no longer be certain of anything. 

***

I headed down the stairs expecting the usual rant about how casu-
ally I was dressed for school, but my mom, standing in the middle of 
the dining room, continued to gaze out the window. Her eyes were 
slightly red and puffy from crying and her mouth – usually curved 
upwards in a mischievous smile – drooped from sadness. Her gray 
streaked hair was pulled up into a simple coif on top of her head and 
the brightness in her soft brown eyes was replaced with a dull empti-
ness. It was the first time I saw my mom look old. 

“Mom, are you alright?” I asked. “Let’s eat breakfast together. Did 
you already eat?” 

“Huh? Oh, it’s just you,” my mom said. “No, I haven’t eaten yet. 
I was waiting for you girls. There’s something I need to tell the both of 
you.”

Just then, Jenny – dressed trendy as usual – entered the dining 
room. Glancing at our mom and then me, she dropped into the nearest 
chair. 

“What’s up?” she asked. “You both look so tense. Wanna tell me 
what’s going on?”

“We were waiting for you Jenny,” our mom said. “Girls, we will 
be living with our next door neighbor Mr. Collins for some time. Well, 
just until we can get our house fixed back up. I know both of you 
don’t like Mr. Collins, but he’s a good man and has always helped me 
in my time of need. Don’t give him a hard time.”

“Got it,” Jenny said while fixing her breakfast. “You don’t have to 
worry about me and that Mr. Collins. Anyone I hate, I stay away from. 
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I’d worry more about Helen if I were you; she’s bound to punch him 
in the face or something.”

“Don’t you mean that’s what you would do?” I said. “I’m not the 
one who holds the school record of the most fights. I bet you won’t 
broadcast that or your reputation will—”.

Before I could finish, the melodic sound of the doorbell disrupted 
my argument. Sighing, I opened the door expecting to see Mr. Collins, 
but instead saw Jonathan standing on the steps. I opened my mouth to 
speak, but he spoke first. 

“I’m sorry Helen,” he said. “I just heard what happened to your 
dad this morning. If there’s anything I can do to help, please let me 
know. Um, Mrs. Alvarez if you need anything, please let me know. My 
mom and I would be glad to help.”

“Thanks Jonathan,” my mom said. “I was just telling the girls –  
Without warning, in the middle of our mom’s talk, Jenny flung 

herself into Jonathan’s arms. Surprised, he just held her as she wailed 
into his chest. I stared at Jenny in shock. I was there when dad died. 
I saw what that murderer did to our father. I was the one who took 
the wrench and hit the killer – possibly killing him. How could she? 
How she could use something like this just to try claim Jonathan as her 
own? Disgusted, I walked out without even bothering to eat breakfast. I 
knew what Jenny was like with boys: she treated them like toys – only 
keeping them around until she found a new and shinier one. Yep, I 
knew exactly what she was like. 

Never satisfied until she had everything that I had, Jenny wasn’t 
going to stop until she had Jonathan wrapped around her little finger. 
Angry, I kept on walking to school alone. If Jonathan was going to 
be fooled by Jenny, who was I to care? It’s not like I was his girl or 
anything. Although, I decided, he could do whatever he wanted, why 
were my eyes still burning? Annoyed by my own tears, I quickly wiped 
my eyes. I had just turned the corner when I heard someone faintly 
calling my name. Lifting my chin, I continued on my way leaving both 
Jenny and Jonathan way behind. 

***
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Deciding to hide in the park behind my school so I could eat my 
lunch without having to face the wild animals in my school, I headed 
to the back staircase. I watched as the wild ones stampeded each other 
in the hallway. I smiled grimly knowing that Jenny and her troupe were 
also caught in this mob – if they weren’t the ones inciting it. Unnoticed 
by the crowd of wild ones, I slipped into my secret staircase and headed 
down the stairs. I was on the second flight when someone abruptly 
grabbed my arm. Alarmed, I spun around and came face-to-face with 
Jonathan. 

“Hey princess,” Jonathan said. “You really know how to avoid 
people huh? Look, I know what you’re thinking and it’s not like that. 
There’s nothing going on between me and Jenny.”

