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Jabberwocky
Lewis Carroll

’Twas brillig, and the slithy toves
Did gyre and gimble in the wabe:

All mimsy were the borogoves, 
And the mome raths outgrabe.

“Beware the Jabberwock, my son!
The jaws that bite, the claws that catch!

Beware the Jubjub bird, and shun 
The frumious Bandersnatch!”

He took his vorpal sword in hand;
Long time the manxome foe he sought—

So rested he by the Tumtum tree 
And stood awhile in thought.

And, as in uffish thought he stood,
The Jabberwock, with eyes of flame,

Came whiffling through the tulgey wood, 
And burbled as it came!

One, two! One, two! And through and through 
The vorpal blade went snicker-snack!

He left it dead, and with its head 
He went galumphing back.

“And hast thou slain the Jabberwock? 
Come to my arms, my beamish boy!

O frabjous day! Callooh! Callay!” 
He chortled in his joy.

’Twas brillig, and the slithy toves
Did gyre and gimble in the wabe:

All mimsy were the borogoves, 
And the mome raths outgrabe.
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About Jabberwocky 
Jabberwocky is an undergraduate literary journal published by the University 

of Massachusetts Amherst. The journal is affiliated with the English Society, 
which is the undergraduate branch of the English Department. All editors and 
contributors to Jabberwocky are undergraduate UMass students.

Jabberwocky is divided into four separate staffs for the purpose of reviewing 
submissions: poetry, fiction, media, and criticism and nonfiction. All submis-
sions are anonymously reviewed by the respective staffs to be approved for 
inclusion in the journal.

All contributions by members of the Jabberwocky staff were reviewed anon-
ymously without input by the submitting staff member.

Jabberwocky is not copyrighted. Any student work that is included in the 
journal remains the property of the artist. All contributors reserve the right 
to publish their work elsewhere in accordance with guidelines set by other 
publishers.

The views and opinions expressed in Jabberwocky are solely those of the 
contributors and do not necessarily reflect the viewpoint of the staff, the depart-
ment, or the university.

We would like to extend a special thanks to the English Department, 
particularly Celeste Stuart and Department Chair, Randall Knoper, as well as 
all professors who have helped promote Jabberwocky to their students. 

Jabberwocky was printed with the support of Amherst Copy & Design.

Questions, concerns, and input can be sent to umassjabberwocky@gmail.
com or sent via Instagram direct message @umassjabberwocky. Students inter-
ested in being on staff for the next issue can contact the Jabberwocky email in 
Fall 2021. Submissions will open again at the beginning of the Spring 2022 
semester. 
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Artist Statement for Cover Art, “Yarmouth Fair,” by Catherine Buckley

Catherine Buckley is a UMass senior studying English, with minors in 
education and natural resources conservation, and a specialization in creative 

writing. For as long as she can remember she’s had a strong love for words 
and photographs. While she loves taking photographs and writing all kinds of 
pieces, her heart has always been tied down to poetry specifically. Nature and 

people tend to be the main focus in all of her works.

This photo was taken at a fair in Yarmouth, Maine a few years back. As a 
writer and someone who loves to capture moments with pictures, she tends 
to focus on the simplicity of things. This photograph is a reflection of that, 
enjoying the simplicity of a Ferris wheel and all the emotions and memories 

that we may relate to them. She believes all photographs and pieces of writing 
can, in a way, be considered time machines, and this photo to her is just that.

Back To You, Lovely 
Alejandro Barton-Negreiros

Hello, and welcome to some breaking news. 
It has been a week since we wrote about love and, oh boy, we are in it now. 
Latest coverage shows that, yes, we are in love during lockdown. 
On January 14, a sudden shockwave hit the heart, and love began emitting shortly after. 
Scientists show it measured at 2000 rabbits, the heart has been having several aftershocks. 
Butterflies were at an all time high, and the brain has temporarily shut down. 
Since the event, cerebral functions are minor, slowly coming back online. 
Initial damage reports are as follows: 
Overthinking and mental strain, severe love sickness throughout, thoughts replaced with 
troubles, trust facilities working overtime, over analysis is full functioning. 
And in some good news, overall happiness has peaked, despite enhanced insecurities. 
We will keep you updated on these events. Until then, back to you, lovely.

Eternal Love Tree
Catherine Buckley
Digital Photography
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Rooftops
Jozef Zekanoski

Digital Photography 

A Date Spent Thinking About 
Wite-Out

Robert Crowley

She’d stopped talking about five minutes ago. Wite-Out. Janice was sitting 
across from a boy at the table outside the roller rink watching his mouth move. 
He said something and slid a crinkled-cut french fry between his teeth and 
said something else. Wite-Out. The floor of the roller rink reeked of a wax 
polish in a way she liked. She adjusted her posture and picked at her food and 
thought about about Wite-Out, the ‘Quick Dry Correction Fluid’ made by 
BiC, although she was sure other companies made a similar product. It was a 
really frustrating thing. His mouth had stopped moving and he was looking at 
her. His eyebrows bunched together and folded the hairy skin in between them.

“That’s really cool,” she said. “What made you think of that?”
His eyebrows un-bunched and his mouth began to move again. Wite-Out 

came in small plastic bottles that reeked in a way she found satisfying but the 
smell was false. Her pre-school teacher Mrs. Adams had always said that it 
was ‘magic’ and it really wasn’t. It was awful. The cheap rubber erasers would 
make these dark smudges of graphite on her paper when she’d try to use them, 
and Mrs. Adams would come along as her face was getting red and the tears 
were building in her eyes for a good cry and the old woman would say, ‘Look 
it’s like magic!’ and put a glob of it down on her page, which was as thin and 
delicate, and brush over the smudge. After that the smudge would peak out 
from behind the stupid stuff, all pasty and shiny on the matte looseleaf paper 
that sagged where it was applied, and Janice would have to leave the room. 
She’d had to tear up the paper into pieces of at least two centimeters across 
thinking about how she’d light it on fire if she could. It had to be destroyed! 
destroyed! destroyed! She got better about the whole thing as she got older, but 
she still hadn’t been able to use pens until her freshman year of college. The 
larger points smudged, the smaller ones could tear through the page, and they 
were all oh-so permanent. She hated it. She liked how the halls had smelled 
in school though, a strong wax polish.

“… y’know what I mean right? I feel like you get that.”
“Oh for sure,” she said. “What did you think about the ending?”
He pursed his lips and started to verbalize something that looked like 

it required nuance. When she was younger Janice would make this breathy 
‘cuehw-cuehw-cuehw’ noise when the dolls she played with did something 
she wanted to take back. Just like that: ‘cuehw-cuehw-cuehw’ and maybe 
whispering, ‘Wait, that didn’t happen’ under her breath and she’d rewind the 

Zonked
Jozef Zekanoski
Digital Photography
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situation to whatever state she wanted it to begin from again. Maybe Carmen 
didn’t actually end up throwing Jessica down the stairs or maybe Brad never 
actually drove off with Holly in her hot pink car or maybe the party was actually 
located on the roof and not the dining room. These re-dos were non-visible and 
therefore did not necessitate lighting anything on fire. The boy was moving his 
hands in a choppy back and forth motion now, looking like something was on 
the tip of his tongue. She picked at the table they sat at. It looked like it was 
made of a metal net coated over with hardened blue plastic. She could see her 
reflection over the shoulder of her partner-in-conversation in the lit window of 
a popcorn machine where her reflected lips were mashed up against the hand 
that was propping her chin up. Her head seemed to balloon at the edges in 
the foggy plastic. Who was that? ‘Cuehw-cuehw-cuehw.’

“So what’d you think about that party the other night?” he said.
“What? It was alright,” she said. “I think Psi Omega and overdo it sometimes 

with the music. There’s a point where I can only take so much irony. I kind 
of feel like that’s how it is with everything now. It has to be ironic. Everyone 
is dancing ironically or having ironic conversations and everyone is in on 
something that everyone else is in on. Y’know?”

“Oh, totally. In fact, I…”
Y’know? Y’know-y’know-y’know-y’know? She felt bored. Frustrated bored. 

What did she even say? Sometimes she’d just start string of sentences in conver-
sation and feel confused as to who was speaking them by the time she was 
done, like making up someone entirely separate from herself halfway through 
an opinion on the music choice of Chi Psi Omega and she’d have to sit back 
and just kind of watch them take the whole thing to its conclusion as the clock 
winds down. Boom! Touch down! Let’s go home! It was like walking down a 
conversational hallway with a policeman at your back that doesn’t let you just 
stop and turn around. Did she really care though? No. She was just bored at 
this point. Frustrated bored and she couldn’t ‘cuehw-cuehw- cuehw’ back to 
the point where she’d decide to reciprocate a little less when she met him or 
just not go out together at all. Now she was here though, sitting in a chrono-
logical graphite smudge waiting for it to pass and wondering as he started to 
speak again if it was herself or him that she’d light on fire given the choice. 
Probably him: his pasty white face, his over-slicked hair, destroyed! destroyed! 
destroyed! There. It’d be like magic.

