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Dear Reader,

In the fall quarter of my freshman year here at

Chief this quarter.

I traveled to Berlin with Natalie for a jout
in rich friendship. On our trip, we took
“Monobloc chairs,” in hopes we would use:
from public spaces in Basel, Switzerland, b
party, barbeque, wedding, or place-o|

How strange, but how mundane? [
up close and personal with real life,
wanted this magazine to feel like flipp
The creative writing and art within tk

To The Catalyst—Brian, Shaun,
with the magazine, it's been the sweetes

Claire Trask
Editors-in-Chief

In our time in Berlin, Claire and I'dise
but rather guided by the pure excitemer
Editorial Team, we introduced “Sar
it doesn't always have to make sen

‘When we first began this quarter, IW:
to be staged and performative petfe
learned that it means much more thi
change and adapt in an ever-chan|
into a way of living,

Living in America, daily life has
mundane is necessary to liveina

_SB, 1
Natalie, who was also an English major. I didn't know
person I have been lucky enough to share many ti
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e
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AS A CHILD KNELT IN
A CEBDAR-CHESTEARSES

made small before ﬁgures in stained glass,
) I directed my fingers in drawing

o the world, while eyes at keyhole height
' } learnt it slowly through the gaps.
Too young to glean truth from far-off frames,
on living room mantels, in mythic names,
1 worshipped icons while purblind

"~ beneath the brightest kerosene.
A
A Y I —

bl O -~

The hand that holds the brush hovers still,
wondering what portrait to paint of it all
from the toy gun and the real one,

the inlaid horse-hilt fighting knife,
marbles, thimbles, a lone shoelace,
a hundred unused greeting cards
packed like dirt around the trinitite,
as if purchased platitudes might put to bed .

THE MONSTER OF MERE e " Either temptation or obligation

will render us as the impressionist does,

ATOMS AWOKEN BY MEN. ,l/ fudging out the flaws in strokes over-light,

; imitating the simplicity and goodness
I of a child’s estimation, of a line-art led life.
- Details are lost in the folds of a triptych
Someone must have believed in God— ¢ , ; } ERe
g i : - dust is collected, paint thins away,
if only during holidays—because somewhere 2 : ! : . A
k ) ' : till T'll wonder if turpentine runs in our veins—
we inherited the urge to say grace, (S U ! ; £ i 3
i : ; x| y an inevitable pollution, the bleeding
but the last name writ in the family Bible _ . g § ]
; : ; ; . = of things inhuman, the far reaches
is from 1928. If any entity once lived Y - :
4 e Z 7 of pollen shaken off  the petals
in clasped hands around the American table, % i i )
s B of a flower forged for war.

it has surely long since died, obliterated "‘?-'j_u'_..
by the worst of humankind, A

made kindling to an unforgiving fire. %

w

-~

A 1 =

L % As a woman enclosed in the white-picket altar,
-

I know you like history knows

BRH. U PUMSEAT N
R APPARITIONS
S Y EMBLAZONED

and died? How precious the S .. _ = - " -
PAPER-WINGED.® f | er(JN i CO}:I&REEE;S |

Ay "I ! _._ﬂ‘. a little, yellowed, radiation globe
S C A P E G O A T *a i " of frozen sand grains instead of snow.

-

. -
. ;_;____‘%__' L

Does anything linger in the
uprooted aspen potted in our yard?,
What is left to stitch back to life ™ = ===
when all of the moths have gone

o 1 ~
?nust. o0 foz_‘ ppttng holes B The relic is shaken from its chest of stillness,
in history and pulling hands out clean, e § .
i i -1 wake atrophied ﬁngers from their long rest,
when God demands to know why | ! : ; !
: i j s 1 = and rise to eye level with what waits above me—
nothing flickers in the pilot light vigil L : : ;
. x A 3 only to find that light had been paid
on the old gas stove, left burning, . ! ; 7
- S as a portion of our penance,
before, to heat a near-empty home. L 4 ! 3 i
taking with it answers to the great mysteries,
. and faces long awaited loom less familiar
Ve

" without the battery-powered glow of naivety.




“Go fuck yourself, you idiot!” But to me, it just sounded like a murmur, birds laughing in trees
Reads the billboard, hovering above the plains So I returned to my business, living like an animal trying to bite its tail
“Your words are all paper thin, and you can only sing in staccato Hunting for instrumental rock records and waiting for the silence at the end
Trying to make meaning out of language is like attempting to build the Taj Mahal out of Play-Doh”
Because speaking is just a way to communicate

So I went home and wrote a poem that contained only silence And [ have no one to talk to
And it won every award all around the world And words are just noise wearing fancy clothes anyway
And the government spent a billion dollars to airdrop papers with my name on it above the Middle East So I'm dedicating poems to the empty space in bags of chips
But...no one there could read it And the oxygen in a corpse’s lungs
As it floats atop a flood
All they did was scream at the sky And the space between each guitar string

And they all marched home singing Na-#a-74-na to fill the hole in the chest where words are supposed to go

And [ only listen to gibberish and gobbledygook
Sung by people across oceans and decades
Who sing like nels nd drink like dgons

written on the walls of this nuclear bunker are the words “god is a question mark”
So I've devoted my life to confusion
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It used to take only one bad
night for you to learn how to

whip yourself into shape. Now,
- suddenly, you're gambling away your
» time like it lives in abundance under a
brown leather jacket that smells faintly of
- . spilt cinnamon whiskey and the occasional
- cheap cigarette. Maybe your surroundings
- g introduced the wobbly excuse of relativity you
3 3 - throw back into the mirror. At least I dont do
. S molly like the friend I left back in high school. But
L F “' saying it out lf)ud feels like humiliation—ritualistic
- ¥ ;:‘r&'! \ ‘and reeking of the same bitterness that leaves you
s B ' ’

.shivering in the dead of those nights when you no

L
B .
\ } - longer remember the answer, yet you are stone-cold
4 -
»
lL i‘

sober.

Sometimes it creeps into the eight hours you spend
with your coworkers thefirst time you are all off the clock and
inthe same room. Maybe it’s under the lid of the candles you
N only burn at Christmastime. Or it’sin the.quiet heartache of lying
awake next to the girlhwhcr. only remembers she loves you when she's
/ asleep. You only grasp it for a moment beforeit turns away from you,
silently, ignoring your outstretched hands. It flickers away into a golden
_mist that smells faintly of some sort of cologne or perfume—though you'll be

\

. ' perpetually indecisive over which one it is.

Between the soft bars of John Coltrane’s wotk, you forget-the last time you were not waiting for something unnamed—which

is curious, because we all know you never seem to forget anything. Memory is a weapon that only finds its target between

your untamed eyebrows, where your mother'once put bindis before you rejected the feeling of empty air underneath your
chaniyaand selected something more maradana when November rolled around.

In the time it takes you to determine whether you are kind or just self-sacrificial, the cat will go hungry. Alex Supertramp

was found with seeds and mold in his system and you will do eyerything to ensure nothing in the fridge is expired
without first checking the pears on the countertop. 1

v ll ol g | [ P - A i
uniocked, why | W
" Pu . e \‘ f\ \"'\. .
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How much is receding from you, and how much is rushing back—
Frenzied feet, riots of dust, city’s clamor, TNT.
Unceasing mourning, untiring hope and expectation

bodies and faces recklessly spent,
running out irresponsibly, now weary, asleep
trembling like tipped stamens, like eyelashes.

The once-loved slowly peel off, layer after layer
foliated, gone in the wind—irretrievable
Old apartments charred, flames burning bright,
fireworks ding, crowds fleeing,
among them countle:
blurred.

The black hole behind you still breathes its chill,
ds reach you from an ancient time

2

disquieting

g, repuls

it intoxicates, it make
Tears or laughter, water or fire.

. . and the unspoken peril contained within.
L Rl Past and future, captured by either, would be dangerous.
& S, g \ \ 8 Acceleration maddens, fangs bared. ¥
come to You.

$ - . Unstoppable—it cannot be stopped,
~ 3 . - ’ it must not be stopped, because falling

_l- ’ . & ) is equally dangerous.

8 Worlds spinning.

rusting,

d

and its slow accumulation.

A maytly een the stones.

§ - ——" - not yet dead.
t [ : 8 What is coming has not yet come.

16
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of a body uwmgz, "
what fe means o be @ :

Fundamental evil resides in your stomach,

that what i means

vessel for your sound.

what it means

A mannequin with no choice,
Ng mouth, no voice.
Mouthing Sojourner’s Truth Lo ears
That ~ listen but don't hear:

Iy that what it means to be a womans

No matter the earth; <
Barren farmland

Or a field made fertile by corpses

Man plunders,

Sucks drv,

a b u § ¢ s

Iy thar what & means to be a womand

Or must a WO
Carve into 2 themselves..
And feel the sinews  snap under
Their owned artificial x hair®

Must I taste my own stomach  bile
To know I an alive?
To know that I persist,
Beyond the hobble of an old man,

If I myself,
Without = help,
That 1

will.



