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How long does the mind carry
what once the body did?
I’ll tell you. Do you have a shadow?
It is like that.

Some days your disguise wears you 
out like a heavy woolen coat, its heft 
hard to bear, its heat suffocating.
Some days you reach for its box 

on the too-high shelf, try to shove it 
back in but the lid won’t close.
And your lids won’t close, either,
some starless nights, 

as you lie awake remembering
when all roads were rubble
and every vessel shipwrecked.
Grace days are lighter,

the shadow there but almost
weightless, like a whisper cool

Ann Weil
WHAT THE BODY CARRIED
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on warm skin. You step brightly
into the world you’ve built,

you’ve enough arms, enough smiles
to tend to what’s needed.
The house is sturdy, the garden
a thriving thicket of vibrant green, 

and when you look in the mirror, 
there is enough of you left to recognize.
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WE DREAM TOO
Prosper Aluu
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Elizabeth Ke Polishan

WHEN GOD SPOKE THE UNIVERSE INTO EXISTENCE,
THEY DID IT IN CHINESE:

in even syllables, weighted with the tension between chirography & voice—
each stardust hanzi forming a world in itself, more than mere 

instructions for how to h/f/old a sound in your mouth.
At Walmart, under flickering fluorescent lights, 

you disguise patchy English in slow monosyllables:
Where are hot dogs? Goat milk? Hot sauce? 

Night workers point the way. We wander endless chilly aisles. 
Shiny floors echo whales’ colors; metal shelves echo their ribs.

I was here in a dream once, lost in the monochrome labyrinth. 
My teeth moved when I touched them with my tongue, fell

[rust-stained] in my palm. I carried them around like a newborn 
I was terrified to lose. Now someone 

is getting their eyes checked. Someone turns a romance novel 
over in their hands. A couple crowds together, 

over the illuminated jewelry counter. How much for that ring?
Someone over there buys tires. Someone over there buys a gun. We roam 
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between shelves like gentrified high rises—
bulk packages of snacks, obscured behind plastic wrap layered thick 

as a chrysalis. They have everything, and nothing 
you want. I think of last night’s hot pot: huge shells disguised how 

small shrimp bodies were. Someone asks you where 
the lightbulbs are. The reply lies shipwrecked on your tongue. 

I wish everyone would burst into glossolalia, arms raised, spinning, 
as if in a fever dream. You stare at your shoes. We drive home, 

backseat stuffed with shiny bags of 
processed things that go right in the dark 

of the closet. At home: you dice an oversized slice of
wintergreen melon into stained glass squares—cut a tube of egg tofu 

into flat rounds—soak dehydrated tofu skins until, papery and 
pliant, they unfurl. [All these things from Chinatown, so

many miles away.] We put things into other things 
on the table. Quail eggs. Pickled jellyfish. Thinly sliced beef. 

Two packs of Chinese Ramen. Two bottles of Peach 
Rio. You pour hot-pot powder into cold water, set silver pot on portable 

burner. I want to tell you something—but the words I need die 
in my mouth. I speak the English into a translation app:
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a thicket of hanzi appears, conjured from voice. I lose myself in 
the shapes and bends, like a god wandering barefoot through 

a forest she dreamed into incarnation / then I try out your sounds in my patchy Chinese: 
holding each syllable in my mouth,  as if gestating     creation  itself.  
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Jenn Reidel
THE PHOENIX IN THE SEA
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Jenn Reidel
THE PHOENIX IN THE SEA
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Shelby Poulin
IQ TESTS AND BROKEN TOES

ASHASH is to fire, as slag is to furnace.
I fill in the last word, weighing between the two other options: 

quarry and silo. The key to this question is waste. Ash is left 
in fire’s wake, and slag remains once the molten orange, raging 
dragon’s mouth of a furnace has cooled.