“Do you think I care?” I said with a short bitter laugh. “I have a 
boyfriend remember? Besides, it’s your life. Feel free to do whatever 
you want with it. If you want to date Jenny, I’m not gonna stop you. 
Oh, just be prepared to be the source of everyone’s jealousy and hatred. 
Jenny is, after all, pretty popular. Good luck!”

I tried to wrench my arm free, but Jonathan wouldn’t let go. My 
heart sped up as our eyes met. He looked different. I never noticed 
how intense his green eyes were until now. As we silently gazed at each 
other, my throat suddenly went dry and my chest felt tight. I felt like I 
couldn’t breathe. Feeling the strong urge to run, I tried once again to 
wrench my arm free, but – once again – he wouldn’t let go. Just as I 
was about to tell him off, he pulled me close.

“You know Helen,” he said quietly. “You don’t have to pretend 
to be strong in front of me when we’re alone. I spoke with your mom. 
She told me everything that happened. Why don’t you realize that I’m 
here to help? I’ll do anything for you. You should know that.” 

Feeling numb, I couldn’t speak for a few seconds. As I felt the 
familiar warmth of his arms surround me like a blanket, I made my 
decision. I wasn’t ever giving up Jonathan to anyone – even if that 
person happened to be Jenny. I already lost my father so why did I have 
to lose Jonathan too? Without him, life seemed to lose its luster. 

“You’ll do anything for me huh?” I mumbled into his chest. 
“Then, you better get used to sticking around me for a long time. Got 
it?”
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“Say no more princess,” he said with a chuckle. “Does this mean 
you forgive me now? Am I back in your good graces?”

Rolling my eyes, I pushed him against the wall. Gazing into his 
eyes, I realized how much I really loved him. Smiling, I ran my hands 
down the length of his chiseled arms.

“You, Jon, have never left my good graces,” I whispered against his 
ear and smiled. “But I still have a boyfriend.”
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Twisted 

Found… 
a mother found in the street, laid out as if she chased life for answers;
her shoes once a status symbol of society when taken to a workhouse,
now only reflect a road less traveled—by a lady in labor without a 
wedding ring,
grasping a child wrapped in a blanket meant to become an aristocrat, 
panhandler, or thief;
even the nurse and surgeon could not make out the true station of the 
child brought up by hand. 

Age… 
nine years old,       Chimney-sweeper, he narrowly escaped; 
nine years old and a quarter,              an undertaker’s general house lad 
he became;
nine years old and two quarters,        a twisted fate had him walking his 
mother’s steps;
nine years old and three quarters,      a thief he was not, a rescue he 
became, then came the twist;
ten years old       life became so twisted he, the one called Oliver, had 
no identity.

Taken…   
tossed in the homily of questions never asked; trusted with books never 
read,     he got lost;
up from behind came a foe sister who enticed-men and women alike-
stole his innocence;
taken back—in the air blessings were bestowed upon him as if a kiss 
came from beyond;
bandaged,cleared;       only to be found in a twisted  world of decep-
tion, lies, and betrayal.
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The truth behind the lady … 
with his true station
wig—kind eyes, 
she drops tears for a sister she once held
baby boy named Oliver, Oliver Twist.    
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Addie Burden: I ended up a fish 

I
They say I lived but I didn’t have much of a life at all.

They say I lived;                                                                                                                                           
a life of a fish is not much of a life after all;                                                                                                                   
I worked but hated it. 
Actually,                                                                                                                                             
              I loved the words I taught                                                                                                                                       
hated the tadpoles I instructed. 
Couldn’t wait to get to the stream and wet my scales;                                                                                                  
my feet felt one with the pebbles as they soothe my ache;                                                                                             
it was the only peace within a day of caring for my own and other—
kids. 
How could any woman in her right mind put up with the dirty snuf-
fling noses,
the noise,                                                                                                                                            
the “whys’ ” all the time?

They say I lived but I didn’t have much of a life at all. 

I was born and couldn’t wait to leave the lap of my pa;                                                                                                                                              
                                 never knew the skirt of my ma;                                                                                                                   
it was up to me to survive.
I was seeded,                                                                                                                                         
planted, 
put on this here earth to bear fruit just the same.
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II
They say I lived but I didn’t have much of a life at all.