On tiptoes, she laughs, thmkmg of pan_ as tumbling dc
(some video she saw, likes to see, returning to her feed] andz l\eep 7 Wranglmg theu'
fuzzy bulk. She'’s shown them to me before—their exact shape hazy.
I wonder how they hold them—if those enclosures have steep sides, or deep concrete trenches
ringing the outside to prevent the beast from leaping into hard-won liberty.
~ Maybe it's iron bars, or thick glass a child could press their face against, an offering
of sufficient solace against escape. There’s transparency in freedom, freedom in transparency—

in her words we are like the bears, about to tumble over mud and root, down into the muddy
depths. Swimming is its own kind of perilous freedom, I remind (the world has many
kinds of freedom, both large and small.) The river’s flow is a kind of freedom. |

I remember an old friend of hers, with a voice like vinegar and cherries, and the first time she
saw the waterway. It was August and we were looking to escape the sweating walls
of our apartments, [ remember her looking out across Lake Erie and asking
“Where are the waves?” \ea&ulls cracked their crow across the rocky beachhead.
Windswept, she saw the little swells and her face was dissatisfied, sour. She spoke the language
of the ocean—the language of her home. “Shouldn’t we be able to swim if those are the waves?”
These were her water’s words for danger—her feet uncut by hidden zebra mussels and
skin untouched by the itch of unknown concoctions boiling and driving in depths.
I know these words, born forth in hot algal blooms. I had never seen the ocean,
her ocean, nor could I speak its many words for danger. i
Now, on silentstill banks, I scarcely know the words for river, for danger, outside of memory.
Somewhere further, blrdiﬂ]lg No, she calls me. It's getting dark. We should get back.

21




aust,
ed with rust.

. Ay
untain majesties,

: <
s catch @ sumpeEsheg)
1 +
e .
Through canyens cleaked in dictuses,

Soft tunggs _asetighird practices.
-

As winds wave warm in pig
My heart’s a melting mess d

For all my cares have tled and g
My only thought: keep rolling ons

The sweet hum of the road does declare:

bemrf toend up nowhgre?

Sodvlien someday I ch:

ART // JONATHAN GELFORD AND NATALIE RILEY




Talk Tonight

By Liam Baker

»

I stumble through rain, We're two full worlds away, but
Lightning stretches through violent skies. =~

Am I on your mind? I
My murky mind weighs enough to
Carry my empty stomach.

I eat fried eggs, and .
Wonder what you'll eat tonight.
Am I on your mind?

I dip toast into the yolk,
Imagine you next to me.

You waltz through bright sand,
Shining even brighter still.
Are you on my mind?

A blushing sun weaves cotton
Candy clouds across your sky.

[ﬂmgrl[

\\

You sip Sauvignon,
Watch Bee Moviewith your friends.
Are you on my mind?

You brush your hair out before

Bed, feel my fingers slip through.

24 25 ART // LIAM BAKER



[JESUS CANNOT SAVE] 10/22/25

By Natalie Riley
'Thou hts,“ Simon and Garfunkel. *America.

..Jesus cannot save us now when I am looking at America.

Inglorious. Saran wrapped. Parasitic.“ Where we live for the dime,
worship emails, and preach crypto. When the nine to five gnaw trenches into
your average Joe, economic silos are a game of who knows how to talk in hundreds or millions.

uWhiSpers,

“Jackson, Grant, Franklin, can you hear me now?”
m What good are morals if tithing serves penance for corruption? *
It's just another sad story on the television.“ And so the doctors prescribe Lexapro;

Green,u Sewage.* Reek. We devour and eniorge.m Toothpicks

scrape the crud off our moral conscience

...Why so chipper when our children dance to the thumping
of hungry bellies? §ynagiiigigiiile
I am looking for America. Bent with hands clasped, pressed against forehead“

What is the difference between praying hands and hands of
frustration?

Iam lookinﬁ for America. [jii§ High-class, clean-faced pinup dolls plastered on editorial campaigns.

Yes perfection, conniving—calculated, but at least it is something to believe in. [ am
looking backward America

I am looking to chil
Tiny. Sweat
childhood.

dhood America. To the kid whose parents don’t speak American.
Palms. (8 Ripped from weathered hands.

Cheers to

So toss me a cigarefte, America. This feels bizarre, America. In my all-American Ford, America. All
gas no breaks, Jesus take the wheel.

No one is safe in America.

ART // BRIAN DONNELLY



Deception is effortless for the practiced few. Abel was far from rank sufficient to entice more than a raised brow. For the
better part of the morning, he shied away from conversation and wished for the stillness of rolling emerald hills and the
solitude he was offered in the country, luxuries he was without in the cityscape of Andersonville. Since his return to his
mother’s home, she had resumed the authority she claimed over him from the womb. His years-long absence meant little
to the control she sought over him. The incident was further justification that she could not trust him in either mind or
~conduct. Abel's sudden return after months of unanswered letters and phone calls had left her reeling. She had nearly
- flown across the country and marched to his room herself. How could a son treat his mother with such disdain and
indifference?
- No word for a millennium, too lcmg a time for any mother, thank you, and the weight of the horrifying knowledge he had
plcked up- and left with no concern for societal discourse or her state of mind. It was too egregious to be true and taken
with seriousness, so by sleight of hand, she had crafted a respectable reasoning for his studious abandonment.

-]

~y |

i

e il s in

= |

And so there she stood, hanging her handbag on the hook by the kitchen door and standing expectantly with the

Abel washed his hands. He scraped the bar of soap into his still flesh and authority only a parent who wields ine‘ﬁ‘able power over their c_hild can hold.

watched the dusky suds gurgle and spit down the drain, The pipes were st
old and always needed to be fixed. Another note, another complaint to the
man down the stairs, as though his mother was not already behind rent and
biding ill-favored time through half-full promises and short favors.

“You’ ll wrlte to the admlsswns office and request reinstatement. I'll post it tomorrow,” she said definitively. There was no
room left for question. It s a shame you let the mcldent aﬂect your judgment and nerves. That it made you—"

Ly

“Made me what?” Abel ‘{urned from the wmdow and greeted his mother with the same stifling air she had shown him all

The boy looked vacantly out of the corner of his eye to where
day, * Slck? Erratic?”

she stood in her black garb. Thick wool lined with gaudy lace,

an inheritance of an impression previous owners left behind; his
grandmother, her sister, a cousin thrice removed. All shared the
coat and occasion of mourning. The service was dull, and Abel
sat with his mother in the front pew listening to a priest hold his
grandfather to a standard of life and reverence that any soul
who knew the man on a personal level would scratch their

skull in puzzlement. While alive, he had disregarded

any religious and strict moral structure with the
control and aim of a sharpshooter. Treaties of
higher order had meant nothing to him in the
scheme of the everyday; he dismissed religious
doctrine. In the last few weeks of his life,

he feigned temporary insanity and a
variety of illnesses to escape his
daughter’s attempts to lure him

to what he deemed worse
than any punishment.
So, Abel had endured
the discordant
mutterings of

his relatives

and words in
dedication to

a false gentleman.

Temporanly 1ndlsposed Her'voic‘:e was clipped. “I understand that your generation is particularly susceptible to the
pressures— : : : : :

“Please don’_t.f’
“I'm offering you a solutio'@ These things happen, and .th'ey. can easily be sorted.” Without waiting for his answer, she turned
to the kitchen desk and, opening a bursting drawer, prcn:ured a sheaf of papers. She riffled through them for a half second

before holdmg out a half-written letter in neat script.

“I see you’ve aIre'aq:l}r written it.” He stared at the offering, makmg no movement to accept it. Resolutely, his mother sighed
and placed it on the counter next to where he stood.

“I've drafted it. You'll copy it in you:r own hand, of course, and add a few lines about how your extended leave has made you
of a more sound judgement.”

Abel picked u_l::i-.t-ﬁe' draft and read it slowly.
“Mrs. —’s ce'usin is on the b'oerd you know.” She' continued and moved to his side with precticed efficacy, waiting for his repl

in ccnsensus, “_One letter explammg the cause of your leaving, and it will be fixed. You should be able to return by next week,
I'm sure.”

He set the 1et-ter -do‘wn, “And you_'ve thought of e'verything."

“I had to.” A sharpness entered her voice. “Do you think I enjoy this? All the questions I've received about your whereabouts,
your activities, and dalliances. The lengths I've had to go to for you, to save some semblance of our reputation. I've had to
direct it all to youWandfather‘s health, which I'm sure you don't care about in the slightest.”

