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Goats
TAK Erzinger

Tucked in the hillside
cupped in daisies

the May sky holds us up
both fenced in

but you

you escaped

meeting me in my garden
with your two kids

| stand there

stalled by your trust

| have nothing to offer
my belly barren

but full of fire

| want to take you in
raise those kids

but you're not mine to keep
if only | could break free
like you

trust in instinct

they try to herd you back
into the field

your enclosure

instil fear

they don’t see your

calm next to me

if only they would listen

soul to soul




you know what's in my heart
curious

we both want to wander free

if only there were open pastures
I'd join you.




In Place of Despair
A.R. Williams

Lately, I've been feeling ghostly,
like a pale version of myself.

But last night as | watched my children
sleeping, my heart swallowed my brain,

then spit it back up—

a kind of backward baptism.

Now that my color has returned,
| can't help but notice how

it looks strangely like joy.




Abstraction
Cyrus Carlson




The Flower Fairies Are Dead Now
Alison Habens

summon lady lily-belly

her blue-cheese veined
egg-cracked porcelain

drumskin tummy tight-strung
between crop top and low slung
come on, lady moon-plate

her pollen-stained
incense-seasoned strong enough

fragrance for a funeral

call upon baby daisy-brain

her itsy-bitsy pierced
chain-mail punctured

drumskin tummy tight-strung
between jaw drop and well hung
now invoke little sister hawthorn
her prick-bled
blossom-tattooed sharp enough

balm for the burial




Skin
Gary Grossman

Yesterday, | saw Aunt Selma at the "Home".
Rubbed lotion on forearms, shins and feet —
wave after wave of apricot cream into

rice paper skin, the way warm fronts

roll over the biscuit dough of cold

ashy skies.

Crinkled skin, a micrometer or two,
conserves grape jom drteries —

archived sins lurk below the vellum.

Her arms, tubes of saggy white muscle —
decades sewing seams in Michael Stern's
suit factory.

Dementia is freedom from convention.

Decades of opalized thoughts tumbling out,
the way braided straw cornucopias overflow
supermarket displays in late October.
Apples, grapes, green gourds and pears
gushing forth, while both hair and lust

fade at 83 — no one to protect, and the body,

a vessel always in need of emptying.




Balancing a Nest on a Broken Limb
Tracy Lee Duffy

| am a standing tree

yoga rooted. Stationary
Still and calm, | stay to give
fruits and nuts

Yielding breath and nurture
Shade for rest

Sap to saplings

| am outstretched

Solid, secure

Lightning has struck

| am no longer a standing tree
Nests | once carried are
entwined. Recklessly
Restructured with vines
Hoping to test time

While | sway and | splinter

On an insightful yet

Ordinary day, | shift. And

| am no longer majestic

Sage tree grounded deep down
now a raw nurturing succulent
Moss covered log of larvae

| feed a crane. Yoga flight

Swooping loud, cawing

Going about on one leg as desired




Fare Thou Well
Grove Koger

“Then to the elements / Be free, and fare thou well.” Shakespeare, The
Tempest

The truth is that | really didn't know anything about Marina, and it was
impossible for me to tell the authorities much about her when the time came.

| had her name and that was nearly it, her name and a few random,
inessential facts. She had talked several times about Budapest—or had it
been Bucharest? And then a place she called Varna, which | had never heard
of at the time.

When | checked her backpack, | found a few clothes and a wad of euros
but nothing more, not even identification.

We had met on the beach in Grado, which is a bit like a miniature
Venice and is actually on the way to Venice if you're heading west along the
northern rim of the Adriatic from Slovenia, as | was. It's easy to say, but | think |
fell in love with her immediately, or at least in lust. It was a hot, sultry day in
August. The light was dazzling. We exchanged smiles, chatted, | in bad Italian
and she in better Italian. We went back to her room in a hotel | don't think I'd
be able to find again.

Things proceeded from there, from Grado to Venice and a nondescript
hotel on a narrow canal, where | registered under my passport, and then to a
tiny island near ... Was it near Podolo?

She was the most ravenous woman—make that the most ravenous
person—I'd ever met. She loved eating, especially the fish that Venice offers
up in such abundance and which she often ate raw, loved walking and

talking, loved loving, even loved arguing. Her black hair and blue eyes




attracted attention wherever we went, and one morning, when an old man
made a gesture toward her to ward off the evil eye—the fica in mano—she
flew into a rage so extreme that he turned and hurried off.

Marina had been to Venice before. That much was clear when we hired
a gondola and its rower that last morning to take us to some distant island
she had once visited and to pick us up before nightfall. Speaking so swiftly
that | couldn’t follow the details, she haggled over a price, which apparently
was the accepted practice, but she seemed to have driven so hard a bargain
that our rower crossed himself when she turned to watch a gull sweep past
us.

In any case, the island was out on the southeastern edge of the lagoon,
and just large enough to boast a patch of beach and a grassy hillock topped
with a few tamarisks and acacias and an abandoned lean-to. We had
brought a dozen shrimp wrapped in paper from a vendor and a bottle of
Prosecco—enough to hold us until our rower returned that afternoon.
Dragonflies swept up and down the shore as we ate.

Afterward we stripped off our suits and swam and slept, and when |
woke up, Marina was sitting beside me staring out past the lagoon, out to sea.
She knelt over me and kissed me passionately and then ran into the water. |
expected her to wait for me, but instead | saw her, a minute later, quite a way
out, and | swear that a pair of porpoises had joined her. Then she reappeared
farther out still, breaking the surface again in a graceful arc, her beautiful

bare body glistening in the late afternoon sun, and then she was gone.




