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 The tree was ancient. A great oak with a trunk roughly the girth of a hogshead, 
it stood far taller than any tree in the area. Its branches spread so wide and thick 
that in the springtime when the leaves came in you could stand under its canopy in a 
rainstorm and never feel a drop.
 The tree belonged to Nathaniel Saltonstall, who stood beneath it now. That is to 
say it grew on his land, for as Nathaniel had come to understand, the Worshipping 
Tree belonged to no man. Something that age and size could not be owned any more 
than a great buck or an aged catfish. It belonged only to the earth, which, as the 
local Natives said, belonged only to the Creator. 
 In fact the tree had once served another Creator. Fifty years ago the earliest 
white settlers—a dozen Puritan faithful—had worshipped their own God beneath it. 
Each Sabbath the flock had gathered to hear Rev. John Ward, father of Nathaniel’s 
wife Elizabeth, deliver his thundering sermons. The tree served them well for many 
years, until a meetinghouse could be built. These days it only took on this role when a 
Ward or a Saltonstall needed to feel closer to God. Like now.
 Nathaniel stood with his hands clasped in front of him, face down, eyes closed. A 
passerby would have mistaken this for deep prayer, but he would have been wrong 
for Nathaniel said nothing and thought nothing. A while ago he had asked God for 

guidance on a matter of the greatest importance, and he was still waiting for 
His answer. But no answer came, and eventually he lifted his head and 

opened his eyes. Fifty yards from the tree, the Merrimack River 
wound through the valley on its way to the Atlantic. It seemed  

slow this morning, in no particular hurry to get there. The whole 
valley, in fact, moved at a lazy pace in the early summer light, 
a vision of serenity and contentment. 
 Yet this vision was deceiving, for just beyond the river’s 
southern bank a war raged. It had begun this past winter. 
While the people of Salem were distracted by the cold and 
deep snows, the devil had come to town and set up camp right 
under their noses. How the dark one had managed it so quickly, 

the people could only guess. Most believed it began with a lapse 
of piety among members of the Salem Village parish. Poor meeting 

attendance, lazy prayer habits, failure to keep God’s commandments. The 
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flock had grown complacent, taken its collective eye off Satan’s ever-present threat, and 
he had seized the opportunity to sail into harbor under cover of night.
 Like most, Nathaniel had accepted this explanation as fact. But not now. Not after 
what he’d witnessed with his own eyes these past few days. Oh, Essex County was  
at war—there was no mistaking that—but it wasn’t what the ministers and the  
governor and their cohort said. It was something more, something far worse than 
everyone thought. And that was why Nathaniel stood here taking whatever comfort he 
could in the shade of this mighty tree. Meditating on the problem that confronted him, a 
problem he was beginning to fear he might have to confront alone.
 Behind him came the sound of a latching door, followed by slow, shuffling footsteps. 
Nathaniel didn’t have to look to know it was his father-in-law, out for his morning walk. 
The footfalls accompanied by the soft poke of a hickory cane came slowly down the hill. 
Then the Reverend’s voice, commanding and somehow accusatory even in old age, broke 
the quiet, calling out, “Ah! Such a fine day!” as though the sinners of this earth did not 
deserve God’s bounty.
 Nathaniel turned and watched his approach. His body looked thin and frail picking 
his way along the uneven ground the way he did every morning. Behind him, a tendril of 
white smoke rose from the chimney of their modest house: Elizabeth had lit the fire for 

the morning meal. Such ordinary things, Nathaniel thought. The everyday events of a  
family at peace. If only they had seen Salem. If only they knew what he knew…
 “Aye,” Nathaniel answered, turning back to the river.
 The old man sidled up to him. “You are out early.”
 “The fresh air suits me.”
 The old man followed Nathaniel’s gaze. “Out here, where the southern horizon is 
more easily seen.”
 Nathaniel said nothing.
 “All morning hath I watched you from the window,” said the Reverend. “Your eyes 
point in one direction… One might think you missed Salem. ”
 “Is this what you believe?”
 “No.”
 “Then why say it?”
 “Since your return you are often quiet. ‘Tis natural to think, mayhap, you are 
recalling your time there.”
 “There is nothing about Salem I wish to recall. In fact—” He stopped. He was 
going to say he wished he’d never gone to Salem, but that went too far. In a perverse 
way there was some truth to what his father-in-law suspected. He missed being in 
Salem, yet only because up here he was helpless to do anything. From Haverhill he 
couldn’t raise an army of voices to counter the devil’s attack. He could only stand by 
as reports came in almost daily about the devil turning the people of Essex against 
one another like the mythical snake that consumed itself. “I am needed here. I am 
glad to have returned.”
 “As are we all. Yet I wonder just how much of you did return—”
 “All of me returned! Must we belabor this?” Nathaniel squeezed his eyes shut 
and rubbed his forehead, trying to control his frayed nerves. He had slept little since 
returning to Haverhill earlier this month, and his temper often flared. It took only a 
moment or two to gain control again, and in a more subdued tone he said, “Five more 
are to hang.”
  “Mm.” The Reverend gave a grim nod.
 “All convicted of witchcraft. To be executed on questionable evidence, just as 
Goody Bishop were.”
 “Mayhap.”
 “Mayhap? Mayhap what?”