His name was Anse.
I planted three seeds for him, 
one from another. 
With every seed my life was stripped
—life became worst every seed they took 
          —stole from me.                           
I know there was a word invented for this sort of thing
—some called it motherhood
—all I knew were my kids didn’t care what word I used. 
I was alone.

III
They say I lived but I didn’t have much of a life at all.

At night was when the hand pulled back the garment.                                                                                      
At night was when he evaded 
my space.                                                                                                                                           
He called it love
I called it violation; 
two came.
Chapping wasn’t done with;
I watch him sneak the liquid in;                                                                                                                                    
I felt it flow into my vessel and take hold of my freedom.
The words started to flow like molasses, 
flowing out of the darkness until both words and I intertwined;                                                                             
I finally stood full and motionless. 

IV
They say I lived but I didn’t have much of a life at all.

I sinned.
I waited for the man who claimed no sin  
to find words as he spread my legs
to create a Jewel all my very own. 
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I was dressed in sin.
His garment was sanctified and mine were soiled
I gave Anse another night to steal from me plant one more seed

Dewey Dell
she had to replace,
replace the Jewel seeded and planted by another. 

One negated the other.

V
They say I lived but I didn’t have much of a life at all.

Cora     the snake     prayed for me and the sin.
What did she know about sin                  my sin, 
the blinding of two which created one TALL sin.  

VI
They say I lived but I didn’t have much of a life at all.

I was a horse
 I was a rabbit
  I was a fish
   I was a wife
    I was a mother 
   I was alive
  then I was dead 
 peeking from under
under covers
just watching. 
     
Dewey Dell will copy me
Cash will build my final beveled            well balanced home
Vardaman will catch me      drop me     and then chop me up  
Darl will want to bring me back to where I came from the ash & dust
Jewel  is my cross     salvation    he saves me from the water & the fire

I smell.
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Ten days to bury me they take

Dewey Dell gets taken 
Anse gets taken
Darl gets taken
Cash walks with a limp
Jewel rides off
And  As I Lay Dying  I watch it all. 
There is a new Mrs. Burden;
a new cycle        begins;
eventually new Mrs. Burden  shall have her seeds stolen and she shall 
die too.
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The Problem

“Michael, I wasn’t expecting your call until next Thursday. I was 
surprised you wanted to schedule an appointment, considering we just 
spoke on Monday. Why don’t you come in and sit? What’s bothering 
you?” 

Shit. Was it only two days since we last spoke? I should’ve waited until 
Friday or something. Now he’s going to start thinking he’s fixing me. Dammit. 
Is he smiling at me out of pity? Some kind of quasi-friendship? Or is it all this 
money he’s making off of my problems? Snarky bastard. But here I am, in this 
tiny room that’s supposed to help me deal with problems and instead it’s just 
creating more problems for me. Hell, if it was anyone else, they’d give me more 
trouble and grief. So I guess he’s ok. For now.

 “It happened again.”
 “What happened again?”
 “Dammit, you know what I’m talking about.”
 “Michael, no need to get so worked up about the question. It’s 

just a segue into what’s bothering you. That’s all.” 
And right now you’re bothering me… you ugly bastard with those tufts of 

mad scientist hair sticking out of your head and that goatee…who the hell wears 
Crocs anymore? Is this some kind of trend coming back that I need to be aware 
of? 

“There was another murder.”
“Why was this one so special to you?”
 “She…she was beautiful, even in death.” 
Just like her.
“Not every pretty girl that gets murdered riles you up. So, why was 

she so special?”
“She was…she was…a prostitute.”
 “Surely it was more than that…Did you know a prostitute who 

was murdered that was special to you?”
 “No.” 
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 I hope that wasn’t too quick, too forced. Bastard always hits a 
nerve ending. Nails what’s bothering me, every time. He should have 
been a cop. Could sniff a lie or mislead a mile away. If he did that he 
wouldn’t be here now, grilling me. Asking me questions that no other 
person in the world would dare ask me.  

