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Editors’ Note

This issue of Generation comes into the world, as so many 
pieces of literature and art do, at a time of darkness, uncer-
tainty, and hope.  

We received an overwhelming number of submissions 
from our community of both students and alumni, and as 
we progressed through the whirlwind reviewing process, 
we found that the pieces themselves grounded us in their 
thoughtfulness. This issue shows us the opening into re-
flection and imagination that being stuck at home provides. 
Themes of home and place run throughout these pages, and 
they feel relevant as we spend more time at home during 
this historical moment of pandemic and quarantine.  

With wonder, we witnessed how each piece converged 
into the collection that forms this magazine. Students and 
alumni meditated on solitude and togetherness, on home 
and nature, on feeling stuck and breaking free. All of the 
pieces are ones of growth and development in a time of 
worry. They mark the crevices in our schedules created by 
the pandemic with earnest questions: “What comes next?” 
“What do we really need?” We are grateful for the oppor-
tunity to participate in the unifying act of preparing this 
magazine for you to enjoy!

Finally, we would like to acknowledge Olivia Grogan, 
C’23, for the cover art; Michelle Gil-Montero, our faculty 
moderator; and McNaughton & Gunn, our printer.

Irina Rusanova and Julia Snyder 
Editors-in-chief
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pottery lessons
Bridget Fertal

the roses are still there. little white berries and ivy over 
the door. deep shutters and orange stoop. muddy hill and 
onion rows. compost bin. little feet that scratch the mud. 
in the rain, clay runs free. so many little bowls shaped by 
little hands. for herbs, for onion grass. for rosaries and 
berries. for soup and incense. shelves of muddy bowls for 
everything. porcelain for a sacrifice. like water, melt away.
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Sleeve
Amanda Moyher

I. 

K: Let’s go back in time for a minute. What were you 
doing on December 15, 2003 

[redacted]? 

A: The snow on the ground is abundant and white like 
crystals. A little girl runs across the yard in 

a pink, puffy coat with a pink button nose. She laughs at 
her mother who tries her best to be a 

snow monster. The closer the snow monster gets to 
catching her, the farther the little girl travels. 

It’ll be years before they reach each other.

II. 

K: [redacted] What part of this role has surprised you the 
most? 

A: I reveal every secret I’ve ever had. I unwind myself to 
the point of being a mere spindle; my thread 

rests in his bare hands. He takes the thread and hangs it 
all over the walls. I feel the urge to laugh 

or cry, but I don’t know which should come first. 

III. 

K: [redacted] Which [redacted] values resonate with you 
the most, and why? 

A: Rain poured down the slanted roof. A wall of water, a 
potential threat. I wasn’t worried about 

the world as my smile stretched around it five times. I 
traded one hand for arms. I won’t 

remember that moment ever again. Remind me. 

IV. 

K: Where do you think [you’ll] be in another 15 years? 
Think big picture. 

A: Hot water running from the metallic tap. I miss the 
skin covering the palm of your hand. 

V. 

K: Do you have any final messages for [your] readers? 

A: Everything was meant to be broken. 

Do I look like someone you remember fondly? 
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Newborn Butterflies Dissolution of Distance
Kate Torisky Mary Anand

An airplane 
Is a sugar cube . . .  

It dissolves.  
It is a speck.
It is gone.

The birds follow.



14 15

Tribute to MC Escher to them, of pleasure
Tom Gainer Irina Rusanova

i. to Sappho  

what could be more
[         ] beautiful
than blossoms
rubbing [         ]
in the breeze

ii. to Rimbaud  

Rest your mind on this lonesome shoulder, cease to be 
skeletal, to wonder, wander, attaché of copulation. Ah, 
begotten one, sever that arm, that finger dripping with 
satisfaction. Your eyes bear wreaths of gold. Your body 
suffers contusions. I’ve been robbed. What bliss!

iii. to Tsvetaeva  

In letters gold, in elderberry branches,
Comes message brought by avalanches.  
And soon I—who lay low here—
Will fade and hold you, dear.  

You circle arms, touch eyelid;
I’ve not met lips so morbid!
—How deep they are, in crimson hue!—
I—stamping, kiss thick brows adieu.  
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Now, what I long for—lashes,
That stream from eyes: dark sashes…  
The pages crease, my lips lock tight:  
“You’ve touched so many, am I right?”  
  -30 September 2020  

iv. of me  

their loves were broad
and interspersed;
they cared for others deeply.

though I of pleasure have to say:  
[quite bluntly]  
I don’t need it!~ 

The Devil in Passive or 
Byzantium Regained
Michael Doelling

Where are you my Hellenic beauties? 
With your silky jet hair and 
Aegean blue eyes. Lush mystic  
Mouse lips with warm June  
Hugs. Desire remembered and enjoyed  
As I see the Armenians spin portals. Come to 
Me and I’ll give you more than 
A toothless smile. Come to me 
And I’ll give you back Hagia 
Sophia. You’ll be Holy Wisdom 
Who you already were because 
She was and is and always 
Will be. I’ll build you 
Both chapels
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Shades of Beauty Come with Me
Shaye Beeman Ian Tracey

Here I stand in a state of trance. A barrage of bass, a salvo of 
synth, a kickdrum kaleidoscope, my symphony. I am here 
and nowhere else. The vodka and orange juice I had snuck 
in thrashes against its plastic prison. I watch with tired eyes 
as it swirls and storms with every sip. I feel sick, I shouldn’t 
have smoked, my throat aches. Wait! The DJ shouts, the 
bass builds, I put up my hands, out to the stars, someone 
holds them, do I know them, it doesn’t matter, the crowd 
explodes as we jump and cry, there’s tears in my eyes, I am 
here, I am here, here we stand at the cosmic gate. 
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An Invitation Invisible
Cat Nelson Kyra Lipetzky

I realized I was dreaming when the key fell out of the 
envelope. It was old, dark metal, and it should have made 
a satisfying thud when it hit the flesh of my hand. Instead, 
it felt the same as the air. The paper slid out behind it like a 
whisper, and I didn’t bother looking at it as it floated down 
to the floor. I could already see the next step, clear in my 
mind. So I walked up to my bedroom door and—just as I re-
alized there wasn’t a lock—I finished turning the key. Clink. 
I opened the door and I stepped out into the inviting water. 
It was cool against my skin, or at least I thought it should 
be cool, and I forged ahead with a surge of delight. Soon 
enough, I’d forgotten about my bedroom, and the key, and 
the envelope, and my dreaming state. It was just me and 
the water, all the way down. Reality trickled back in slow 
drips, but at least I managed to wake up before my lungs 
filled with fluid. Sitting up with a jolt, I shot out of bed and 
turned the light on. My heart—the heart I’d just remem-
bered existed—was beating wildly, like it didn’t realize it 
wasn’t supposed to. In that long moment, I could see what I 
looked like clearly in my mind: one hand resting against the 
bedroom wall, its presence supporting my shaky weight. 
The other hand tight around a worn iron key that wasn’t 
heavy at all. I knew what I had to do.