>
“You have n ﬁ,’]: o
',9 . .

-

The reception was

faux compassion—
sanity, complexigui
not yet withdra
pleas

final.” Then she swiftly left the room,




Herl
So she

s not dance a dance of pr a second

Empathy for the inanimate pried one eye from : :  pho i er stuff and break only under free will.
Salt, and cured it undér'__@t._b_.-_h__er second sun. g5 are laugl yut of th . ;econ

Sitting back on
She gets her ¢




Heavenly Chemical Snow.

ART // SEBASTIAN MUNIZ-MASSA

ictim of Heavenly crime,

Prescription Lines.

. ¥
M i

;g/
"B NOELANi HENSON

He rode into town at the sound of the horn, The mist moved with him as though he commanded the

breath of the earth itself. Long dead Redcoats marched at his side, their lanterns flickering like

captive stars. Children and adults alike have been waiting in feverous anticipation for The

Beast's arrival—we laugh and cheer and scream with an excitement that’s been brewing e
all year. A coat of polka-dotted polyester, damp with the perspiration of his caretakers

and the afternoon rain, clings loosely to his fiberglass skeleton. Exposing his wire

sinew and plastic veins, he struts through the

square knowing he is our pride and joy.
Our carnival messiah. We

watch in awe.

He floats through

his movements and we
all blissfully ignore the tangle of

legs and limbs that kick and squirm between
his hollow ribs. We like the illusion. He pauses. His

mane lashes gently in the salty breeze, each strand of
paracord and cast aside sailors’ line, a tell-tale testing the
wind for omens. Then he smiled, that terrible, perfect grin:
his equine lips pulled back as if stapled into place, taut in
eternal defiance, a set of shiny clay teeth gleaming
against the gray sky. An explosion of crimson
flame erupts from his gaping jaws—he is the

leader in the annual crusade.

The time has come. The band plays,
filling the air with brass prophecy, drums

rolling like distant thunder.

He turns. His fluorescent hooves point towards the sea. The father

of his maker blesses him with words swallowed by the wind, and we

all wish him luck on his journey. Driven by an anonymous kinetic energy he

lopes onward. Trailed by his henchmen just as they came, THE BEAST is ready to

test his fate at the Dead Man’s Drop. A




so they wu_u!l' !
ould be proof I'was tl
be proof I lived.”

average height and average b 1ild.
‘that curled at the ends when it w
ally flat. Her nose was not dainty
e and straight. Her lips were not
't big either. Her teeth could’ve
2y were just one shade off white
upper left incisor. Some people
retty. Some might not. Aimee’s
lable in every aspect except for
y pale blue, the color of ice and
ptiness.

MAKE SOMEONE FEEL COLD

DT THE REST ABOUT A GIRL
SHIPPED TEETH THAT THEY
(NEW.)

what see
move, could

had this ni
see you—not

now—and

(BLUE IS NOT A MET|

Liam drags his pointer finger in'li
down Aimee’s back, drawing pict
doesn’t bother to comprehend. She’s no
she’s in his bed once again. It is not the!
and it won't be the la

“I can’t figure you out,” Liam remarks. H
runs in circles around her vertebrae, one

“I can’t tell what it is you w

“Maybe that’s because I don’t want anything at
Aimee respol

“Everyone wants something.” Liam’s finger paus
halfway down her spin

ee replies




- ugh in vl
where the squat cathedral of trees opened into a vast expanse of valIey, deaﬂ yellow gras "makmg '
1loved when the sky would turn gray, at night when the air was so still you could cut it with a pocketk
forked huge rifts through the monstrous clouds, huge silent tendrils of platinum tearing apart the sky.

One weekend they pruned the groves. It smelled fresh and earthy, almost tart, not what you’d expect an olive branch to
smell like when cut. The smell sticks, so distinctive and re{zeshmg, grounding, The aroma of fallen leaves wafted through
the camp all night. I learned that they make the leaves into an Amaro, which, when poured, is a light, thick green and tastes
like how the night smelled.

I only rode a horse once, late in the evening of the fourth week, the pony stumbling beneath me on its final circuit of the
day. I hadn't touched a horse since I was twelve, when I begged my mom for boots and the week at horseback riding camp
felt like a visitation from a preteen god. The late July grass was so long it brushed my knees, stretching leisurely over the
expanse of slope. Time seemed suspended there, in the gold, a solitary keep on the opposite hill, gilded in the late evening. [
loved that place. The kid in the kitchen would make me a crépe every time [ visited, and make friends with the new campers
each week. Lucky, one of the horse wranglers, was my favorite. He rode behind me, twitching his reins with the expertise of

someone whose horse is less of a separate being and more an extension of themselves, quietly echoing my
hums and laughing to himself. He felt like a friend, an ally unspoken. As my horse picked its way
through the plains, dust catching the light and the sweet smell of late summer earth on the early
evening breeze, I came to understand this was a fleeting experience, a pocket of life I wouldn’t be
revisiting. When Katie volunteered to go that Thursday, I realized I'd been right.

The slightly trashy sheen of the Wednesday outings became comforting by the third week,
once we'd figured out the timing and knew the lady behind the desk at the waterpark. It always
elt like a blessing that the weather was nice, like a wink or a pat on the back from someone way up
here, but it didn’t feel the same once Max left and I couldn’t watch the fields go past over his dozing
ead. I only got a coffee at the bar in the square twice, the first week and the last. It felt right, like a
cred ceremony I'd completed. The streets of Orbetello taste of pistachio ice cream and
awaiian Tropic. I don't think there was a single week where I wasn't late to the bus.
One night somewhere in the middle, Yasmine and I slept curled like sisters in
the twisted white sheets of the art room listening to the creak of the cheap metal
foldout frame. Legs and arms intertwined, heads sharing a pillow, matching

cotton pajamas—her hair in one braid, mine in two—sweating in the

dry July.
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in aras and feather boas
my two inch kitchen table,

; a‘gai‘l‘l T rledm'yhand,s I remember lylng to = pmﬁi%g‘raised,fﬁppihg: —
his face: “I'll see you at Thanksgiving.” He hated me about the new doll my parents brought

liars, I remember that, too. home from Saint Agnes.

By December, they sold evvery’thing',-"' e 2 Toda my grandfather’s dog tags hang next to

The house, the car, the chess set from London, Sy d terriet’s collar 3
His cashmere, his cane, his tube of toothpaste, above the mantle. S Sooneny e i
patlentiyﬁ&ﬁ Pty They hug on breezy days whe.n my mom leavr,’.s R
on the counter. " the back door open. bo i
* They sound like teacups clinking.

Love is soft, warm, They sound like a girl laughing.

2k i the moss.on They remind me [ am small,

o - the roof of the dollhouse and all my gods are in the ground.
my grandmother built me i i .
when I was three. Beneath my feet,
If [ could, I'd ! the grass is soft on the hill,
- shrink AR -~ the topof which I cannot see,
: _ always half

f cway. g ity

o i .aiways half
L. way

emp ty
A tube of toothpaste on a bathroom sink.

and [ laugh so hard that
~ cherryj ]uzce comes out of my nose.

I have pink d thi

and they wear pm" ribbon around their necks
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e that pea soup was full of ﬁber
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he same. For optlmal fiber mtake

_)ble in your area. I am parnal to oatmeal with chia seeds on
\' 1k k;sses from Ioved ones.should release some tension, a good
one gets enough sleep these days.

ood source of fiber, too. My preferred way of ensuring

o lie with my nose flat in the dirt, and chew on grass

) the prlckly side. If 1 lie long enough, freckles pop out
want to hang out with me more. No one minds
you're regular.

punishing when your destination peeks -
_é_hi_r_;d black clouds, like how
summer but it actually means
harcoal smoke pours out of
and the exhaustion keeps
c]awmg for so_methmg to

hem 'ﬂp, or the promise S e
movement as soon as they '
wake up from behind 3
~the wheel. And if- you 3%; i
don’t gorightwhen = . o (g
~ your feet hit the floor, : * gif
- something mightbe ﬂ"* :

wrong. y J
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think more people are born
i cunstlpated ‘That’s why people drive
er on the freeway when there




. 4 There was a poppy growing on the freeway.
ART // JACK BUSCHOW AND The other cars went around it,

STELLA MULLIN And I stopped, that was my day.

The wind sways the flowers nearby,
And the poppy upright, near where cars sit.
There was a poppy growing on the freeway.

1 saw a poppy, didn’t [, on Sunday?
Under all the smog drip,
And I stopped, that was my day.

Didn't I see that flower yesterday?
Growing in concrete, no soil, unfit.
There was a poppy growing on the freeway.