“Oh, for certain they will hang. Reverend Mather and Mr. Stoughton will see to 
that. ‘Tis your doubts about the evidence that I question.” 

   “How can you? ‘Twere the same with these five as the Bishop 
woman: spectral evidence; nothing of this earth in  

support! Tell me, should invisible evidence make a 
case for hanging?”
     “Then why did you quit the court, son? Why 
leave when you were the only voice against it?”
“I could not be part of a court that condemns 
without a fair trial.”

9
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 “Yet Bishop’s trial were no different than every other witchcraft trial in memory.” 
The old man studied Nathaniel’s face. “What say you—that the old ways should be 
rejected?”
  Nathaniel looked away. His temper was rising again. 
 “Where were your voice when Goody Glover hanged in Boston four years agone? 
What thought you then? I recall none of these protests.”
“I once believed God created our courts for enforcement of His laws. I now have doubt.”
 “Be careful what you say!”
 Nathaniel dug into the old man’s eyes with his own. “I believed we mortals could 
fight evil equipped only with the laws God handed down. I believed we were tasked with 
this. Yet of late I see a problem in this, father.”
 “You realize what you say is blasphemy, Na—”
 “Hear me first, father. You well know I am no blasphemer. All mine days I hath 
followed God’s Word as closely as I could. Yet I am reminded from my experience in 
Salem that we men are all sinners from birth—‘tis a truth undisputed! Which leads me 
to ask: how do men fight the devil in a court of law when ‘tis man’s greatest flaw—his 
propensity to sin—that the devil uses against him?”
  “By punishing that propensity when it comes to fruition, son. I hath spake on this 
many a time.”
 “Aye. Yet a man can only know a man’s heart and not the devil’s. A man can know 
the devil’s goals, yet not his devious plots. How can we know these when the devil works 
under a cloak of invisibility? How can mere men profess to know Satan’s tactics—yea, 
his means—in a trial conducted by men?”
  “In what venue would we fight the devil if not a court? You, a judge—you 
should know the answer if there is any.”
 Nathaniel sighed. “You are right. And yet this I know not. Only not 
in a court. Most of what these five were charged with amounts 
to petty crimes for which I regularly order a day in the 
stocks or a fine. In any other court they would remain 
free men. Yet in this one we condemn them to death, and 
for what? Because someone declares ‘Witchcraft!’” He 
paused. What he was about to say had troubled him all 
morning, and he knew it would trouble the old pastor even 
more. But it was a conclusion he couldn’t escape, nor could 
he keep it to himself any longer.  
 “Father, listen to me. We know not where Satan’s 
influence truly lies… which people hath truly come under 
his spell.”
 “Again I bid you caution. If mine ears hear what they 
seem to… ”
 “I hath taken all the caution I can, father. If only I 
could say the same of your brethren. My brethren. Yet 
how could they if the devil hath found his way into their 
own hearts?”