The wind blows through me, harsh and cold as it drags 
the dying leaves across my feet. Shuddering, I pull my-
self away, taking a step back from the cracked pavement I 
was on. There’s a chuckle, warm as the fragile embers of a 
doused fire,  

“You’ll get used to it kid.”
The phrase is sympathetic, spoken tenderly and paired 

with a knowing look when I turn my head. There’s a strang-
er, tall and dressed in a three piece suit, wearing a pleasant 
expression as he watches me from the brim of his top hat. 
Too quickly, I take another step back, my center of balance 
tips, and I feel myself fall. No breath leaves me and the air 
around me doesn’t bend. Instead, I fall through the sky. 
When I reach the ground, it refuses to catch me. I brace for 
an impact that never comes, even as a chill sweeps through 
me, as my foot brushes past the grass and into the earth. I 
reach out toward the stranger, and he grabs my wrist, solid 
and unyielding, so that I’m pulled back into the world. 

“The world may not see you, but I do.” 
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La Sopera
Maria Eloy-Garcia

en el ciclo artúrico de mi mueblebar 
todos prueban a abrir la llave que va a dar a ginebra 
lleva una sopera dentro porque es un mueble conceptual 
la cuestión de lo artístico se resuelve en lo cotidiano 
¿por qué resulta mi sopera sin estrenar atrapada en las 

entrañas del mueble 
tan poderosamente sentimental? 
qué duda tan presocrática 
¿será la misma sopera? 
¿la veré como la primera vez será menos azul? 
¿cuántos pensaron en su producción en cadena 
que estaría condenada a la oscuridad más absoluta? 
¿puede llamarse sopera a lo que nunca contendrá? 
ante mi intuición empírica el fenómeno es la sopera 
sólo un juicio sintético podría acercarme a tocarla 
pero cuántos juicios universales necesito tan sólo para el 

recuerdo 
este idealismo trascendental merece una crítica necesaria 
imposible hacer pucheros 
pero si me pongo empírico-racional y digo que 
la experiencia es el origen y el límite de nuestro 

conocimiento 
mi sopera tiene en sus cualidades sensibles 
ideas complejas que mantienen mi religión y mi memoria 
la sopera es este deseo imposible hacer pucheros 
y yo me pregunto 
¿cómo será la sopera con su realidad 
o cómo sería la sopera sin mi idea? 

The Tureen
Translated by Eileen Lynch

In the Arthurian cycle of my liquor cabinet  
Everyone tries to turn the key that unlocks the gin 
It has a soup tureen inside because it is a conceptual piece 

of furniture
The issue of the artistic is resolved on a daily basis 
Why is my new soup tureen, caught in the bowels of the 

furniture  
So powerfully sentimental? 
What a pre-Socratic doubt 
Will it be the same tureen? 
When I see it for the first time will it be less blue? 
How many thought that their contribution to the chain of 

production 
Would be doomed to the absolute darkness? 
Can it be called a soup tureen when it will never contain 

soup? 
In the face of my empirical intuition, the phenomenon is 

the tureen  
Only a synthetic judgment could bring me closer to 

touching it 
But how many universal judgments do I need just for the 

keepsakes
This transcendental idealism deserves a necessary 

criticism 
Impossible to stew about
But if I get empirical-rational and say that 
Experience is the origin and the limit of our knowledge 
My tureen holds in its sensitive qualities 
Complex ideas that maintain my faith and my memories 
The tureen is this impossible desire to stew over 
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And I wonder
How will the tureen be within its own reality 
Or how will the tureen be like without my idea? 

Self-Inflicted
Nicole Fratrich

I.
The roots of your mystery remain  
And my imagination can race out   
Underneath a dim, autumn sky.  

II.
But I believe I know deep within  

Those demons that chased you to the brink.  
Why did our chaotic paths rarely converge?  

Now I’m left to grasp vague memories   
That through the fog  

Feel very false.  

III.   
I close my eyes to reminisce   
And I envision the Gettysburg buffet  
Where we amused ourselves with the name you shared 

with the General.  
Before class you announce you were named after a literary 

hero.  
Still in disbelief, I claim you were born before the film 

version.  
You were a silent cameraman in the midst of a rowdy and 

nonreplicable Crucible interpretation.  
But this memory may be an invention.  
I attend a well-known musical,  
Only to find your face merged with a teenage actor’s.   
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IV. 
Sorrow will not melt into relief.  

I desperately need to rest my eyes  
Upon your easy countenance   

And reassuring grin.  
Life must flourish despite this type of tragedy.  

But to what avail?  
But prove to me the outdated doctrine is a lie.

I must meet you in paradise.

No One Lives Here Anymore
Elizabeth Elin

The smell of skinned tree trunk bitter around me, I feel 
hands, loved and yet now livid, on my hair, hands on 
my heart. The mud squishes and seeps into my face. Is it 
mud? My mind is full and I do not know. Soil or blood? It 
runs down my face, down my back, down my leg, down 
the driveway. My hand is too far from my heart. I cannot 
pull the knife out; my arm does not reach. Then my fingers 
tremble and lie still.

The machines, annoyingly, are still alive. Beep, beep. 
Beep beep beep. Beeeep. They rush into the room and all 
I see is a spinning blur of white. There are hands all over 
me, pressing, pushing. I chokingly turn away, their hands 
crawling over me like blades of grass. I am transported to 
the mud. It drowns and it liberates. I’m flying, my wings 
caked with blood, no longer lying facedown in the eerie 
night. The strange sensation shakes me and now they’re 
gripping my shoulder bones, pulling me back to the reality 
I don’t understand. The hiss of skin, my flesh crying at the 
injection. The pain is familiar but again I can’t pull it out. 
Get it out of me, stop stabbing at me, don’t kill me. There 
are screams radiating down the hall. It’s funny how the 
voice sounds so similar to mine, even though they always 
said I was “unique.”

They ask me my name, my birthday, my address, any-
thing, but I don’t know. I hear the noise of the machines 
dim and suddenly their coats go dark. Then I hear a de-
tached voice, far away and in my ear. It is quiet now, the 
screams restrained. The cry is guttural, hoarse, reverberat-
ing off the cold tile.

“Leave me alone.”
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Enlightenment 
Matthew Elam

Guilt-ridden, I searched 
dogmatic tombs, 
hoping corpses 
would hold the glory, 
the resurrection, 
to change this suffering heart 
to healing hands.

But bones are bones, 
flesh is rot, 
and silent mouths bear nought 
but silent, swollen tongues. 

The beating heart I sought 
never sounded in the damp; 
I saw no life save the one 
I carried with me 
and realized 
that’s all I’d need.

If I Could Turn Back Time
Br. Xavier O’Mara, O.S.B.
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A Brief Reflection on the 
Nature of Home
Joseph Natali

I sit on my porch, pipe in hand, reclining in a decaying 
camp chair while fragrant smoke curls around my head.

It’s too hot for the end of September, and I wonder if it 
has anything to do with the burning forest the next state 
over.  

A year ago, sweat would have dripped down my back as I 
stubbornly indulged my vices, despite unnatural heat.  

Now, 90 is comfortable, and I shudder to think how my 
tolerance for the cold must have dwindled in a year.  

The desert may have laid this small claim to my body, 
but my soul belongs to brisk summer evenings and humid 
August afternoons. To peeling wallpaper from the 80s, and 
a muddy hole that was supposed to be a patio. To a land 
where it snows in April and is 70 degrees in February.  

I have been told that home is where you choose to make 
it, but I have not been told that this choice would be so hard 
to make, hard to the point where I no longer believe I wish 
to make it, nor that I have any right to do so.  