[discarded]
Jay Goldin

discarded disregarded

dead
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Another Estate Sale
Laura Ingram

Gravel showers the windshield

of pollinated pick-up

shining bed and body black as the bible,
my body in the passenger seat frail as
faith. Forest fires rage on up north, but

not here at home.

The shroud of truth covers me with
second-hand smoke and my second-hand
dress, embroidered pink sparrows fraying
close by the collar, birds,

stitched by the steadiness of a human hand—
swooping underneath the cirrus

of my sternum.

White dress yellowed as a marriage license,

or a love letter kept in its coffee-stained envelope.
Objects in mirror are closer than they appear

| am warned from the passenger side.

| watch the grass that surrounds

the graves grow

as we circle the cemetery,

just driving the dirt roads to

talk about tomorrow.

| cannot bear to touch
the shape of my shadow, nearer than God to me.
| have a cheap golden heart

1



| wear around my neck.

It turns my throat green,

itching allergy to self.

The hole | keep your fading face in—
a locket

or a coffin?

| click it closed.

Checking my frills

in the lacustrine silver

of rearview, | exhume your goodbye
from the glovebox like a crucifix,

use it to ward off the dusk that trails
the truck like a thin hound

teeth bared, barking into the exhaust.
| am afraid as any other animal.

| roll down the window.

I've worn this chain,

with its hearts and crosses, medals of saints,
since it appeared on my nightstand

as a little girl, and now | toss it

into the wafting

summer gloam.

There is only one wish—

again.
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three haiku
Patricia Powers

moist summer air hits
a hot metal screen door as
four feet pad down grass

peel a corn husk and
soft yellow strings under sheets
reveal a body

wet on the sidewalk
dries with the sun but stays in
the cracks and sprouts green
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What Are You Afraid Of?
Angela Nolan

“What are you afraid of?” | asked, breaking the awkward silence.

Amanda laughed softly. “That's random! The usual | guess, spiders,

small spaces. What about you?”

| avoided her quizzical gaze and stared intently at the stars above. “|
dream about it.”

“What do you mean? You have nightmares about your phobia?”

| stood up to distance myself from her and began to pace anxiously. “I
first saw it when | was seven. Since then it's been pretty much the same
dream. Every fucking night for twenty years!”

Out of the corner of my eye | saw Amanda open her mouth to ask a
question, but she obviously saw the look on my face and let me continue.

“I think that's part of it you know? It breaks you down, wants you
exhausted.”

“W-What do you mean it?” Amanda asked hesitantly.

| paused and kicked at a stick for a minute before | worked up the

courage to answer.

“I don't think it has a name. The boogeyman, the monster under the

bed. The thing kids are scared of, with good bloody reason it turns out.”

Amanda couldn’t help herself and laughed derisively. “You're telling me

you're a grown adult who believes in monsters?”

15



“What, like that’s any stranger than believing in God?” | spat back.

Amanda stood up to leave, “I don't need this. We've had fun these last
couple of weeks but we don't really owe each other anything.”

She turned to leave and realising my temper had blown it, | grabbed her
hand desperately. “I'm sorry, | lash out when I'm hurting. Please stay.” | turned
on the big puppy dog eyes and she sat back down.

“So say | decide to believe you. What does it look like?” She asked with a
gentle smile playing on her lips.

“Like that.” | pointed towards the trees in front of us as the monster's
huge frame came crashing through at a terrifying speed. Needless to say she
was no longer smiling as she attempted to run away. It reached her before
she was even fully upright. Pinning her to the ground, its vicious claws forced

their way into her chest and she was dead within seconds.
)k %k
“What are you afraid of?” | asked breaking the awkward silence.

Amanda looked at me, her eyes clouded with confusion and | watched

the logical parts of her brain struggle with her heavy sense of deja vu.

She shook her head gently, “Um, the usual | guess, spiders, small

spaces. What about you?”
Once again, | looked intently at the stars above. “| dream about it.”

She didn’'t immediately comment and | looked over at her. She chuckled
nervously. “Sorry, I'm just having the weirdest sense we've done this before. It'll

pass I'm sure, tell me about your dreams.”
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“I first saw it when | was seven. Since then it's been pretty much the
same dream. Every fucking night for twenty years! | think that’s part of it you

know? It breaks you down, it wants you exhausted.”

“What, uh, what do you mean it?” She asked this even more hesitantly
than last time and her eyes flicked briefly to the tree line, an action she didn't

seem consciously aware of.

“I don't think it has a name. The boogeyman, the monster under the
bed. The thing kids are scared of, with good bloody reason it turns out.”

This time instead of mocking me Amanda shuddered a little and
skipped ahead to “What does it look like?”.

“Like that.” | pointed towards the trees and once again the imposing
figure sped towards us. She was a little quicker to start moving this time and
managed to at least get to her feet. Not that it helped, it just knocked her back
down and again her death was quick.

%k %k %k

“What are you afraid of?” | asked breaking the awkward silence.