 “What did she look like? In what way was she beautiful?”
 “She looked like…like…dammit, this is going to sound stupid. 

She reminded me of a full moon.” 
 “The moon? In what way was she like the moon?”
 “She was…big. I mean, for a prostitute. Not like a normal, 

skinny crack head. Her skin seemed to glow...in the light…fuck, now I 
really sound like a dumbass.” 

 Wait. Why should I care what he thinks about me? He’s just some 
other schmuck that I can get rid of at any time. I pay the guy for God’s sake.

 “No, go on. Continue.”
 “She had…what’s it called? Cellulite? Anyway she had these 

cellulite holes on the back of her legs and it reminded me of the holes 
in the moon. Like when you thought the moon was made out of 
cheese when you were a kid…craters, I think they’re called.” 

 But it was more than that. Those dips, those valleys in her thighs. 
Those craters were playing with my imagination, my control. What my tongue 
could do to those valleys to learn their curves and depths and then slowly ascend 
them, leaving a trail like a river to pool there at the bottom. The stretch marks 
that adorned her back like bear claw scars, stretching from her hips to the top of 
her shoulders…the stretch mark reminiscent of battles scars of the challenges she 
had to endure throughout her life, visible somehow. 

 “She was naked when you found her?”
 “Yes. The only thing she wore, you could say, was her nail 

polish.”
 Trimmed and painted with a sassy fuchsia color. Mother would have 

adored that color, now that I think about it. But not chipped. Oh, no. Either 
beautifully done nails or no paint at all.  

 “I see.”
 “Is that all you have to say about her nail polish?”
 “Well…I figured you would continue on, but if you insist on 

focusing on her nail polish, I will do so. What has got you so focused 
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on the nail polish, that you felt you had to ask me if I thought that was 
something I should comment further on?”

 There he goes again. That wily, intense weasel…He just had to kill 
the mood, didn’t he? I was all ready to go, finally, and here he is turning my 
words against me. Then again, why focus on that nail polish, Michael? Perhaps 
because Mother would have really liked that color? But it wasn’t perfect…Yes. 
That was it. It wasn’t perfect, just like her hair. 

 “It was her hair.”
 “What?”
 “It was her hair that did it.”
 “What does nail polish have to do with her hair, if you don’t 

mind me asking?”
 “It wasn’t perfect. Her nails were chipped, see? And her hair 

was dyed. You could see her brunette roots peeking out of a blonde 
dye job. So they both weren’t perfectly done. 

 “You have a thing against bad dye jobs and chipped nails?”
 “No, no. Not me. My mother did…Well, maybe she passed it 

on to me. I don’t know.”
 Oh, fuck. Here we go. Just let that cat out of the bag didn’t I? I’ve 

never mentioned her once to him and now all of a sudden she appears. Dammit. 
Dammit. It’s just that girl’s got me in a tizzy. She started out so beautiful, so 
perfect, and then come the flaws. Chipped nails, bad dye job. No mole on her 
ass. No birthmark on her upper left arm in the shape of a dolphin. 

 “I see. We’ll get back to your mother in a minute, I suppose. 
So her imperfect nails and hair got you upset somehow? Got you mad?”

 “Not upset or mad. Just…just…I don’t know. I felt like I had 
been lied to somehow, I guess. I was…disappointed.”

 Like that time she came home with that bastard. She deserved better. 
She always deserved better. She was beautiful, graceful. Just like that time in the 
closet. That was the only good that ever came out of that asshole’s presence. A 
slice of paradise in a hell I hadn’t yet understood.

 “Disappointed with what?”
 “She didn’t…she didn’t…she started to look like a different 

person to me. Fake and deceitful.”
 But she wasn’t deceitful that night. She fooled no one with her arms 

wrapped around her waist and breasts, covering herself with her right hand. A 
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strong, confident woman. Unabashed by her nakedness, even in front of a man 
she barely knew. Seducing him with her wiles. Captivated by her beauty…that 
closet. That closet.

 “But she still somehow felt more real to you somehow. You 
didn’t call me out of the blue for no reason at all. What redeemed her 
and why do you think she was deceiving you, specifically?”

