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Foreword from 
the Editors

You are the reason we love what we do. 

In our admittedly limited immersion in 
the world of  the literary magazine, the 
quality and depth of  the submissions 
we have received have been nothing 
short of  incredible. It has been a won-
derful experience taking in your dreams, 
ideas, hopes, and secrets. 

For providing our staff  the chance to 
take part in your art, we thank you.

In the past year, the Red Shoes Review 
has worked to reach past the constructs 
of  the staples and binding of  our paper 
magazine, into the constructs of  our 
community, and into the constructs of  
the mind. We are a new machine, with 
new struggles, new realizations, and a 
far greater scope than ever before. In 
our hopes to become a source of  liter-
ary expression and an outlet for artistic 
demonstration, we look outward. We 
work to fan the flames of  imagination 
in a school known best for numbers 
and equations. We work to elevate our 
community of  artists, providing further 
access to an atmosphere of  creativity 
and growth.

It’s a liquid science and an adaptive art.

When we inherited this magazine, a 
little over a year ago, such challenges 
seemed insurmountable. It truly is a 
testament to the hard work and dedica-
tion of  our staff  that we were able to 
fully capitalize on the potential of  this 
magazine. To our staff, we give our ut-
most respect and gratitude. It has been 
difficult, but it has been worth it.

Ink holds so much untapped potential, 
so many words and marks and whispers 
and secrets. 

People are the same; nothing more than 
receptacles for thought, ideas, sparks, 
unless they begin to share them.

So here it is, cover to cover, student-
submitted work edited by student au-
thors and appreciators of  both literature 
and art. We hope you appreciate our 
tiny drop of  consciousness, our mark 
on the fabric of  UIC. Take the time to 
absorb these efforts, and dip into the 
inky lines of  our own creation.

For our ideas as a whole are greater 
than the sum of  their constituent parts.

To our Readers,

Yours truly,

Christine Rachel Joseph
Hareem Siddiqui

Red Shoes Review
2014
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When we are together, it’s only you, 
me, and the long drive. Our time 

alone provides me with the deepest 
connection I can experience in solitude, 
but I’m not lonely as I am alone. Loneli-
ness would be the desire to understand 
this connection between you and me, so 
I don’t want to be lonely. I don’t want to 
understand you as much as I understand 
what you do to me. Instead, I want to 
be a lone spacefarer amongst the stars 
that reflect off  the small of  your pale, 
white back. I want to be alone on the 
road when I want to take you with me. 
I want to touch you all over, and then I 
want you to guide me by the hand and 
tell me, “not yet,” and then I will hold 
you by your soft hands and guide you 
across the night, steering underneath a 
moon that never shines nearly as bright 
as the connection between our fingers 
or the rustle of  our engine hearts. I 
want to feel the hum of  your heartbeat 
and watch your eyes light up in the 
darkness when I turn on the key. 

The surprise on your face has always 
been the same even though you knew I 
always have been willing to turn you on 
at a moment’s notice. 

Your wide-set eyes, which are yellowed 
with age, struggle to shine against the 
dark backdrop of  our winding road, 
yet still make anything but what’s in 
front of  us darker in comparison. The 
stars fade away when I place you on a 
high-beam, so I guess our only friends 

are the road-signs and light reflectors 
that remind us exactly who we are. We 
are space-explorers travelling across the 
blacktop leading to the void-like hori-
zon with its stars blotted out by your 
bright, golden eyes. 

I want to experience the past and pres-
ent and future as we fly from A to B. 

I want to transcend our connection 
with one that includes this journey of  
discovering ourselves.

I want you and me to completely 
experience each other in the context of  
space exploration.

Oh babe, I want to take you out for a 
long drive with slow time.

But I’m SEIZED by the many rattles or 
coughs you make, we both know that 
your damaged pistons have an irregular 
pulse. You yourself  even once said that 
you have an achy heart. So, if  my night-
mares were to be true, then I suppose 
this cancer would stop our late nights 
alone. In your death I would be a wreck 
trying to crawl out of  the million dollar 
debt it would take resuscitate you back 
to life. The pill that’s tough to swallow 
would be sold by the ornery men just 
trying to make a buck out of  our trag-
edies. The remedy is expense and the 
consequence is a poor man’s death. In 
the end, I suppose should we die, we do 
so without a Christian’s charity. 

Losing you to cancer I would be in a 
solitude that nobody will understand.