Bonfire
Jozef Zekanoski

Digital Photography 

Galactic Margins
Madeline Fabian

I spent 
my life 
in the 
margins

I screamed
in the margins: 

I was always the shy kid.
The kid who rarely spoke a word.
The kid with an ugly nose always buried in a book.
The kid the teachers loved, simply because she stayed quiet.
The kid nobody bothered, because she wouldn’t say anything 

to them if they did.

Lines everywhere, circles, swirls, words. All pink though. 
Always a bright color. Smiling through the pain, you know? 
I’m sick all the time. Every two weeks. Like clockwork. 
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Condolences and Symphonies 
Cameron Smith

Grandma died last week. It was snowing a little bit when mom came into 
my room and told me. She said that Grandma had been asleep, and now she 
would be going to heaven, which made me wonder because sometimes she 
said that there was no heaven and people are just born into something new 
when they die. I think Grandma would’ve wanted to be a squirrel when she 
came back. 

Today we got into the car to go to the house where funerals happen. Mom 
and Dad seemed really annoyed, and Andrew was looking out the window 
the whole time. He didn’t even look at me when we passed by the creepy old 
house on Trellis Street. He always looks at me when we pass that house and 
makes big eyes because I think it’s haunted. But today he just kept looking 
out the window. 

When we got to the house where funerals happen, mom told me and 
Andrew to put on our masks. Dad started to complain and said that because 
we already got both our shots that we wouldn’t need our masks. Mom looked 
really annoyed when he said that. She said that we had to wear them because 
it would make everyone else feel safe. I don’t mind wearing my mask. It keeps 
my face warm when it’s cold out, and mine has a picture of Iron Man on the 
front. He is my favorite superhero. 

The doctors can’t figure me out. I do my homework on the 
couch from home, but sometimes I fall behind. Like right 
now. What the hell is an independent variable? I should’ve 
taught this to myself.

Maggie is digging for gold today. Oh yeah, all the way up 
into her nasal canal. Ope, she got it! Oh man, that is an 
obscenely large boogie. What’s she gonna do with it? She 
looks at her index finger, looks up, eyes wide. She scans the 
room, her cheeks growing flushed. Did she really just wipe 
that nasty green goo onto the bottom of the desk?! Damn.

Mr. Gray died yesterday. Mom was crying all afternoon. She 
loved him and he fed the squirrels. He always put peanut 
butter on a butter knife and fed the squirrels. He’ll never 
feed the squirrels again. The squirrels are going to miss him. 
Mom’s going to miss him. I’m going to miss him.

My sixth grade soulmate. I know we’ve never spoken in real 
life, but from all the conversations we’ve had in my head, we 
are totally a perfect match. I’m telling you, this man is my 
soulmate. He is so cute with his bowl cut hair and matching 
blue shorts and shirt—like a handsome blueberry. Plus, I 
think he looked at me yesterday. So he must like me.

I see the spring sky through the janky cracked-open school 
windows and my mind wanders above. Above the clouds, 
above the blue, above the sun, I imagine the stars. Infinite 
shimmering stars are in the sky right now, we just don’t 
see them. I wonder if an astronaut is hopping along them. 
Maybe one day I will jump off the stars.

Seth peed his pants this morning. Now nobody will sit on 
the purple dot next to him. I pee my pants almost every 
night. Seth didn’t mean to pee his pants. And he always 
smiles and helps Ameera tie her shoes. I’ll sit on the purple 
dot next to Seth today.

If I’m always writing something, maybe Mr. Z won’t call 
on me. He’ll see I’m busy working hard, and I won’t have 

to talk in front of the whole class. I never can say what 
I’m thinking in front of the class. It always comes out as 
word barf, gibberish, nonsensical stumbling quiet words. 
So I’ll write.

I totally disagree with everything the teacher just said. That 
is not the easiest way to add numbers. It is so much easier 
to just take the 3 from 13 and add it to 2 from 12, which 
makes 5, then add 10 + 10 which is 20, and that’s 25 alto-
gether. Wait. Oh. That’s what she just said. NO!

I was always the shy kid.
The kid who rarely spoke a word.
The kid so full of words she could’ve written a book. 
The kid who saw everything; listening was her strength.
The kid who knew what her classmates didn’t: that the 

margins are bold and bright.

a confusing 
scribble

I laughed
in the margins: 
a green
nose

I cried
in the margins: 
a solemn 
squirrel

I loved
in the margins: 
a heart
for Kyle

I dreamed
in the margins: 
a galactic pattern

I observed
in the margins:
a purple
dot

I hid
in the margins: 

a series of 
random letters

I learned
in the margins: 
a glaring 
“NO!”

I spent 
my life 
in the
margins
 



8 9

I had never been inside a house for funerals before. When we walked in all 
I could think was that the carpets smelled like old people. One man handed 
us all little cards with Grandma’s face on them, and I said, 

“Hey Andrew look, they put Grandma on a trading card.” 
He hit me really hard on the shoulder and said, 
“Shut up Luke, that’s not a trading card, it’s a memorial card.” 
I really don’t like it when Andrew hits me. He’s a lot older so it always hurts 

really bad. And when I try to hit him back he barely even feels it. 
Mom told us to stop fighting, and then grabbed my hand and dragged me 

into another room. This room was a lot bigger and had lots of flowers and a big 
box in the corner. Mom whispered something to Dad about Grandma being 
selfish and wanting people to buy flowers instead of donating to sick people. 
I was kind of confused because I thought the flowers were really pretty. They 
were all different colors, and had little notes saying how much they will miss 
Grandma. They didn’t write Grandma though, but wrote her name: Kathy. I 
didn’t know Grandma’s name was even Kathy until I asked Mom why it was 
written on all the little notes. Andrew kept calling me stupid every time I ask 
a question like that. 

After a lot of waiting, Mom told us that we needed to go stand near the box. 
It was me at the end, then Andrew, Mom, Dad, Uncle Jimmy, and Grandpa 
was closest to the box. People started to walk in through the door from the 
first room. All of them had masks, but some of them didn’t put it all the way 
over their nose like they’re supposed to. They all wrote something in a little 
book, and then walked towards me, always saying something like “deepest 
condolenses” or “our great symphonies”. Sometimes I recognized the people, 
but most of the time I had never met them before. 

After a while, I saw my friend Kevin walk in with his mom. Me and Kevin 
were best friends, but only got to see each other on the computer when we 
had school now. His mask said Just Do It and had a Nike Swoosh. Kevin was 
always wearing Nike stuff. But today he was wearing tan pants and a button 
shirt, just like me. When his mom was done writing in the book, they walked 
up to me. His mom gave her condolenses, and then me and Kevin got to talk 
about the Spider Man game he got for Christmas. We only got to talk for a 
couple minutes, before his mom dragged Kevin down the line. I was a little 
mad that all my family got to talk to Kevin, while I was talking to Mrs. Derry 
from down the street. 

When all of the people who knew Grandma had walked through the line 
and back out the door, a big man in a suit said it was time for the private 
sermony. Him and some other guys in suits set up folding chairs, and we all sat 
down. Uncle Jimmy walked up near the box, and looked like he was really sad 
and might start crying. He said that it has been such a hard year, and Grandma 

was just one of many who passed. Dad leaned over me and whispered to mom 
about how it was cancer, and not even all this stuff that killed Grandma. Mom 
rolled her eyes and pushed Dad back the other way. 

Uncle Jimmy kept talking about Grandma, and then said he was going to 
read a poem by a girl named Emily, who had a funny last name. He said the 
poem was called Memorals or something like that. The first part of the poem 
was, “Death sets something significant.” I didn’t hear any of the rest because I 
was just trying to figure out what that means. I asked Mom what significant 
means, and she said it means important. I still didn’t really get it, but thought 
I could ask Andrew later. 

Once Uncle Jimmy and everyone else finished talking, Dad grabbed my 
hand and said we were going to say goodbye to Grandma. I didn’t really know 
how we would do that, because Grandma was supposed to be in heaven. He 
walked towards the big box and I followed along. He said, 

“Luke you’re going to kneel down on this cushion, put your elbows up on 
the caskit, and put your hands together.” 

He kneeled down on one side of me, and Mom kneeled down on the other. 
I looked up at Mom and she started to cry, which was weird because she was 
the only person who hadn’t cried since Grandma died. Then Dad whispered 
in my ear, 

“This is your time to say something to Grandma. She’s a listening bud.” 
I closed my eyes and said, a little out loud, but mostly to myself, 
“Grandma, I’m gonna miss going on walks around the yard with you, and 

looking at all the little bugs, and picking up the leaves that were falling off the 
trees. I hope you’re a squirrel in our yard this summer.” 