 Well, she did lie to the world when she dyed her hair blonde. That 
bitch. She was beautiful with blonde hair, which is probably why she did it, but 
it’s still no excuse. 

 “When she was flipped over, her eyes were green. Natural. Her 
button nose was too big, but natural nonetheless. Her little tiny body 
hairs were poking out from everywhere, but still it was natural.”

 Those tiny, curly hairs. Barely shining in the light from the night light. 
One of her legs bent, as if to start dancing at any second. Her face…

 “I thought you had a fixation with the immaculate. Her body 
hair didn’t offend you? Or rather, wouldn’t offend your mother?”

 “No. When it came to doing things to yourself that were 
unnatural, then she felt it needed to be done right. Otherwise, natural 
was beautiful.”

 She was radiant. A Greek goddess, draped in that yellow light. She 
danced for him, but I know she danced for me. She always danced for me. 
Whether I was there or not made no difference. She danced for me and her 
admirers were always second in her thoughts. They had to be. Why else would 
she smile at me so?

 “What did your mother look like? I’m sure she was a proper 
lady of a woman, if she had all of these ideas about beauty and 
etiquette.”

 “She…she was…an amazing lady.”
 “Michael, what did she look like?”
 “It doesn’t matter what she looked like.”
 “Very well, let me ask another. Was it the way in which the 

girl died that affected you the most?”
 “No.”
 She didn’t go the same way. The girl was strangled, raped. Nothing 

like her. A clean death. Right through the head. If I had been there…maybe it 
wouldn’t have happened. It was just after I told her about the closet…I think.
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 “Michael, we’ve discussed this poor girl at length and even 
what she looks like, but at least I know what she was doing and why 
she was there. I have no idea why you came to me if nothing happened 
after you examined her body.”

 Weasel. Or is ferret better?
 “Nothing happened after I examined her body. She was raped 

and obviously strangled to death. Then my partner and I began our 
investigation and that was it.”

 “So if nothing happened after, what happened during your 
investigation?”

 “I told you already.”
 “No you didn’t. You haven’t told me how you felt about 

seeing her. I think that was what made you come here to me after all.”
 “I told you the girl was beautiful.”
 “And?”
 “Isn’t it weird that I’m having those kinds of thoughts about 

dead people?”
 “Do you have them about all the dead people you encounter?”
 “No.”
 “Then what makes her special? If it’s not how she died…Why 

were her looks so powerful to you?”
 “I…she…she’s…it’s the…”
 “What is it?”
 “It’s the third time, I’ve…that I’ve…fuck.”
 “Third time you’ve what? Come on Michael. You’ve come all 

this way to see me. Now’s your chance.”
 “The third time that I’ve had an erection at a crime scene.”
 Jesus. What kind of sick fuck am I? 
 “Only your third?” 
 “Well, yeah…wait. What the hell is that supposed to mean? 

‘Only my third’ makes it sound like it is normal or something. Trust 
me, I know it’s not normal. Otherwise I wouldn’t have a problem 
saying it. Or be here.”

 “What do you want me to say to you Michael? That you’re 
a monster? It obviously upsets you and you obviously feel guilty or 
ashamed of doing it. I’m trying to make sure you’ve given me the 
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right number. The first time you thought was a fluke, I’m sure. The 
second you thought you had just been alone for too long, but the third 
cemented it for you. What made you suddenly feel guilty or ashamed?”

 “What sick fuck wants to have an erection at a crime scene? 
Who the hell gets off on seeing dead people?”

 “Apparently you do. But it’s not every dead body, is it? That’s 
what you’re really avoiding. What made you get that erection? It’s 
something that scares you and excites you more than seeing other dead 
bodies, so…what is it Michael? What triggers that response from you?”

 “I…I don’t know…”
 She had finally been alone. Unguarded. Vulnerable. Peaceful as she lay 

there. I just had to...I had to touch her…To reach out. To feel her…to under-
stand what it is I wanted…

 “Obviously the three murders have something in common. Is 
it the way they look that gets you off? Who exactly do they look like 
Michael?”