 The old man chewed on his lip the way he did these days when he could not 
reconcile something with God’s Word. Thirty years ago Nathaniel would have faced  
a tongue-lashing for what he’d just said. But in his old age the beloved pastor had 
mellowed. In fact, Nathaniel would have sworn the old man’s views leaned closer to 
where Nathaniel was going with this. Yet he was still the Reverend John Ward, of 
whom it was once said that the very trees shook and the waters rippled from the 
ferocity of his voice. He would not concede so easily, only retreat to his study to think 
it through in prayer.
 The sound of the door latch broke the silence again. Elizabeth came out and 
stood in the doorway, beckoning to them.
 “Breakfast appears ready.” The Reverend sounded relieved. “Let us save this for 
another time.”
 “Tell her I’ll be right along.”
 As the old man three-stepped his way up to the house, Nathaniel noticed a  
man on horseback coming up the river road. From here he was just a shadow, but 
Nathaniel knew who it was by the star-shaped blaze on his horse’s forehead. Soon 
the man was tying up to the hitching post beside the road and tipping his hat. 
“Good morning, magistrate.”
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 “Good morning, Sam. What brings you so early?”
 Samuel Ayer, the town constable, came up the 
steep rise. From a satchel on his shoulder he dug out a 
letter. “It came in the post last night, too late to deliver. I 
thought I should bring it first thing.”
 “I thank thee.”
 “It comes from the governor.”
 “I see that.” Nathaniel impatiently broke the seal anddread the letter. When 
he was finished he shook his head in disgust. It was not from Governor Phips 
at all, but from an assistant. A bunch of niceties and vague assurances that His 
Honor was giving due consideration to Nathaniel’s concerns. The governor had 
probably never even read Nathaniel’s letter. His pleas had been ignored once 
again, just as they’d been ignored by Chief Justice Stoughton. “My words reach 
only deaf ears, I’m afraid.”
  The constable nodded, but said nothing. He was not privy to the content of 
any of these letters.
 “Even the governor will not spare a reasoned thought on the matter,”  
Nathaniel went on, more to himself than the constable. He looked across the 
river again.“Yet a paper is more easily set aside than a man…”
 “I am sorry, sir,” Ayer said politely.
 “…Though a man will find himself in shackles more readily than a letter.” 
 “Sir?” This last had the constable mildly alarmed.
 Nathaniel ignored the man. He was gazing up at the great branches of the  
Worshipping Tree. Its leaves hung motionless in the still morning air. This day was 
going to be a hot one without any breezes—a sampling of what awaited those 
who did the devil’s bidding. And here was this tree, towering above the rest, 
looking out over the river toward that warring land. From its topmost branches 
one probably had a clear view all the way to Salem Town itself, where the heat 
of damnation had been stoked in the courthouse and on Gallow’s Hill. No doubt 
that heat could be felt from up there. Yet those same branches brought relief to 
anyone standing in their shadow. In Salem there was no such relief these days. In 
Salem all stood naked amid the scorching evil Satan had brought upon it.
 God had made this tree. He’d made it to benefit his children. To offer  
shelter when needed, especially when the storms were those of the heart and 
mind. No man in need of its protection had ever been disappointed. Through so 
many years the tree had stood; it would stand through this day and tomorrow, 
too. Even in this terrible time it would not burn or topple.
 Nathaniel shook the constable’s hand, bade him a good day and started up 
to the house. He dreaded what he had to say to his wife, but say it he must. He 
was going back.
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 — Ginger Hurajt 

- Patricia Ketabchi
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A GING
ER 

DREAMS
CAPE

—Karen Brockelbank

From warmth to early morning air I step,

and pause with hand on moisture-laden door,

to drink in all the sights and sounds and scents

that overwhelm my soul with ecstasy.

The world today is filled with drowsy trees,

all bursting forth in one last wakeful fit.

It seems to me they’re screaming with delight,

“It’s autumn time!” I hear their frenzied call

and scan the rustling branches leaf by leaf.

A heady, harvest smell comes barreling through,

cajoling mounds of flaming leaves to dance.

They leap and play, inspired by the wind,

like graceful ballerinas' pirouette.

The ground is soft and gives beneath my feet,

one year’s worth of silky scattered needles

cloaks and shelters hulking mossy banks,

to sleep again, for one more frigid spell.

A ginger dreamscape, magical and sweet,

the memory to last through winter’s sleep. 

 



18 19

It was a warm winter evening in Dallas. On this particular evening it was 
around 60 ,̊ and Clyde’s fingers stayed warm as he sang and strummed his 
guitar for passing strangers. Every once in a while some people would linger, 
drawn to his enthusiastic performance. It was easy to see that this was a 
young man who thoroughly enjoyed making music.

He was seated nearby a train station in downtown. At night that area was 
occupied by wealthy men and their ladies, dressed in stylish clothing as they 
went out for a night on the town. These were the beautiful people who went 
to plays, musicals, and classy nightclubs, walking arm in arm as they made 
their way through the smooth glow of the streetlights. Clyde could usually 
count on the men to toss a few coins into his guitar case, to impress the 
ladies. Tonight, especially with the warm weather to bring people outside, he 
knew that he would go home with pockets that jingled.

“Thank you kindly, sir!” he called out as several coins tumbled into his 
guitar case, and resumed the song with barely a beat missed. As darkness 
swallowed up the streets, Clyde knew it was time to pack up and go. He 
whistled as he hurried home, clutching the loose change stuffed deep into 
his pockets.