A singular golden poppy.

IF TS ILLEGAL TO PICK A CALIFORNIA POPPY
WHY CAN CARS DRIVE OVER ONE2 4

The poppy is still standing,
I stopped, and I saw it today.
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I LAUGH OUT ASWETUMBLE DOWN THE STREETS,
YOUR CLUNKY SHOES CATCHINGION THE CRACKS
OF THE SIDEWALK AND GOO EBUM PS ERUPTING
OFF MY ARMS AND SHOOTING INTO THE NIGHT
SKY.

You mean I'm all bark and no bite, you say back, accustomed

oy el S S S ton e S s S S oSt S one it clis

Except, no, [ think [ mean it. I'm good at barking, not so
good at biting. Something about the reality of that terrifies
me. So I look for the biters, the things that tear and rip.

I am all bark in the carefully curated straightened posture
of my spine, my declarative, well I would never stand for
that. When in reality, I'll stand for anything, and fall
for everything. A house of cards perpetually reaching,
fluttering towards the ground. I am all bark in the quiet
moments of two in the nmrmng1 ‘when my friend is
throwing up and throwing up @nd I am sitting there: ass
against cement floor, phone”'c_l_ti,'gq,_ staring as the cars on
the hollowed streets flash by us21sit there, head throbbing
to the sound of retching, thin!ffng about how I'm the
person lying in wait. Flash through all ages where kids are
drinking and undrinking anfil am the e on th perlphery
ringed fingers tracing the édges of £ 2

and pretending I am brave
I'm just there to grab the buicke

ared lag it
I waor v the one that sits
perpendicular to my bottom front teeth will pop right
out. I worry I'll hold its thin body in my hand, a survivor
of multiple cavities, and think about all the times I
should've bitten straight through. Sometimes [ worry
about the fact that all my biting teeth are stolen from my
biters and what happens when I need to grow my own.

Sometimes I'm
straight throu
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GENTLE BECOMES SYNONYMOUS WITH MEEK,

BECOMES SYNONYMOUS WIT{-I

IMPRESSIONABLE, BECOMES TRAN SPARENT.

Un-gentleness, as it were, is niy best friend reaching
into my eightsyear-old mouth with the confidence
only an eight-year-old could have, and ripping tooth
from bone. In the spaces where tooth had been
freed from marrow, blood poured from its absence
to my bowl of phé. The tooth was stubborn in its
departure, and so I sat there, hlecdin{i and compliant.

she held
ind there
the tooth
0 gave me
looth came in, it
tho pulled it out.
bark  betamse you are
vived enom,ﬁ\\ bite
you mhmtely for aat.

rt}gf) Y y
£

,Not all of my teeth are biting teeth. Some drEI’?&ﬁded on
‘ghelr corners, a consequence of the girl \wh{)w me a
letter when she missed me, who writes abotﬂ* the way
I dress in her essaysiand the way | coolt mytwegetables
in her poetry. Her teeth are gentle in a way that shows
how she’s stopped biting through the things that hurt.
wShe has survived enough to be cautious in the ways that
matter, in the ways that are'recklessly compassionate.

Unafraid, she t
its bloodieds
in my niout
under mgt

tugoed

W
Yo
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._'m'i'ng', please. I put rocks

precipice and a cliff dive, unequipped and

vards breaching murky

_ t off my head from behind in my
‘bled milk out of the unfinished

ed himself in front of me on
/ing room.

aunted the top of my
'down over my pleading face.
he highway and eels in my

THIS ISN'T
HOW IT
HAPPENS

I went to beautiful places I didn’t belong.

During hours 17 through 22 of glowing purple flights
over the Pacific, I wondered just how many fathoms it
might take to see change.

With each arrow chipping bone I counted my
martyrdoms. In the baroque and bloodied velvet tones
of occult surgery theatres, I saw myself dismantled and
cauterized.

My serenity’s saferoom took the form of an old eldritch
waterpark: defunct, tunneling and brominated.

I taught myself the words for
‘submechanophobia’ and ‘phallic
symbol” and ‘sleep paralysis.’

If peace were possible, it would
look like two clean quartz discs
obscuring my second sight.
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through obsidian window panes,
the amber-tinged oak-furnished cafe
suffers a slow and sweet dull ache

as the turntable

sighs with a warped 60’s slow jam
that solemnly meets

the silence between tired eyes.

outside dangles the faded
jacaranda, petals

grayscale under the eyeing moon-
that shallow

meniscus of glittering silver
sewn into the night

in a shy, stemless wine glass,

the vibrant open sign

hangs by the front door

in a luminescent, neon violet
beside it, a poster

promising better times

but from the outside reads as plain,
dry Letraset.

the heater rumbles
just enough to keep
their fragile fingertips
from I'rcczing aver,

knowing they are the last of their kind:

the artists with neural, tender minds.

but is careful to not warm too much:
mindful of the drooping English ivy
on the wall, roots tucked

into thin glass vials

with curious leaves afraid to brown.

a sincere score of

cautious conversation burns dimly,
a voice reminiscing about

how there once was an Illinois,

a glistening seascape, and warmth
that you didn’t have to pay

for with the pain of

having known it at all.
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but the empty evening bus has made its
final rounds, and only tattered
newspapers wearing

yesterday’s headlines

line the metro platform,

while the day hosts a sickly Sun,

and the night a scattered bunch of
sickle-cell stars.

those artisans, lamenting

the death of still life.

a choked gaze in return for

heavy heartfelt remarks,

inkless pens between

cornflower bruised knuckles

from having written it all:

The Story of the World, which began:
“Once blushed the crimson

spot rockrose, a deep, deep red.”

the gaslamp flickers, and for a moment

it is dark, the black sky torn apart

with great scars of ripping cirrus.

I cannot help but look away, knowing the
fleeting memory of such pigments

will one day become proof of life.

but the needle stays pressed into

the Motown tune, as I am watching

The End of the World:

a beautiful bough, an ephemeral bouquet
the earnest vows, bound for decay

all heres and nows, weathered and frayed,
and now, without any further delay—

as the actress bows at the end of the play
and turns her back to the edge of the stage
if living is losing, then I cannot say

that [ have not lived,

when you are away.
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that I was the most terrified of the dark— + q | inaction—paralyzed
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aches of memoly, i

a8 1 stare past,

tending to a half-broken ary 2o, - S :
in a dark bathreom §(<ll. 75 e \ . looking to the cutb
no use in a wild heart ' o e : ‘that corners the sidewalks

of my past. -
g~ Lfear [am Something;
Justsomething, and that

. By Charisma Gome

if you refuse to use it. 4/ /
underneath the_blm%g dfirkness
consuming street s%ns with

quaint names, ./ f J . b ¥ou are soreone.

I’;’} / / b ) orevetything.
cobweb clutter on 4 rustl?d chain, = :_éf ; B :M_ "
handlebars, defunct brakes. 3 1Teel for a bruise wrapped
streetlights that seem so crushing now Y around my neck, Iam in your Yf“d» you can stand on me,
refuse to dim in image, v _sf the one you didn’t warn me Bring me out for a party, lie me under a tree.
Ethcy spear through my i I i you woudd-leaye, N o )
being, a total eclipse. %3% I feel about my body just to Be careful of Fhe wobble, or you 11 hit the floor,

Sy find a-wr@fk; My footing is tricky, one tilt, your back will be sore.

perhaps I'am searching for
some;hing to grieve. [ am never cleaned, yet always there,

I feel for the scars, Kept in the family, for when you need a spare.

I have been given new flesh P

L raisedon my legs,
P

I've held up your abuela when her knees grew weaker,
Your baby cousin too, whose sleep gets deeper and
deeper.

raised when you didn't
ri me you would leave.

4 how suffocating.
e I am nameless, but always there,

| . thelate - airof early bl_i;fad. e The one within reach when you yell, “We need a
e _ ’ ; chair!”

i 1 R
%ﬂ of two sets of naive eyes. stum aver .
unsure words and an iceplant cavalcade: 5

falling flat on my freckled back;

insects buried in backy@rd stumps, crooked concrete
I've seen every birthday, I've held them with care,

:
\

floods the pedestrian path. gw
-’; &5 / » Bring out a new chair, they won't compare.
I used to think that one daﬁ;’ e \ I
the crosswalles wadlll 147 m’e barrel~. Ap . . cj, L You don't know where I come from, yet I'm still
into the street, signal just for me. ’//‘MAI'-' < ] = trusted, X
JELL NE '(J LI Until you play musical chairs, and find out that I'm
—— busted!
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“buiilt for the after hours,
+ afterall, it 1s ours.