This time she flew to her feet, casting her eyes around frantically, hands
patting down her chest. | stood up and took one of her hands in mine and
asked her what was wrong. Tears welled in her eyes as she struggled to find
the words “I just, |, | feel like we've been here before and something awful is

about to happen.”

| encouraged her to sit down and we talked about nothing in particular
to calm her down so when the monster made its move that time it was a

surprise even to me.
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And that’s how it went, “what are you afraid of?”, deja vu, claws, blood

and screaming. Reset and repeat.

| can tell now when we’ve reached the last run-through. Amanda made
it to eleven which was almost a record. As she sat there sobbing, | told her
she’d done better than most but it didn't seem to calm her at all. Telling her |
had to do this to save my own skin at least got a reaction. She pushed me
and screamed words like ‘selfish’ and ‘bitch’ while | explained | really had been
seeing it since | was seven and | implicitly knew that if | didn’t bring it offerings
it would consume me instead. | told her | wasn't sure why it liked to kill the
same person over and over but it ended the loop when their brains began to
crumble from the madness so | guess it just likes to push its food to the limit. It
crashed out of the trees at that moment so I'm not sure what her reaction to
that bomlbshell would have been.

| was right and she stayed dead that time. | always stay and blast
music through my headphones to try and drown out the awful crunching and
slurping sounds in case | have to do any clean-up. As always though there
were no remains left by the time it was finally done feasting. | scooped up her
bag, stuffed her jacket inside, weighed it with rocks and threw it into the sea
on my way home. | used to be able to have some time in-between offerings
to process, I'm not a monster and even though I'm saving myself it's not easy.
Going by my nightmares though, its appetite seems to be getting more
ferocious these days so as soon as I'd had a shower which | sobbed in | pulled
out my phone. After a little swiping | got the message | needed.

‘Congratulations it's a match!’
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Behemoth
Huck B. Sawyer

dedication :: 2 or 4 Snoorkie -
and her bump mates
of which [ there were many
or so | we've been told

>

looking in the rearview mirror

at the still-slumbering

blue polka dot lump

near the tree ...

Barbar put some weight to the accelerator pedal.
She was going to be late to the parade.

Dumb, DUmb, DUMb, DUMB, DUMBO
How to eat the elephant in the room?
Barbar was always late.

as if -

she was afraid of clocks

with their tiny tickling hands

or scared of the

twitchy long tail of time

but she knew

knew this to be true
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age is just the migration of time
a night out with her pack

at the 'EDERM bar...

she doesn't remember much

dancing in tutus
with the

blue polka dot lump
near the sea...

"yeah, < snort >

he was a tuskie and all,

but there was something about em-"

This was very odd behavior

for a pink dot lump.

and likely to lead to ivory issues
with her sole roommate

the struggling in recovery

the no longer pink

whoreton

PEANUTS! She cursed.

Her memory scattered
like circus mice

and a lightbulb shattered
the parade was over

2]



she stopped

then reached behind her

(' she disliked using the word “trunk” )
into a haystack

of sticky yellow pee sticks

searching for a last straw to grasp

but she knew

knew this to be true
she was late

<end>
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The peeled clementine
sections

are downy

bodies

of newly hatched
house wrens.
Strangely long necks,
triangle mouths
pleading in unison.
Maturing

in my hands

they disappear
through the kitchen
vents.

The sponge
squeezed to clean

bird remnants

sends octopus tentacles

slithering between
my fingers.

Octopi cover

the counter
camouflaging

to the pattern

of the granite.

The keyboard keys

A Difficult Morning
Suzanne Glade
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of the kitchen laptop,

open to
seafood recipes,
are gas stove
burner holes
firing in
succession.
Recipes melt
from the screen,
drip down

the cabinets
onto my shoes.
Camel

tongues

under the laces
spit at

the words.

The fridge hosts
a cacophony
of squawking
and braying

so loud

the police

are at my door
shouting

about complaints.

Suddenly it is quiet.
Trees outside

24



my window,
where wrens
once perched,
are gone.

The landscaping
is sand dunes
covered with
sleeping

spiders.

The couch
facing the window
is a row boat
without oars.
Exhausted,
even though
it is not yet
8:00 a.m.,,

| climb in

and wait

for the rescue

helicopter.
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The Russian Soldier
Jakob Brannum

Katharina came in, all pale. She was often quite pale these days. She
was tired and worried, and marked, surely, like everyone else, by despair over
the war. But it was not that kind of pale.

It was the kind of pale you see in someone who has just experienced an
unpleasant occurrence. A shock.

Just pale. No screams, no sighs, no tears for the moment at least.

In some families, emotions are not shown too openly, and Katharina
was routinely masking, hiding the way she felt. She was suppressing the
tension in her body, but still standing in the living room with her overcoat on.

Her mother looked at her with ordinary dismay. She first noticed the
overcoat and boots in the living room. She was about to utter something
sarcastic (this is common in families where you don't show emotion too
openly). But then she sensed her daughter’s state of mind.

“How was work today, my dear?” she tried.

Katharina suddenly blushed.

Work had been ok. It was different these days, working in the cafeteria.
With university closed because of the war. But what happened, had
happened on the way home.

Her gaze was still unfocused. Her mother contended herself with her
knowledge about her daughter’'s emotions telling her that she soon enough
would know what it was all about.

She stood between her sceptical mother’s glance in her overcoat and
the need to talk to Andrej about what she had seen on the way home from
work. Right outside the house. Little brother Andrej was still a schoolboy, but
Katharina’'s confident in many matters, especially in matters that needed

neither answers nor dialogue.
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There was a moment of complete silence in the small, rather crammed,
but still somehow neat living room. Katharina stood as if she or time had
stopped. She did not answer her mother, and she didn't look into her eyes.