°
The drive home was really quiet. Nobody was saying anything, until I said 

that I was really hungry. We stopped at McDonalds, and I got chicken nuggets, 
fries, and an ice cream. I was pretty happy eating my ice cream before anything 
else, and when we passed by the house on Trellis Street, Andrew even made 
his eyes real big and made me laugh.
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Hands 
Julian Mendoza

The Mute
Matthew Ream

Digital Photography 

Hands 
Christopher Mallon

“The hands may almost be said to speak. Do we not use them to demand, prom-
ise, summon, dismiss, threaten, supplicate, express aversion or fear, question 
or deny? Do we not use them to indicate joy, sorrow, hesitation, confession, 
penitence, measure, quantity, number, and time? Have they not the power to 
excite and prohibit, to express approval, wonder, shame?” 

-Quintilian 

When I was little 
Before I knew the way of the world 

I crawled, arm over arm 
Into my father’s lap 

And splayed his giant’s mitts 
I traced the calluses 

And kissed bloody knuckles 
My own leather-tan hamsa, 

Scented by stale sweat and the cool night air, 
Taught me that the soul of a man 

Is written in his hands 

And so I read the hands 

That traced lazy circles on bare, heaving chests 
sliding under elastic bands 

Burning with desire 

That laid upon sinners 
Bloody red, wringing out 
Benedictions sorely owed 

That told a broken story 
Of puss-crusted, gangrenous skin 

grown around a golden ring 
He swore would not come off 
wisp fingers gnawed to bone 
Hanging off the hospital bed 

And so I shall remain 

The last son of Sabazios 
Balance pinecone on thumb 
While the serpent gazes on 

Collecting a collage of fingerprints 
And fill a shadow menagerie 

With a candle and a wall 

Until I have a temple made 
To every palm and every finger 

Every sign and every gesture 

Now, what of these hands 
Useless as an afterthought 
Run cold, clasped in prayer
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Down to the Wire
Calder Robbins

Digital Photography 

Given, taken, thrown or shaken 
Until the day I grasp the world 

A mudra for every breath 
So when voice is mute 

and eyes are blind 
Hobbled, crooked, deaf and dumb 

My hands can soft and nimble reach 

To touch the face of God

My Forlorn Self 
 Emma McNamara

my dreams are devils creeping from the dust 
atop my bookshelves— 
tonight’s fantasy sees me as the main character and Her 
as the elusive love interest and I 
recognize that the icicles adorning my rooftop are 
just as cold and pointy as the words 
that hatch on the tip of Her tongue, that both are 
alive and throbbing and ephemeral and 
will melt and I 
beg Her to resurrect those feelings from last winter, to let them 
thaw and simmer and brew and I 
implore mercy for that character who bestowed 
premature love hearts upon Her all 

Living Artifacts
Catherine Buckley
Digital Photography
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plump and red and quivering and fragile and fabricated and my 
eyes freeze over with tears, Hers with fire and I 
recognize that she is the main character and she 
is the antagonist and I 
am the main character and I 
am the antagonist and we 
stem from two separate stories, not to intertwine, not to 
melt under the same sun and infuse in Love and Her 
rejection is an icicle all 
cold and pointy and 
the perfect murder weapon because it 
will melt and I 
will be free of Her and the character she spawned upon me and 
my dreams will be devils and angels and farewells 
creeping from the dust atop my bookshelves all 
barren and fruitful and waiting for fresh love and I 
recognize that it’s 
3am and I’m staring at my phone and Her 
image no longer troubles me but I’m freezing and I 
cannot stop shivering and quivering and I’m 
fragile and fabricated and I 
am not the main character until and unless 
I open my eyes to my forlorn self

Diana Baranski is Dead
Gianna Misuraca 

When I was young, probably around seven, I thought I was dead. I grew 
up in New York City after Vietnam and the death of disco; the city had briefly 
lost its purpose. Nobody could have told us then, in I guess 1980, that things 
would change. And because both of my parents worked all day long and I was 
home alone after school, nobody could tell me not to watch the news.  

A girl’s body had been found mutilated and decomposing in Central Park. 
She’d last been seen drinking at the Red Hand with the guy who ended up 
being the one who killed her, and her name was Diana Baranski. My name 
was Diana Baranski.  

I didn’t understand it at the time; I was a kid. I knew girls at school who 
were Dianas too, but I thought I was the only Diana Baranksi in New York. 
With the murder of the girl, I became the only living one. I knew because I got 

the idea of looking in the phone book; at the very least, I found that nobody 
else with a number had my name.  

I would watch cartoons before Diana Baranski got killed. Then one day, 
the news station had been left on from the morning. I flicked on the TV and 
saw my name written in a bar on the bottom: “Slain Girl Identified as Diana 
Baranski.”Slain? What was that? I looked it up in the dictionary and felt my 
whole body go into panic mode. I was dead. I had been murdered and left 
in the park. It was too difficult for me to understand; I really thought I was 
a ghost. I didn’t want to hear any more of it from the TV, but I couldn’t shut 
it off. To me, it was important. It affected me personally, in my mind. As I 
listened to the report, I started to pinch myself hard on the arms to test if I was 
alive or not. I could feel the pains on my skin, so I felt a little bit reassured.  

I still felt a suspicion that I wasn’t really alive. There was all this talk of the 
crime, about the knife that had been used, the way the killer had methodically 
peeled away the skin of her face, and I thought that because I was dead, that 
was why I couldn’t remember how it felt. I’d look at my face in the mirror, see 
that it was obviously not missing any skin, and think that the dead must be 
allowed to just look their best.  

I feel stupid when I think of it now, but I didn’t understand death when 
I was that young. It was too much for me to grasp, but I tried hard to wrap 
my head around it. I think that’s how everything got so jumbled, what with 
me thinking I was a murder victim. I couldn’t separate the dead Diana from 
myself in my mind. It had come out that she was from Queens; I was from 
Queens, and for a brief time that all but confirmed to me that I was a dead 
girl stuck on Earth.  

In my attempts to sort everything out, I became obsessed, along with the rest 
of the city, with the Diana Baranski case. I’d sneak watching the news reports 
about it when my parents weren’t home, and I’d collect clippings about her 
for the box under my bed. As we grew up, other kids discovered cigarettes or 
shitty beer. I discovered my own vice at an early age, and it was homicide. My 
parents never found the box, but I finally discussed my concerns with them. 
They assured me that I wasn’t dead, which I mostly believed, but I still couldn’t 
get Diana Baranski out of my head. Clearly, nobody could. Years after she had 
been killed, Diana followed me through my life.  

It was difficult for me to make friends. I remember meeting the mother 
of a girl I sat with on the bus when I was nine. Diana was back in the news 
because her killer had finally gone to trial, and the mother asked me what my 
name was.  

“Diana Baranski.”  
“You watch the news, don’t you?” she said knowingly. “But what’s really 

your name?”  
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“It’s Diana. Diana Baranski.”  
I remember the look of disgust on her face. She looked at me like I was an 

animal. I hadn’t ever felt so loathsome.  
“That’s not funny, dear. You watch too much television.”  
She said it like it was advice, but she didn’t really want to help me. She 

wanted to show me how trashy I was, how tasteless it was for me to say my 
name was that dead girl’s. But what nine-year-old, I wonder, does that sort of 
thing? Why would I have lied?  

I wasn’t allowed back at that girl’s house. It disappointed me less than it 
embarrassed me; I couldn’t even tell my mother the truth. I just said that I’d 
broken a lamp because we were playing ball in the house. Ever since that first 
time, I never discussed my dead friend with my family. I didn’t want them 
to have the wrong idea of me. I just let Diana settle into my soul like a tick, 
feeding off of my blood and my life in secret. I thought of her as my dark 
half, my almost self, the person I might have been if God had done something 
differently. When I was asleep, I’d see her face in my head, skinless and putre-
fying. I had never actually seen the crime scene photos—not without her face 
censored out, anyhow, because they only ever showed pictures of her when 
she was beautiful. That was the only way she was fit to be seen, because prep 
school girls don’t die. And prep school boys don’t kill them.  

But it had happened.  
Diana Baranski was dead. 

°
She fell back into my life. When I was twelve, I wrote a poem or something 

that I wanted to get into a magazine. I sent it with a letter, signed my name, 
and waited excitedly to hear back. That summer, Diana’s killer had begun 
speaking out from prison, professing his innocence. It caused a stir into the 
fall, the time when I sent my writing in for submission and he got out on bail. 
My class knew about it, and I was expected to give updates. Everybody was 
eager to hear the news, and so was I.  

So when the letter came in the mail, my sadness was crushing when I read 
the words “We do not appreciate your use of a false name in the closing of 
your letter. Do not write to us in the future.”  