>

Betwixt the sounds of rusty bike chains and the ambient whi‘spers of the man upstairs,
Sweet Jane closes her front door, breathing in the lingering fug of life’s afternoon. The
sounds of the bell tower begin to fade as the paralyzing aroma of pungent tar expands and
contorts in her glass lungs. Reaching into her studded:leather satchel, she discovers the remnants
of the night béfore, embarking into a new night henceforth. She peels open her bag of treats, its
sugary coating grinding down the back of her throat and cracking like sand. With the time bomb
of euphoria set, she throws on her baby-blue dress and fabric crown and laces up her bright red
Chuck Taylors. Confidently puffing her chest, she looks into the mirror and revels in her ideal: the
less Midwest Princess, and then waits. She waits for the tidal waves of tranquility, where the Sun
meets the Earth and everything becomes so much more translucent; much more feasible, much
more real.

-
The lagoon has met the Sun, and the ligh't.s'mflsla Vista begin to flicker on. Alternating
chords of varying genres spew from all sides, beckoning in an uneasy harmony. Broken glass
scatters itself along the cracked pavement like serrated knives, allowing the remnants of
some cheap booze to fertilize the weeds. Flimsy flyers of events long gone litter the streets,
advertising to ants and sewer cats as they slowly fade away in the green torrents of sewage
gone by. Swee Jane walks along the uneven sidewalks, kicking a brown and green
compostable paper cup along the way. The mystic mist of marijuana musk follows
her silently through the night, fluttering and flourishing the foul haze with a
fleeting layer of soft nostalgia. Memory manifests through the fog, and Jane reflects
herself in the iris of every other girl on these streets; like fleeting phantoms of the
ideal night, flickering into reality through the shallow glow of the silver streetlight.

Drifting, Sweet Jane finds herself at a random gathering on the streets of Isla Vista. It's “Pint Night,” and everyone is cheerily
enjoying their Wednesday night concert session. The crowd creeps into the street like the roots of trees to pavement;
perpetually on the verge of breaking containment, yet never fully reaching the point of absolute obstruction. Their brew

just simmers along the brim of their glasses, its foam occasionally curling over the edge to rest itself in the crevices between
the thumb and index. Jane’s attention, however, finds her eavesdropping on a conversation with others who have gathered
here. One, a mirror image of Jesus Christ, talking to her with the grace and elegance of the enigmatic Jesus. Unsure if this

is actually Jesus or not, she decides it safer not to take chances, lest she be wrong about his holy identity. Jesus is drinking
some ripe-looking liquor, the kind of liqugg that makes condensation look appetizing. The other slyly exclaims himselfto be a=
patron of tbe humanitarian arts, casually refere?ﬁ':ing Bbscurerliterary warks as ifithejese common lenowl®ge. Fis name slips
through the surrounding drunken hissing. Instead, she names the man Karl Marx; his beard does look very Marx-like, after
i he fruits of academia, the words begin to drool out of their mouths, pooling into a verbose greyish-green

o the half-clogged drain systems below.

po you.know why they call it 1VZy

sSus says, muml_:lmg over his words.
Bﬁqause°once that needle enters you, it's n
' your blood for life* ="

s
Jesus and Marx never see eye to eye, but under the fuzzy red starlight, the line in the sand dissipates with the rolling tide.
Too drunk to care, Marx and Jesus solemnly grasp each other’s hands, exchanging fleeting kisses as they clash under the ebb
and flow of the Milky Way. The blend of music and alcohol mixes with the sand and the sea, as everyone leaves their worries
behind, letting the poison and half-lucid smiles numb the pain.

Sweet Jane grows hazy, and in the mists of her mind she wanders alone once again, leaving Jesus and Marx to the world
behind. Time begins to flicker like fire, instances of stained reality born in its smoke. She continues to meander down the
concrete river, following the boats and buses down a path only accessible to them. Layers upon layers of shoddily printed
flyers decorate the walls, staples lingering in the wood, concreting the residual parchment to an eternity of insignificance.
Dancing across the concrete sea, Jane finds herself in an expansive field with a singular tree, the bog looming nearby. The
pungent fog illuminates the red eyes of heaven, malevolently beaming down at her from beyond the haze. Initially, she thinks
it to be divine retribution for leaving Jesus to his drink. Despite this, Jane focuses on the villainous gaze above, realizing the
eyes to be nothing but the red illuminating lights of the same old bell tower.

Sweel [ane blinks again, and she finds herself at her last stop of the night. A sign reads “East Depression,” which she
thinks is due to the congregation of sad drunken folk who spill their blood into the sand each night. She does this too,

but just as everyone else, there is no knife. Under the haze of the moon’s airglow, Jane allows the sand to consume her,
occasionally bumping ways with the resident sand flea. The moon’s gravity pulls her down further into the sand, melting
her into the glass-covered beaches ofIsla Vista. She feels as though her entire body is being tingled by the sand and sky,
each and every gust of wind driving the substrate further and further into her skin. In slight of this minor abrasion,
Sweel Jane smiles. Lying down to close her'eyes, she feels the blood and body of every single person who has come to this
beach before her, as they all melt themselves down into the sand-spit of the Pacific. She feels everything; the alcohol in
the water, the tar on the beach, the tears of an innocent soul slain by the spectacles of society. She takes this all,
feels the world revolving with her, mixes everything into a nice little cocktail, and throws it back like a Pink
Whitney shooter. Buried by the champagne supernova, the landslide completely swallows her existence,
melding her entire self with the blood, glass, and tar. Comfortably suffocating in sand, Swee! [ane smiles
forever, knowing that the tide will roll back again, and the sun will rise behind the bell tower once
more, A

ART /l RYAN DOWNING
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I've lost mine, so I seek the shine in your eyes. and bleed.
Can’t seem to find my sacred gleam, so I need They found life in company,
the reflection in yours. That subtle light yet lost their lives to innocent greed.

ed away. Hollow souls need harmless lies, What does that make of me?
: u my love, have left me craving more. What does that say of you?
More of what you say I am, Is every interaction
your words define my form. yet another selfish deed?
With every breath, I've learned to be through Will I be your companion,
the living mirror before. I began by echoing or will I be your feed?
her existence, making sense of self, so she’d When it is all for one,
whisper recognition. My mother gave me the and one minute before the next,
shine in my eyes, but I went and dismissed we crave presence for what presence is,

it. Drifting further into ominous isolation, an oasis for the unaddgéssed.

1 survive, not in grief, but wielding a I spin in a world devoid of context,
weary penchant for life. Sinking into cycling through speculative perceptions,
,,,.ali'ublgulty, 1 still search for the lost my mind will n
m;m my eyes. I've spent my days unti
iglldmg the blade beyond the nape the shine in youl eyes,
~ of thoughtless creatures, or so so I can find mys gain
they seem, wondering why some before I am buried beneath clay
get to wait, while others will be made of my words and my shells,
tfree. Does my soli_psism semblances of that self left under'oundA
. grant judge, of their Unearthed until now

. erfect 1mperﬁct10ns? Not when I see the shine in your eyes.

1 their short lives I've found rest in your rea rance
"":1 < they mlght before my demise.
¢, and

I jest in my cold occurren

I've found the h :
communion of the for
while searching for the shme in

/}'0111’ eyes
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v
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The Normandy boys learned that day that Hell was neither hot nor cold. Their skin did not prick with rigor mortis chill nor
bead with summer sweat. Wind did not tousle their hair. No sun cast their shadows. They lined up by the thousands—flagless,
nameless—waiting, ignoring their bullet wounds and smithereened limbs, trying to pretend they didn’t want to be there.

The Devil watched them from His perch. This was no spectacle. Over and over again, they fought and killed, over

and over again cried for their mothers, and over and over again met only Him. He had seen this before. Seen sons not

yet fathers line up before Him, thinking they were better than those who had graced His path before. Thinking they
deserved honor. Thinking they were special.

In days, though, the Normandy Day population dent would smoothen. The numbers would be only numbers.
[he Normandy boys did not matter.

They shuffled forth, heads bowed, eyes blank. They took with them shells of themselves, leaving behind them everything
else: a marchtrail of gundust, guts, and memories.

One son steered his attention toward the Devil. Rare for battlesons, their heads most often bent in shame of war. The
Devil was used to being scrutinized with Christian doubt or feared with sinful knowing. This son did neither. He
squinted like he didn’t quite believe what he saw and wanted more. Elder folk often gave Him that look. So did wide-
eyed, toddling children. But never boys of this age, stubbled, schooled, unwrinkled. The Devil rarely looked at lives
anymore—it got old, knowing—but the boy’s curiosity caught onto Him. What must it be like to still want to know?

Perhaps it was worth His time. The Devil focused, channeling His once-mortality, and saw.

The mother lingered longest. The boy had been home a short while, but the army suit and cap beckoned his return.