I am taking Miller Analogy tests, or at least the practice 
versions offered online. I have found the IQ test lacking. Upon 
receiving a score of 100—miserably average, can’t hit that number 
more squarely if you try—I am convinced that I am not the 
problem, but that the test is deeply flawed. Although my short-term 
memory was next to incredible, my spatial recognition was dismal. 
It cannot be expected for me to rotate crudely drawn boxes in my 
mind, imagine what this poorly drawn Rubik’s cube looks like 
from overhead, and use this to measure my mental competence. 
How does this abstract perspective inform intelligence? I imagine 
the advice I would give my students in a similar situation. 
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Something kind, cliché, and calculatedly vague:
“You are more than your test scores.”
So this is how my medicine tastes.
A colleague told me about an alternative intelligence test, a test 

of comparisons. Many schools accept results from this test as entry 
into graduate school. My friend said that the test was a gigantic 
logic puzzle. I love Scrabble, crosswords, and Sudoku; I excitedly 
wrote down the name of the test, closed my office door, and started 
matching artists to their respective mediums, parts to their wholes, 
and terms to their long-lost etymological roots.

Grass is to prairie as conifer is to taiga.
Test after test, comparison after brain-bending comparison, 

I scored seven out of fifteen. Again, bullseye on average. Dead 
center. Not an ignoramus, not brilliant. The intellectual equivalent 
of an author denoting the sky as baby blue—sloppy and mediocre, 
like I didn’t have pounding temples and throbbing eyes as proof of 
my effort, my sincerity.

These tests touch upon something fleshy and raw, something 
deep in my own etymology. If I daisy-chain back to my roots, close 
the roads where I’ve split and fractured like a family tree, I can 
see what aches red and delicate below. There, a tender and lonely 
high school girl writes songs on her electric guitar. Her bedroom 
is creamsicle, a light tangerine; she painted the walls herself. This 
girl feels ostracized by her peers, outside looking in. This girl 
grasps desperately for music, for mismatched outfits, for obscure 
knowledge of filmmaking, or for anything that sets her apart in the 
bewildering throngs of people.

It is this girl that rages now against the average, feels if she 
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can’t score higher or if her reliable disguise of academia slips, 
people will stop looking her way. But there is another voice—mine 
still, but smooth from the years, calmer, like a horse broken, like 
a village wise woman—that calmly inquires as to the validity of 
these sorts of tests at all.

This older voice wonders if intelligence is, more accurately, 
experience. Don’t we have to intimately tangle with a subject, feel 
it on our skin like goosebumps, to truly know it? What does it 
matter that cornea is to eye as metatarsal is to foot? I seared my 
cornea once, somersaulting and bending backward like a gymnast 
to apply cooling liquid drops, sweet balm, to my burning eyes. 
Years before, I broke my right foot. It was the day of my bridal 
shower, the day before my wedding. I was coming down the stairs 
to greet my guests.

“Broke your metatarsal, most likely.” My friend, a travel nurse, 
patted my shoulder while passing me a bag of frozen peas. “You 
don’t need to go to the hospital. It’ll heal itself.” I propped my foot, 
blue and limp as a fish belly-up, amid the wrapped toasters and 
waffle makers.

What good is it to compare these things, hold them under 
philosophical light, when I have sweat them, sung them, felt their 
sting? Is a language ever learned unless you speak it? Can you 
know thorns and thickets without knowing scratches, scabs, and 
long burgundy streaks across your bare and exposed legs?

This wiser voice wonders if intelligence, rather, is a web: 
opaque, diaphanous, and only as strong as the sum of its parts. 
Academically, this type of study is called cross-disciplinary. 
To know emeralds, for instance, one must know their scientific, 
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historical, and religious implications. One must know how 
emeralds form: in trails of cooling magma, particularly when 
beryllium is present. One must know that Mezo emeralds were 
recovered scavenging the Nuestra Señora de Atocha shipwreck, 
goods originally traveling from Veracruz to Spain in 1622. One 
must know that for many new-age spiritualists, an emerald’s 
frequency and energy can supposedly open the heart chakra, 
allowing for deeper and truer love. But am I only as good as the 
dots I can connect, as good as the constellations I can chart, like 
binding the stars of Orion’s belt?