My home is where I first learned to love the things I love. 
Home is where I listened to my father read to me, telling 
stories of heroes who left their home so that they had a 
home to which they could proudly return. Home is where 
I watched my grandfather whither away to a husk of who 
he was, all the while laughing like he used to in the most 
perplexing of paradoxes.  

Home is not just my home, but also also where I can see a 
light shining on God’s brown brick house, grey spires oddly 
yellow in the spotlight glare, as I drive past a booth that I’m 

still not sure the purpose of, at some ungoldly hour of the 
night.  

I did not build my home alone, it was also made for me, by 
strangers and teachers whom I now call my dearest friends. 
I found my home in the whitewashed halls and glass-topped 
conference table at which I discussed great ideas and also 
laughed at Hegel’s inconsistencies.  

Once at home, I wandered, heartbroken and morose, until 
a man took me into his office to discuss Flannery O’Connor 
and Aristotle, for no reason other than that I looked lost 
and upset. It was things like this that made it Home.  

As I sit on my porch in my roommate’s ragged chair, I 
think of Home and how I miss it. No matter what work I 
find out here, among the mountains and the cacti, no mat-
ter what new things I come to love out in this strangely 
beautiful land, I cannot bring myself to build a new home.  

To do so would be to betray the old.  
At home I learned to love the things I love, and then to 

love them better, and then learned to love what I love best.
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Un-rest 
Julia Snyder

the dining room table is   
drifting apart as the universe and  
more crumbs accumulate in the cracks  
with every cleaning like   
so much poetic license
taken with the salad  
curb your enthusiasm and  
remember to walk one hour every day and  
be sure to return to where you were when you started  
and then it will be like you never left—
we’ll go from one stellar week to the next 

A Trunk to Call Home 
Chloe Wertz

I am new here 
Refuse to give up my shadow 
House so tall I am out of place they say 
They say “the tallest on the hill” 
Underwriter types on the stack 
It looms to be true 
Schmooze and booze and pray 
Paired with the right cardigan  
This taint greets like a foil casserole  
Welcome to the neighborhood tomatoes 
Warm and holey 
Eyes no ring but hands point 
My language this perfect 
Iggy Pop belly top 
I am not an outrageous 
stay-at-home vixen 
Just a mid-level professional 
Top and all 
Family will not visit no cookouts here 
This is how I build a life 
Dark, shaped by light, 
Voted bearer of the street’s most admired torso
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The Pact of Silence
Jessica Ackerman

I never knew my uncle, but I always liked to look at his 
photo. It was framed and perfectly placed on a top shelf in 
my mom’s childhood home. The house was home to many, 
the side door—never the front—constantly opening to wel-
come in family, both blood-related and otherwise. When I 
walked through that door, I knew I belonged there. Baba 
would always offer a delighted, almost surprised, greeting 
as if she wasn’t expecting anyone (even though she had just 
prepared a lunch fit for at least 20 people.) The groceries 
from the morning shopping trip always remained on the 
kitchen table—easy access for hungry grandchildren and 
friendly neighbors popping in for an afternoon visit. 

I miss those innocent days, when my cousins and I would 
laugh and squeal as we chased each other round and round 
the cozy rooms, my Baba in the kitchen humming along to 
the radio, our mothers gossiping around the table, my Pap 
taking a nap on the couch, still wearing his cap and shoes. 
Occasionally, he would awake to quietly scold us for run-
ning in the house, to which we would respond with shamed 
faces and bowed heads. Two minutes later, we were back at 
it, and Pap would relocate to the backyard to feed the birds 
or water his garden.  

There, I was loved and safe and precious. Just one piece 
was missing, one question unanswered—

 “Who is that?” 
Every one of us kids would ask the question at some 

point. The boy belonged here. I knew it, we all did. But, I 
didn’t know him. He had my mom’s eyes, my Baba’s smile, 
my Pap’s nose. Maybe, he even looked a little bit like me. 

He was so terribly absent, but yet, so present—I could 

almost feel his stare. I thought maybe he was hidden in 
one of the upstairs bedrooms, but when my cousins and I 
investigated, the case grew colder. His presence seemed to 
follow us up and down the stairs, kindly urging us to keep 
asking questions. But when I opened my mouth to speak, 
chills ran down my spine and the air grew thick. To open 
old and delicate wounds takes skill, skill I just didn’t have. 
Or maybe I was scared. 

He was fifteen when he died—they didn’t have inhalers 
in the 70s. He was the first-born son, the oldest of nine, 
the leader, the athlete. The details are still a hazy fog in 
my mind. As I grew, I tried to piece them together, asking 
simple questions in response to the ghostly urging I felt, 
but couldn’t quite explain. So, every once in a while, when 
someone would say something about him, I would store it 
away in my memory. One day, I thought, I would finally 
piece him together. 

A cousin and I found his little league trophies in the base-
ment. We showed my Baba, expecting a smile or a laugh 
or a fond memory, something to add flesh to his transpar-
ent form, but she turned away. I found his baby pictures in 
a dusty photo album and showed my mom, wanting her 
to recall her childhood like she always did; she turned the 
page. I told my aunt that my mom never wanted to talk 
about him during a car ride to the mall; she was a captive 
audience, so she spoke up.  

“You know he had severe asthma, right?” I nod, a strange 
surge of fear and anticipation mingle in my chest. “The day 
before it all happened he was in the hospital for it. But they 
released him. Most of us weren’t home when he stopped 
breathing. You know we were never really home, always 
outside roaming and running wild.  But, little Annette was, 
and Baba and Pap. Your mom was at a pool party I think—a 
little boy from the neighborhood. The phone rang and a 
minute later the boy’s mother called him inside. Your mom 
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said she just felt like something was wrong. She got out 
the pool, dripping wet, and listened. She heard the whis-
per, ‘he’s dead,’ and she ran all the way home, like she just 
knew, to find Pap and the police officers arguing over his 
lifeless body. They didn’t get there fast enough.” 

My hands and my knee caps start to shake, and I will 
them to stop. My aunt changes the subject.  

“Oh, look. They’re putting in a Dairy Queen where that 
drugstore used to be.”  

I was haunted by a concocted image—the smiling boy in 
the photo, morphed into something cold and hard and gone 
—lying on the porch where we played and ate and laughed 
and loved. I was haunted by the image of my mom as a 
frightened, horrified little girl—her little bare feet frantical-
ly slapping the concrete as she raced home. And I began to 
grieve for this person I never knew. And I stopped asking 
questions.  

But, when I stopped, answers came rushing in. I had 
opened some kind of floodgate that I didn’t understand and 
now all I wanted to do was build a dam.  

Someone, maybe my mom, maybe an aunt or a cousin, told 
me that when he died, Grandma D (my great-grandmother) 
was taking a nap, during which she had a dream. Her late 
husband was assuring her that everything was okay, the 
boy was safe with him. Panic-stricken, she awoke to the 
phone ringing; the voice on the other end confirmed the 
reality of her dream—or nightmare. I never met Grandma 
D, but I didn’t have to piece her together. No one censored 
themselves when talking about her, they only laughed and 
longed for her cooking. She died of old age.  

When his son died, my Pap wouldn’t get out of bed. The 
strong-willed Italian immigrant, who had sailed here on a 
cramped boat when he was six and had eaten out of dump-
sters and had served in the army and liberated a Nazi con-
centration camp during WWII, couldn’t bear this horror. 