The magazine incident was exemplary of how much Diana Baranski was in 
all of our minds. You could not escape her in New York City; every time she 
went away, she would return. It was a guarantee. Like the tides, she ebbed and 
flowed into New York life. I, for one, could never escape her. I cried over the 
letter until my tears stained the paper, and with a feeling of dramatism that only 
a twelve-year-old could muster, I burned it with a match in my kitchen sink.  

I never mentioned it to my classmates. One or two asked about it, and I 
told them that my submission must have been lost in the mail.  

°
Diana Baranski, saint of all things strange in my life, the guardian angel 

I never prayed for, always came back to me. There were incidents related to 
her scattered throughout my life: when I was in junior high, they made a TV 
movie about the murder and the kids at school gave me hell over it for about a 
month. They’d ask me about how it had felt to die and all the fucked up things 
that only kids of that age can think up. One time, I found “Diana Baranski is 
Dead” scratched into the paint on my locker. They all thought it was funny, 
which I never understood. Death isn’t funny. It is fascinating, it is transfixing, 
and it is unfathomable. But it is not funny.  

Diana has never made me laugh. I have cried for her before, and I have felt 
a million other things for her, but not once have I laughed over her.  

What she made me do the most was wonder. When she left the Red 
Hand and followed her killer into the park, did she know she was going to 
die? Was she afraid? Even though she was rich and fourteen years older than 
me when she died, had we ever been alike? Did she love a boy from Brooklyn 
who moved here in the tenth grade the way I did? Did she sleep on her side 
and hate waking up in the morning? Was she anywhere near as much like me 
as I wanted her to be? I did not know any answers. I would never know any 
answers. I had to learn to live with Diana; it was the only thing I could do. 
She was never going to leave me, so instead of letting it collect dust, I made 
friends with the skeleton inside my closet. 

It wasn’t weird to me. I didn’t discuss it with others, but I didn’t hide it 
either; why should I? Diana Baranski was, in a way, my oldest friend. She was 
always by my side, in my least and most proud moments. Not everybody could 
claim that of a dead girl.  

So when I was sixteen, I told my parents I was going to my friend’s house and 
took the bus way out to the Rockaways. I had to say thank you to somebody.  

When they’d buried Diana Baranski, I watched the funeral on TV. It was 
another of my secret viewings of the real world conducted while home alone. I 
had always kept it in my mind, along with the name of the cemetery: Calvary. 
Calvary Cemetery, 62 Beach Street, Rockaway.  

I didn’t bring anything for her except myself. I stood there in the green 
summertime grass and traced her name on the stone with my fingers, wondering 
if it would be proper to touch her grave. She had died in the summer. It was a 
hot night, wasn’t it? Or had it been that cool week of July? I couldn’t remember.  

When I looked at the date on the headstone, I realized that in a week it 
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Balance
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would be nine years since Diana had died. Was it possible? In all that time, 
had I been a proper guardian of her name, as I’d decided to make myself? Or 
should I have left that to somebody else, somebody like God?  

I didn’t say anything to her. Not aloud, at least. How to thank somebody 
for a favor you don’t understand the specifics of is a problem without any real 
solution. I guess what Diana did for me was along the lines of making me into 
the person I ended up becoming. Without her, I would have no dark half, 
no kinship with death; I’d have been more afraid and less certain of myself 
without her. For me, Diana Baranski was a ghost mother. The parts of life too 
frightening for most to look at, she turned my face into the light of. There is 
no repaying a favor like that. There is only a lifetime of knowing that you are 
in deep debt towards someone on the other side. 

I thought of all these things while I stood alone at Diana’s graveside, and 
just as I was turning to go I ran into a woman carrying flowers. 

“Oh! I’m sorry,” I said, searching her face. I knew it. I had seen it. 
“No problem at all, dear. I’ve just come to pay a visit.” When she placed 

the flowers at Diana’s grave and knelt beside it solemnly for a few moments, 
I knew her in an instant. She was the mother. The mother who had spoken 
at the funeral, wept in court, and founded the charity. I often wondered how 
she even got up in the morning without the help of a garden variety of pills.  

“Did you know my daughter?” she asked.  
“Yes,” I lied. It was probably wrong to do it, but to me it had the feeling 

of truth.  
We stood and talked for a while after that; thankfully, Mrs. Baranski did 

not ask much about my relationship with her daughter. I could lie in saying 
that I knew her, but I could not have lied about that. I told her I was sorry 
about what had happened, and she received the words she had to have heard 
a million times before very graciously. Even though I wanted to ask her every-
thing, I asked her nothing and watched her go.  

Just before she walked away, she asked me what my name was. 
“Jennifer. Jennifer Levin.” I think it was the name of a character in some 

book I was reading at the time. I couldn’t have told her my real name. She had 
apologized earlier for not recognizing me as anybody Diana had known, but I 
knew a girl with a name identical to her daughter’s would have been impossible 
to forget. It would have given it all away, and I was lucky enough in the first 
place to look old enough to pass for somebody who might have been Diana’s 
friend. I knew better than to push it. 

“Well, I’m very glad to know that somebody besides me comes to visit 
her, Jennifer.”  

“It’s… impossible to forget.”  
“That’s the truth.” We stared down at the stone and all I could hear was our 

breathing and, far off, the ocean. After a while, she told me she should be going.  
“Take care, then.”  
“Thank you, dear.” She turned to go and I wondered if I would ever 
go back. I knew now that Diana needed no keeper; that was never my job 

after all. But maybe she’d needed a friend, of sorts.  
I watched Mrs. Baranski get into her car and drive off down Beach Street. 

I watched until I had to squint to see the car and finally lost it. It was time 
for me to go too.
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floorboards/seashore 
Esther Muhlmann

holding myself like a lover 
in the kitchen, 

bare back on beige tiles that 
stick to my skin with honey and heat, 

and for a moment, i sink into the 
floor. and for a moment, i think of what you called to tell me 

from across the sea. 
you see 

black strings 
wound tightly around my soul 

for coiling around his bare skin 
in the undertow. 

but can’t you see, 
sister? 

you soaked in a bath of molasses and mistook it for glass—
you would deny the existence of rain even 

if it fell right upon you, even if it flooded your bones 
and began to drown you —but, 

back when we hummed 
friday night blessings 

and you took me to the pond side after eating parsley and lavender, 
back when you 

would tell me to imagine 
myself as every sound instead of 

telling me of black strings, 
when you told me to 

feel the water in my bones 
and dripped it 

across my 
cheeks, 

back when you were strangers with sleep, 
and i cradled you with dread 

when you saw black in your 
own soul, 

got stuck to the sheets of your blue bed, 

head too heavy 
with spoiled milk and mildew. 

oh, 

i wish you tasted citrus 
instead of mold, 

drank mint leaves and sun 
instead of glass and cold 

but, tracing shapes through breadcrumbs 
on this honey-hued floor, 

i am sure oranges await you. 
i am sure you will see strings as a way to sow songs, 

you will come home 
or I will swim to you, and we will hum blessings again and 

pluck our souls, slip away inside the sound 
and lie side by side on the kitchen floor, warm and okay, 

at least for a couple moments.

 

Evening Serenity
Calder Robbins
Digital Photography 
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the only time i like the heat is when i’m 
lying on the beach with my arms crossed 
under my face. it feels like i’m melting and 
if i stay long enough i’ll dissolve into sand. 
i’d like that—slipping through people’s 
fingers and getting swept up by the sea. 

when i was a kid we went to all those little 
towns by the water. we’d walk down the 
dock and when we got to the end i’d stare 
over the edge. the ocean looked black and 
endless staring back at me. i was young but 
that’s still the closest i’ve ever come to 
believing in something. when i leaned over, 
the waves whispered that they had me once 
before and one day would again. i saw 
myself much older living there on the water, 
like all those authors and artists who went to 
die by the shore. i’d live alone in a house 
with sea glass in jars and tall grass in the 
yard. at night i’d sleep with the windows 
open and listen to the crickets hum their 
strange, sad songs. 

that little life, always occurring, exists 
within and without. is it this one? the next? 
or one far behind? i am the silent observer, 
rewinding the film reel over and over. i see 
that old woman, drinking sun tea and 
hanging her clothes on the line. i see her 
looking out over the dark crests of the water 
and i wonder if she sees me too. 

the watcher 
Molly Hamilton

CTRL C + CTRL P
Emily Bevacqua
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The Sun’s Soft Today 
Nathan Balk-King

A cursory look at my surroundings shows that I’m waiting for a train. I’m 
alone, I think. Someone sits nearby, but I can’t really tell if they’re real. Light 
permeates the ground around me and everything speaks in soft gold tones. 
Leaves litter the ground. Train tracks seem to go on forever in every direction, 
off into the golden-red forest. Little stones lie between the wooden and metal 
bars. Not really sure what to do with myself, I started throwing them. One 
hits a tree with a nice thunk. 