Or perhaps, this older voice of mine persists, intelligence is 
contextual. Perhaps it is one big game of Wheel of Fortune (here 
are some letters, fill in the rest, good luck!). Some people have 
hawkish eyes, instantly spotting outliers and anomalies like hares 
in an open field. They see patterns and gaps. They can ascertain, 
from the knowledge they have, what will come next. And is 
following emotional clues, those scattered breadcrumbs, just 
as impressive? Often, I can spot the difference in a colleague’s 
eye—a pinkish tint, red blooming in the corners, glossy sheen—
and know that she and her husband have disagreed. I do not trust 
that black eyes and bruises are always the result of carelessness. 
I do not trust the words of doctors but believe rather their minute 
hesitations, minuscule inhales, and second-too-long pauses as they 
are checking vitals. I read their faces and their twitches. I process 
where they place their eyes. I read between the lines like a game-
show contestant up against an eight-letter word, beginning with a 
and ending with k, who somehow, like magic, contrives the work 
aardvark.
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It is because of this cacophony, this symphony of my own 
voices—the ambitious, frantic younger and the quiet, skeptical 
older—that I resolve to leave these tests be. I must resign 
somewhat; of course, I am numbers. Arabic numerals catalog my 
age, my weight, my test scores. I’ve amassed ordinal numbers too: I 
was first to marry of my sisters; I’m often last to get a joke.

But I am more than numbers. I am brunette. I am broken toes. 
I am found and forgotten habits. I can successfully size up a room, 
feeling acutely the weight of another’s private, personal conflicts 
yet missing mean-spirited, furtive glances. I am experiences and 
stories and trivia and endless observations.

All that any of us can do, amidst this clamoring dissonance, 
is swaddle ourselves softly between those numbers and what lies 
beyond them—that starry, gaping, gorgeous space, a thing wild and 
unknown.
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John J. Zywar
THICKET 3
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John J. Zywar
THICKET 3
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Sneha Mantri
CHANGELING

MARIEMARIE lay back, hands behind her head. The grass beneath her 
polka-dot skirt was soft as silk. Just beside her stretched the wide-
spreading shade of the magnolia, queen of the thicket, its glossy 
greenery punctuated by blowsy white flowers. Peace at last. Marie 
squinted past the top of the tree to cotton-candy clouds overhead, 
a menagerie of seahorses and whales and griffins that lasted just a 
moment before shifting into something else. 

 From across the park drifted strands of conversation. Sitting 
up, Marie saw two people, tall as giants, until she blinked and 
realized that was just a pair of lanky shadows cast by the evening 
sun. Their actual bodies came into focus as human-sized and quite 
young, faces unlined. Both wore school uniforms, though the tie 
was loosened from around the boy’s neck and the girl’s socks were 
pushed down to her ankles. The girl bounced a basketball as she 
walked; each thump shook raked gravel out of place.

“I don’t want to make you do anything you don’t want to,” said 
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the boy. “Only—”
He broke off and laid a hand on the girl’s arm. They both 

stopped walking.
Marie rose and stepped forward. She put up a hand to shield her 

eyes from the crimson sun.
The girl clutched the basketball with both hands. “We didn’t 

see you there.” Her voice had a high-pitched, strangulated sound. 
Most unpleasant. 

“Hi, Mrs. Jackson,” said the boy.
Marie couldn’t think how they knew her name. She must have 

taught them, once upon a time. In her mind floated a parade of 
cherubs and harridans, though she couldn’t match them to the 
children—no, teens—in front of her. Marie’s daughter encouraged 
her to play matching games, when she came to visit on Sundays 
after lunch. Keep those brain cells sharp, Ma, Sarah would say 
as she sliced herself another piece of chocolate cake. Children 
changed, Sarah changed—married, divorced, living overseas, 
living back in town—but Marie knew that her daughter would 
always prefer a slice of chocolate cake after lunch. You always 
know your own child better than anyone.

“Are you okay, Mrs. Jackson?”
Marie looked up. The boy had taken a step toward her. He 

seemed worried; so did the girl. She mustn’t make people worry. 
Sarah didn’t like it when she made people worry.

“Oh, I’m fine,” Marie replied. “I was just getting some rest. I 
guess I must have fallen asleep.” She threaded a hand along her 
scalp and pulled out a stalk of grass.

The girl frowned. “It’s awful hot.”
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The boy pulled a rectangular black object out of his pocket. 
“Should I call someone for you?” 