I would be alone.

I would be lonely. 

I would be lonely and alone. 

If  your achy heart were to sputter once 
more, when stopping would strand me 
on this long drive into loneliness, then 
I will take every hiccup with a defibril-
lator in hand to spark you back to life. 
I will wave down every stranger on a 
road which would look just as battered 
as you are and brave ax-murderers and 
witching-hour crazies just to see you 
light up my way once more. The risk is 
well worth the breath of  life you give 
me. For when I breathe life into your 
chassis, Oh babe, I feel the power of  
life in the machine. I feel your insides 
churn with passion even when my 
dreary life has taken my passion away. 
Oh, babe, I want to care, and I want to 
experience a long drive with slow time, 
to stop at stop-signs and drive through 
greens on these one-lane highways. 
I want to drive down this lane to the 
void-like horizon. I want to experience 
a transcendence not experienced with 
others. I want to be alone but not lone-
ly. I want to ride you home through the 
dark unknown, taking you by the wheel, 
and brace myself  for the harsh realities 
of  when I open your door and walk out 
into the real world again. I want to have 
a long drive with slow time. I want to 
have a clear mind.

If  I drove alone on a highway at night 
with you, I’d feel at peace.

Long Drive, 
Slow Time
By Brian Kay

Aesop’s Story
By Christian Davis

PROSE

Once upon a time, in a darkly red 
wood, there dwelled a hunter and 

his son, Aesop. The father forbade the 
boy to wander about the forest, for 
below the maroon canopy, abound did 
it swarm with deadly creatures. 

One day, Aesop saw a nimble fox traips-

ing through the unbound wood. His 
father leered at the fox, saying, “Why do 
you look so fondly upon that fox in the 
wood?”

The boy replied, “He has no master, 
and can roam free.” 

His father arose fiercely, shouting, “The 
world is dangerous! That fox will be 
killed in the forest. You must never 
leave my sight!” 

The next morning, before his father 
awoke, Aesop, having stayed up all 
night, took his first step outside alone. 
From the porch he gazed as the aurora 
tossed shadows across the earth. He 
marveled at tiny tree-dwellers and 
listened to the leaves blissfully rattling 
on their swaying boughs. Soon though, 
newborn starlings began to twitter and 
in no long lapse, the entire forest had 
roused. “AESOP!” his father bellowed 
from inside the cabin. With a dagger in 
his hand, he stomped outside and found 
Aesop smiling innocently, as if  to claim 
that his transgression was not so bad, 
for he was still on the porch. 

From that day on, his father let him 
go on the porch, so long as he didn’t 
leave its canopy. The weeks passed and 
on its premises the boy merrily played. 
But one day, just as the indigo blur of  
nightfall began to settle, a woolly elk 
emerged from the brush. Spellbound 
by its fatal antlers, Aesop dared to 
tread the verdant earth towards it. As 
he neared the enormous fauna, he felt 
as never before, the velvet soil beneath 
his feet, and the tickling sweep of  grass 
upon his ankles. He pranced around 
the elk and reveled in a trance until his 
father stormed outside. His father was 
angry, but made the agreement that Ae-
sop could roam from the limits of  the 
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Awake
By Cailie Swillum

I wake up and I die. I wake up and I 
die. I wake up and I die. Over and 

over and over again. There, I am in a 
gothic cathedral. A displaced, desert 
civilization. A ship in the stars. I am 
stabbed. I am strangled. I am poisoned. 
I am old. 

I don’t even have a name do I? But 
I remember names screamed and 
wailed as I pass back and forth into the 
light—Chrissy, Fatima, Sarah, Claudia. 
There aren’t any words to describe the 
confusion that clouds my mind. I feel 
as though I am floating in a black void, 
feeling nothing, hearing nothing. My 
heart does not beat; my lungs do not 
expel breath. I cannot move. I am wait-
ing to be brought back, I think. I am so 
unsure of  everything. 

Suddenly, I hear a whisper in my ear; it 
whistles softly like a breeze, caressing 
my thoughts with ideas of  warmth and 
welcome. I strain to listen, but it is too 
quiet. I sit in darkness again.

But there it is again, this time louder. 
Françoise, it whispers, pausing momen-
tarily before saying, Tu dois venir ici. 

house up to the first line of  trees. 