“Hey, Ma!” he cried, upon entering the house. “Where’s Marv?

“Oh, he’s down near the Riverwalk with Maggie and her friends,” she  
replied. “He said he wants you to meet him there.”

“And I know why,” he grumbled under his breath. “He wants me to meet 
that stupid Billie Jean.” He changed his clothes quickly, grabbed a sandwich, 

and dashed out the door. Determined to avoid his brother, 
Clyde ran down to the Riverwalk from the opposite  
direction. He bought a glass of beer, and hung out in the 
background so he could check out all the pretty girls and 
listen to the music. He sang along with the band, and 
watched them play. It was there that Marv found him.

“Baby Brother!” Marv shouted from across the dock. 
Clyde didn’t hear him at first above the band. “Over 
here!”

Clyde turned to face him, “Now don’t think for a second 
I came down here so you could blind-date me with some 
country girl, Marv!” 

“Now just give it a chance! She’s just over that way in the 
little grey house. Come on, Clyde!”

“Goddammit,” mumbled Clyde, as he downed his beer 
and tossed away the glass. He marched forcefully toward 
the grey house. As the dock music drifted away, he heard 
dance music coming from a radio inside. He peeked  
inside one of the windows and saw several people. “Okay, 
so it’s not a fix-up – it’s just a party.” He inhaled deeply 
and knocked on the door.

A plain-faced girl in a flowered dress answered. “Hi!” she 
said. “Come on in! Are you Marv’s brother?”

There was no way out of it. “Um, yes, I am,” answered 
Clyde.

Karen Brockelbank 
D A L L A SD A L L A S 
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“Well make yourself to home, 
have a glass of punch and meet 
everybody.” 

Clyde drifted inside the house. 
He tapped his feet a little to 

the dance music and hummed  
along. Maybe this wouldn’t be so bad. 

Suddenly he saw a figure coming from 
the other side of the room. It was 
a shapely female form, and caught 
Clyde’s eye.

As she came out of the kitchen holding 
a cup of hot chocolate, she looked straight into 

Clyde’s stunned face. She was beyond beautiful. Her 
hair was full of cotton colored curls that framed her 
dimpled face. Her eyes were blue like the sky on 
a summer day, and her red mouth launched into a 
radiant smile. She wore a fitting, pink dress with a 
neckline that was slightly low and a skirt that was 
slightly short. “Want some hot chocolate?”

Clyde was speechless. He stuttered several times. 
She was a diaphanous vision of charm and allure and 
he instantly fell in love with her. She seemed to sense 
this and moved toward him, lashes flickering. It was 
then that the young girl who answered the door 
dashed across the room.

“Hey there! Bonnie, this is Clyde Barrow. Clyde, this 
here’s my sister, Bonnie Parker.”

“Pleased to meet you, Clyde,” said Bonnie.

 — Lesa Tran
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CACOPHONY
-Karen Brockelbank

In dreams,
silently drinking in,

anxieties of yesterday.

Amidst mountains
of pillows,

a soft, whiskered, 
purring companion...

the cat and I,
lie intertwined.

First grey light
reaches through the trees,

dissolving the night,
touching lightly the

dreaming, resting,
nesting birds.

Fly to stretch
wings and words.

Singing forest,
joyous birds.

Uproarious,
notorious,

divine feathered
symphony,

Inundated by
orchestral

cacophony.

Awake, 
but confused,

and shaking off sleep.
First angry,

then oh so very 
amused.

Amazed,
entranced and entertained,

as birdland celebrates
the first gray light,

and joyfully heralds 
the passing 

of night.
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 — Anne Hopkins

 — Anne Hopkins
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THE PARK
— Karen  
Brockelbank

vi

It’s cold
but I decide to walk 
  against the wind,
down to the park.

Five tiny, brown birds
  squabble together,
around a piece of old, dried bread.
Determinedly
  pecking,
   stubborn ly
     squawking,

they remind me of

five old women
on the last day of
a 50% off sale.

A lone squirrel scampers lightly
‘cross my path.
Feathered tail waving,
  nose a-quivering,
sharp-nailed paws on sleeping ground,
barely touching frozen grass.

What nourishment can he now find
  in such a barren land?

  rippling helpless,
inanimate brick,
rapidly reclaiming ground.