Oh yes, that was it, a telephone. They looked so funny these 
days, all boxy and flat. Sarah had gotten one for Marie, years ago, 
and then she’d been mad when Marie preferred her phone to look 
like, well, like a phone. Marie had been very disappointed by her 
daughter’s behavior. Perhaps she’d spoilt Sarah as a child, all that 
chocolate cake, the toys, the dresses, the expensive education, 
only to have her daughter yelling at her about missed calls and 
texts, which as best Marie could gather were something like the 
telegrams of her childhood, only without needing to go to the post 
office and fill out a little form and be charged for it. Telegrams 
always brought bad news.

The boy and girl stood before her, expectantly. Marie 
remembered that look from when she would stand in front of a 
pack of second-graders, hungry as wolves. But something was 
different now. These children were taller than she was. There were 
no classroom walls, just a wide expanse of grass, and a gravel 
path, and behind her—she turned to check—yes, the magnolia 
tree. She remembered the magnolia, at least. But she didn’t think 
Sarah would be proud of her for it. The matching game had hidden 
rules to it, or else (uncharitably) Sarah kept changing the rules. 
It was often like that, these days. She’d get halfway to knowing 
something—sometimes more than halfway—and at the last 
moment her thoughts would shipwreck on some craggy memory or 
other, splintering into a thousand pieces.

The boy started tapping at his boxy black phone. Sending a 
telegram-text. Bad news.
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Marie’s hand shot out and struck the box away. It skittered 
on the gravel until it stopped, face-down, about halfway between 
them.

The boy gasped; the girl stooped to pick up the box, brushing 
off loose gravel as she handed it to the boy. Sunlight bounced off a 
jagged diagonal line across the screen. Marie put her hand back up 
across her eyes.

The boy rubbed his thumb across the screen. His other hand 
was clenched. Marie took a step back. Her head hurt. “I’m sorry,” 
she whispered.

“It’s okay,” said the girl. “We know you didn’t mean it.”
The boy said nothing.
The girl set down the basketball and touched her wristwatch. 

“Can I call my mom?” 
May I, thought Marie, but she nodded. She wasn’t sure how the 

girl was going to call her mother—at one time there were phone 
booths dotting the park but that was years ago, wasn’t it? Marie 
looked around. No phone booths. But there was the girl, talking 
to the air, nodding, waving her hands about like a madwoman. 
Marie’s mother had always scolded her for talking with her hands. 
Not ladylike, she’d said. And you might hurt someone. Well. Look 
at what her hands had done to the boy’s rectangular box.

“Okay,” said the girl to the boy, “my mom’ll be here in like five 
minutes.”

“You can wait here.” Marie gestured to the magnolia. “It’s 
cooler.”

They followed her inside the magnolia’s cocoon, where the 
sunlight could not penetrate, and the manicured lawn dissolved into 
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mossy patches on dirt. The girl sat cross-legged on bare ground, 
the basketball in her lap, while the boy perched on a low branch. 
There was little room for Marie; she stood, feet throbbing in the 
sensible closed-toed shoes Sarah had bought for her last birthday. 
Or was it Christmas?

“Please forgive me,” said Marie, “but I’m so bad with names 
these days. Could you remind me of yours?”

The girl glanced at the boy. “I’m Harper.”
The boy put a hand on his chest. “Tom.”
Marie repeated the names, one of Sarah’s endless memory tips. 

Your memory palace, Sarah called it. Link the name to something 
physical about the person and put it in a room in your memory 
palace, and then when you see them again, go back to that room 
and find the name. Tom was an easy one; the boy looked like a 
tomcat, prowling around the garden. Harper. . . Harper. . . Marie 
settled on an enormous Irish harp in the music room. The girl’s 
fingers were like a harpist’s, after all, long and slender. Rather like 
Marie’s own, though less spotted, of course. Children these days 
knew the perils of being too much in the sun.

“I’m Mrs. Jackson.” 
“Yes,” Tom said, “we know.” There was something sad behind 

his eyes. The girl’s too.
“I’m sorry about your. . .” She gestured at the cracked box in 

his hand. “I’m sure it can be fixed.”
Tom shrugged. 
“And tell me about yourselves. You attend the Academy, I see. 

What grade are you in?”
“Seniors,” said Harper, glancing at the boy.



29

“How delightful. And next year?”
Harper paused. “Brown.”
“Don’t be embarrassed about it; Brown is a perfectly good 

university. And you, Tom?”
He shook his head. “I’m going to Tech.”
“Oh.” This was unusual, to go from the Academy to the trades. 