My Baba had to beg—beg for the 8 children who were still 
alive and breathing and hungry. He didn’t budge, not until 
a group of pious and charismatically gifted women prayed 
over him. The Holy Spirit is a force not even grief-stricken 
fathers can resist for very long. And though he served the 
God he loved—the God who giveth and taketh—for the rest 
of his life, his sorrow never left him. Suddenly his quiet, 
almost heavy nature made sense, and he became canonized 
in my heart.  

My Pap would eventually develop Alzheimer’s. He forgot 
our names, except for his son’s. I guess grief even consumes 
the diseased mind.  

Love and loss are two sides of a coin. And I’ve come to 
realize that those who know how to love the best have lost 
the most. And just as love is always present—always bind-
ing—so is grief. My curiosity was satiated and so I fell into 
the pact of silence, bound alongside everyone else. I didn’t 
say his name, I didn’t look at photo albums, and I didn’t 
look at the framed picture on the top shelf—and if I did 
make eye contact, I quickly looked away.  

When the youngest of the cousins was just barely old 
enough to form clear sentences, he told his sister, who is 
significantly older than him, that he saw a man in the kitch-
en. Her first response was fear—they were the only ones 
home. But, when she peered cautiously into the kitchen, it 
was empty. Relieved, she questioned him, but he only told 
he that the man was nice—smiling and waving. 

As is customary in Italian families, the story spread, and 
we were soon all discussing our theories as to who the man 
in the kitchen was. We never got any answers despite the 
“nice man” making another appearance in the same way—
my little cousin scaring his sister to the point where she 
refused to watch her little brother for a short time—but still, 
he gave us no clues.  

That is, until he noticed the picture.  
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“What’s his name? That’s the nice man!” he gasped, and 
everyone else gasped too—except for Baba. She laughed.

It was the first time I heard laughter alongside my uncle’s 
name, and it was that laugh that finally broke the silence.

An Endangered Specimen
Taylor Hatchet

Numb Fingers cling to the interior of warm pockets.
A hood covers nearly frost-bitten ears 
Eyes watch him closely, examining his every move  
Scrutinizing him from every angle  
The width of his nose, his ebony kinks, his brown skin  
They linger on his skin 
Until they conceive an idea of who he is 
Murderer, thief, deadbeat father  
I stand at a distance watching this unfold  
Seeing judgmental eyes clouded with loathing  
And I forgive her. 
I forgive her for being ignorant of who he is: 
A beautiful, sympathetic, intelligent young black man  
Still wet behind the ears 
Searching for himself 
And you, who add onto the problems he is already facing  
To the stereotypes he must already surmount  
Having the misfortune of being born black and even more 

so male.  
But I forgive you because I will feed into his destiny, 
I will push him to be all that he can be 

He will not just be another statistic.  
Lumped in with the hordes convicted for the sin of the of 

their color 
 I forgive you.
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Listen My Son
Br. Francisco Whittaker, O.S.B.

You can be an accuser or an advocate, 
It is better to just keep quiet. 
Silence, the guiding philosophy of life, 
Flowed naturally, the essence of his success. 
Providing sustenance of a different kind, 
But also a dimension of delicate pain. 
A manner of life most pure, it leaves a simple legacy. 
He appears always fearful of the future, 
Living life continually in sorrow, 
In disguise, earnestly bringing it to perfection. 
This adaptation to a new life brings countless stories, 
Eternally reserved in privacy. 
He who controls his tongue and remains silent, follow 

him, 
To glory!

Sunset by the Lakes
Levente Kiss
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A Poem to My Love
Samantha Hilyer

We are flames, you and I, him and her 
(Somos llamas, tu y yo, él y ella) 
Sometimes we dance in harmony 
(A veces bailamos juntos en harmonia) 
Other times we burn out in embers 
(Otras veces nos quemamos en ascuas) 
But until the day you stop giving off sparks 
(Pero hasta el día en que dejas de emitir chispas) 
The soft sweetness of fire 
(La suave dulzura del fuego) 
Continues to gently mold and burn
(continua moldeandose y quemandose suavemente

The Same as Yesterday 
Sean Callahan

The transformation started in the morning. Or maybe 
it was hours ago, in the middle of the night, when I felt 
like running laps and jumping hurdles. Hours ago when I 
should’ve been exhausted from Track and Field, asleep. I 
was lucky to finally get two hours of sleep after tossing and 
turning in my sea of sweat. I thought maybe this restless-
ness was because of unfinished college applications, crum-
bled into paper balls and thrown into the wastebasket by 
my door. I thought that maybe it was because it was Octo-
ber, and my laptop search history was filled with questions 
about applying to the Army rather than college. Maybe it 
was because Mom didn’t know I wanted to do the same 
thing that had gotten Dad killed almost a year ago. Or may-
be it was because I was crazy.

Mom shook me awake, singing happy birthday into my 
ear. She was already in her police uniform, hands on her 
hips, which were lined with her walkie and holstered hand-
gun. I’d overslept on my eighteenth birthday. She ruffled 
my hair as I apologized. When I raised my head, Mom’s face 
froze the way it did when she saw something that didn’t 
make sense on the news or on her bills. Her eyes were glued 
to my face. She asked me if I was okay. When I assured her 
I was, I asked her what was wrong. Invisible words hid be-
hind parted lips and swam around her vocal cords, begging 
to bubble to the surface. But her face suddenly lit up with 
a chuckle and she told me I needed to shave. Even though 
I rolled my eyes, stuffed my head beneath my pillow and 
gave her the finger, she offered me donuts and a drive to 
school before she went to the police station.

After she left the room, my thoughts returned to her reac-
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tion. Something had bothered her. I shuffled into the bath-
room and turned on the light. Bushy stubble and long, dark 
hairs had erupted from my cheeks and around my lips. I 
was sure I’d shaved yesterday, but I shrugged and zipped 
off the hairs. I clipped the whisker-like hairs off with scis-
sors. I left the fuzz on my hands, fingers, and arms alone, 
even though there was more than usual. I thought maybe it 
was just a part of being eighteen. Maybe Mom was worried 
about nothing.

At school, during lunch, my friends bragged about their 
times from yesterday’s race. I was too tired to listen. It was 
noon and it felt like midnight. They asked me what was 
wrong. I lied and told them it was just the race, that I had a 
late night, even though I’d tried to go to bed at nine-thirty. 
I lied that I had an all-nighter with homework, even though 
all of it was done before the race.   

After lunch I was still hungry. Sitting in class, keeping me 
awake was the intense aroma of the teacher’s unfinished 
beef salad, lying in a trashcan on the other side of the room. 
When school was over, track practice brought me leaping 
to my feet. I finished the mile warm up in three minutes 
instead of seven. I made my mark just short of thirty feet on 
the long jump. Everyone wanted to know how much Red 
Bull I’d drank or how many steroids I’d taken. Of course I 
hadn’t used either.  

As I walked home, my brain scanned through all the wor-
ries in my day. Empty college applications. Grades. The an-
niversary of Dad’s death coming up. What I wanted to do 
to honor him. What I wanted to do with my life. If life had 
a purpose beyond existing. The birds were chirping loudly, 
a bicycle was moving down the street and a child to the far 
left was on the sidewalk with her mother and dog and I just 
needed to get home to eat, but wait there were footsteps 
behind me.   