The next day, when Aesop was playing 
in the lawn, he became dazzled by the 
mauve shades of  the forest. Step after 
step, he veered down the dark wind-
ing path, until the cabin was nowhere 
in sight. Deeply through the wood, he 
wandered, until after no short while he 
came upon a plush sunray, cast through 
a vast slit in the canopy. Clouds wisped 
across the cerulean sky, which never 
before then had he viewed in full. Fur-
ther down, the boy caught glimpse of  a 
small swamp and raced to its misty glass 
surface. He was mesmerized by the 
world within the mirror and just as he 
stared downward as never before into 
his own reflection, the waves rippled 
at the treacherous roar of  his father. 
Aesop shuddered at the outcry and 
upon scanning the hilled wood, saw that 
his father peered at him from behind 
a laurel-leaf  bow. The gleam of  an 
arrowhead flashed in the sunbeams as 
he drew from his quiver. His booming 
voice howled, “You have no more privi-
leges! Gather wood and kindle fire.” 

Aesop sulked in the cabin for weeks, 
peeking through a tear in the black-
shrouded window at the fox and the 
elk and the tiny tree-dwellers. How he 
coveted their privilege, wished to be 
them, and marveled at what awaited 
beyond. That night, Aesop packed all 
of  his belongings and left a note for 
his father explaining that he would not 
return until he experienced the world. 
Then, faintly and slyly, he tore from the 
cabin and dashed into the thicket.

Until daybreak the hunter’s son 
sprinted, yipping wildly as he leapt 
about tumbled trunks and over slender 
streams, resting not to tame his ecstasy 
until the maroon canopy was at last no 

more. At the forest’s edge, a rampant 
river flowed below the twilight and 
along its sodden lip the boy galloped, 
tracing its unfurling waves until they 
were hurled earthbound from a deathly 
precipice. Naive and thus unafraid, 
Aesop traversed the breadth of  that 
cascade, for across a row of  stones he 
trotted like a silhouette in the crimson 
sunrise. 

For several years Aesop’s adventure 
elapsed, until at last he reached the edge 
of  land itself. And there he stood at the 
brink of  the world, in awe of  the abyss 
that was the navy ocean, upon which 
sailed the mirror of  the midnight’s 
starry armada. Amid serene breaths, he 
proclaimed aloud, “Now homeward I 
must go and tell father of  the marvels 
I have seen.” But just as he turned to 
leave, he espied an ashen bird flitting 
above the moonlit ocean. Fish weaved 
through his bathing ankles as his toes 
unearthed the floating sand. He yearned 
to flout gravity with the aerials, but his 
avian longings would never prove to 
bloom wings. He too envied the fish 
that to the unbound sea lay claim, but 
his marine dream would never prove to 
fashion gills. But alas, so mightily did 
Aesop loathe his limits as a mere hu-
man, that on an ireful whim he plunged 
into the foreboding waters, and vowed 
to traverse the entire ocean. 

After miles of  swimming, Aesop’s mus-
cles became lethargic and he gulped and 
gasped for air. The shore was but a slim 
black streak at the horizon’s toe and so 
exhausted was he that before long, his 
will to return to shore was eclipsed by 
his wish to relive the comforts of  his fa-
ther’s cabin, so be it by the conjuring of  
his reverie. He took one final breath and 
sunk, holding his hand in the air like a 

shredded flag, praying his father would 
grasp it before it plunged below the 
glass ceiling. When his father appeared, 
it was in his final thoughts, and as his 
body wallowed languidly to the parlous 
seafloor, he dreamt of  the wilderness, 
which had sheltered his youth so long 
ago. Alas, amid his blackening vision, a 
white light emerged to free him upon 
yet another event horizon where once 
again he would inch nearer and nearer 
to the elusive periphery of  infinity, and 
into the stardust perish.

ne me force pas d’attendre! It becomes 
more distinctive, motherly. A scene ap-
pears before my eyes. A woman is there, 
leaning outside a window with her 
hands cupped around her mouth. Tu  
te coucheras sans ton diner! There is 
faint evening light illuminating the small 
country cottage room, highlighting her 
copper skin. Her thick, black hair hangs 
in curls at her waist. She leans back 
from the window, closing it quietly.

And I am no longer there—back in 
the blackness that consumes all. I have 
never had an episode like this—come 
to think of  it, what was I ever doing 
before this? My mind cannot recall a 
single memory, aside from the deaths. 
I don’t know what’s coming, but I start 
to feel my heart beating, slowly like a 
funeral march. I begin to feel the hair 
on my neck stand on end. My heart 
beats faster.