Suddenly Katharina noticed the broken patterns of frost on the window.
Some resembled phantasy flowers, others reminded her of the chaos she felt
inside. Finally, she heard her brother at the door.

You recognized him by the crude noise. He would be banging the front
door open, kicking off his boots, throwing his overcoat up on the coat rack
without checking whether it stayed there, before slamming open the living
room door.

He came rushing in.

“There is a corpse in the street, a dead soldier. It's a corpse for real,” he
cried.

Then he caught his mother’s irritated look and his sister’s horrified gaze.
Andrej repeated the message, now in a much lower tone of voice. Another
moment of silence in the living room.

“Can we go and look at it... him,” Katharina said in a commanding voice,
while looking at him with the begging glance that always worked so well with
Andrej.

At first Andrej didn’t react. He looked at his mother. Finally, he nodded.

“Now, why do you need to go and look at a dead soldier, girl!” the
mother cried, finally enlightened as to Katharina’s mood. “These are
dangerous times, don't make things worse now.”

“Because | want to, Mother,” Katharina insisted.

“If your father had ..,” she didn’t finish her sentence.

They had lost their father in an incident in the invasion of Crimea, more
than ten years ago now. He’d been meeting people as part of his work as an
international businessman.

She had always maintained to her children and everybody else that

they had to go on like before. That it was her duty. Then, after the Russian
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invasion last year, something had changed. It was as if she had been turned
around. Now she was living in the past.

As if the shock of the loss had been revived.

Katharina’'s coat was still buttoned. She pointed to the door. Andrej
opened the wooden door into the hall. He sat down on the stairs to the upper
floor and put his boots back on.

They were all living downstairs now. The upper floor, where the children
had had their rooms and where the parents’ bedroom used to be, was rented
out now.

It was a bitterly cold day. The stinging wind blew against their faces in
the street. Their street was not a busy street. It was mostly residential, condos
from the communist era and even older wooden villas like their own. About 25
yards from the house, a body lay in the right lane, now half-covered by the
snowdrift.

Andrej saw his sister walking, or maybe rather staggering, up to the
dead soldier. Bending over him, as if she hadn’t dared to do this alone when
she came home from work, then awkwardly stepping back.

“I remember him,” Katharina cried, turning her head towards Andre;.
“How could | not remember him?” she cried. Then she went quiet.

Andrej had never seen her like that before.

The dead soldier in the street did make him feel a little uncomfortable,
but it was also electrifying. Katharina’s reaction was completely unexpected,
and he did not know what to do with himself.

Katharina felt a deep embarrassment taking hold of her. Maybe the
shock of the dead in the street right outside her own house had prevented her
from realising who he was. Maybe she just hadn't looked close enough.

Shame is very complicated.
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It was the strangest, most undignified thing she’d ever seen. A dead
person lying in the street, and no one did anything about it.

“How could | not remmember,” she repeated. Tears in her eyes. This was
the first dead person, she had seen up close. She never saw her father. His
death never became physical except as the emptiness in the house; he lay
buried outside Odessa.

She wondered about the dead soldier’'s family. Would they get to see
him? His face was not peaceful. The frost gave his expression a horrid sense of
bottomless pain and loss. For some reason she had thought there would be
some pedace to be found in death. This was just pain.

Every color in the face was distorted, the lips were dark and green, the
chin bluish. The soldier’s eyes half open, frost on the eyelids.

“Did you know him, sis?”

Katharina was still staring at the dead soldier. Andrej didn’t press for her
answer. She remembered him clearly. Everything came back to her in vivid

images.

She had been working the afternoon shift. He had been coming in with
the other workers, initially just from time to time, but later quite regularly, and
eventually almost every day. She had spoken with him a few times about the
food or the weather. He was nice.

One day she noticed she hadn't seen him, for the second or third day.

She remembered wondering about it, looking around the crowded room
to see if she'd missed him. After a week or so, she somehow understood he
wouldn't return.

She knew well he was Russian, but it had not occurred to her that he
would have traveled to Russia to return as a soldier to fight against her
people. As a child, she didn’t differ much between Ukrainians and Russians.

But when Putin took Crimea in 2014 that all changed, too.

29



Maybe he had just travelled on because his job was over. Or maybe he
had been ordered to become a soldier. A lot of young Russians had been
drawn to the service when the invasion came.

A small car she instantly recognized as belonging to the tenants came
out of the parking lot, driving straight on.

Katharina ran out into the street, right in front of it. She waved her arms
and jumped back to avoid being hit by the car.

Just before they ran over the awkward bump in the road, the driver saw
the dead soldier and avoided it.

She had begun to shiver from the tension, or the cold wind, or both. She
moved around in small steps on the pavement and on the road, going in
circles around the dead young man in his military uniform.

She began talking to herself. “He was Russian. That's why he was gone
all of a sudden..” she mumbled.

A strange feeling crept in on her. She had liked him. Didn’t he try to talk
to her—many times, when he ordered food or asked for salt, some sauce, or
whatever? But then many young men tries to talk to waitresses in the
cafeteria.

One time, she saw him outside as she went home after a late shift; his
eyes followed her as she walked past. Somebody had whistled. At the time,
she was both a little flattered and annoyed at being among the girls these
men were waiting for as they got off.

Only now she dared to explain to herself that he had been looking for a
chance to meet her. To talk some more with her. Maybe invite her out. She
blushed again.