Three boys from the football team confronted me as I en-

tered an alleyway. Three “friends” I’d walked away from last 
year, because they weren’t worth my time. I even told Mom 
I didn’t want anything to do with them. Wrestling over a 
ball for state fame was not my idea of popularity. Tossing 
rocks at parked cars at midnight on the streets was not my 
idea of fun. Prodding freshmen girls for numbers or favors 
was not my idea of a joke. Now, they smiled, nudged me on 
the shoulder, circled me like feral hounds. They called me 
“homie” and asked where I’d been. I clenched my fingers 
into fists. Clenched my icicle-tipped teeth together behind 
my closed lips. I lifted up my hooded face. Benji asked, “You 
didn’t think I was done with you from last time, did you? 
What’s wrong Matty? Still moping about your daddy? Got 
a problem?”

I let out a low growl. “Yeah. I do.”  
He tried to punch me. I side-stepped his attack and 

slammed my fist into his gut in one swift motion. Then I 
swiped his legs out from beneath him, and he fell onto his 
face. His two friends lunged at me from both sides. I kicked 
myself off one of the brick alleyway walls and slashed 
the closest guy’s face with my nails. He shouted angrily, 
clutched his eyes, and fell to his knees. I grabbed the incom-
ing fist of the second guy. The muscles in my arms tensed. 
My nails dug into the top of his hand and fingers like little 
spears. Like claws. I shoved him off balance against a near-
by dumpster. There was blood on their faces and hands and 
legs and chests, all because of me.

I ran out of the alley, across the street, between other al-
leys, and into my building, up the stairs, until I was in the 
apartment and sitting on my sofa. My breathing slowed. 
It was deep. It echoed like the subway that ran beneath 
the city. I looked down at my hands, my paws. I watched 
my claws sink back into the slits above my paw pads. The 
adrenaline that had pulled me through the fight was drain-
ing away, making my eyelids heavier and heavier until I’d 
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fallen asleep.
I was wide awake after hours that felt like minutes. It was 

pitch black, and my mind twisted and turned. I scratched 
my face, then stroked the smooth fur and fluff that coated 
my face. I was sore in my upper rear, as if I’d sat on con-
crete too long. There was a bump there. Or a bone, growing. 
A tail. Then I saw dried specks of blood on my claws and 
remembered what I’d done.  

I had my hood up and my head lowered as Mom came 
back from work. She sat down beside me. I didn’t look up 
when she said my name, or tell her how school went, so she 
scratched my back gently. She hugged me and told me she 
knew about the fight. That Benji’s father had called, threat-
ening to press charges against her son for “assaulting” his 
son. He threatened to find her if she “didn’t do something 
about her little animal.” Mom asked me if I wanted to talk 
about it.   

I lifted my head, pulling off my hood. Mom gasped and 
turned her eyes away. She cursed herself and forced her 
gaze back to me. My little furry ears flattened and I sighed. 
“He got on my case about Dad. I was going to let it go, but 
he went after me.”

“I shouldn’t have ignored what I saw this morning, I didn’t 
think…” she whispered. She grabbed my paws, rubbed her 
fingers along my paw pads and against the sides of my 
claws. “Honey, this isn’t good. You need to tell me these 
things.”

“I know, I know. But it’s happened before, Mom.” I said 
this, but I knew before I hadn’t grown claws. In the days 
after we got the note that Dad was killed by an IED, the fur 
hadn’t grown this thick. Even on the day I severed ties with 
my old football friends, when—after Mom told me the night 
before that someone threw a brick through the passenger 
side window of her cruiser—Benji told a similar story of 
how he accidentally hit a cop car. Even when I punched 

him square in the nose and put a target on my back, burned 
by the loss of Dad, the fangs didn’t grow.

“Not like this. Not even after Dad.” Mom said “Have you 
been thinking about him?”  

I crossed my arms, and dipped my head to the ground. I 
waited for her to interrogate me further. To make me admit 
why I really punched Benji. To make this day more diffi-
cult than it needed to be. But she just reached over and 
massaged my paws again. “That’s okay. Let’s get out of the 
house for a bit, buddy. It’s your birthday.”   

We had New York-style pizza at a diner, a few blocks 
away from home. I took a pair of gloves to hide my paws, 
and kept my hood up. I forced myself to take small bites, 
keeping my head down. The silence turned into small talk. 
As we dined, Mom told me about a motorcycle chase her 
patrol went on. We laughed about stories of crazy inmates 
and school. We talked about what was going on with the 
rest of the family in Brooklyn. Grandpa and Grandma fi-
nally got a new dishwasher after four months of Mom’s 
nagging. Dad’s little sister, Lily, came out as gay. Aunt Ruth 
planned to retire with Uncle Dick up in Boston, and their 
kids were finally all in college. All except one.  

“Tim’s enlisting with the Marines, isn’t he?” I asked.  
Mom chuckled. “He says he is. But I’m not convinced 

Ruthie likes the idea. Tim’s a smart cookie. He should’ve 
been an engineer.”   

“Maybe he doesn’t think he belongs in college.”  
“Well, he doesn’t belong in Afghanistan either.”  
I clenched my soda glass, raising my head and shoulders 

up like I did to Benji. “You always act like Tim is a joke. Ever 
since he said he was going to basic. What is your issue?”  

Her voice tightened. “My issue is that he is going to get 
himself killed.”   

“That’s his choice.” My fingers were gripping the glass as 
tight as I could squeeze, without risking breaking it.   



48 49

“Well it’s a stupid one.”  
I stared at her. My jaw quivered. I leaned back in my 

booth, my mouth ajar. Rage swirled in my stomach. I shot 
up from my booth, slammed my glass through the win-
dow like a baseball. I swept off every dish from our table 
and stalked away down the aisle of broken glass and pizza, 
knocking my hood off in the process.   

Mom called, “Honey wait!”  
“Piss off!” I hissed over my shoulder, then raced out the 

swinging door.   
I ran until I was at the graveyard, at his grave, just outside 

the first skyscrapers of the city and beside the last suburban 
neighborhood before the city. I sat by Dad. Ten minutes 
passed. This time I didn’t hide behind my hood. I grieved 
as the fur melted off my face and hands, inch by inch. It 
floated into the air in little fuzzy flakes. I hated Benji, but I 
wish I hadn’t done something so stupid. I was afraid Mom 
wouldn’t accept me if I told her about my future, but I wish 
I didn’t have to hide things from her. I wish things would 
be okay. Back when Dad used to come home during the 
summers. Back when he wasn’t deployed.  Back when I was 
sure I knew who my friends and family were. Back when I 
knew they understood me and what I wanted.   

“I knew you’d be here.” Mom stood beside me, a few feet 
away. “I kept hoping we wouldn’t have to come here today. 
Thought I could avoid it.” She sighed. “I’m sorry I said that, 
Matt.”  

“I just want you to listen to me.”  
“I’ll try to do a better job.”  
I put my head against her shoulder, now free of the fur 

that captured my body. I held her rough, calloused hand in 
my clawless, sweaty hand. My fear and anger were slow-
ly floating away with the last flakes of fur. “Mom. There’s 
something I have to tell you.”   