Tl be fine, Ma, " he told her, pretending to believe it. “Medics never get any action.” He 'd never been a medic, not really:
It had been a temporary assignment. He was gualified for it. They needed him in the ranks more, though, and his mothers
heart was poor enough.

It had been easy to lie. She wished him safety and the best, then stayed until his train was no more than a smudge against
the distant hills. Her boy waved all the while, convincing himself the silver streaks across his face were from the wind.

In the train car, he did not look at the faces around him. He never did. It was easier to see shrapnelled eyes and bullet-
holed cheels when he didn 't know what the faces should have looked like. The train, his new metal mother, rocked him to
sleep.

He dreamed of the Devil. It was not a perfect likeness. Nothing ever was, but it was clear it was
supposed to be Him.

The Devil would cackle, filling this false Hell with sound absent in His real home, He would condemn the boy for lving to his
mother, for dying too young, for killing.
The boy would not argue.

He woke and found himself alone. The others had lef, or maybe they had never been there at all,

The boy cried. He cried for his mother and his future, his little brothers and little unborn daughters.

He cried for the places he would never visit, books he would never read, fiolidays he would never celebrate.
He cried for the rain on pavement that June withheld from him, the smell of fresh-baked cookies,
cat fur on clothing.
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Like so many summers before it, At the beach we wait for him to rentusan _ He closes his eyes more often and has

_we're in Southern Italy visiting my umbrella and beds in his native tongue, more spots on his face and more rolls on * TR
. paternal grandfather, Weare hereto  while we eat rustici and Nutella*cornetti his stomach than I remember.,[.think.of s
ried for the Devil. splash around, get fat, speak English, = that dribble down our chests, and wash his father'too, who talks slower, hangs it
ignore. This one is different though; it down with lemon sodas, sticky and so his head, and spends the day in bed all
i My, grandfather is too_old now to rent sweet. We are too old for this. the time now, leaving the apartment just £
He never made it to Normandy. They found him at the bottom of a dry ravine, the rail bridge stretching overhead. They === ~the beach house—Ilet alone descend My father is already in the water with onceasweekstoigrazesthefrozen engraved
said he'd lived through the inital fall but could not move. He died later, on the day of the battle. =~the marble'staircase to'greet us=and~~therest; but'he'returnsand makes‘it"clear™=faces of ‘the'dead==a*Sunday‘errand that=—"" =
this is the first one without Zia Lucetta, that my dryness ¥ is unacceptable. He stretches longer each summer. I cannot
The Devil met the son’s eyes. He knew the boy belonged here, perhaps more than the other battlesons. The boy's mother e my dad ij‘;?l}}l’ ﬁ?&t-',ﬁfg??ﬁlaﬁt Dij' ask_s whlat 4 ...BI....'nlfin'_ng_ﬁ__.__.lfnﬁt - Eﬁlpl but think Eihlat ?Hebda};lnwhc'll?jd Wlll‘] S
would think that false, blame the Devil as they all did, and He would acquiesce. Acceptance of blame was easier than trying Oy S athers eight siblings to die. Sl -but _‘tt' St L et le saneans GELie the chi draisng
¥ Now he is really alone, and our hopes Iam watching him. ~ = =my voice to his failing ears, begging him:
to get them to believe only they had control. _ 3 —_— : ; .
of another careless summer evaporate | — ‘v\— exerciseylisten to the-doctorsrage'against g
There was a certain safety that came with death. There was no crying, no pain, no feeling. Some may call it quiet, but to say un%:{r & cru_el lSa_llento Sk}’;i = /—___—_::-_.‘1 HI&E d}'f?gﬂfﬁ?t’-ﬁgﬁﬁ I knm}: télat t_}]llls
“quiet” would say there had ever been sound. To say “empty” would say it had ever been full. - Stfly 15 fiks CEAMPEC dPIriINent; —rooionmmmery f WIS WL, (hELTHy DO i
five cots in a room, one for each break down every day until it is broken
The Devil would cradle the battlesons as their mothers did. They would all pretend it wasn't better. Or maybe that it was. That !nember of my family. Th_e pghtmg e g . completely, against tl?e futile behest of
it was anything at all is fluorescent and unforgiving, and .. some helpless offspring. it
§ the AC leaves one room frigid and -
<

— A8 R My body buzzes: THESUR
ulls.my.skin.out.in.every.
direction. I achefora . ... .
stranger..I remember’

The son turned away from the Devil as though he knew He saw him. As though they were colorfully conscious, not gray " the rest sweltering. We di!-’ back
imprints of life. The son’s curiosity had dissolved. and forth between them like

He cared no longer about the Devil. He had something more important to think about: Roman bathers. Every wallis— : WE ARE TOO__.
covered in ghosts, slanted and — -
Mg that this is the coldest

e industed-hungry-and still; 1 LN
Which was nothing. A& — S 1IVELINTOUEN another hallway. A=A ARG S U DA y  sumimerof therestof my
! __of bug-eyed boys I'm told were_ ~—life; andso [ dive into
————my father, and-demure women_ N-the-Mediterranean= )
~——=="T'm told were my grandmother. "N 2
————Someone tells stories about _ j—
them in a language I do not ;

PR 111 [ oy -0l AORE——. | || SR

E— 1)1 ring the pEalc RO TS o i

m——Peat; by some s
3 ]cfgic&[ cannot
comprehend ywel 8
soloutside My, I8
gr,l;l.r.}é;feﬂxe.r?f;ﬂiﬂ
andjstilliinshi
underwear; Waves
5 ____gg%l%y@ffomatkla
——  topjofithe stairs}
~ Myadult'siblings
andil cram?ilnto
the back of a rental
car and punch seat
belts into each other’s
" sweaty, bikini'd butts

\ : AN Y 4
_and squawk at our dad \ QU . [ - .
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You gain floral power, you are looking clean. 3
Every hour, you collect the pollen to becon y - i
You are gaining the bread, but what abo 3 ] -
You need the extreme heat when you ity’s 1’
. o » e £ o
superstars with rabid airplanes. e
mltude Googly eyes don’t desensitize the lack
That’s why there’s beef between boom

ape:the maze, don’t give a damn about
I look around the extravagant city to f

‘That plays minor scales, he wants to be’

I hear typewriters tattletale your inconvenienc
And they like to hype me for my grand experien
I'm the goat that climbs mountains, I do less ex]
Learn that the cause of ticking clocks is complai

roken by the masculine march.

: ain’t b‘ttlng you live.
So, 1Et me be a dolphin because I have a lot to give.

Woo! I can’t break my own fern emeralds because

My friends have polished them many times; memorable.
Gratitude leads you to a positive attitude.

But you get to it by escaping the blues.




1 stare at the text on the listing
and sigh. y
Snap a picture.
-4 Attach a file.
Hit post.
I doubt anyone is going to want it.
» 1 know,
for one,
I don't.

Y

"’
‘%s no more than an eyesore.
ropped up

inst the wall
ollecting naught but dust.
* -

"~ Once it held so mud} promise, - g
v pnI it y‘earn;d to be carried
e streets, raised up amongst the crowd,
forced into the foundations of tyranny

to hoist them up like bales of hay.

. We had no clue how great would be the cost,
- ‘But now the battle is fought and lost.
And now

it’s just an eyesore. Prg)
in the garage, 8
- collecting dust while its targets
are seated up in marble palaces, .

collecting our tribute.

The dead of winter in DC,
tyranny creeping i :
like frost.

Now that the battle is foug
. and lost,

I stare at the text on the listing

and sigh.

e . l CManfp



We are clinging to a sptnhi@p’a&

Drink in your fist,
phone in your mouth—my mouth is empty,
agape like a fish.

Tongue dragging across the

floor
out of my ¢

Find you on the floor:

drink gone from your fist, phone long lost— .
contents of your stomach too.



By Rlo Blackshaw-McKee

m*"‘

For me, America’s forgotten tragedy dwells within a house that always reeked of cigarettes. It was an

old mill house, almost haunted; window panes became violent in the wind and dust had gathered in

the divots of the paint-chipped walls. Smoke seeped into the fabric of the carpet and furniture and
wafted through the vents in the old, boxy, television that endlessly ran outdated programs. I would rest
my wiry body on the beams of the doorway and watch; a woman stabbed to death forty-seven times

with a ballpoint pen; a talk show arguing why you should be able to purchase a gun without a valid ID;

a gory horror film. [ would never be able to watch things like this at home.

Cubie, a soothing woman with hair as white as marble, would sit on her trademark chair that
was caked with soot and imprinted with the shape of her back. She handed me candy that tasted like it
came from a time when houses were still lit with oil lamps while she called me sugar and softly rubbed the

dark hair on my head. She withered along with her white, plastic throne, which to my knowledge, outlasted
her by a long, long time.