Hadn’t she known all along? She started another line of self-reproach.
Maybe if she had accepted his quiet, insistent pass, he wouldn't have gone
away to kill people and get killed. Then he wouldn’'t have been lying there in

the gutter now.
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“Can we go in, Katja? I'm freezing.”

How did he die?

She wanted to know. Had he been with other soldiers? Or had he been
all alone — and shot down? Had he been shot in the back?

Maybe it was an accident. She considered the thought.

“Can’t we bury him?”

Her brother looked at her in disbelief.

“We cannot touch him,” he said sternly, almost as if he was
impersonating someone.

Katharina looked at him with her special little brother-gaze, both
commanding and emotionally appealing.

“In school, they told us not to touch dead soldiers—they might be
infested or infected, or something,” her brother said.

“Can’'t we go into the garden and pick up daddy’s wheelbarrow?" she
said. It still stood in the shed, unused for years. "We will take him into the
garden and bury him. We can manage. We can do it! You are so strong,
Andrej.”

“Come on, sis, we gotta go. What if somebody sees us?”

She knew they had to let it be. She briefly tried to convince herself that
she should go out at night and take him into the garden on the wheelbarrow.
Then she felt she had all together misunderstood the young man in the
cafeteria. To think he was someone who would give his life to kill the people he
had lived among!

Why did she always have to be so naive!

Her mother used to remind her that you cannot tell what's in the mind
of a smiling person, especially if the smile is a little bit exaggerated.

Then another wave of emotion came. At work they had talked about
how young men were forced to go to war, even if they had no training. She

heard stories of soldiers being sent into Donbas, in the east of the country,
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with very bad equipment. Young Russians who were shot down by the dozen
by the trained soldiers.

“But why did they kill him!” she cried. She looked at her brother. He had
no answer, of course.

“Do you think they recognized him, before they shot him?” she
whispered.

She was embarrassed that she had not at first recognized him. She had
passed him in the street without knowing it was him.

It is wrong to leave dead bodies in the street.

In war there are no rules; at least they are not kept. Even she understood
that.

She felt disgusted with herself. She was disappointed with the person
she knew she was. She was furious at herself. She should have talked some
more to him. She had accidentally destroyed something that would never
heal again.
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Chinook Diptych
Cynthia Yachtman
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Finis est Omne Malum Finem

—All Endings are Bad Endings
Amanda Rachelle Warren

Our clothes will be torn and bloodied by the mouths of beasts.

Our parents will die because they will,

and we will be orphaned and alone in a forest we have never seen.
We will lick what poison drips down our forearms when we sink our teeth into
that ripe fruit.

We will make deals. Lies will be punishable by death. As will beauty.
We will pay for redemption with years.

There will be cats with eyes as big as millwheels vying for our souls.
In a locked room, we will find the sorrows of our sisters

and possibly the bodies of our brothers.

And we will not be able to save them.

Everything will turn to birds descending on us.

Everything will smell like a wolf in deep snow.

Everything will taste like ginger candies.

We will die in a tangle of blackberries.

They will thrive; their tendrils will guard our graves.

We will serve as warnings.

We will spill out like sea foam.

No one will kiss us back into the light.
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White Bangalore
Meisha Woolf

Hannah glanced anxiously at her watch. It was 11.54 p.m. and the night
train for Bangalore was leaving in six minutes. She peered along the dimly lit
platform, searching for a familiar figure in faded jeans carrying a well-worn
rucksack. But the station was deserted, apart from a tired-looking porter
shuffling around aimlessly and smoking a cigarette. She thought back to their
conversation earlier that day, perhaps he’'d been serious after all? They'd
argued many times during their three-month trip and he'd often gone off on
his own to cool off. Then he’'d always turn up later and they’d sort out their
differences. Hannah fingered her ticket nervously. She didn't want to leave
without Peter. She closed her eyes, holding back her tears.

“What should | do?” she asked herself.

She was torn apart between staying in the train, achieving the last part
of their trip on her own, and recklessly rushing out of it with the desperate
hope of finding him somewhere out there. Although it was late, Mumbai
Central Railway Station was frighteningly crowded, disorienting and
oppressive. Petrified by the situation, she couldn’t choose, she couldn’t move.

12.00 a.m,, the train was gone with Hannah inside. Her tears had left
black imprints on her cheeks, and she was now pretending to sleep, shutting
out the whole world around her, letting her mind wander freely. What was the
point of her journey now that the love of her life was gone?

“Is it worth it?” “Was he worth it?”

As the train rushed through the Indian nightscape, she drew a picture in
her mind, a misty painting of Mumbai’'s messiest street with Peter in the
middle of it.

35



“Why? Why?” It wasn't a mere question to herself, obvious and common
to every breakup story. No, at this moment, it was a poignant outcry, bursting
in her chest while a mix of anger and melancholy poured in liquid form out of
her closed eyes. Then, an eerie void.

“He...is gone. We are separated... Peter, where are you? Is it..done, fo--
forever?”

Nothing anymore, no hope, no destiny, nothing to feel, nothing to touch
and melt at, nothing to see and smile at; a crushing emptiness filling her
body. Hannah chose not to dwell on past decisions, or more exactly, non-
decisions. What else is there to do? The future is inexistant. The present,
ghostly. Suddenly, amidst all the darkness surrounding Hannah, her mind
started to envision his lips against hers. Their last kiss, how it felt, how peaceful
she was feeling. She used to tell him heaven is a place on Earth with you. Yet
the last time it happened was no less than eight months ago.