But it took all sorts to make a world, and, after all, Marie reasoned, 
where would we be without electricians and plumbers? “I’m sure 
you will be very successful,” she said. 

But Tom seemed uninterested in discussing his future career. 
She thought she remembered him now, when he was little, running 
along the playground at recess, squirming during Silent Reading 
Time, donning a flamboyant disguise at Halloween, taking the lead 
in the class play. What was it they had done that year? Cinderella? 
Snow White? One Prince Charming was just like another. 

“My, it’s hot this year,” said Marie, trying to keep up the 
conversation. She tugged at her blouse to fan warm air up to her 
face, caught a whiff of her own scent, and stopped. “When I was 
a girl, I don’t think it ever got above eighty, at least not this early 
in the summer. And nowadays. . .” But the children did not seem 
interested in this thread either. They just looked at each other, 
then at the ground. Just her luck, to have her precious solitude 
interrupted by such poor conversationalists.

Marie was saved from having to think up another topic by the 
crunch of footsteps on the gravel path. An intruder? Oh no, that’s 
right, the girl had called her mother to come and collect her. Marie 
looked up just as a figure appeared at the edge of the magnolia, 
silhouetted by the setting sun behind.
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“Ma?”
“Sarah?” Marie stood and turned toward her daughter’s voice. 

“What are you doing here?”
“Harper said there was an accident, something broke. Are you 

okay?” 
“I’m fine. You shouldn’t worry so much. But I was just saying 

to these delightful young people, it’s very hot this evening. Would 
you drop me off at home, since you’re here? It would save me a 
long walk.” 

Marie took her daughter’s arm and led her back to the path. She 
heard footsteps behind them. Sarah turned around once or twice, 
but Marie kept her eyes locked in front, so as not to lose her way.
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Katherine Schmidt
ACHE

You are gone, there’s a war on TV, and I am shipwrecked 
outside in my flannel PJs, feet swinging off the porch, 
nails picking at the splintered wood. I watch the moon 
disguise itself as an ocean and whisper your name 
across the cedars swaying in the thicket, a prayer. 
The air trembles as if you feather a finger across my lips.
The stars drape around me, cocooning me in your embrace. 
What do you call the ache of survival? There’s only 
the murmur of the TV, the chirp of the crickets. Only 
the fireflies dying, resurrecting, and dying again. 
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Katalin Pusztaszeri
CHILDREN LOST IN NATURE
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Katalin Pusztaszeri
CHILDREN LOST IN NATURE
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Hugh Anderson
AT 70

The mirror is not my friend; dark circles
under my eyes are maybe just the angle of the light,
but who’s to know? The mirror’s sticking to its story.

I haven’t shaved for a week, pretty much a ritual now.
I look like a castaway crawled to shore,
if not the shipwreck itself. I don’t expect better.

The thicket of pill bottles on the shelf testifies
to the fact that, though I am tired of the world,
I am apparently unwilling to die.

My heartbeat regularly disguises itself
as a jazz percussionist or dances off
in flights of flamenco fantasy. 

Sometimes, it stops just long enough
to send my fingers scurrying to find a pulse,
then thumps back lazily, satisfied I am awake.
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Natalie Pardue
Y.D.L.
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Ricardo Gonzalez Rothi
NAUFRAGIO
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Ricardo Gonzalez Rothi
NAUFRAGIO
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Prosper Aluu, born and raised in Nigeria, West Africa, makes 
figurative and expressive paintings. His usually stylized figures 
show the use of the artistic devices of elongation and exaggeration, 
as well as his unique style of painting the iconic afro hairstyle. 
These are his ways of celebrating and negotiating African identity.

Hugh Anderson has been at this business of Life for a while 
now and it shows. Still, any day he wakes up is a good day. Recent 
publications include Cold Mountain Review, Sin Fronteras, and 
The Poeming Pigeon, with work forthcoming in Aji.

Ricardo Gonzalez-Rothi is an academic physician, 
internationally known amateur photographer, and writer. He has 
had his work awarded, published, or forthcoming in Light Space 
& Time Gallery, Northwest Review, Fusion Art, London Photo 
Festival, Wanderlust Travel Journal, Grey Cube Gallery, Hispanic 
Culture Review, Tiny Seed, Stillwater Review, Ilanot, and About 
Place, among others.