She nodded. “I know you do. But you’ll tell me when 

you’re ready.” She put an arm around my back. “There’s 
cake in the fridge you know. I think it’s calling your name.”
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Not Obsolete
Micaela Kreuzwieser

Nothing 
makes sense anymore. 
Hands scribbled, drafted, carefully 
printed, primed my thoughts into paragraphs, 
sparked embers that spiraled into spasmed, impassioned 
debates where words whirled round and round and round 

my inner contents. 
My pages now damp, mildewed with age and shame, as I 

sit where I was squirreled 
on the same shelf with relatives above and below, 
held together with the barest fibers 
ready to snap except for 
the most loving 
preservation 
that keeps my tender thoughts intact. 
Am I 
Obsolete

The Little Neighborhood
Madison Kozera

The brisk wind blew across the roundabout in the neigh-
borhood playground, spinning it gently in a small circle. 
The branches in the trees rapped against the shut windows 
of one of the homes. A grill’s dying embers still smoldered 
beneath three charcoal-colored slabs of meat, their forms 
as blackened as the same rocks that cooked them. A picnic 
table with a pattered cloth sat prepared and waiting under 
the baking sun, a feast filled with fruit flies, mosquitos, and 
rats. A few of the neighbors’ front doors lingered open; a 
stray cat wandered into one of them and returned with a 
can in its mouth. A single rook crowed into the summer 
sky; his call remained answered.  

Roman led his little brother, Thomas, up the few short 
steps in front of their home. He took care to avoid the pot 
filled to the brim with shriveled petunias; it wouldn’t do ei-
ther of them any good to break something now. The breeze 
whistled and blew across their faces. If it had been any oth-
er day, Roman would have relished the wind that carried 
across his skin, but he didn’t have the time to delight in 
such trivial things.  

Roman took the house key out of his pocket and let his 
fingers slide over the end of the metal. He twisted it over 
once, twice between his fingertips. His eyes blinked his 
thoughts away.  

Thomas pulled on Roman’s sleeve. With a glance down 
at his brother, Roman could see Thomas staring out at the 
small, suburban neighborhood. Thomas’s eyes seemed to 
flit between the humming strands of grass and the over-
turned garbage cans that littered the side of the street. With 
a furrowed brow, Thomas turned to his brother and won-
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dered aloud where all of their neighbors had gone. Roman 
shook his head.

“I’m not sure,” he admitted. “But we can’t worry about 
them right now. All we can do is follow what Mom and Dad 
told us to do and worry about ourselves. If we do that, we 
might see all of them again.”  

Thomas’s head swiveled back around to stare out at the 
street; his grip on his brother’s sleeve tightened the small-
est amount.  

Roman shook his head with a sigh as he placed the key 
into the lock on the door. It clicked. He waited as the sound 
reverberated around the neighborhood. When the rook 
cried again, he twisted the lock and slowly pushed the door 
open. It creaked against its rusty hinges and squealed as 
it came to a rest. Despite his knowledge that his parents 
weren’t home—they couldn’t have been; they’d been with 
them that morning—Roman still leaned into the doorway 
and called out into the home.  

One of the family portraits on the mantle had fallen over, 
and another picture that had previously hung on the wall 
now laid in a heap of glass on the wooden floor. The televi-
sion still remained turned on from earlier that morning, the 
same news report that had played all across town lit up on 
the screen. Their father’s plush chair had been pushed back 
onto the ground with its legs held high in the air; a tall lamp 
sprawled across it in a glowing orange heap.   

Roman took a step into the home and ignored the echoing 
creak the floorboards yielded. He called into the house once 
more. He could hear the same rook cry out again, Roman’s 
only reply. Moving his hand to his brother’s, Roman pulled 
Thomas inside the home. Broken glass crunched beneath 
both of their shoes.  

When Roman had pulled his brother past the mess in the 
living room and beside the stairs, he knelt down before 
Thomas and placed both of his hands onto Thomas’s shoul-

ders. He gave Thomas another soft smile and asked if he re-
called what the two of them needed to do. Thomas nodded.  

“Get our backpacks, get our clothes, get some food, get 
some medicine…” he trailed off while listing the items on 
his fingers.   

“And?” 
“And leave the city. Go into the woods.”  
Roman ruffled his brother’s hair and stood to his full 

height. He gave Thomas instructions on what to gather, 
to go to Thomas’s own bedroom first while Roman inves-
tigated the kitchen. Thomas hurried up the stairs without 
another word to his brother. Roman rubbed the back of his 
neck as he looked at the corner Thomas had disappeared 
around. He hoped something either of them found would 
be salvageable. With a little shake of his head, he set off for 
the kitchen.  

A few of the cupboards in the kitchen sat open—rem-
nants from the events of earlier that morning, no doubt. 
One of the four chairs from the kitchen table sat in front 
of the garage door, the top part of the chair underneath the 
metal door handle. Four half eaten plates of food lingered 
on one part of the marble counter, and dishes from earlier 
meals awaited to be cleaned in the sink; an odd smell swept 
through the air and made Roman wrinkle his nose.  

With a clap of his hands, Roman went to work. He began 
to root through the open cupboards, a search for anything 
nonperishable, anything that would last a long time in a 
warm backpack. He found a few cans of soup, an unopened 
box of cereal, and a few boxes of snacks that could last them 
some time if they managed them well. Roman gathered all 
of them up into his arms and turned to set them on the 
counter before he went back to search for more. He paused 
as his eye caught the door that led to their backyard, the 
same door with numerous scratch marks around the door 
handle. The open backdoor. The one thing his family had 
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been sure to do in their haste that morning was shut and 
lock every one of their doors and windows; now, here one 
sat, almost entirely ajar.  

Roman’s breath caught in his throat at the sight. He threw 
down the items still clustered in his arms onto the kitch-
en table with a clatter and bolted from the kitchen to the 
stairwell in the other room. He called up the stairs. Thom-
as didn’t reply. Roman pushed his way up the stairs and 
turned the corner to send a quick look into his brother’s 
room. Through the slightly agape door, he could make out 
the sheets of his brother’s bed thrown onto the ground and 
a number of stuffed animals scattered along the floor. His 
brother wasn’t in his room.   

He heard Thomas scream.  
Roman called out Thomas’s name once more as he turned 

to race farther down the hall. He pushed open the door to 
another room—his own room.

Inside, he saw his own bed sheets piled into one corner of 
the room, a mess of pillows, sheets, and clothes all stuffed 
together. His mattress had been pushed onto the ground 
and overturned to one side, and his closet doors stood open 
with empty hangers. His heart stuttered in his chest at the 
sight of Thomas cowering in one corner, a stuffed tiger in 
his arms as tears rolled down his frightened cheeks. The 
decaying bag of skin facing his brother slowly turned its 
head to groan and glare at Roman.

L’appel du Vide
Danny Whirlow

I am a thanatologist.
On these cliffs I study, contemplate.   
The wisping air has pulled me off path   
Again,  
Itself a strait weathered by   
Other wayward souls.   
My plodding stops and I look out over   
The misty water. The only thing distinguishing it   
From the gray skies is its turbulence. Below,   
Rocks rise out like fingers attached   
To a massive hand, entreating me to take hold   
And slip below the waves.   
At the edge,   
I am no more courageous if I step forward  
Than if I step back.
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Blue Stone Park
Isabel Sicree

Like an owl cry on a snowy morning, the music cut 
through the blue pines, slicing the silence around me like a 
serrated knife, sawing as it progressed. The voice was soft 
when it started, but gradually built up louder and louder as 
it marched my way, agonizing over something long gone.