Something about this place feels weird. I feel it rise in my chest and spread 
out through my arms. Time lazily walks forward and plays in the leaves. I have 
nothing to do but wait for my train. An hour passes. Two. The sun seems to 
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stay in its place. Maybe I’ve gone to the wrong train station? What does the 
train station even look like? I realize I’m sitting on a cold metal bench. It sits in 
front of a little glass closet. It’s old. Aren’t these kinds of buildings interesting? 
They’re not really meant to be the destination. You just pass through. Some-
thing to consider on your way home from work or school. The ground’s hard 
and cracked, and plants are growing through the floor. The walls are scratched 
and buffeted from the time it’s spent here. Maybe when the train comes, I 
could just not get on. Maybe I could just sit here and grow old in this room, 
until the plants grow through me. Until the sunlight finds me and warms my 
bitter skin. A man made of stone, watching others live, water flowing like time 
between my fingers as the seasons pass through my chest, plants growing and 
dying where my feet used to be. Maybe then I could just stay here for a little 
bit longer before the train arrives. Sadly, time continues its languid march 
forward. I can hear the train coming. 

The train’s small; I can walk it’s length in a few large steps. I’m sitting on 
one end staring at the other. Light filters through the windows and dance on 
the floor, as if the golden sun itself were melting. As if gold were slowly filling 
the train car and staining every surface it can find. It’s warm. Someone gets 
on the train and sits next to me. 

“Where are you heading?” they ask. I’m not really sure. Wherever the train 
goes, I guess. How about you? 

“I’m going home.” And where’s that? 
“Wherever the train stops.” 
I look at the person sitting next to me. They have warm eyes and nice hands, 

and I decide that I like them. The sun sets and the air turns blue to purple. I 
can’t really see much anymore. The windows are like holes in the darkness of 
the train, and I can see the sky in all its infinite blue. It’s nice, just sitting here. 

“Why did you get on the train?” They ask. “You could have just stayed 
outside.” 

I thought about it for a second, and I said I was practicing a certain degree 
of freedom that’s allowed. 

“What do you mean?” 
Well, when do we actually get to choose what happens? Like, the major life 

decisions? The things our parents do, the school we go to. Where and when 
we live. The teachers we have when we’re young, whether our parents are nice 
or mean. It’s all kinda random, don’t you think? 

“Yes, it can feel that way sometimes.” 
Sometimes it may feel like we don’t actually have control over who we are 

or who we get to be. But we need those restrictions to actually be something. 
So, in the end, how much freedom do we actually get? 

“Well, I could have chosen to not go to work this morning. I could have 

lied, and called in sick. Or I could have had a different kind of coffee. Free 
will doesn’t have to be your free will, does it? As long as you can distinguish 
yourself from other people, then you know your actions are yours, even if those 
actions aren’t necessarily entirely your own. It’s all still you.” 

I responded, yeah, I guess you’re right. But sometimes the dread just creeps 
in a little too far, and you need some room to move. And the only freedom 
people can’t take from you is the decision to be known. Sure, I love my friends 
and family, but when people know you they take liberty over who you are, 
to some extent. It’s almost out of your control how others think about you. 
That’s just inevitably who you are around them. So when you take the time 
to be alone, then the only person you have to worry about is you. If you just 
let yourself be free for a second, then it doesn’t matter who you are. All that 
matters is that you can breathe and think without being anyone. No one has 
to know my name or the things I’ve done. That’s the freedom I’m taking, to 
be alone with myself and let myself get lost. Who knows where this train is 
going? It’s better if I don’t know. 

The sun set and left us in darkness. Small lights came on under the seats, 
and softly illuminated my face blue and white. Without the sun, I have noth-
ing to look at but my reflection in the window opposite to me. The lights 
left much to the imagination; I could really only see the consequences of my 
facial features but nothing that particularly looked like me. I couldn’t see the 
eyes, just the big wells where they should be. Every so often the lights of some 
far-off building would cut through my blank expression. The lights go out. 
The sound of the train gets quieter as we come to a stop. 

“Well, I hope you find what you’re looking for. Have a good night.” 
“You too,” I say back. “Thank you for the conversation.”
I briefly considered getting off the train with them, to walk them home 

and be somewhere else. Or I could just keep going, and wait for the train to 
kick me off. But the doors never close and no one comes to get me. I look to 
the front and notice that there’s no driver. The train wasn’t gonna move. How 
long has it been? Five minutes? Ten? Is this the end of the track? Tentatively, I 
take a step out. The night air greets me softly and the moon looks gracefully 
upon the earth. Light snowfall’s starting to cover the ground. The bench I sat 
on earlier’s starting to pile up with snow. The building’s still intact, a little 
more scratched and a little more broken but still standing. I walk inside and 
greet myself sitting in the corner, vines growing through my cracked smile. 

Good to see you. He looks up with life in those stoney eyes and greets me. 

I touch his hands and fall through the cracks in his gaze.
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Home to Josh 
Julian Mendoza

I kidnapped myself in middle school when we feigned adulthood 
And burned the smell of brown out of our home years later to ashy the years 

I feigned mama 
in fifth grade and yet she still cradles the past and goes chin-forth into the 

dust With her Robin 
Williams happy-sad smile. 
She is used to seeing 
Her babies grow up. 

When my school closed, 
It hurt my tiny hands 
That used to touch 
The metal door 
And now my rusted diploma. 
Whatever grows in Alabama blossoms kisses that kill butterflies 
And favors future life. 

Both forces masculine and feminine carry each other’s bags like a scale 
And stability one day ripens with age into a feigned home 
Set in cored-out tragedy 
Where the only thing homey is the taste of soul food 
I never had time to finish. 

I tightrope the edge of today leaning in 
And ask the shadow hiding from the sun, 
“How hot must it be to burn a bridge?” 
The shadow whispers back, 
“Not as hot as you’d think.” 

Being needed looks like 
Finding a name you lost. 
In her old age, my grandmother has conceded hers to the tame candle flame 

at her bedside 
That flickers and sparks the occasional flashback into her feignless years Taut skin 
unweathered by stressed time 

Sometimes she cries when she grabs the wick with her eyes 
And her husband holds her hand 
And she snuffs it out 
But sometimes 
Her children return home through the ash 
And she smiles. 

Summer Daze 
Emily Bevacqua

Digital Photography 

Dreams 
Ariana Schreibman

Across time 
Crossing fields, meadows, moors 
Bright full moons 
To see you there. 
Little still lights 



28 29

dancing on the highway 
Cole Fanning

we can’t see 
eye to eye, 

i’m blind 
a need 

for something 

(slumped alone, a t.v shines, 
the blue light, distracts me from) 

my finger nails and swollen teeth 
reflect        a man

 i can’t be.

 but then again, who said 
what one should be? 

reflections of a record that 
never got turned over, 

you try to listen back, backwards, 
but this time slower 

messages, they’re hidden deep 
the black sheep has it’s razor teeth 

seldom words between songs, 
that didn’t last very long. 

the cards up your sleeve, burned away 
running in a figure eight

(your eyes rolled back, into your head, 
you didn’t hear a word i said, 

face down, you’re bowing down to him)

 car crashes are 
tambourines

 while children huff their gasoline

 i’m dancing on the highway 

Look what you’ve created 
A small perfect smile 
A compliment you don’t forget. 
A story now informs your life 
A child holding your hand 
Tippy toes on the stone wall 
That cold cold water into autumn. 
Those rocky shores 
Those chilling breezes 
Rushing through your ears 
Dark rich colors contrast with snow. 
Carry this rhythm around with you 
Sleep to the cadence 
Of footsteps big and little 
Two, or four, or eight. 
The world is here for you all 
Hand reaching out, on the steering wheel. 
Don’t worry, I’ve got this 
We say as we bury 
Our minds in distractions 
And secretly we don’t know. 
The quiet is deafening.

Waiting
Calder Robbins
Digital Photography 
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The Lamentations of Claude McKay: A Collage
Sarah Shams

Collage

The Lamentations of Claude McKay: 
An Analysis 

 Sarah Shams

In this collage, I have endeavored to capture the spirit of Claude McKay, 
specifically as it exists through the lens of his persona in the poem The Tropics 
in New York. More than a mere abstraction, it attempts to encapsulate the 
implicit synesthesia of this poem in a visual manner that is rendered through 
a clash of bold colors and textures. The provenance of the pasted fragments 
is extensive but consists primarily of cut outs from old editions of National 
Geographic and Reader’s Digest, print outs of tropical fruit patterns, colored 
chart paper, and a hand painted silhouette of a man gazing downwards; I 
believe these sources are an apt representation of McKay’s career, which was 
dedicated towards literature and academia.  