Elizabeth Ke Polishan is the author of the poetry collection 
Blooms (2020) and the recipient of the Eleanor B North Poetry 
Award (2017). Her work has appeared or is forthcoming in PRISM 
international, Tipton Poetry Journal, and Mangrove, among others. 
She lives in Pennsylvania with her husband.

CONTRIBUTORS
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Sneha Mantri is a neurologist in Durham, North Carolina. After 
more than ten years of medical training, she returned to her first 
love, fiction, to explore the joys and heartaches of clinical practice. 
Her creative work has appeared in Pulse, Inkstone, and Firewords, 
among other venues. She is currently working on a historical novel 
about the eugenics movement of the early 20th century.

Shelby Poulin is an English professor in Florida. Her works have 
appeared in publications such as Curator, The Other Journal, The 
Christian Century, The Windhover, and Rouge Agent. She holds an 
MFA in Creative Writing from Liberty University.

Katalin Pusztaszeri is an art professional and photographer 
living in Budapest, Hungary.

Jenn Reidel is a photographer and writer who is inspired by 
journaling about night dreams, visions, and experiences in the 
natural world. 

Katherine Schmidt is a researcher from Washington, D.C., 
currently based in Lima, Peru.

Ann Weil writes at her home in Ann Arbor, Michigan, and on a 
deck boat at Snipe’s Point Sandbar off Key West, Florida. Her work 
has been nominated for Best of the Net and appears in Crab Creek 
Review, Bacopa Literary Review, Whale Road Review, Shooter 
Literary Magazine, Eastern Iowa Review, DMQ Review, and 
elsewhere. Her first chapbook, Life Cycle of a Beautiful Woman, 
will be published in 2023 by Yellow Arrow Publishing.
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John J. Zywar is a retiree in Central Massachusetts who enjoys 
pursuing his interests in photography, family history research, 
prose, and poetry. His photographic art interests run from macro 
photography of frost to landscapes, all intended to spark a reaction 
from the observer. Over the past two years his photos have been 
published in various literary and art venues, including Fusion 
Art, Light Space & Time Gallery, The Closed Eye Open, and 
Burningword Literary Journal. 
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Mikaela Shea received her MFA in Fiction Writing from 
Columbia College Chicago. She was a writer-in-residence at 
Ragdale Foundation and has published stories in Midwestern 
Gothic, Copperfield Review, Hypertext Magazine, and others. 
Mikaela won the Editor's Choice Award for Fiction at Waypoints 
Magazine and Superstition Review's First Page Contest. Mikaela is 
currently looking for a home for her novel. She lives in Iowa with 
her husband and three kids, @mikaelashea.

Megan Collins is the author of the novels The Family Plot, 
Behind the Red Door, and The Winter Sister, which was a 2019 
Book of the Month Club selection. She holds an MFA in Creative 
Writing from Boston University and taught creative writing at the 
high school and college levels for many years. A Pushcart Prize 
and Best of the Net nominee, her work has appeared in many 
journals, including Off the Coast, Spillway, and Tinderbox Poetry 
Journal. (megancollins.com)

Erin Evans received her MFA in Poetry from the Vermont 
College of Fine Arts. Her work was nominated for a 2018 AWP 
Intro Journals Award, and she has attended the Bread Loaf Writers’ 
Conference. An avid photographer, she works and lives in Vermont 
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AJ Miller is a freelance editor and writer. Her stories (published 
under various pen names) have appeared in SmokeLong Quarterly, 
Every Day Fiction, Flash Flood Journal, and Outlook Springs. 
Her work has been nominated for Best Small Fictions. She loves 
supporting writers and the literary community. Over the years, 
she's volunteered for many writing organizations and enjoys 
reading all types of genres. She has spent a considerable amount 
of time studying, writing, and editing flash fiction, a short form 
that dazzles her. She's currently at work on a flash novella. AJ lives 
in Florida with her husband, daughters, and two dogs. She can be 
found on twitter @authorajmiller.

Meghan Evans received her MFA in Fiction from Sarah 
Lawrence College. Her work has most recently appeared in the 
Connecticut Literary Anthology. She lives and teaches creative 
writing and literature in Connecticut.
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