“Don’t you…”
I wandered around a tree, trying to find the source of the 

singing. I knew the tune; I knew the song. Yet even though 
I’d never heard this voice before, the singer was hauntingly 
familiar, like something out of a dream.   

“…forget about…”  
I saw her then. She stood out amongst the resurrecting 

plants, as white as a snowflake, illuminated by the moon 
itself. All of her clothes were white, from her out-of-season 
winter coat to her jeans and combat boots.   

“Ma’am?” I called out, beginning to approach her. “Are 
you alright?”  

She didn’t answer; she just kept on walking down the 
path as if she hadn’t seen me, yet her singing became loud-
er the more she wandered away.   

“…I said, don’t…don’t you…forget about me…”  
I felt a cold pit in the bottom of my stomach as I watched 

her leave, not sure if I should follow or not. Something was 
wrong, and I knew that something horrible was going to 
happen to her if I let her wander through Blue Stone Park 
on her own in the middle of the night. All the same, I was 
terrified of the way she had just looked on through me, as 
if I didn’t exist.   

“…don’t you…forget about me…”  
The words ripped through me as an icy wind. They made 

my decision for me.   
“Ma’am!” I shouted, racing down the path after her. 

“Ma’am!”  
She kept going, turning around a bend, fading between 

the pine branches. Darting through the brush, I cut the cor-
ner, hoping to appear ahead of her, letting vicious branches 
tear through the skin of my face and legs for my efforts. Yet, 
when I emerged, she had vanished. The path was empty.  

“…call my name as I walk on by…”  
The music still played, louder than it had before, but I 

still couldn’t find the woman as I spun in circles, looking 
for her.   

“…rain keeps falling…”  
I closed my eyes, listening to the singing voice, hoping 

I could at least figure out which direction it was coming 
from. It was just beginning to fade, trickling out like the 
original song, as if the woman singing was losing all hope 
of receiving an answer to her plea. Spinning slowly, I fo-
cused on the sound, letting it surround me as I inhaled it.   

I opened my eyes. I found it.   
Not twenty feet away sat a decrepit gazebo, dark and un-

lit, but the voice trickled out of it like a stream from an old 
mill. Cautiously, I approached it, hoping I wouldn’t scare 
the woman away again, but she wasn’t there at all. No one 
was there, yet I still heard the voice singing.   

“…forget about me…”  
A small flash of light caught my attention in the corner. 

Wandering over, I turned my phone light on to see what it 
was, just as the song ended, fading into the night.   

Plugged into a loose wall outlet sat a blue, cracked smart-
phone, dangling from its charging chord. When I picked 
it up, I saw that an alarm had just ended on its recent no-
tifications. The singing…it hadn’t been from the woman I 
saw. It was just a coincidence: a wandering woman, and 
an abandoned cell phone alarm. Still, I hoped that I could 
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return the device, so I unplugged it and put both the phone 
and the chord in my pocket as I left the park.  

There wasn’t anything else I could do, was there? Still, 
the woman in white bothered me, as if I had failed her in 
some way.   

A streetlamp flickered next to me as I headed down the 
path, eager to get home, but a poster caught my eye. It was 
faded, battered by the recently diminished winter weather, 
but the words were as sharp as the song I had heard.   

“‘Do you know me?’” I read aloud to myself. “‘Found: Un-
identified female.’”  

It was the woman from Blue Stone Park, and her eyes 
were closed. She’d been dead for three months.   

The phone alarm went off in my pocket again.  
“Don’t you…forget about me…” 

R4BB1T
Robbie Kollar
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Coffee
Max Planchon

i can’t watch the news
it hurts more than it needs to
i turn and drop the coffee pot 
i feel it burn my feet 
i slip on glass and become part of the floor 
hot coffee seeping 
into crevices 
deeper than i knew were there 
a grid made of mortar holds me together 
sopping wet like the mop 
not fine enough 
enough to seep 
into each crevice 
and pull 
the coffee from me

Rattling Up Tea Time
Matis Stephens
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Astronaut 1: You Mean 
America’s a Fascist Death Cult? 
Astronaut 2: Always Has Been
Daniel DelMaramo

Poem in full, as follows 

Oh god 

Oh god 

We are all going to die 

Poem ends

Congress Meets Main
Erin Choby
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Shark in a Fish Bowl
Sarah DelMaramo

There once was a shark that lived in a fish bowl. Someone 
picked it up one day from the depths of the sea and dropped 
it into a perfectly round, perfectly empty bowl filled with 
water. The shark swam round and round the bowl, con-
stantly staring at its own tail as it did so.  

Every other day, that same someone came by and shook 
salt from a salt shaker shaped like a bird. The bird was blue 
and had little holes drilled into its back and a cork stopper 
in the bottom. The shark watched the grains of salt shim-
mer down out of the bird’s back and dissolve slowly into 
the water. The salt made the shark feel queasy some days, 
but not so much as when the water didn’t have any salt.  

On the days when the little bird didn’t appear, the some-
one dropped in little brown shapes. The shark tried chewing 
on them at first, but they didn’t taste like fish. The shapes 
were more interesting floating on the top of the water, then 
at least they looked like fish.  

Bored one day, the shark bumped its nose on the glass. 
It had, on occasion, nicked the corners of its nose in the 
beginning, but that one day, it rammed the glass straight 
on. It hurt, but its thick skin softened the blow. The force of 
the blow made the bowl shake and a bit of water spill over 
the top.  

‘This could be fun,’ thought the shark to itself since no 
one else was around to hear it otherwise.  

From that day forth, the shark bumped into one side of the 
bowl every day, spilling a bit more water and moving the 
bowl forward each time. The someone still dropped some-
thing in the bowl every day before sopping up the spilled 
water with a fuzzy towel. No more water was poured in and 

one day the water in the bowl stopped spilling out, so the 
shark redoubled its efforts to knock its nose on the glass.  

After a while, the shark’s nose bruised so much it split 
right down the middle. The water around it turned a light 
pink for just a moment before disappearing like salt. The 
shark thought the pink water looked awfully pretty. It 
might’ve thought it smelled awfully pretty too if it could 
smell anymore.  

The shark probably should have stopped then and there, 
but sharks are nothing if a touch stubborn, so it kept on. 
It kept on even after its nose was raw and red all the time, 
even after its fins drooped, and even after it didn’t feel like 
doing it anymore. It kept on even after the glass bowl took 
a little tumble off the table it was sitting on and shattered. 
All the water went everywhere but into the shark’s gills as 
it floundered about on the broken glass.  

The shark didn’t have much experience with dying, 
though that certainly was what it was doing. It died con-
tinuing to launch itself forward as much as it could. There 
was no more glass in the way, so it got much farther than 
it had before. It was awfully proud of itself. Sharks are a 
touch prideful, in addition to stubborn, even in death.  

The very next day, having thrown the corpse and the 
broken glass in the garbage, someone walked to the beach 
across the street and waded into the water. Reaching into 
the darkened depths of the ocean, a shark no longer than a 
forearm was pulled up and walked across the street. It was 
dropped into a perfectly round, perfectly empty bowl filled 
with water. There was a little donut-shaped piece of gray 
tape stuck on the bottom, strands of white glue adhered to 
glass.  