 “They look like…my mother.”
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Blondie 

I’ve been wanting to dye my
Hair blonde
Since I had my first white Barbie, 
But then I was told I can’t have white
Barbies.
Lectured on the difficulties
Of maintaining white friends
Through differences:
Tighter curls,
Thicker thighs,
Fatter lips,
Smaller rooms,
Vacationless summers,
Paper plates,
Listening to Whitney in the morning, 
Cold showers when mom pisses off the super,
Cutting watermelon,
Making pastellios for Thanksgiving.

No money.
No money. 
No money.
No money.
No money.

Less money.

But I just wanted blonde hair.
I always wanted to keep
My parents. 
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That Picture

You’ve all seen this black and white photograph
of a picture-perfect family—a girl of about nine,
her teen sister, a stepmother and a father—
all with beaming smiles
for the camera.
That picture.
 
Or you see a toothy smile on the father’s face
that shows no sign of the horrific fight
the night before—one of many he
and the stepmother ought not
be proud of.
That picture.
 
Or you might notice the weak smile on the stepmother’s face
and be unaware that it’s a good thing 
no talking is needed to take a picture
because her voice is hoarse
since just last night he had his huge paws
‘round her neck.
That picture.
 
Or see the cheesy smile on the big sister’s face
and never know it hides her secret plans to flee
the relentless dysfunction and never look back
at her baby sister
abandoned.
That picture.
 
Or see the cute smile on the little sister’s face
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but not see her stash motherless heartbreak
beneath her pillow
nor the severity of her resentment
toward her repulsive substitute
mother.                                                           
That picture.
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Separation

They sit beside each other, 
Man and child, fingers sewn together 
On a stairwell between the fourth and fifth floor. 
Her fingers twirl the frayed edges of a skirt, 
He believes is too short on her, but remains silent—
Swallowing his words.
                               
Bold declarations and promises waltz through his mind unspoken. 
She has grown too old for knights and fairytales,  
And too tired of waiting for a prince to come.

Their time ends.                            
                              
A call from home beckons the little woman forward,
And for a moment she is torn—
Glancing mournfully between father and mother. 
She rips their stitched hands apart,
And walks toward the smug hand of her mother.  

The man remains behind, floored with contrition.                                                                                                                                      
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Nabeela Van

The Longing Met

That two years long awaited day. 
Twenty sixth of June, two thousand and thirteen
I begged like a teary-eyed dog in my high school hallway
scrambling back and forth with a scorched throat for a droplet of her 
love.

For months after, 
I pined like a 24-hour expectant on a forest tour
to see a 5 feet 7 inch Oak tree with a fair face
red-wine painted nails, tar black straight hair. 
Just like the lady I couldn’t get.

For a year,
I climbed like a never-quitting spider up a wall 
to suppress the caused emptiness, 
but the level of pain only rose
like adding heavy pebbles would to the level of puddled water.

Then one moment, I felt sated in her smile.
Maybe the key is to love selflessly and unconditionally
like roasted brown coffee beans in boiling water
burning itself fondly for the joy of people.



Eileen McNamee
Met Life Building and Grand Central Terminal

2014 
Digital Infrared Photography
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Jesse Torres

When I’m Gone

When I’m gone you will know, 
I took the road less traveled. 
Overcame hurdles higher than the Sears Tower, 
but my life was special, though,  
Like the 1972 Miami Dolphins perfect season.
 
Few said I had a gift with words, 
leaving me to conquer perfection with everything I wrote.
When I’m gone you will learn,
I ended up with worthless junk.
So I contemplated suicide— of the heart and soul.
 
As my pen stopped bleeding,
I became a beacon of light for some
and a hall of obscurity for others.
You will learn all this,
when I’m gone.
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Shivani Boodhoo has recently found that she enjoys writing very much and is excited 
to see where it takes her. Currently, she is a freshman student at Lehman College. She 
can’t wait to take another writing class. 

Alexus Cayetano is a junior at Lehman College double majoring in Creative Writing 
and Economics. She writes poetry, short stories, and creative non-fiction. Writing 
allows her to be honest; she jots down things she would never say to another being.