Seeming to smile through its leaves, at me,
I hear a whispering voice:

“Only a sapling, long ago,
but now, you see, victorious.
No small brick road can stunt my growth.
I am a living, moving tree…”

The cold wind bites my nose
  but I
   pay it no heed.
I feel as free
as the birds, and the squirrel,
and the wise old tree

k

w

 
The path, it winds round trees and shrub,
  built solidly, of close-set brick.
It’s geometric symmetry,
precise, exact, no flaws are seen.
I imagine, as I walk,
a long-ago mason.
Carefully 
  measuring,
   lovingly 
     setting,
each piece of rectangular rock
into its proper, perfect place.

A mercy then, he doesn’t know
the sight I see, in front of me.
A tree.

  Old and gnarled,
grand and tall,
looming o’er the lonely path,

  massive roots have
long destroyed
the rigid lines of masonry,

  botanical toes
wrest, effortless,
up through the man-made obstacle, f

2726
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 — Jose Saul Joubert — Raul Lozada
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 — Jose Saul Joubert

 —Grant Tyler Bellino



LobA  
PACIfICA 
- Yunilda Garcia
So I wake up. She whispers, "Good morning" 
Now let's open up our eyes and feel the earth breathe.
Gently place your feet on the souls who rest beneath you. Today nothing shall escape you. 
As you take a look at the muse in the mirror, say, "hello me" and point to thee.
You clearly see there is no one like me - like you - like me - like you. 
Time to dress me up, like me - like you. 
Not for his eyes. 
Not like my homegirls at school. 
Not like the co-workers at work who always on point with their shoes.
Not like the chicks I see on the media, who post for some likes and some comments. 
Dress me up like me, like you, like me in the mirror. 
I am her, she is I, and I am she, and when the three become one, we are able to save lives on a daily. 
When her smile rose up and said thank you to a server who handed her, her coffee - she saved thee.
When she held the door for someone other than she, they said thank you- they saved she.
As I held my composure from flicking them the finger during rush hour - that saved we. 

She was taught a valuable equation. An equation so simplified. It goes, if you subtract 
from life - the I and the you, you would get- it's not about me and its not about you- 
then summed it all up and you'd see, it is equally for me and for you.
As the sun becomes restless, as did I. Time to rest my beautiful eyes. Rest just 
enough so she can charge up her powers. 
Because tomorrow when she tells me, "Good morning", I'll have the energy to save 
all lives that matter.

3332

- Sam Larsen
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Last Day
 Trish Pettinati 
   I died today.
   All told, it was a great day. I spent it with family and 
friends, eating all of my favorite foods, remembering 
the good times and letting the bad ones go. There were 
tears, but they paled in comparison to the laughter. 
  “Auntie?” Lisa looked at me with her big brown eyes. 
“Do you really have to go?”
   I paused, scanning the crowd for my sister. This was 
not a conversation that I wanted to have. Lisa had just 
turned six, so my sister had told her I was going on a 
long trip and wouldn't be back for a while. She thought 
it would be easier to explain everything later, when Lisa 
was older.
   Of course, Sarah’s nowhere to be found. Just my luck. 
I put a big smile on my face and held Lisa’s hands. 
“Yeah, sweetie. I have to. I..."
   “There you are!” Brian, my brother-in-law, swept in, 
giving me a nervous smile. “I thought you'd run off with 
your cousins.”
   “No, Daddy. I wanted to ask Auntie why she was going 
away and why Mommy looked so sad.” 
   I flinched, but Brian, a social worker, kept a smile on 
his face. “Oh, honey… Auntie’s taking a long trip. You 
know how she got sick?” Lisa nodded, but still looked 
unsure. “Well, her trip is part of that.”
   “Oh!” She turned to me with a smile. “When you feel 
better, you're coming home. Right, Auntie?”
   Brian froze. Outright lying to his child was beyond him, 
so it fell to me. “Of course, Lisa! I couldn't stay away 
from my favorite niece forever, now could I?” I forced a 
smile onto my face and into my voice. 
   Grinning from ear to ear, Lisa threw her arms around 
me with a squeal. “Yay! I hope you have a good trip, 
Auntie!”
 I hugged her back, eyeing Brian, who looked away. 
“Thanks, sweetie. Why don’t you go play with your  
cousins?”
   “Okay!” Lisa scampered off, leaving me with Brian. He 
was quiet for several moments.
   “You know you don't have to do this. There are other 
things…”
   “Brian.” My voice turned to steel. “You know why  
I chose this.” I looked to where Lisa had run off to, 
sighing. “If I stuck around, let myself wither away, would 
it be any less hard on them? 
Would it be worse than a 
little white lie?”