The void brightens, and I open my 
eyes. I am submerged in water, and 
tubes supply me with oxygen. As my 
vision clears, I realize I am in a tank, 
bubbles frothing to the surface. IVs 
are in both of  my slender, petite hands, 
the cannulas stretching the length of  
the tank. Also, I am naked; my body 
bobs rhythmically, and my bones jut out 
awkwardly; my abdomen is distended. 
I don’t know who I am, but my new 
self-awareness tells me that I am in the 
wrong place. 

I frantically begin to rip my IVs out; 
blood trickles out, quickly diluted by 
the water. I scream, pound, and hurl my 
weight at the glass even though I know 
it is of  no use. I can see figures on the 
other side in white lab coats. Their faces 
show all kinds of  emotions—terror, 
curiosity, surprise. 
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Fare Thee Well
By Sankhya Amaravadi

Dear P.,

I told you once that heroes don’t 
exist, but I lied. You existed, an almost 
bizarre contradiction, life and death 
mixed on your fingertips - if  not a hero, 
then at least the closest to one that 
ever was. I don’t know why I’m writing 
to you now; it’s far too late to change 
anything. The universe continues to 
exist, the Earth continues to revolve 
around the Sun (I remember this now, 
it is a fact that I hold on to, even on the 
worse days when I can’t even remem-
ber my own name and the only name I 
can remember is yours, and I act young 
again and ask for you - but this is only 
what the attendants tell me), and I am 
still alone. 

What if...well, there are too many 
possibilities to detail each and every 
what-if  scenario, and even if  I could, 
I doubt that I would remember them 
later on. Even my own handwriting is 
beginning to look strange to me. Some 
days I wonder if  I wouldn’t have this 

There is a flash of  light, and the scien-
tists scatter. They rush to clear tables 
and destroy equipment, but they are not 
fast enough. A flurry of  bullets catches 
them. One is hit in the back; he falls to 
the floor, paralyzed. Another doesn’t 
receive such kindness as his head takes 
three. So much carnage and I am a by-
stander, tucked away safely in a tank. 

Moments later, the gun shots are over, 
and bodies lie all over the room. Figures 
dressed in skin tight, black body suits 
make their way into the room, wearing 
masks that covered all but their eyes. 
One of  them motions towards me; I 
could see his eyes—bright hazel and 
muddled with concern. He hoists his 
gun once more, aims, and fires one shot 
at the thick glass, riddling it with cracks; 
the reverberation deafening. I inch 
backwards as much as I can, scared of  
what will happen next. Am I to die, as 
I have so many times before? Will I be 
shot, or drowned? And if  any of  those 
are the case, will I wake up somewhere 
else as someone else? 

The man breathes deeply, picks up a 
small metal stool and throws it against 
the glass. It shatters instantly. I rush out 
with the torrent, unable to stop myself  
from scraping up against the jagged 
tank glass. My face catches and I can 
feel the slice running up across my face, 
almost in slow motion. It starts at my 
jaw line, trailing to the bridge of  my 
nose. The pain is excruciating. The glass 
meets my eye, and—

7-year Letter

Dear 7-year-old Cin.,

Things will change. But for you, 
don’t. The bad situations are good for 

By Mariane Cindy Ndiaye

you, I promise. Your tears are sweeter 
than salt. I promise. You’re going to 
get lost. Many times. So many times; 
you’ll be scared. Nothing’s predictable. 
Those golden years of  10, 13, 14, and 
16 are nothing when the days come to 
you. The sun will not become brighter, 
you can’t dream of  me now and expect 
perfect results. Perhaps I am the person 
you wanted me to be. Perhaps not. I 
hope at least you’ll find me worth every-
thing you’ll travel through in the end.

Love,

17-year-old Cindy

grotesque disease if  you were still here. 
Some days I wonder if  it is the fault of  
curses that follow me around, that have 
followed me around since the day I was 
born. Some days...some days I can’t 
think of  you because it hurts too much, 
it hurts in my head and my heart (so 
contrary to what I’ve always said, I do 
indeed have a heart, and I hate it). Some 
days I wonder what would have hap-
pened if  I had kissed you on that first 
day, or on the next, or on any of  the 
following. Some days I can’t remember 
that I didn’t.