To understand this piece, one must first be acquainted with the life of 
McKay himself. Born and raised in Jamaica, McKay arrived in the United 

States in his early twenties, whereupon the shock of American racism turned 
him from the conservatism of his youth. Subsequently, much of his work 
explores racial and social themes, as well as the more pastoral motifs that 
discuss the rural frame of mind he finds in his native Jamaica. The Tropics in 
New York is perhaps a testament to the latter, for it holds within its verses an 
introspective yearning for the familiar patterns of his homeland. That McKay 
chooses to frame his lamentations within the fixed structure of a sonnet rather 
than the dialect verse more common to his pastoral poems is no arbitrary 
artistic choice, and is reflected as such in my collage. There exists a tenuous 
dissonance between English lyrical tradition and the dialect of Jamaica within 
much of McKay’s works; this is a conflict that has been aptly captured by the 
structure of this poem. 

As such, The Tropics in New York is not quite a perfect sonnet. Consisting 
of three quatrains and a classical meter imbued within its verses, it exists as 
nearly a sonnet, for it lacks a concluding couplet. This is a reflection of the 
era to which McKay was privy —there was, during the Harlem Renaissance, 
controversy around whether black writers should forsake the poetic structures 
of Anglo-American literary tradition for their own native dialects. McKay’s 
subversion of the Shakespearean sonnet, then, serves a pivotal role in conveying 
the vantage point of an immigrant: an alienated individual forced to conform 
to the customs of his new land, while still hanging tenuously to the old ways 
of his life. This dissonance has been depicted in my collage through the lack 
of cohesion within the pieced-together fragments. 

In this collage, I have created a backdrop of urban scenes from New York in 
a limited palette of muted purples and grays—the dulled magnificence of the 
Empire State Building, the harsh lines of the city’s skyline, and iconic symbols 
such as the Statue of Liberty. Upon closer introspection, one may discern a 
narrative undercurrent to this collage that centers around the silhouetted figure 
standing against the backdrop of New York iconography.  

The figure is a representation of McKay as he exists within the persona of 
this poem. With his gaze downcast, he stands against the muted palette of New 
York with a yellow, swirling stream of “tears” emanating from his eyes. Within 
this brightly colored stream is an amalgam of motifs discussed in the poem: 
exotic fruits such as bananas and grapefruit, for instance, which are joined 
here and there by verdantly colored jungle foliage. This illustration serves as 
a literal depiction of the third stanza of the poem, as is evident by the figure’s 
downward “gaze” that represents his longing for “the old familiar ways” which 
I have encapsulated in the stream of tears.  

In the second stanza, McKay employs a sudden change in diction —not 
quite a volta characteristic of a classical sonnet, but astounding in its impact, 
nonetheless. Here marks the point where McKay shifts from the simple, natural 
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imagery of the first stanza to the deeply personal lamentations of the second 
and third. An extraordinary sensory presence is further induced within the 
poem by each stanza break. McKay, for instance, opens the poem with a 
stanza rife with harsh consonance caused by the rapid succession of names 
such as “cocoa” and “grapefruit,” a cacophony of sounds that is then abruptly 
dispelled by each incoming stanza break, constantly bombarding the reader 
with the quandary the speaker faces: that nostalgia, while comforting in its 
fleeting remembrances, is an ephemeral thing, and can be punctuated at any 
moment by the harsh intrusions of reality. I have attempted to emulate this 
lack of cohesion through the clashing textures of my collage, which is also 
emblematic of the political upheaval that both the poet and his world were 
undergoing at this time.  

Furthermore, amongst these clashing colors I have strived to draw partic-
ular attention to the silhouetted individual, choosing to perch him atop a 
small cutout of vibrant flowers. This placement intends to convey the nature 
of an immigrant’s ever-present conflict: even despite being transplanted from 
their native country, their roots remain firmly tied to their homeland. In 
stark contrast, there exists on the collage the dismembered Statue of Liberty, 
which has been pasted on the New York backdrop with its base removed. 
This is strategic, as my intention was to have this dismembered base represent 
the nature of America’s treatment of immigrants, down to the very first slave 
ship that arrived upon its shores. The bodies of the enslaved served as perhaps 
America’s largest financial commodity, building the country from its base 
upwards into the leading nation that it is today. From a historical lens, much 
of this labor has been minimized in hindsight —reduced to an archaic practice 
that no longer has a mark upon society. But can a nation built on slavery ever 
truly extricate itself from the deeply embedded consequences of this practice? 
Such is a recurring theme explored in much of McKay’s poetry. Notably, in 
The White House, McKay laments upon the irony of America’s mistreatment 
of black Americans, when it is in fact their labor that helped erect America’s 
powerful foundations.  

Here, too, he remarks upon a “door of glass” that separates him from the 
white man, a verse that bears striking resemblance to his remarks about the 
tropical fruits he sees upon a shop window. It is a strange thought indeed to 
consider that one can bring a product and person so far from their homeland 
and then erect a wall of glass between them. And so the transplanted immi-
grant is reduced to nothing but another commodity: a means of labor for 
white America, who may place him upon a pedestal for this purpose alone. 
This cold dehumanization is a sentiment I have attempted to convey through 
the color scheme of my collage: the figure’s New York backdrop is interspersed 
with cold blue tones, while the memories of his native land are depicted in 

bright, sanguine hues.  
In light of this assessment, this collage is an attempt to make sense of the 

enigmatic persona of Claude McKay. It is the America of his vantage point, 
built upon false promises of liberty. Ironically, the plight of the immigrant 
remains conditional on his ability to reciprocate these false promises, and 
such is the quandary that plagued McKay for much of his life. Nonetheless, 
I have still attempted to imbue a certain ray of hope within the collage, just 
as McKay’s works were wont to do. It is, after all, mistreatment that pushed 
McKay to embrace poetry as a means of dissent against the racial hegemony 
of his new country; and it is thus that he subverted the lyrical traditions of his 
colonizers to spearhead the Harlem Renaissance, which defined a profound 
cultural shift in the perception of black Americans in the literary and political 
sphere. I hope to convey this sense of hope through the bright, optimistic 
nature of the stream itself, allowing for a final note of hope amongst chaos.

Spirit School 
Elaine Lynders

The nun who first told me to pray 
Lost her habit playing basketball and everyone gasped quietly. 
She did have hair after all, cropped short and brown. 
Taught math and hated us, she was Christine but most certainly not 
Our Sister. 

The first priest I knew was made of white, white eyes and bald head 
And Maria thought he was our own small hairless God. 
He floated. He sang deep and spoke slow slow. Said nothing I remember. 

Purple is an Easter color, my favorite color, unfortunately, 
The priest wore a beautiful purple dress I wanted to dance in. 
White trim, silver lamb embroidered and with searing eyes, 
Like no lamb I’d ever seen. Sat curled up on his chest, saved. 

I used to wear a robe and a rope and 
It was me who held up the big book with both palms, 
Who carried the blood wine 
And wafers like precious flakes of flesh. I was all hands and feet. 
I was underneath it all. 
Clara and I watched the shoes as they went by, judged. 
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Gospel of the Black Boy
Ben Bonifacio
Micron Pens and Watercolor

21st Century Aspiration
Henry Sprick  

Watercolor

We could see your ponytails swishing back and forth, people would say, 
We could see you talking. 

In the evening of last summer when flies had grown warm and 
Sleepy, we went to Circle Beach with sandwiches. 
The school was there in spirit, hovering on our left, marked only by the old tombstone 
Of a sign, now a different name, and yellow grasses 
Where our little feet used to walk 
The Stations of the Cross. 
Kate got to play the part of Jesus and everyone 
Was jealous. 

On Grief & Telemarketing 
Megan Mentuck

Smile and dial. 
Ring your hands loose of expectations 
and tighten the cap on the peanut butter jar. 
Don’t forget you were cut from salt 
and even a taste would leave bumps in 
mean mouths. 
Braid hair, talk small 
fill mailboxes with 
emptiness. 
A woman’s father dies 
a man is bankrupt 
student loans insulate their starter home. 
Suburbia won’t answer 
past eight—there are buses to be 
caught and crust-bowls soaking 
in the sink. 
The dial tone is the microcosm 
of an earthquake 
in a mouse maze 
while you’re still turning corners 
—stuck thinking about how strange 
it is knowing that fathers 
die first. 

Youth Democracy and the 
Entertainment Industries 

Communications 397SS
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II. At the child’s end 
I felt the snap of elastic arteries, 

The untethering, 
The slow death of asphyxiation, 

Our cord cut loose. 

I was flung into empty space, 
Gasping in the dark, 

Hands clawing, 
Ripping through my pink flesh, 

The cracking of bones resounding in my skull. 

That’s how I knew my end was coming, 
Because without you, 

Mother, How could I be? 

I settled in to waiting, 
My ribs pried open, 

Lungs scoured and fluttering, 
Heart drumming my own procession, 

& yet 
For all my waiting 

I did not die. 

I. At the child’s beginning 
Carolyn Parker-Fairbain

From the beginning it was you & me. 
I came into this world 
Soft and bloody 
& you were there. 