   He looked at me again, a wry quirk to his lips. 
“Not exactly a little white lie, but…” He exhaled,  
running his hand through his hair. “I know why you’re 
doing it, and… it’s the right decision.” He chuckled. “I 
guess I’m just more of a coward than you are.”
   “Nah,” I replied, softening my voice. “You've got the 
harder job. But I know you'll raise them right, and, 
one day, they'll be old enough to be told the truth.” 
   Nodding, Brian took a step away, craning his 
head towards where the kids were playing. “Maybe. 
I wouldn't have the strength to make the decision 
you made.” He looked at me again, and I caught a 
glimpse of tears in his eyes. “I know Sarah won't say 
it, but she’s proud of you. We all are.” 
   I started to reply, but there was a shriek from  
the children and Brian, who'd always been the 
peacekeeper, started moving away. “We'll talk later.” 
I nodded and sat back in my seat, watching him run 
after the kids.
   It had been a common refrain of the day: Everyone 
said my parents – long gone ahead of me – would be 
proud of my decision, though my brother and sister 
had to add the caveat that it was hard to explain 
to my nieces and nephews that their aunt was going 
away. Brian had asked once why I’d never had a serious 
relationship. I gave him some lame excuse, but the 
truth was I’d always been afraid of losing myself – 
that someone or something else would define me.
   Now, with this, I’m glad I don’t have a husband or 
children. Or pets, for that matter. It would be too 
hard to say goodbye, and I’d lose my courage. 
   My courage is one of the few things the cancer 
has left me. Or will, really, since the tumor hasn’t 
grown enough to take away my sight or my reflexes 
yet. When the terminal diagnosis came in, even 
though it would be years before it killed me, my only 
thought was to end it all well, to not go out of this life 
weak and a burden.
   People already had too many things to worry about. 
I didn’t want to be one of them.
   When the party was over and everyone but my 
family was gone, I sat down with them and the law-
yers to sign my name to the paperwork giving them 
legal ownership of all my worldly possessions, save for 
a few photos I was taking with me and my old, worn 
teddy bear.

 Anne Hopkins
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 — Ray Florent

   “Why the hell are you taking that with you?” Scott, my brother, interjected. I 
could see he was starting to crumble, now that things were being finalized.
   I’d had him since I was six, and he’d been through all my life’s ups and downs. 
Why wouldn’t he be with me through this next journey? 
   I stood up and wrapped my arms around Scott. “Everywhere I’ve been, he’s 
been with me. He’s home. He’s family. And it means you'll always be with me, too.” 
My brother sniffled hard and I could feel his shoulders shake. I held him for a 
bit, and, eventually, Grace came over to comfort her husband, giving me a look  
of apology. 
   I started to say something, but held back. What was the point? Grace lost a 
brother when she was young to leukemia. She knew what it was like for those who 
got left behind and she knew that this wasn't my fault, just the hand that had 
been dealt to me. Her apology wasn't because Scott was upset, but because she 
was one of the few who had any idea what I was feeling.
   After it was all finalized, I wished them well, one last time, and climbed into the 
car, waiting outside. Somehow, I managed to keep composed, even as they cried 
and mourned. We pulled away and that’s when my tears started. I couldn’t stop 
them, and I didn’t want to. Everything I knew was behind me, growing smaller in 
the distance as the tires whirred, taking me away on my last earthly trip.
   Thankfully, someone had the foresight to make sure a counselor – Ms. Young – 
was with me, there to reassure me, when the tears began to abate, that I was 
making the right choice. I’d been warned that many people in my situation had 
lost their nerve, forcing the car to go back and leading to ridiculous amounts of 
paperwork and difficult feelings and explanations for those who had already said 
farewell.
   It was bad enough already. How could I possibly put that on everyone? I  
leaned against Ms. Young, and she held me letting me cry into her shoulder  
until I exhausted myself and fell asleep.
   When we arrived, she gently woke me – “We’re here.” – and I slowly got out of 
the car. I took in my surroundings and squared my shoulders, trying to meet my 
destiny with a brave face. A man, dressed in a smart uniform, approached me, 
hand outstretched.
   I shook it and he introduced himself as Staff Sergeant Thompson. I recognized 
the name from some of the paperwork I’d signed earlier in the week. He brought 
me to a quiet bungalow – where I’d spend my last evening as a civilian – leaving 
me to my thoughts.
   Five years ago, when the invasion occurred, the weapons used by the alien force 
had wiped out five percent of humanity and left many survivors with cancer from 
the radiation. As one of the unlucky who was still healthy enough to fight, it was 
my honor and privilege to volunteer for the Marines, joining their assault troops 
fighting the alien aggressors at the edge of the solar system.
   It was a one-way trip. Either you died, defending the Earth, or you didn’t have 
enough years left to make it home. Who better to send than the terminally – but 
still functional – ill? 
   I stared out the window at the darkening sky above. The stars had never been 
so close. After tomorrow, they’d be even closer. I closed my eyes and dreamed  
of home.
   It wouldn’t be the last time, but it sure felt like it. 
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a fleet ing k iss of bre ath
on the back of snow-
touched necks;  l i ps 