Dalton was a brutish, peculiar country boy who would shoot airsoft pellets at his cousins when he

was bored. Sometimes he would take me upstairs to his room, which smelled half of must and half of warm,

fragrant cedar. [ would sift through his collection of rusty knives and various items he had unearthed in the

woods while he played Call of Duty. He was always, and I mean always, snacking on a bag of Combos Pizza
vored crackers. Dalton was—albeit a bit mean—an important influence in my life. He would yell at his
om and cause trouble, but he would always bring freshly dried venison to my mom with a wide grin and
outstretched arms. My childhood had a lot of contradictions like that. I liked Dalton, he taught me a lot of
important lessons like how to jump off a rope swing and how to properly open a switchblade. But, he probably
shouldn't have let a seven year old hold a real, loaded gun.

Like any impoverished country home, the overgrown grass in the backyard was surrounded by old
tractors and wheels that had lost their vehicles who knows when. Blue, with his good ol’ beer and his beloved
Lowe’s hat, would soliloquize about why his wife Jeanette shouldn’t smoke weed and should deal with her
problems like a true, god-loving patriot, while I picked mulberries from the roof of his disintegrating shed.

Jeanette, of course, always fired back.

“Well how about you get yer’ butt off that damn chair and teach your son some manners instead of complainin’
"bout the one thing I got left,” she would rifle out. Sometimes she yelled right at Blue and other times she had
clearly given up, simply muttering it to herself.

We all lived in a tiny town called Bynum. Bynum was an old mill town that had lost its soul nearly a century

before, when the Industrial Revolution stopped and the consequences of destruction set in. What was left was

either remnants or seedlings. New people would move in, renovate, and eventually decide they were sick
of it. But for Blue and Jeanette, it was simply the place they were put, and they were just fine with that I
suppose.
My mother told me once that she considered not letting me inside that house and only letting
me wander the yard surrounding it. She told me she had mixed feelings about letting her child
be exposed to heavy smoke, guns, and a reality that was so shockingly different from what I
knew. But ultimately she never actually made that decision, she said that she realized what

I would be losing if I wasn't exposed to the Wrenns: understanding and perspective.

The contrast to my life was palpable, and I was too young to have the

depth to be anything but confused. In time though, I began to understand.

People like Blue and Jeanette have been wheeled in and spat out of the
wringer. They are those who, despite their hardships, maintained the

Southern sweetness that capitalism tried so desperately to extinguish.
At that house, which was ruled by entropy and longing, I learned of the
forgotten American tragedy. To America, pride means power; to the
Wrenns, pride meant humanity. A

67 ART // EMILY O’BRIEN
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I still see your rust.

Your color changes,
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N

Or your place in the yard,

> Moving from corner to corner
2
2 Or even standing apart.
YA

? 2 ) ~ ;

/// Z /,/ Covered with a wet towel,

7720yl 77

Buming in the sun,

Your grated seat marks my legs,

Your top rail indents my back.

i carry these marks with me,
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I would choose ¥

Not for comfort, but for memory.
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ART // ALIANA HERMANN-CAMPANA

rency.
ripe for the picking,
s to be devoured.

And forn




Tne Craow' Lament

by Miles Trachtenbtercg ({

9]

/

In the pastel washes of dawn, {
three figures, garbed in loose pajamas and looser hoodies, |

emerge from a rickety wooden door, | "
a brittle draft welcoming their wandering nature. |

Palms sway with an air of forgetfulness /
as soft forms of clouds drift in silence, /
T masking, and then revealing, a half moon, || ¢ [~
T Water lily melon, anoxic, cool decay. wgra e iyesileer bfnd e \ . y
Pleasant, foul, I wander into dawn and see a face. PP i y \ 4 . {
Sky-pink contours catch the concrete; ocean smokestack he ol e . { ,”
& i , 3 ; Casting shadows upon a chain of Stygian crows, ! /
Sea and cinder mix their palette; 3 c : . k) Ll
crying out in woeful strings: » o

Salt-stained walls of Crete
Opaque cloud, she wanc
Through the artificial light,
Not far away, but by the sea, ghest lilac lost in white.
Soon she will flutter, far from.sea, a daydream’s finite fli
From ocean foam, away, the floral Wisp g

1ag

!'ne

A cacophony of calls, creaks and screeches, (> / /

the air ringing with their impromptu melodies, { ) g~ |
discordantly scratching against one another s '\ ¥ |

in waves of shivering reverberations. k \ =

1\

 f

LA !
Will flee the night. To warp her light Spmes o ;
2 5 P S One by one, the song falters into listless rhythm {’ iy - z
A withered hand creeps, . . PO 5 ~ I ;
B o and dissolves into concentric circles of the crow’s lament. - ¢
Within reach to tryand c A : :
e o o] # Perched upon street wires, the crows besiege the wanderers \ ¥
Her come ; )
e uiet steps with their spectral gaze— i/
Not God’s own fac ‘ : q P P g I

act

; Impérfect splendor, flight ma I
- - Need 1 < &
Smokewashed steel and skyli \ y 4
_ ; h A\ J |
Maymix with ocean wind to weave ) - [
- Fractured seafreen wreath, s w = — J
&% To make a medley ~ - /,
Letus rasp and breathe. " [ o
“——
- o h \ 4
Kee :
3 RN
+ Ashen pools of ink beyond the soapy, wash : A — pas
- ete towers, rising 0 join her pink-blue d P, . —
But don’t dream fa [ )/
Don't go away, but fall aslee N ‘



In the morning, fwill forge i

Rug burns on my lm s
puld slouch towards Bethlehem mdgﬁ b ely
my mortality unravel in the name of ove.

I float home and it beat$ i
Saying my pleases and
k of him and understand he does not fhink

A Inthe murnmg 1%111 @gggg .

: { ) lTam the rg'stc‘ﬁgﬂ ?lﬁl
¥ Jealous of the shirt. oul
. Ineeded a God ﬁle way

l::':.iq 4
o W Yy ¥
.v % - , " : 4
% 5 T will forget in the rﬁnmmé v,
. N : ‘ i .‘;1
-~ Deconstruct my spme and demystﬁ‘y thy ntigr;t of my soul. A
' llatch onto anything that“Wl.].l hold, even if it drggs me over asphalt. < 54 3
4 How can 1 translate you; n‘ut in memory buti D ' o ’ ’ A
< P R & { » . ' . ‘ J
' Youliked me better whemI was a,,g;ur(ceptg | - . " ;‘a
N ~ Iliked you better when y& were mce—wé sta md- pu ?5‘ so.ﬁkes{m g, - 3

I can pick up yciur dry cl 1ing. ! ‘t L2 : s ! ‘Q

I can pick up your angry- wg:ds when you siiash thw;oﬁe
Ratify me in your livelihood; let ¢ me hold y ur permanenc :
Like a handful of holy water

Itis mornmg: you,forgﬂt. : i

ARG S Y]
& '%**igmz,iﬁ

_Itislitor by a chandelier'in the middle, hanging over a glass table with Wbﬁ h vesas le &
3«“& Y L ging g “‘} g

You are inaroom.

The walls E dark brown aak with panel molding and gold detailing,
Yuu 1mﬁhe@uwmg with the trees in the sun, feeling its glowing blanket reward you.
‘ou look outside and see the moon just coming up. “
Crmeﬂl’m.ﬂmtmtes just the edges of the landscape outside. Q\
m all you can see is the dark shapes of unknown trees,
mcks  glints of wetgrass reachmg"for the sky. N

- a

ﬁSu a]:uyﬂ afﬂkrifnfamjham}r tj’f ﬁn’dask shapes you
p‘are them to the smooth e e room, the
is d oak, t _rm,.#élvet of the

Bﬁt‘ mr Y‘ .. : im“ ‘ | - | T H E
Youturnaround.

_G're"is.'a gray. amtftgme next to the glass table in
the middle of the roo

That was eag'f,yyi think.
£

th.knockf&'ﬁt"s rough texture, and it hinges open
with a tectonic we;ght revealing a room similar to
the one you are in now. It is warm and alrtight, y&iu
are surrounded by walls of engraved dark wood, and ~ *
cormces sit along the upper edge where ﬂiewallm&t. £

You cannot see it bplymi know you are inside it.

You lie on the red couch. BY

Time passes and pamﬂngs are absorbed into thepa.-le

details of the room, reﬁectmg the orange |
that same chandelier hanging over the la:

The window is gone.
As is the door.
You sit in the stone examining your comfort.