Every other day, the shark either saw a little bird with 
holes in its back drop crystals of salt or fleshy fingers drop 
in brown pellets. The salt made it feel queasy sometimes, 
but the pellets looked interesting floating on the surface.
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One day, the shark bumped its nose on the glass. Just a 
little one, but the bowl didn’t budge. The shark tried again, 
but the bowl was stuck to the table, it seemed. Howev-
er, this shark was a bit more than a touch stubborn and 
rammed into the side with all its might.  

The tape made a funny sound and the bowl shook, water 
spilling over the top.

Ode to a Sea Hare
Margaret Hines

He was a sea hare. Kingdom—Animalia. Phylum—Mollus-
ca. Class—Gastropoda. Family—Aplysiidae. His name was 
Ron Swanson. He was named so for the mustache-like pro-
jections on his head.

He came to us one day in a trash bag, along with a dozen 
or so other alien creatures, as part of a marine mystery box. 
Pale green with dark spots and a translucent underbelly 
through which you could see his organs, he looked rather 
like a booger. If you didn’t know any better, which I didn’t, 
you would think he was dead on arrival. But he wasn’t. Not 
even a little bit. Quite the opposite actually.  

The tank was divided into two parts, prey and predator. 
On the prey side, there were the very creatively named sea 
squirts, sea urchins, sea pansies, sea fans, and Ron Swan-
son, the sea hare. On the predator side, there were two her-
mit crabs, a horseshoe crab, a sea anemone, a sea star (yes 
they are predators), and a portly spider crab with a lust for 
blood. Divided by a plexiglass wall, the two worlds were 
isolated to protect those who inhabited them. It doesn’t 
take a biologist to know that it is very hard to study an 
organism that has been eaten. Ron Swanson, however, had 
no such concerns.  

He quickly learned how to take advantage of his gelati-
nous form to access the predator side of the tank. No one 
knows why. I like to think he got bored with his sessile 
roommates, so he sought company elsewhere. Armed only 
with a singular ink gland, he squeezed past the barrier into 
the unknown. I once saw him crawl over the spider crab, 
who had just stabbed the anemone the day before, with 
no consequence or reaction. It was as if he had some kind 
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of diplomatic immunity that he did absolutely nothing to 
earn. Humans were the only ones who would dare inter-
rupt his voyages.  

Fearing the day the portly spider crab would lose his pa-
tience with Ron Swanson, we would move him back home 
with a soup ladle. That ladle was his archnemesis. When he 
saw it descend into his realm, he clung to the tank wall for 
dear life, protesting the interruption with a quiet yet fierce 
defiance. Ron Swanson was not a big fan of the law.  

One fateful day, I brought a group of friends to see the 
invertebrate tank. I wanted to share the joy of this alien 
world with anyone who had the patience to listen. As we 
surveyed the fascinating creatures this world had to offer, 
I watched a group of baggy eyed twenty-somethings light 
up with a childlike fascination that only nature can create. I 
tried to find Ron Swanson, figuring he was hiding behind a 
rock. But when I had checked them all, he was still nowhere 
to be found. That was when I noticed that the filter unit was 
a lot quieter than usual.  

I checked the plug, the cartridge, the output, everything 
seemed fine. Then, I saw it. A booger clogging the uptake. 
It was Ron Swanson. I had mistaken him for the very algae 
he had chased into the tube. My heart sank to the bottom 
of my chest, but then a squirm told me he wasn’t dead. Not 
even a little bit.  

I went to work while a horrified audience looked on. He 
must have seen me pick up the ladle, because he forced his 
way further and further into the tube to escape it. After 
some gentle, then not so gentle shaking, he released his 
grip, floating back down to the sand, visibly disappointed 
that his daring hunt had ended unsuccessfully. I tried to 
give him the piece of algae he was after, but it was no use. 
The damage to his pride was already done. With that, Ron 
Swanson did tunnel away. That was the last time I saw my 
friend.  

I woke up to a message announcing he had decided to 
reprise his daring escape act. Only this time, there was no 
one there to rescue him.  

I loved that little alien blob. To this day, I cannot explain 
how I felt this kind of cosmic kinship with a salty sack of 
Jello, but I did. He was an awe-inspiring feat of evolution, a 
testament to synonymous simplicity and complexity of bi-
ology. He reminded me of how to be a good animal, wheth-
er or not that was his intention.

So with that, I do solemnly say: he was a sea hare. King-
dom—Animalia. Phylum—Mollusca. Class—Gastropoda. 
Family—Aplysiidae. His name was Ron Swanson. He was 
named so for the mustache-like projections on his head. He 
was a menace, a fool, and most importantly, a friend.  

Rest in peace, Ron Swanson, and godspeed to the ocean 
in the sky.
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Self-Portrait
Clair Sirofchuck

Cornelius
Ruth Milne

Cornelius the slightly confused ferret was having a bad 
day. He wasn’t exactly sure why he was having a bad day; 
he’d work that out later. It all seemed to start when he woke 
up that morning to the highly irritating sound of a wood-
pecker decimating the roof of the log Cornelius called his 
home. He wasn’t sure why the woodpecker was there; he’d 
reflect on that when he had the time. Cornelius then set 
himself to the task of remembering everything he’d been 
planning on doing as of the night before. Oh, if only his 
tiny ferret paws could but grasp a writing utensil with 
which to take notes. Hm. What was writing anyway? Cor-
nelius looked up from the butterfly that had momentarily 
distracted him when it alighted outside his log, and then he 
shuffled out into the morning sunshine. He nosed his way 
among the ferns, avoiding spider webs speckled with dew, 
until he came upon a stream. It had probably been there the 
day before, but Cornelius hadn’t been paying that much 
attention. Well, he was there now. The stream was cold and 
bright with the spring melt, and newly green leaves tipped 
the branches of the underbrush. Sunlight dappled hazily 
through to the forest floor, illuminating the emerging flow-
ers. Cornelius ignored all of it.

Instead, he traipsed aimlessly through the wood, trying 
to remember what had been so important yesterday. For 
the life of him, he couldn’t. Blast. His little ferrety mind 
was working itself in circles, trying to ponder the problem. 
He stopped suddenly, per chance under the direct light of 
a dazzling sunbeam, and it dawned on him that last night’s 
worries were trivial to his current, ongoing problems. Cor-
nelius realized with stunning clarity quite unusual for him 
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that he had stumbled upon the answer to his confusing life: 
he needed to find someone else to remember everything 
for him.

And lo and behold, as Cornelius the slightly confused fer-
ret was standing there, a gasp came from under a nearby 
fern. Jeremy the tiny toad hopped out in front of Cornelius.

“You’re so majestic,” he gushed. “The sunlight really ac-
centuates your shiny fur, you know. I’m Jeremy! Please tell 
me your name.”

The ferret blinked slowly. “It’s…. Cornelius….” 
“Oh wow!” Jeremy squeaked. “I only just met you, and 

already I idolize you! Tell me, how do you get your eyes to 
look so perfectly empty? I’ve never been able to do that…” 

Cornelius looked blankly at the tiny, excitable toad. Then 
he tried to remember what he’d been thinking about. If only 
someone had remembered for him! And then the stunning 
clarity hit Cornelius again, and he said, “You! Tiny toad! I 
require you to remember everything for me!” 

“Really?! I’m so honored!” Jeremy hopped along after 
Cornelius, the two of them heading off together into the 
golden spring woods. 

And maybe they would live happily ever after, but you 
never can tell with ferrets.

The End.
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