l ike f i re ,
sp ine more sta i rs

than column. 
the velvet n ight 

an appar i t ion of whi te
dress ,  more gossamer 

than opaque .

of  glass in her eyes ,
the way her petals fall open

not wi th r a indrop se as
but a v iolet touch ,

more hurr i cane than 
sunshine .  do not gentle
your f ingers ,  excavate 

her bones ,  f ind 
the stars beneath

 the anatomy of ghosts
- Courtney Mor in

more pe ach rose and 
shadow than sol id. 
she i s  wi tchcraf t
on your palms 

and anc i ent lore
on your tongue .

you wi ll try to le arn
her waves;  the crests

of sand dunes—the shat ter ing

her sk in .  bathe in the dark- 
ness of her mind.

th is  i s  the anatomy 
of ghosts .  eyes he avy

wi th melancholy,
r i bcage a l abyr inthine

affa i r—make love 
to her mind 

and her flesh wi ll follow .
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Thank  
You,  
Crow

-Ginger Hurajt
Treetop spy 

You case the street
Black sails open and you fall

with a wet laundry flap

Strutting silhouette
Boss of the world

Raucous caw

An opportunist
You carry away the dead

Bit by bit

Swallow that darkness
Take it with you

Wing away the silence
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THE 
MIdWIfE 

Of TRaGEdy 

COuRTNEy MORIN

what is this self
myself, me, i: a girl, more salt

than sugar, some honey
lips, a mind more prison:

everything is all locked up
these rusting bones

these 3 a.m. thoughts
this body that is all ocean
and blood, and nothing

but wishbone.

catharsis on my fingers
nostalgia the crook of my spine.

there is no escaping the body,
the sun shadowed waves of despair,

other than to depart
the crests and crashes 

with a ship.

i go to meet the Ferryman,
he will carry me to the afterlife:
after this life, out of this body

of stardust and scars
of half eaten bone,
of lost tongues.

I will speak no more;
not of this place,
or this sadness,

or this disappointment
that rests on my feet like obsidian

slabs. i have tired this body,
tired of aimless wanderings

of the mind
and the flesh

and the fear of other’s flesh.

oh what am i if i am not fear?
the Ferryman knows of this,

knows of these sins
in my atoms, the lack of life
not lived. fear is the midwife 

of tragedy; the kindle of violence,
the rain to the flame of courage.
it spits on the stardust in our veins.

fear is all that i am,
it is the cousin of melancholy,
together they make me Death,

but i do not perish. the Ferryman 
reaches out an open palm

and hysteria echoes beneath my skin.

what is this self
but an absurd existence?

I let Death pass by 
and keep this body
because no matter
the fear of living

i fear dying
even more.
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- Courtney Morin

our lips dance and my heart
remains stagnant. 
you paint lust on my neck
in blackberry kisses - your breath
a summer afternoon
- your hands the sun 
after a snowstorm, 
but not even your supernova 
soul can thaw my heart.

i am seven years of winter.
i have forgotten what desire
tastes like, how blood
becomes a live wire ready 
to catch fire. or perhaps i 
have never known flesh 
as fragile as butterfly wings
and passion as volatile
as an early autumn hurricane.

i fear i have become the universe
filled with an unbearable vastness
for the things i have done
for everything i wish i had.

i am asleep beneath
the icebergs of the arctic. 
blue skin - blue blood.
everything is the color of sadness.

i do not know what i am 
if i am not sadness.
sadness wrapped around you like
ivy. i break windows with words
and devour light like a black hole. 

my mind is an abandoned 
house with a notice 
on the front door.
hollow walls and molded
floors. it is always december
inside of me. 

so i leave
before spring -
before you realize 
that I am not a season,
i am an eternity.

i fear i have  
become the univer

se

 — Janely Echevarria

 — Janely Echevarria
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O’ D
earChild - Jennifer Joan Fay