I’m leaving this letter for the attendants, 
and for your son, who comes to visit 
me on occasion. He acts and looks so 
much like you; I’m told that I’ve mis-
taken him for you on the worse days. 
They’ll find it in the morning, after I’m 
dead. Remember how many times I told 
you not to let them use euphemisms for 
death in my obituary? I’ve put that in 
my will as well, since you’re not around 
to remind anyone. Tonight is one of  
the only nights in which I have been 
completely present in my mind, and I 
can recall medications and chemicals 
that shouldn’t be mixed, and I know I 
can have access to everything if  I try, 
tonight. So it shall be in this letter that I 
say my final good-byes to you.

I have never been sentimental, nor one 
for dramatic revelations at the last min-
ute, but in this case, I shall say what I 
must. I don’t believe that you ever fully 
forgave me for every time I deceived 
you, and so it was no great surprise 
when you married T. (and so quickly 
after my return), and it was almost 
expected that she would prove to be 
truly good for you in every way which 
I was not. We never quite went back to 
the friendship that we had before, and 

I don’t know why I thought it might 
happen otherwise. I underestimated 
you, yet again - not for the first or the 
last time. 

Sometimes I wondered why I kept 
you around, with your normalcy and 
your occasional insistence on mundane 
routines, and your silly sweaters and 
tea. Other days I wondered why I ever 
thought about running from you and 
your unwavering loyalty. And at other 
times, I was too busy with my work to 
think about you at all. 

Now I regret much, and remember 
little, but most of  all, I savor the mo-
ments that we spent in companionable 
silence, for it is the best silence that I 
have ever known.

I told you once, that heroes don’t exist, 
but I lied.

Farewell,

K.
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Daily Travails at 
the Train Station
By Robert Wiley

There is a pleasing silence lasting long
along the station. You wake up early wishing
the purple morning furls you in its shawl.
The stillness before sunrise: a love you’ve been missing.
Then the clicks of  heels and stomps of  boots
and squeaks of  sneakers and slaps of  sandals rip
an ear open. A relentless torrential commute.
You see a scared soul, lost like a ship,
mouthing “sorry” for his shoddy navigation.
His arms are squeezed tight to make his frame small,
sidling sideways like an injured crustacean,
reducing the traffic around him to a crawl.
Recall your maiden voyage in the maelstrom.
Kindly unwrap your kindness.
    Give him some.

I am not a poet.
I am a scientist.
But for you, my dear, I will try.
I will try and capture the poetry
Woven into the rapturous twists of  DNA and
Seared into the sumptuous mess of  chemicals 
Encased in your skin.

I, with my numbers and figures, my delta, sigma, and rho,
Will coax the sonnets from 
The devastating refraction of  light in your eyes and
The languorous curvature of  your spine
When you arch and blink, pliant and warm under my exploring fingertips.

I, with my rulers and my oddly shaped flasks,
Will tease the soliloquy and hyperbole
From the particular resonance of  my name falling from your lips,

Love Letter from 
a Scientist
By Karen Savella

With prideful strokes,
Jewelry encrusted fingers,
And inks of  countless lands and bloods,
Their words descend upon parchment

While buildings burn like candles
The howls of  the defeated deafening the starry night, 
And civilizations lain to waste and to dust 
The conqueror becomes the saint with the whirl of  the pen

With centuries of  good business 
Continents of  enterprise and clientele 
And a resume greater than any scripture 
Another chapter is compiled 

With them the secrets are sealed 
Heroes and villains are swapped with the spin of  the Taijitu 

Victor’s Pen
By Barrett Goldflies

In the singular equilibrium that your atoms find with mine
When we are lying side by side, the space between us is close and achingly intimate.

And then.
After I have split open your skull and poked and prodded,
After I have held your beating heart in my quizzical embrace,
I will tangle the poetry of  your being into the science of  your soul 
And stare in wonder at the impossibility of  you.

I am not a poet. 
I am a scientist. 
The matter in my skull is grey and white and filled with a searing need to know you.
You are my Schrodinger’s Cat, my Gabriel’s horn, 
My muse and my mystery.
I will weave my curiosity and desire through the strands of  your hair
To bind you gently to the waves of  my inquisitive wreckage.