“Nostalgia had to kick in right when there is no hope left in our bond,”
she whispered sarcastically to herself.

The train entered a tunnel. A blinding white neon light greeted Hannah's
gaze. She was awoken—— not really, | wasn't sleeping, | couldn’t possibly sleep
anyway—yet the sight of her body moving didn’t have an expected effect on
her psyche. Like lightning, the neon light hit her and broke something
downtown. Her brain was a cityscape, a complicated maze of emotions and
melancholic thoughts. Now she acknowledged she just changed, in a good
way, forever, and that nothing could ever turn back time.

“In this universe, what is left for me anyway? It is so beautiful and bright
out there; India has been sweet..but sometimes, when it is bright, it becomes
dazzling... then, blinding.” She glanced at her watch.

“1.35 a.m. It is still so early, what a hassle!” she sighed. There were still
sixteen hours of journey ahead of her, normally cut into several stopovers
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during which she could visit different cities. This day, she didn't want to get off
the train. She entertained herself to her best ability: by replaying every
memory of them together in her mind, sometimes intentionally, other times
automatically. When she had enough of it, she stopped doing it intentionally
and tried to focus on other things, but soon enough she found herself
powerless against her mind.

“Even against my own mind | am a failure.” The memories kept coming
in waves, so she turned her head and stared at the bleak natural landscape
out of the window. Nothing to see. Hannah also tried to entertain herself by
reading the only book she brought, a slow-paced romance novel, but she
wasn't exactly in the mood, so she put it back in her bag and took out her
thick notebook. She thought writing was a good way to heal a broken heart, so
this is what she did; although her only goal was to distract her mind. It was an
effective solution, as Hannah didn’t get off at Kudachi, nor at Rayabag, nor at
Ghataprabha, nor at any of the twenty stations before Bangalore. Only, she
was abruptly forced to get out and see the sun for a disgusting lunch at
Londa junction. Once there, she didn’t want to return to the train, for she had
landed on a truly deserted place in the middle of the countryside, under the
shades of wild palm trees, not far from the seaq, where she could imagine
herself spending her days in absolute tranquillity, far from everyone.

“No one to disturb me, freedom forever. Sounds perfect!” But there
remained one thing she ought to do to make the journey complete, one
legacy to write.She grazed her pocket and realized it was empty: she had
forgotten her dear notebook on her train table. Furious, she ran back to the
train, looping in her mind the conviction I must escape in the wild with my
notebook. However, as soon as she seized her treasure, the conductor
announced their departure. Hannah was left distraught, in the middle of the
corridor. Sweatily she reassured herself: it's okay; she hadn't gotten attached
to the place yet and was still curious about Bangalore. She sat down and

continued to write furiously, pouring all her remaining energy into her writing,
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yet as more and more pages were blackened, more and more of them were
crushed into balls and thrown on the carpet. She had the strange intuition
that someone would read this notebook, so she had to make sure her
sentences were beautiful-as beautiful as my inner world. As she was
consumed in her quest for perfection, a perfume of curry drifted by her
nostrils and ended her focus. She lifted her head, trying to admire the
splendid rural scenery outside of her open window, in vain. Nothing could
awaken her heart from the grave it had sunken into, and certainly not her
writing, as all it did was encourage her melancholy.

Bangalore, 10.42 p.m. Hannah descended from the train like a lost
martyr. A drum section was playing in her head, the march of the Chinese
national anthem, quickly eclipsed by the soft rhythm of the first nursery rnhyme
she had heard, sung by her mother. It wasn’t a question of the past, present
and future anymore. Both logic and time were now completely unnecessary.
She stepped on the concrete platform, noticed the ground was wet. She lifted
her gaze and raised her hand. A tiny drop of water fell in the middle of it. After
blinking several times, she realized it was raining. Slowly, beautifully. Contrary
to Mumbai, this place was quiet. No one in sight, so Hannah seized this
opportunity to follow her childlike heart. She placed her right foot
perpendicular to her left one, put her whole body weight on it, and lifted her
left foot. Her right ankle turned carefully, and soon she had done a turn on
herself, then a second one, and a third one. Faster and faster, she was
dancing. Across the station, clumsily, with her weak composition and a weak
balance, she was dancing. At this moment, Peter wasn’t on her mind. There
was solely the blinding light from the tunnel. White like peace, light as a
feather. This is how she was viewing her little feet.

“Two little birds, birds of a feather: Peter and me. | am flying..” Abruptly,
she stopped moving, for her eyes were captivated by something else. Open-
mouthed, she silently observed the tip of her right index. “It isn’t rain, it is snow!
Yes, it is snow, it is snowing in Bangalore!” she whispered excitedly. Thus, she
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started turning again, in circles around herself, with her face pointed towards
the dark blue sky. Both of her arms were opened straight in a T shape. She
turned faster and faster —even more than earlier—faster than how Peter
leaves me each time something wrong happens, faster than when Peter sees
other women, faster than my train ride, faster than how the lightning struck
me, faster than my imagination, faster than how Peter left me on Mumbai’s
station. “Faster than our love story,” she whispered between her breaths. “l am
faster than us, | am better than us together.” She was dancing under the
moonlight, opening her mouth to get a taste of snowflakes. She didn't even
realize that her vision had been encapsulated in a misty white haze for the
entire time, until somehow, she danced into whiteness and turned into a true
feather-light bird. It was a striking, breathtaking, whiteness that invaded her
whole being, as if she was ascending into a whole new realm, with no control

over anything.
“How beautiful! It is snowing in Bangalore tonight..”