Gloved hands lifted our cord, 
Red blossomed into our genesis. 
The first cut a shock 
But not an untethering. 
Blades could not sever 
This eternal band between us, 
Pulsing as our lifeblood made its exchange, 
Mother to child. 
As long as I am, 
You are. 

dreaming into tomorrow
Alyvia Petrozza
Digital Photography 
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death of the mother//tangerine 
mountain 

Angelina Luo

loving her in the great american wilderness 
melting faster than her favorite samples of honey 
ears buzzing like the hornet’s nest 
her voice is good in the hold of our shared forest. 

our arms brushed for the first time 
when we went to the farmer’s market 
placed our hands on the same tangerine and i told you 
i will buy it, i will peel it, we will eat it together. 

you tasted the first drop of me as it rained 
and we took cover in the backrooms 
with a lone beetle listening on the rotted wall 
i reassure her i still like her hair when it is wet. 

i wanted to make it right for her 
i wanted to dance in the rain 
and forget about the human condition, 
forget about the bugs, forget about the men 

it would be easier if we were eight again. 
i would say: 

i will give you the smoothest rocks in my collection 
i will give you a lipstick print on a sticky note 
i will give you the dahlias outside, root and all 
(i am sorry because i used my mom’s lipstick though) 

and she wouldn’t notice 
the way i pluck the most perfect leaf 
out of her hair after we play outside 
she wouldn’t notice the way i am awake 

because the breeze blows on our eyelashes crazy 

telling me to kiss her and do it wrong the first time 
clumsy on my feet looking 
for the corner of the violet’s lips. 

all we hear is the quiet aching of june 
of the bees who love girls 
that wear lavender scented perfume 
and pink, love-bitten skin 

of the roots who crave our tears once we realize 
the grandmother of a tree 
is the only mother who loves us 
& takes us in with the soil-children 

to my second mother: 
let me feel her breath in my ear 
soft like the cattail’s flower, 
let me keep loving her in the forest this june. 

Wabi-Sabi
Shriya Agrawal

Acrylic on Canvas



40 41

The Temptress is the Moon 
Angelina Luo

I took my copy of your face and lay on the daybed 
where all the rest of my books piled up on the floor. 
I have been reading them for the past few weeks —
holy words; sweet words hallucinating kisses; 
collision of people and the same sorts of death 
Her warmth melts into my living room couch. 
Girl of my dreams, did she wake & decide to own the color black? 
Changes into satin after her last swig of sunlight 
honeyed skin / desperate curls reaching for my pads-for-fingers 
velvet-tasting rosebud cheeks / coffee ground teeth / 50% sugar 
I can taste you millions of miles away. 

different girls for different kinds of lips / different types of apparitions 
different brews on the shelf / different tasting every time 
and so you sat yourself in my chaise, linen skirt and white gloves 
You are welcome to eat the apple and cheese on the table, 
bite it like a heart and tell me how good it tastes 
How did you know that I’ve been crying? 
I sit myself next to you on the kitchen counter 
hold your hand for a bit and hope you know, too, 
I like it 
& I swish the stain around in my mouth. 

Pac-Moon
Dadagian Goldman
Digital Photography

A Paw Submerged
Allison McKean 

Rejoice— 
For you are the beauty 
Of the Cat in the Bathwater— 
That says “no thanks” 
On Sundays when it’s frank 
And tidy, the air 

laps up against the floorboards and shoe 
laces trace the music of 
The days, long and wide—a smile At night 
The trees, opera-like, sealed in by the window 
cobalt and cozy 
against the aging flesh 
of the sky 
The kettle, left boiling 
The kettle—harmonizing in new Lyric— 
The honeydew in hair, your fingers in between 

a fold, moonlike, the crescent presents 
The trouble of Write—the marigold Lies 
authored by Efforts charming and hazy 
these words trying to hold themselves; onto themselves 
through one cold step into the doorway 

It’s rumored you don’t like much of a story 
Afraid of things that make you Large; the gleaming overcoat, 
a crescendoing Pine astute in the yard 
this new tremor—shaking 
like a gutter in a clank 
a windshield in a crack 
a sound waiting to become a noise 
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Needle in the Haystack
Lara Stecewycz

Teeth-brushing and hair-washing over the dishes 
In the kitchen sink. Over his mouth
He spreads a mask of white cream

Like feathers before 
Scraping away at the cloudiness and
Wiping his face, finished with a feast.

He swings the dirtied white towel over his shoulder,
A perch,
As if carrying a dead goose.

Grey gunk beneath 
Fingernails from scratching at grease on his head, waxing and round 
Like the rounded roof of his old revving Porsche

In his garage the size of a dream,
His office the size of a forehead and filled with
Wind-up cars.

In his garage, a freezer filled
With dead birds neatly wrapped in wax
Paper.

Kneeling on the ground behind the final row 
Of pews: my 
Father, his hands and lips pressed gently together 
Like between his palms and on his tongue, he’s holding 
A flightless bird.

Who are you really, 
Father?

Who am I really,
Father?

 Five to Nine Yards 
Soha Habib

Five to nine yards: the number of yards it takes to create a saree. Five to 
nine yards of intricacy. Five to nine yards of unstitched history. This is what I 
was thinking as I stared at my reflection in the mirror wrapped in a saree that 
I had chosen for the junior prom. My decision to wear that saree has helped 
me find strength in my roots in a way I hadn’t expected. 

My mother and I had been arguing for months over what I would wear to 
prom. I had wanted to buy an elegant ball gown; she had wanted me to look 
through a rusty bin in the attic full of sarees. She said wearing a saree would 
make me unique; I scoffed at the idea. That was the reason why I didn’t want 
to wear one. After days of bickering, my mother talked me into trying on a 
coral blue saree adorned with gold sequins. The saree was my mother’s, and 
her mother’s, and her mother’s. 

It was sarees like this, she told me, that have been a great witness to our 
family’s history. My great grandmother wore a saree while she stood for hours 
on the streets of India selling fruit to provide for her children; my grandmother 
wore one as she and her family migrated into the new found Pakistan in the 
summer of 1947; my own mother was wearing a saree when she left her home 
for America. Now, a saree was there for me as I wore it to prom, the staple of 
the American high school experience. The girl who was staring at her reflection 
was different from the women in her family, and felt it. 

Unlike them, I was born and raised in a land full of people who didn’t look 
like me. Consequently, I grew into a typical American teenager: I use social 
media mindlessly, I can’t keep up with the ever changing trends, yet I somehow 
find myself keeping up with the Kardashians. 

The women in my family faced different struggles. My struggle was to 
belong in America with a third culture identity. A phrase coined to describe 
children who have been raised in a country with a different culture from their 
parents. Never has anything described me so well, but I wouldn’t accept this 
label. I was embarrassed by my father’s thick accent, my clothes that reeked 
of spices, and my parents when they spoke Urdu in public. I found myself 
running from my religion, my culture, my roots. The women who wore that 
saree before me would have been disappointed in me for losing the beautiful 
culture that we share. 

Surprisingly, I was fine with that.
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The Emperor
Calder Robbins
Digital Photography

The Season’s Green Genocide
Walker Resnick 

The yellow veins of light spread out 
Across the leaf as blades of grass 
Softly caress the red face of the 
Curled up piece of what had once 
Been so vibrantly green. 

It sits among so many 
Other individual stories. 
Stories of what was once 
Green but is now yellow, 
Brown, red, and all shades 
In between. 

A field of dead leaves 
Blanketing a bed of resentful 
grass. The great battle is being 
Waged again. 

The desperate, competition 
For sunlight and the desolate hope That 
they will not be forgotten about By those 
nice men raking, or even better Those 
huge blow dryers 
That they call leaf blowers. 

The knowledge that all is hopeless, 
That the white, wet snow will slowly 
Smother their dreams. All their 
hopes, Fears, and ambitions will 
forever be Snuffed out. It is hard to 
live an entire Life, an entire 
generation in a year. 

I was fine with giving it all up to belong in a room without the feeling of 
being hated before being known. But even when I resented my culture, the 
saree somehow found its way when I needed its strength. 

I walked into the park where prom pictures were being captured. As I passed 
a sea of colorful ball gowns, my heart raced thinking about all those heads 
turning to get a glimpse of my strange choice for a prom dress, but instead of 
stares, I got multiple compliments. My mind was finally at ease: I still belonged 
even though I was visibly different. 