Carla Cherry is a mother, poet, and English teacher. A native New Yorker, she is a 
graduate of Spelman College and New York University, and she is currently pursuing 
her Master of Science in Literacy Studies at Lehman College. Her poem, “Niece” was 
published by the online literary magazine, anderbo.com and she self-published a book of 
poetry, Gnat Feathers and Butterfly Wings (Wasteland Press, 2008).

Stephanie Crotty is an alumnus of Lehman College. She graduated with a Bachelor’s 
degree in English with a specialization in Creative Writing.

Carole Curtis was born and raised in New York City, and her art reflects her life 
experiences as a native New Yorker, capturing the architecture of this dynamic, bold 
world. She creates large scale acrylic paintings on canvas suggesting an industrialized, 
commercial metropolis.  Her years as a graphic designer influences her art and informs 
her work which conveys her vision of the contemporary urban world. She currently 
paints in her studio at the ArtsWestchester landmark building in White Plains, NY and 
exhibits throughout Westchester County and New York City.

Juan Tello-Flores is a Music major currently in his senior year who shares his love of 
music with a deep interest in literature and other artistic pursuits. He wants to follow a 
career in music education and music therapy. Besides academic work in music, he is also 
a singer-songwriter and plays in a rock band. He writes poetry and short narratives in 
his native Spanish and also in English.

Unice Gomez is studying at Lehman College working towards her BA in Studio Art 
with a concentration in Photography. She is a part of the Lehman College Photo Club. 
Her photographic interests are still life, urban photography, and experimenting with 
photographic processes, both in film and digital.

Latifa Green is a senior at Lehman College. Majoring in Biology and minoring in 
Creative Writing, she hopes to become a medical doctor and a published writer of 
novels and short stories in the future. She is currently working on her first novel.

Crispin Jackson is a Lehman College alumnus currently attending the City College 
of New York. He is pursuing a Bachelor’s of Arts in Psychology. His interest in fiction 
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writing began when he took an Advanced Fiction Writing class at Lehman College, 
where he learned fiction writing craft and techniques. Since then, he began avidly 
penning short stories, many of which are included on his fiction writing blog at www.
undergroundfiction.wordpress.com. Crispin hopes to one day publish a short story 
compilation where his work could be appreciated among other talented writers.
Ben Jorisch is an English Creative Writing major at Lehman College.  Ben writes 
poetry and short stories. He lives in Washington Heights.

Eileen McNamee is an alumnus of Lehman College and has been active in photog-
raphy for the past decade.  She has had gallery exhibits and publications of her photog-
raphy.  Other examples of her work can be found at emmcnamee.com

Jasmine Miranda is a graduating senior at Lehman College anticipating Bachelor’s 
degrees in English and Linguistics. She is very proud of the Obscura team for all their 
hard work in producing this year’s volume.

Nora Moncada is currently a junior who’s declared herself an English major with 
a specialization in Literature. She enjoys reading and writing, both analytically and 
creatively, and she hopes to continue editorial work after her college career. She speaks 
both English and Spanish, and she can handle a bit of Latin too. In her spare time, she 
enjoys watching films and television, indulging in amateur photography, and writing 
about herself in the third person.

Jennifer Morin is a 31 year-old, recent graduate of Lehman College. She has received 
degrees in both Psychology and English Honors Creative Writing after completing the 
December 2014 semester. She is currently working as a teacher’s assistant for an NYU 
online class and manages her family’s business. Jennifer’s future plans include pursuing 
graduate degrees in both English and Psychology with the hopes of translating scientific 
material for general audiences.

William Murray is a graduate of Bronx Community College with an Associate’s 
degree in Arts. He enrolled at Lehman College in the Fall of 2013 to major in 
Philosophy and minor in Political Science with his overall concentration being in Ethics 
and Public Policy. He is a current member of the Chi Chapter of the Inter-National 
Honor Society in Philosophy, Phi Sigma Tau (ΦΦΦ) awaiting graduation in May 2015. 
As a poet and hobbyist photographer, his goal is to uplift and enrich the lives of others 
through art.