Bangalore, midnight. Under a piping hot starless sky, Peter was
standing. His feet were sore from all the walking, now firmly planted on the
dirty concrete of Bangalore Railway Station, facing the huge gap of the rails. It
hadn't been five minutes since he arrived, but he could already see the end of
the tragedy. He didn't know how to react, so he didn't react at all. His facial
expression was empty. Surely it said something about their tumultuous
relationship. His gaze, solemn, was pointed towards a female body, hardly
recognizable except for a surprisingly well conserved angelic face, wholly
spilled on the closest rail in a deformed cluster of blood and flesh. This was
the rail where the last train of the day passed through towards 11.55 p.m., a
small train dedicated to cover the south Indian countryside. It came from the

outskirts of Mumbai. The only passenger was Peter.

39



Contributor Bios
in order of appearance

Evan Deutsch is a Detroit-area-based photographer who retired in 2022 after
29 years in advertising. He thought he wanted to photograph birds and
picked up a camera to record what he saw. That got old fast. His true loves, he
discovered, were really insects and humans. In the spring and summer, he
can be found in a field or garden capturing pix of tiny, little creepy crawlers.
When he's not doing that, he's snapping photographs of people on the streets
of Detroit, or at assorted events. He shares his life and bed with a rescued
pittie named Marlene (after a character from the movie Repo Man). Find him

on:

Instagram

TAK Erzinger is an American/Swiss poet and artist with a Colombian
background. Her poetry has been featured by journals at the Latino Book
Review, Indiana University, Cornell University, McMaster University, the
University of Baltimore and more. Erzinger's poetry collection "At the Foot of
the Mountain,” (Floricanto Press 2021), won the University of Indianapolis,
Etchings Press Whirling Prize for 2021 for best nature poetry book and is a two-
time finalist. Her latest poetry collection "Tourist" (Sea Crow Press 2023) is also
a two-time finalist at the International Book Awards and the Eyelands Book
Awards. Erzinger has been an artist in residence at the Padula Art Centre,
Brison Veors and the Eutopia Art Residency. Most recently her first children’s
picture book, Queen of the Mountain won four awards, including Book of the
Year at Literary Global Children’'s Book Awards. She lives on the foothills of the
Alps in Switzerland with her husband and two cats. Find her on:

Instagram
Facebook

40


https://www.instagram.com/evandeutsch?utm_source=ig_web_button_share_sheet&igsh=ZDNlZDc0MzIxNw==
http://instagram.com/takerzinger
http://facebook.com/poetryvagabond

A.R. Williams is a poet from Virginia's Shenandoah Valley. His poetry
collections include Funeral in the Wild (Kelsoy Books, 2024), Time in
Shenandoah (Bottlecap Press, 2024), and A Weathered Ship (Ridge Books,
2025). A.R. can be found at:

Website

Cyrus Carlson is an abstract artist from the Midwest. His small, colorful
paintings create moments of attention in a distracted world. Find him on

Instagram

Dr Alison Habens is a novelist (Lifestory, Pencilwood, The True Picture) and
poet, and the course leader for Creative Writing at the University of
Portsmouth, UK. She researches the subjects of 'divine inspiration’in literature
and life-writing for wellbeing. Alison lives in an old church on the Isle of Wight
and commutes to work by hovercraft. She also teaches creative writing each
summer on the Greek island of Skyros. Her work can be found at

Website

YouTube

Gary D. Grossman has shared poems and essays with the readers of over 70
literary reviews. His work has been nominated for awards, but has yet to win
even an attaboy, so meh, right? Gary enjoys running, music, fishing, and
gardening. His poetry books Lyrical Years (Kelsay), What | Meant to Say Was...
(Impspired Press), Objects in Mirror May Be Closer Than They Appear (Arroyo
Seco), and graphic memoir My Life in Fish—One Scientist's
Journey...(Impspired) all are available from Amazon or the author. Find him at:
Website

Instagram
TikTok

Bluesky

4]


http://virginiapoet.com/
http://instagram.com/Abstractcy08
https://alisonhabens.com/
https://www.youtube.com/@alisonhabens
https://www.garygrossman.net/
http://instagram.com/gdgrossman
http://tiktok.com/@Unsung_Poet
gdgrossman.bsky.social

Tracy Lee Duffy writes poetry that reveals firsthand life experience and
observation as an art of expression. She has lived in Pa, NY and Florida, raised
two daughters while writing and working in cosmetology, management and
medical services with a BS in Organizational Management. Published

in Bacopa, Writers Alliance of Gainesville; Tiny Seed Literary Journal; Open
Door Magazine Labyrinth; Anti-Heroin Chic; Passage; The Sandy River Review;
The Bluebird Word; The RavensPerch; Hudson Valley Writers Guild; Poets for
Peace Sunflowers Rising Anthology; SHINE Poetry Series. She has been
attending Spoken Word Ocala and with their support her poetry has matured

and strengthened. Find her on:

Instagram

Grove Koger is the author of a readers’ guide to travel narratives, When the
Going Was Good; a chapbook of poetry, Not; 3 collections of supernatural and
experimental stories, Something Strange, Treacherous Waters, and Sun Dogs
(forthcoming); and a hybrid collection of poetry, fiction, and nonfiction, Out of
Idaho (forthcoming). He's also Assistant Editor of Deus Loci: The Lawrence
Durrell Journal, and blogs about travel and related subjects at

https://worldenoughblog.wordpress.com/author/gkoger/.