Sometimes they fall.
There is a dead body on thk

An old man.
You panic.
You can smell its Wt
You are in a chair. :
It faces the red couch. ,n
Itisa La-Z-Boy. L )
It is warm and airtight in.th
Never too warm. : £3
You can smell its rotting
You nevgr'lefifhe room.
It was cold outside. =



As a cat I was born with nine lives. Typically, that means I get to be adventurous and explore the world I

inhabit. I might catch small critters, meet other cats, and make a name for myself while living my lives to the -
- full. However, that was not the case for me from the day I was adopted. A family of four took me in: a mother

and father with their two boys. Just a wee orange kitten, but they were happy to have me. They named me
‘ Merlo, or if you really loved me, Mermers.

Each day of domestic bliss I would play, cuddle, eat, and sleep. A sweet cycle from which I never wanted to
-be removed. I had an older sister named Cleo. A white and grey cat who was far more reclusive; she was very
possessive of the father in the family. Cleo showed me the wonders of sleeping under the master bed, peak

' comfort, quiet, dark. A dog came and went. A good boy who was replaced by two crazy huskies. They tried to ;

nip and shove me as if I were a toy for them to play with. I retreated to my hideout under the bed when they
: grew too big for me to handle.

The two human boys were my favorite. They would let me snuggle on their beds while they played their

- games. On occasion they might scratch my chin and pet me—but only during game intermissions. The older
- boy brought a girl home to meet me when I was around eleven, after many of my lives had been lived. She
may have been allergic, but she loved me just as much as the boys; sniffling and sneezing while she cuddled
-me as though I were her own precious cat. They all loved me. I was at home, at peace. Time passed.

* My nine lives were calm.

At one point I began to grow weak. I couldn’t close my eyes properly, and when I did they would stick
-together. I grew weaker, and the vet’s medications no longer worked for me. I knew my time was up. I had

- used all my nine lives; but I was so grateful for each and every one of them. I had spent most of my time with
the older son, who loved me best. He had claimed me as his; his Mermers, and the girl he had brought home

- all those years ago still fretted over me. She would call and see me over his phone, and he would send her

photos. Sadly she was unable to visit me one last time.

I did not think my nine lives would go by so fast. To my humans, it was twenty years. Twenty years of being
‘loved and cared for by the kindest family a cat could ask for.

Thank you.

With love, Mermers. &
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Oh Captain My Captain, what 1
Here, on the eve of sw

you lacking?

t sixteen, you know

cked,

would form you

narrative:
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Every year,
Each November, ending in any direction

We come together to feast, crowd blow
We join together in massacre. come to Hav

i STELLA MULLIN TLVE
Potatoes mashed to a pulp, ART // STELI

Turkey fisted with soggy bread, .- - -
Later we stuff these in our faces,
But first express gratitude for the bird being pre-dead.

----- a cure through the Pac
We may not have killed the bird, S g e palms cut in the winds of h
But mutilate it with herbs and butter, . evoti sp 2
Massaged between its skin and muscle,
Slowly roasted then carved on a silver platter.

Dark meat or light meat,
Thigh or breast, y el
This bit is too bloody, _ {8 E. S £ to hear—in
But we'll eat the rest. ' N : hymn, forgot its sound,
' G all like sugarcane, and got cut

_ Puerto
: an hearts learned how :
hunger was sealed, I am the harvest of what
 they could not yield.
Swap poi for plastic, kalua for spam,
yet the mortgage demands, / am what [ am,

The palms of their labor sung psalms scratched through
smoke, Kalakaua needn’t be poked to be seen, nor seen to
: have spoke.

His vision stitched my bloodline, dividing the land and

Once the turkey is picked apart,
Ravaged by civil vultures,

We begin to pick at each other,
It’s our nature, it’s in our culture.

Fueled by apple cider, . : _ . -

Doctored up with whiskey, — | M been framed as divine repair, white’s what eg_chothe‘r. policy met pulse, thej r;}eedle dnliw my color :

We throw jabs at each other, k. f e were taught to need, Kamehameha's Hershey s_uhocolate blended with melted butter,

Even Grandma gets bitchy. miste mixed but never one another. :

: / for prayer. If I pass for something else, will my people still suffer?

The election, . e gy 77 AT ils of Union Jacks waving like A gift, they call me, Makana, but whose to give?

The last bread roll, g : ; d hollowed bare, None for us but all ; A _natmn annexed so another cquId_lwe. ]

An 18-year-old’s new tattoo : - fo ahh Do tariffs and taxation mean more when modernity is at ease? My body is a
A : hl‘m tllw ledger, my home a lease,

Micrpaggressions : each breath a border, each prayer a piece

The liberal agend; Dreams are drowning brighter than a brown man’s plight.

Drink stout, get gout or get out.
We measure heritage in decimals and grief, like culture on
clearance, belief by lease.

Running out of booze.

We pick and we pick, : L, 0 '
ill the bones are clean e Hawaiian hands dressed with oil, Hanaian l.and can’t make a home or house.
. Till manners turn mean, & ... Portuguese tongu rayed through the Fifty percent on your phone,
Till the table is a crime scene. ST 15l § ; i Twenty percent on your blouse,

% g : 3 v Thirty percent on the dream of being allowed.
mixing sweat with sweet, brown sugar—

We give thanks for the food,
We give thanks for family,
It’s the spirit of the holidag;
It incites pure insanity.

a holy broil. 4 One-hundred percent on an account,

Japanese backs bent neat like pineapple f being too scared to talk and too strcmg-td.l_ééve_and-'gét'out.
& hame is to blame when my back turns against the profane,
measured by width, ; _ 1l leave my people behind and be a color no one can name.

&
but for how narrow.

They found our bones, but were too late
rthe marrow.

Today is a day of thanks,

-
It’s in the name, 'q

Today is a bloodbath,
Let’s watch the game.

And I still hear Hawai'i like she’s on the other line telling me,
“You left too early to call it mine.” I tell her,
“ I never left, I only moved between tides.”

She laughs,
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My leaking heart wailed out a note or two—
My leaking eyes could hear it from here—
I am shrieking out of view.

3 3

¥ ! i
\ # ‘There she was looki.ng.&ge_{ﬁﬁﬁﬂgh o
—— o, Y Seeking hands emptied out her E‘Q_Ck_etéi_

I cannot get rid of the residue.

My leaking teeth chatted in the quene—

\ - My leaking lungs longed for the quiet—

1 am shrieking out of view.

" Myleakingveins
= " Iam shrieking out of view.




Welcomed by familiar voices, I am handed a terracotta chalice containing a
sticky, sweet surprise enriched -
with undetectable spices.

Her crown is bedazzled with
warm-toned jewels whose taste
linger on the lips.

Fruity, flirty, addictive; she has
the power to seduce your taste

buds.

Created from pure imagination,
and a little hope, this dark, rich
beauty turns any simple beverage
into a candied narcotic.

She is more than just a spicy

treat; she is a magnetic force bringing together the abstinent-minded and
overconsumers, lovers who still argue about whose turn it is to take out the
trash, or children anticipating their parents’ gaze when they are creating
mischief.

She is delectable, coating your mouth with her sweet venom.
She'll have you floating above the clouds.

And when she’s gone, and she'll leave you reminiscing her memory like a past
lover who left without a trace, She is simply La Dulce Vida personified.

B Pudina Medina,

ART /f NOELANI HENSON




THE GRIER
OF LOSING

ONESELE
by Suad Abdoun

QY OBRIEN

& Suad graduated from UCSB in 2023 with a degree in English Literature, and is a former Editor-
In-Chief of 7he Catalyst. She currently lives in Los Angeles and works as a Collections Specialist
at The Academy’s Margaret Herrick Library. Suad thinks libraries and archives are the coolest
and a very underappreciated resource. When she is not at work, you can find Suad at the gym,
cooking an unnecessarily complicated meal, or attending American Cinematheque screenings
at the Egyptian. She will always cherish her time in 7he Catalystand misses the Catalyte

OELAN/HENSON & p

ART /N

community deeply.

bme filler under the eyes, som
ey hair? What if I was skinni
’ symmetrical

!

what if [ move to another cit
d it's always me.

wvable with the perfect fz
es, and six figures, and wh
I'm no longera f
so far removed from any hup

e itall, on days like these w
r killer are all that stand bet
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READING IS SEXY.
WRITING IS SEXY.
CREATIVITY IS SEXY.
CATALYST IS SEXY.
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SUBMIT A PIECE, GET A
MAGAZINE!

POETRY/PROSE/

) | O FICTION ) |
PHOTOGRAPGHY/
) | PAINTING ) |

DRAWING/COMIC
STRIPS
GRAPHIC ARTY
SPOKEN WORD
COLLAGE/SCRIPTS
ART //C] IARISMA GOMEZ
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Check out ENGL106€W on'Gol paawecatalyst.english.ucsb.edu