And so I, the scientist, will shed my pristine white lab coat and calculating eye,
And I will stain my fingers black 
As I scribble lines of  hypothesis and procedure, of  rhyme and rhythm,
Verses and stanzas of  raucous silence and divine carnality,
Until the ink runs dry
And I am left with nothing, 
Nothing but you.

POETRY
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Pumpkin Seeds

A spark struck my eye that couldn’t be rubbed out 
so I had to seal them closed to feel any comfort 
at all, but that lasted only so long because in the darkness 
I began to feel things that should have stayed slumbering
and could hear too vividly the steps of  monsters 
that walked behind me. Beautiful sphinxes 
with your mangled faces speaking languages I never understood
scream and plead for me to look back, but I never do: I’m fleeing, still blind,
still reeling from the time I wasted carving pumpkins carried
for you by the hands that should’ve held me. I’m tripping 
on seeds, too slippery from the pumpkins’ bloody pulp to be crushed
under my weight, so my body is brought down by the meek millions
of  them and the only way to reclaim the pavement 
is to start shoveling them, fistful after terrible fistful
into my mouth, into the mouths of  my friends and lovers, 
eating them orange and unbaked, not caring if  they make us sick, 
not caring that they’re meant to make us well. No elixirs, no, not even 
a lozenge on hand, I eat the forbidden fruit and fall under 
the serpent’s spell—once upon a time, time and time again, I am bewitched.
I throw a glance over my shoulder, and a winged man 
with sharp teeth reminds me of  a boy
who I couldn’t quite love. What the fuck 
was his name again?

By Katelyn Gonzalez

Oil Spill
By Adriana Perez

My ink runs black
My ink runs
Like the crispy branches of  a forlorn, outstretched,
And broken down tree.
Wanting and waiting
Pulsating, pulsating!
Running wild through my heart
In a stream of  luscious and lavish wanting
It does pulsate.
Red blood cells become black
White blood cells, also black
Every time I swallow, I hear 

the clickety clack of  the keyboard
Up/Down. Keyboard jammed.
Between the F and G
Long, outstretched metallic fingers
Crossed and spreading honest lies.
But don’t mind me,
I’m just passing by
My ink becomes my shadow
My present is locked between my future’s past
Not so fast, watch your step
My ink runs black across porcelain skin
Forming cracks and dripping black
When the quill splits 
The ink goes to and fro
No, watch your step
The ink is black! The ink runs black!
Drips black, black puddles on the floor
The ink is dripping from my veins onto the floor
Slowly wanting and waiting
Pulsating, pulsating, 
No more.

I.
Unquestionably Christmas
is when you can make the most
of  being homeless.
People are much more reminded of  charity.

II.
I have found Jesus Christ! I have found Jesus Christ!
He was at the Goodwill
dressing in sweaters
that ripped
at the sweaters.

III.
See, it’s about giving away stuff
nobody else wants,
to people
nobody else wants.

Advice from 
Abandoned Men
By Robert Wiley

And the legacy of  people is distorted with a few choice words
The services of  the victor’s pen deals and judges once again
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IV.
Holy Mother,
that prim divine lady over on 14th,
she only makes you swear off  all earthly desire
for a shower.

V.
Me, humble servant
that I am
Pastor asked I’d gladly carry the eucharist,
So the choirboys could carry the alms.

VII.
Like the Holy Spirit
parting hearts and minds,
straight through hearts and minds,
straight past
every bodily part
a pair of  downcast eyes

on every car, on every train, on every night,
every rotten rag window washing,
every ragged wanderer wandering,
wondering when the train comes in.

When does the train come in?
When does real life begin?

IX.
Say sir, say sir,
God bless, God bless,
No you don’t gotta be sorry, I’m sorry.
I’m the one who’s sorry.
I’m the one who’s sorry.
I’m sorry,
But do you have twenty cents?

X.
There ain’t no order no more. There ain’t
no order no more. There
ain’t no order
no more.

The noise the rattling makes
is empty and aching.

It’s a cage that you climb into
and kneel your echoing knees

on iron strings and hard bars
of  sad music, sung harshly

by hung shoulders and elbows
that gloved hands once used to hold.

I have fed my feelings to a furnace
of  black coal and red heat,

quietly consuming and degrading;
stoking a pitch in a fertile hearth.

It burns brightly and blinding;
Immolating and lonely. 

What is left is the sound
of  quiet rasping, halfbreath

wind closing the whisker screen door,
highlighting the silence inbetween knocks.