Jay Goldin works in academia and journalism. He has published poetry,

fiction, film essays, book reviews, and photos. He blogs at www.random-

stranger.com and can also be found at:

Bluesky

Laura Ingram

c_zientek. a frustrated and disillusioned old man in denial about many of

life's 3rd act revelations.

42


https://www.instagram.com/tracysprayingpetals/
https://worldenoughblog.wordpress.com/author/gkoger/
http://www.random-stranger.com/
http://www.random-stranger.com/
jayg1973.bsky.social

Patricia Powers studied psychology and creative writing in Philadelphia. Her
personal essays have been published in Bridge Eight and The Keeping Room;
a few of her poems are forthcoming in BigCityLit and The Poetry Lighthouse.
She lives in Paris. Find her work on:

Instagram

Angela Nolan started writing seriously during the pandemic lockdowns after
taking part in ghost story writing courses. She generally writes short horror
stories, much to the dismay of her late Grandma! So far Angela's short stories
have appeared in anthologies from Carrion Press, Sins of Time, Jolly Horror
Press, and Iridescent Words, and on Creepy podcast. Her flash fiction pieces
have been adapted for audio by The NoSleep Podcast and published in an
issue of ABFM magazine. Her personal Instagram is also updated with her

writing accomplishments.

Instagram

Suzanne Glade’'s life is populated by a patchwork of personalities that are
simultaneously mind numbingly predictable and jaw-droppingly
unimaginable. Suzanne is a poet living in an attorney's body in Chicago -
waiting to be set free. Suzanne's work appears in several publications
including All Else Pales 2 Anthology A Song, Emerging/ Poems About Our
Earth; The Fringe 999 Poetry Forum Vol.2, Issue 1; Synkroniciti Magazine,
Volume 6, Number 1; For A Better World Volumes 2021, 2022 & 2023. She is also
a reader for Ex Ophidia Press.

Jakob Brennum has published around 50 books of poetry and prose as well
as other work in his native Danish as well as four books of poetry in English. "A
Poetry Encyclopedia of Dreams” and "‘Dreamscape Journeys’, have come out
in 2025, two poetry collections exploring dreams and surrealistic imagery, one

in the form of the encyclopedia with poems on typical dream motifs.

43


http://instagram.com/theaccessiblepoet
http://instagram.com/anginolan

His work has appeared in La Piccioletta Barca, Beyond Words Literary
Magazine, The Ekphrastic Review, Masticadores, Taj Mahal Review, and Line
Breaks by Coverstory Books, in whose anthologies New Contexts 4 (2022) and
6 (2024) he contributes a poem. One of his books is translated into the
Norwegian, one into Serbian. In 1992 a poem appeared in the legendary
Literaturnaja Gazeta (in Russian). He holds as master in theology from Aarhus
University. His work has received grants from among others The Danish Art
Council. He has lectured extensively in Denmark on his books on literary and

existential themes. He lives in Sweden with his family.

Cynthia Yatchman is a Seattle based artist and art instructor. A former
ceramicist, she received her B.F.A. in painting (UW). She switched from 3D to
2D and has remained there ever since. She works primarily on paintings, prints
and collages. Her art is housed in numerous public and private collections.
She has exhibited on both coasts, extensively in the Northwest, including
shows at Seattle University, SPU, Shoreline Community College, the Tacoma
and Seattle Convention Centers and the Paciiic Science Center. She is, a
member of the Seattle Print Art Association Artist Trust and COCA (Center of
Contemporary Art)

Facebook cynthia.yatchman

Instagram @cynthiayatchmanart

Amanda Rachelle Warren is a native of Ohio with family and cultural roots in
Appalachia but has lived and worked in South Carolina since 2008. Warren's
poetry and non-fiction have appeared in Tusculum Review, The Carolina
Quarterly, Appalachian Heritage, the Beloit Poetry Journal, and other journals,
and they have recently been featured in Lamar University Press’ Southern

Voices: 50 Contemporary Poets. They are the author of Rituals for to Call

Down Light (Finishing Line Press, 2024), and Ritual no.3: For the Exorcism of
Ghosts (chapbook, Stepping Stone Press, 2010).

44


https://www.facebook.com/cynthia.yatchman/
https://www.instagram.com/cynthiayatchmanart/
https://www.finishinglinepress.com/product/rituals-by-amanda-rachelle-warren/
https://www.finishinglinepress.com/product/rituals-by-amanda-rachelle-warren/

Meisha Woolf is an eighteen-year-old self-published writer and fashion
design student. She started writing poetry at fifteen years old, after her
literature professor introduced her to poet Charles Baudelaire whose works
she instantly fell in love with. Her writing often revolves around themes of
feminism, emancipation and beauty, and she mostly gets inspired by her
individual and political ideals, touching movies, surrealism, Chinese art,
fashion shows and her imagination while listening to music. She has been
published on the magazine "No Teen Stands Alone’, and self-published a
poetry book entitled "A Moonstone on Earth” in July 2024 under the name
Meisha Jean. She lives in Versailles, France, and grew up between France and
China. Find her at:

Linktree

45


https://linktr.ee/meishawoolf