Ashley Ortiz was born and raised in New York City and discovered her love to 
write when she was eleven years old. Enlightened by the events of 9/11, she began to 
write poetry. By thirteen she practiced writing in prose. As an English major, Ashley 
anticipates becoming an editor for a publishing company. While her professional career 
remains in the forefront of her mind, her lifelong ambition to become an author holds a 
prevalent place in her heart.
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Giovanni Ortiz is an alumnus of Lehman College English Department, both his AA 
and BA were in English-Creative Writing. “Addie Burden” was written in response 
to an assignment given to him by Prof. O’Boy in the American Literature class he 
took with her. “Twisted” was written as an assignment given in Prof. Bryant in her 
poetry class. Both poems came about after reading the books As I lay Dying by William 
Faulkner and Oliver Twist by Charles Dickens. He would like to dedicate these poems 
to these amazing professors who helped him stretch his creativity beyond his comfort 
and helped create the poet he is today. He is in the process of publishing his first book 
Memoir: Boots on the Box and applying to the MSW program at Lehman for Fall 2015 
with an expected graduation of Spring 2017.

Octrisha Parker is currently working towards her Master’s degree in English-Creative 
Writing at Lehman College where she received her undergraduate degree in Honors 
English-Creative Writing.  She realizes she no longer needs to remain silent about the 
childhood pain once securely stashed away.  She is, indeed, that caged bird who has 
a “beautiful/ugly” song to sing by being truthful and writing about it in the beautiful 
words of her poems that inspire, compel and move. She hopes every reader is moved by 
her poems.

Henry Portillo is inspired by Japanese culture, ukiyo-e prints, lovecraftian lore and 
biblical allegories. He aims to create beautifully haunting works using a variety of tools 
and techniques. Woodblock printing is his preferred medium of choice as it allows him 
to be heavily involved with the creative process. From carving into wooden plates to 
pressing down paper with a baren, traditional wood prints are fun to create.

Victor Pren is currently attending Lehman college pursuing a degree in Fine Arts 
Photography. Photography started as a hobby when he was in high school and quickly 
developed into a skill and a passion. His focus is on male portraiture and landscape 
alteration.

Brianna Rohlehr is a junior at Lehman College majoring in Film & Television 
Studies. She is of Afro-Caribbean, European, Chinese and Native American heritage, 
and currently lives in Yonkers, New York. Photography has been a passion of hers 
since her dad handed her his old Canon Rebel about 3 or 4 years ago, and she has been 
shooting since. Most of the time, her pictures just come from interesting things (or 
angles) that she sees while traveling or visiting a new place. She believes that as an artist 
it is her job to capture the beauty of both the unordinary and the ordinary and share it 
with her community.

Miriam Saphra is an English major and jazz flutist at Lehman College. She’s been 
reading and writing since early childhood. She plans to become a children’s librarian so 
she can be surrounded by books all the time

Jean Carlos Soto is a junior at Lehman College double majoring in English Creative 
Writing and Latin. Enslaver of words, he seeks the perfect chain gang to pickaxe monu-
ments of human suffering, and entertainment. His favorite word is Oblivion. 
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Jesse Torres is a 27 year old graduate student at Lehman College. He was a former 
transfer student from Hostos College and a former high school dropout. He currently 
resides in the Bronx and enjoys spending his free time writing and complaining about 
stuff.

Stephanie Trinidad is an aspiring author who one day hopes that her stories will take 
her readers into a new world like so many of her favorite authors did for her. A fan of 
young adult literature, she is currently writing her first full length young adult novel. 
Stephanie is currently studying English Literature and History at Lehman College in 
New York.

Nabeela Van is a sophomore pursuing Biochemistry major at CUNY Lehman College, 
who writes poetry and paints to express any strong emotion and to keep the feel of it 
alive and captured. Most of her works are based on her lesbian love experiences and 
rejections. The themes focus at making her readers feel several emotions usually dealing 
with the extent and effects of love. Her childhood crush on Chemistry, passion for 
Lehman Diving/Swimming team, and love for nature and kids complete her. 

Carlos W. Encarnación Vázquez is from Borinquén. Currently, he is a first-year 
student in the City College Studio Arts MFA program. I am inspired by the Puerto 
Rican cultural identity and some of its components, such as ethnicity and language; !Por 
eso hablo ESPAÑOL!
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