A maddening melody.

The Rattling
By Robert Wiley

Comfort of Labels
By Augusta Mikalauskaite

Have you ever found yourself  struggling with mass beliefs?
And not for politics, finances, or peace,
For movies, songs, or poems...You know, those artsy things.
I did. And no admiration will leave my lips
For skills that have been praised
so many times until, for no reason, pop, the label sticks.
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Toothbrush

By Evan Taylor

“Grab your toothbrush!”
Is all I hear them yell
“Grab your toothbrush!”
For reasons they do not tell

I look to my mother, my brother, my sister, my father
I look to my little bronze Buddha
I look to my mother’s white wedding Kimono 
I look to my chopsticks I used the day before
But the officer yells, “Grab your toothbrush!”

I look in the eyes of  my father who has been told to do the same
I look into the eyes of  my sister and mother, and they are filled with pain
So much pain over a toothbrush?
“Grab your toothbrush!”, the officer exclaims again.
And before I know it, I am out of  the door as swift as wind

(Inspired by Julie Otsuka’s 
The Buddha In the Attic)

Like a newborn, I was shaped to nurture my curiosity
That always grew and raced with my anxieties.
The situation clearly needs no excuse
For growing greediness if  you walk in my shoes.
You see, I argue that art was never created equally for us to grasp.
I’d rather have something for myself  to last.

The discovery of  an unknown movie sets a new state of  mind.
I call the movie “Mine,”
And it responds to me with a smile.
I rate it five stars,
Or planets for its style.
This game is continuously on and I’m SO FULL OF PRIDE!

You see, the lady of  the evening will never be my bride. But you
Alone with a nameless song that calls me through your eyes?
You’re no one’s yet, a flawless catch.
So don’t you dare to weep
when I’ll tear your song and call it “MINE─”
You should have hid it deep.

I have my toothbrush
And I guess this shall do
But looking back 20 years later, I wish I would have grabbed my little bronze Buddha
and my mother’s Kimono too

So here I stand twenty years later with a toothbrush, but no culture.

One day 
You will forget,
And you’ll stop 
Hating me for making you 
Love me. One day you will forget
What either emotion was like,  so 
Take solace in that small comfort, 
Because even when your heart 
Has healed, your face
Will haunt me still.

You’ll learn 
To live again, you’ll breathe
Easy and realize you hardly needed 
Me, as unscarred arms will carry you 
Away from faded portraits of  our smiling
Faces. But my fingers linger still on the 
Memories—probing the red wounds 
Of  perfect nights and breathless
Noons that I won’t (can’t?)
Let close.

Lingering still 
Upon what I tore 
From future roots, I put off  
Washing my dirt smeared hands 
And admit the fault was mine: my 
Heart grew overripe, rotted sickly sweet 
In my chest, so I shook the fruit from 
The vine. But squirming on the forest 
Floor, it gazes back up through 
The branches: I’m trying to catch
Just a shadow of  you.

Lingering
By Katelyn Gonzalez
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Autumn’s sunset sky,
Light mist, minimalist rain,
Brings a new effect,

He can look up at the rain,
Unflinchingly, watch it fall,

The next morning, he
Pulls his hand through the ashes, 
Fragments of  fragments.

As house insurance only
Refunds him financially.

The Rain Was Not 
Heavy Enough to 
Put Out the Fire
By Jordan Fisher

Though shattered 
Porcelain is swept and gone, 
The hand that dropped it remembers 
Well the crash of  its fall, and recalls with empty
Grasp the beautiful thing it once held. I am now 
Little more than a ghost, tracing
The tiles of  our abandoned
Home, searching to save
Those tragic splinters 
Of  china.

You’ll never know 
How I remember you still, 
As the stars remember the sun,
For those celebrated specks are ebbing
In inky eternity, deprived of  the fantastic fire that lit
Them so bright. The sun fled them too fast
And left them with only the quiet,
Echoless night sky.

I stand grounded
Beneath the weight of  that sky,
Mesmerized by the crash in my ears,
Digging in my flesh for the familiar, for the lost,
For the perfection I had in my possession
But pierced and tossed away. You
Are long, long gone, and I am
Loving you still.
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“And that’s when I know 
it’s over. As soon as you 
start thinking about the 
beginning, it’s the end.”

—Junot Díaz, This Is How 
You Lose Her
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