 
O dear child, my beaut i ful girl;
O dear child, for she is my world. 
The name you bear is true ,
You are a most prec ious one;
Awakening my li fe is what you have done . 
You are my everything , and my sun 
A child born out of passion
Out of enmity, such a beaut i ful creat ion
An angel of light; nothing less than a delight
You are so sweet and br ight
From the moment you were put into my arms ,
I wanted to keep you safe from harm

And from the very start;
In i ts ent irety, she stole my whole heart
Gaz ing upon your hazel eyes , 
I see only truth and no lies .
Like an amber wave that meets a deep forest;
There is no doubt ing the deep connect ion between us .
With dark golden locks flowing like a river, and charming eyes to match, 
Unto my chest, you would then latch . 
a mark of beauty near your brow , 
Looking into your soul , your innocence shows . 
The meaning of your name
Is the t i tle just the same .

You were like waffles after a night of drinking
That feeling that one can never describe 

But always loved feeling.
That gasp of air 

When one travels to deep in the water and the surface seems forever far.
The excitement of my everyday party 

I loved you so much that I forgot to love myself
But that's ok.

Because I really hope that I wake up to that sweet smell of waffles in the morning…

“Woe”
Walter Torres
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HOL Y L A N D 
— Courtney Morin

i  collect scars 
the way a p i llow collects dre ams .

we compare the tr aged i es of my host body.
i  am merely a v i s i tor in th i s  sk in ,

a wastel and of s i lver cyphers ,  some r a i sed ,
most concave ;  i  th ink th i s  i s  how i t  beg ins .

the madness of cre at ion .
i  gave b i rth to th i s  body — i ts act ions . 

i  am the mother
to i ts gr aveyard ,  to i ts hollow bones .

i  have f i lled i t  w i th melancholy,
w i th Poe and Pl ath and Woolf.

th i s  i s  the way of w i cked.
th i s  flesh knows my s ins;  i t  carr i es oce ans

of stardust r a in .  i  am the sculptor ,
i  f i ll  ve ins w i th concrete and steel ,
i  wr ap my mind t ight in cat tle w i re .

th i s  body wi ll be a monument,
get on your knees
pr ay to my cosmos .

i  am the goddess and the temple ,
i  own th is  holy l and

and only i  can desecr ate i t .
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T H E WORLD E NDS W I T H YO U
I can’t keep the reminds and remains of you in me. They get erased 

like letters written with love in the sand, by deep and blue oceanic 

waters coming to the shore of my mind. They drown in the deep blue 

ocean, and nobody can rescue them. Even if it was a beautiful land 

filled with pleasant scent flowers and caressing winds that touched 

my skin, or it was a blank sheet that got your face drawn in it with 

blood spilled from my furiously beating heart. You dig in the woods, 

took the fragments and buried them deep to prevent them from 

being lost and destroyed by the catastrophism of my mind savage 

wilderness but still, they are getting deleted, rotten, oxidized and 

now I find them crumbling, trembling and falling.

How deep did you entomb your love inside the core and roots of my 

heart? It wasn’t though, as deep as you saw. Because whichever 

piece of you that was still inside me is being destroyed. It's  

disappearing and fading from my mind like cigarette ’s smoke.

If one day, you come as curious as an  

archeologist and you want to explore and dig 

my heart, you will not find any remains and 

will want me to remind our love … but you 

will not find any vestige of you on me.

REMINDS 
AND 

REMAINS
- fERGIE N

ELL bAtISt
A
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I am Latino
I am Hispanic
I am American
And I bleed red

I speak Spanish 
But I can learn your language
And any other one I choose

My tongue rolls its r’s
And my voice is naturally loud 

And still I bleed red

I'm all over the map
And I'm able to adapt

I’ve climbed trees for plantains
And some of my family, have come here on trains 

And yet I bleed red

I listen to reggaeton
And move my hips “con mucho sazón”

I’ve drank at an early age
I’ve burst out in Rage 

And yet I still bleed red 

I have loved 
And I have lost

As we all
“Señora” Rodriguez
and “Señora” Arias

My heart was once theirs 
But I didn’t play fair  
And still I bleed red 

We all seek happiness
And at times end up with sadness

Your mother loves you
As much, as mines loves me

My mother worries, as much as yours does too
And still we bleed red

You cut me
You spit on me; you ask me to leave 

And I still bleed red
I cut you, I spit on you
And yet you… Bleed Red.

I Bleed 
Red

- Walter Torres

 — Jacob Risacher 
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- Patricia Ketabchi

 — Ginger Hurajt 
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- Cynthia Arias

- Noah Greenstein
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