Five to nine yards is what it took for me to think about what it means to 
belong. The day of my junior prom was a turning point in my quest to find 
myself. I have realized that my hyphenated identity as a Pakistani-American 
has only made me a more confident person in accepting who I am. Ironically, 
it was this quintessential American rite of passage that has enabled me to be 
more comfortable with who I am. I am now the fourth generation of strong 
women to wear a saree proudly. 
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Indigo Woods 
Julian Mendoza

Nomad, tree-born, 
cryptic calypso 
wading through 
wind-swept branches, 
if embraced too tight 
by vines wound 
taut around his windpipe 
while sheathing his ode 
to the nymphs 
that call the sylvan 
their home, 
an orpheum 
for a newcomer’s symphony, 
long-awaited concierto, his 
long-awaited newly-completed idea 
born from roots 
still porpoising through 
this silten atmosphere, 
going to battle with 
snakes, banishing them 
back to their pits 
all the while 
whistling to us 
his tree-born sea shantey 
as willing captives 
capture drops of euphony 
in a rain dish 
in hopes of 
finally 
feeding this tree again. 

Heather’s Tree
Calder Robbins
Digital Photography

Willow 
Samantha Meagher

Through winding paths hikers retreat 
There She is offering them a seat. 
Her wide roots engulf their sore 

Her violent green leaves shading them ‘til they restore 

They leave before twilight 
Forgetting to wish Her goodnight 

And return home to their husbands and wives, 
Forward with their hectic lives. 

And forget about the old Willow now alone in the night. 

But She forgives them because She remembers 
That when daylight comes this September 

A new member of the forest will attend Her. 

But it is not September, it is December, 
And the dates are hard to remember 

When days repeat and friends forget Her. 
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Her leaves dry up and fall one by one 
And her final friend leaves: the Sun. 
All alone in the frost bitten wintry 

Her branches hang dreary 
And no one wishes to accompany 

Her; Her roots grow shy 
And She longs for the season of the Gemini. 

Then one morning, a visitor appears 
In the brisk wind, a gift he bears. 

Her leaves sway left and right, 
Swelling with delight, 
And back and forth, 

Because someone finally knows her worth. 

His gift roars and shakes with delight 
And critters scatter the woods with fright. 

It is now She knows he does not bear gifts 
As the ground beneath begins to shift 

Her roots uplift and her cries are dismissed. 

She looks up at the sky and spots her old friend 
The Sun; “Oh, Willow, I was never away, 

You just never saw Me when Your mind was affray, 
The clouds prevented my light 

And when they were gone, then so did the night.” 
Willow listened to Sun through Her faded branches, 

Wishing earth could spare some chances. 
But as the visitor chanted and grew nearer 

Her fate was never clearer. 

Winter goes and flowers bud 
New boots leave prints in the May mud. 

Through winding paths hikers retreat 
There, She is no longer offering them a seat. 

No wide roots engulf their sore, 
Nor green leaves to help energy restore.

6:23
Stephanie Bergmann
Digital Photography

May 
Catherine Buckley 

A quilt, stitched with shades of blush pink and pastel yellow, 
put together by the creased hands of my grandmother, 
is pinned under your shoulders and heels. 

Your neck rests against the skin of my crossed legs 
while my arms take place along the sides of your cheeks, 
hands finding a home cupped around your chin. 

Upside down, I meet your gaze with a newfound green in my eyes 
and press my thumbs into your shoulders. 
I watch as the edges of your lips begin to curve, suggesting a smile. 

Sometimes the warmth sneaks up on you, 
like in April, when sunbeams seep through a thick haze after a storm. 

Other times it presents itself to you surely, like in May, 
when, no matter where, you took my hand and showed me the sun. 
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Arguments Make the Best Paintings
Walker Resnick

Words are tricky things. Never there in the right combination when you 
really need to say something, yet always eagerly lining up in order to hurl 
insult or abuse. Words like manipulative, controlling, irresponsible, and many 
others jumbled together. They seem to enjoy being forcibly directed at things 
or people much more than being spoken softly. Yet, when the heat cools, and 
the time for rational words comes, those words that so gleefully skipped out 
of our mouths hang in the air between us as a palpable fog. A painting of hurt 
and anger with a terrible beauty, the beauty of a car accident, of watching a 
train derail, one that cannot be looked away from, yet is repellent. The painting 
draws our attention, and we fix on it with a horrified fascination. Unsure of 
how exactly it was painted, fearing what it means, and yet so relieved to get 
the paints on the canvas. Those paints that are now off our chests. 

Then the regret sets in and those words that had so willingly spilled out of 
our mouths dry up. They slink back into the depths that is just beyond our 
reach. We look at each other, unsure what to say. What can we say to cover over 
the brushstrokes that we have so thoughtlessly cast? I fumble for something 
to say, latching upon that old, hollow refrain: I’m sorry. What does that mean 
anymore? How could it possibly stand on its own compared to the weight of 
words that we have flung at each other, words that found a terrible eloquence 
in outpouring of emotion. 

I recently read an article that so insightfully identified the words “I’m sorry” 
as not really intended to end an argument, or even as words of regret. Espe-
cially between couples or parents and children, those that fight with relative 
regularity and must continue to live civilly together afterwards. The author of 
the article postulated that “I’m sorry” has become a placeholder. A throwaway 
line that means nothing, simply a promise that we will get back to the fight 
at some later date. 

This is especially true in quarantine. This is the joy and cruel irony of a 
practice that has been named social distancing. It allows us space from all but 
those closest to us. It intensifies the simplest tasks, making each small action 
one fraught with a myriad of dangers and extra steps. This confinement leads 
us more and more back to the canvas. Always reluctantly, always with regret 
after, yet somehow captives to the intricate web that we have cast. 

And so, the painting continues to hang in the space between us. I am not 
sure when we first hammered in the nail from which it is hung. It has been 
many years, each new layer of color adding a serenity to the picture that is 

Fernweh
Shriya Agrawal

Watercolor on Paper
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as beautiful as it is superficial. The ephemeral peace that exists between each 
new trip to the painting studio is that much more fleeting for the time we 
spend looking at the painting. We know that it will do us no good, that it will 
lead to only pain, but we cannot help but admire the landscape that we have 
spent years creating. It is a record of a life shared, resentments built up, and 
instances of having let each other down. In this way, we look at it, even when 
we tell ourselves not to, our inner eyes drawn to it without conscious intent. 
We look out at the map of hurt and find those things that we always come back 
to fighting about. These are the best parts of the landscape, the most detailed 
and lovingly painted aspects. It is in this way, the focusing on the canvas, not 
the other person that leads us back into the studio again and again. 

Yet, it is also a testament to the deep love that exists between us, that we 
have labored so intensively to create a canvas of pain but have not been broken 
under its weight. We have endured, become stronger, closer in the molten fire 
of our joint creative endeavor. This is comforting, and somehow makes the 
great tragedy of the painting a thing of great depth and grace.

This particular layer of paint began when I was living at home with my 
mother. I am 23 years old and had been living my own independent life up 
until we all went into quarantine, when I moved back in with my mother. 
I went out to buy Elena Ferrante’s My Brilliant Friend—a book I had been 
wanting to read ever since I saw the first few episodes of the HBO show and 
was enthralled by the beauty and power of the world and characters that she 
created—from the local Barnes & Noble. What had once been a relatively 
simple act now, with the pandemic, became a mire of complication. Instead of 
simply walking into the store and finding the correct title on the shelf, I had 
to go online, make my selection, and purchase from the store’s website. Only 
then could I drive over and pickup my selection. Fortunately, with the new 
loosened restrictions, I was able to walk into the front part of the bookstore 
and pick up my order at the desk, rather than wait for someone to bring me 
the book in my car. 

When I returned to the car, I remembered the instructions that my mother 
had given me, the only conditions under which she would feel comfortable 
with me buying a book. For about the hundredth time since the middle of 
March, I was struck by the control that these tiny airborne particles had over 
my life. Unbidden, and unwelcome resentment crept into my consciousness 
as I went through the motions—sanitize any part of my body that even acci-
dentally came into contact with the book. This small act, however much my 
rationality understood its necessity, seemed a huge burden, an added task to a 
life that was already full of small, mundane, and seemingly meaningless tasks. 

As might be expected, upon returning home with the book, I was excited 
to open it up and dive into the new world whose door had, up until now, 

been locked to me. It was the excited anticipation of discovery. Yet, despite 
this flowery description, what I was planning on doing was no unusual act; it 
was an act that thousands of people do around the world every day.

Forcing myself to wait, I again followed the protocol upon which I was 
allowed to go out and spend my own money for my own use and pleasure—use 
and pleasure that had nothing to do with my mother; yet, at the same time, 
it of course had everything to do with her. I put the book on a table in the 
backyard, letting it sit in the sun for an hour before turning it over to give the 
back cover the same treatment. That miraculous golden orb that gives us life 
was giving yet another gift, the gift of purification from any remnants of viral 
contamination that the paper might be hiding. 

I vividly recall the excitement with which I went out to collect the book at 
the end of the two hours it had spent outside. It was finally time. I took the 
book inside only to find my mother standing in my way. “I saw where you had 
the books sitting. They were in the shade, there was no sun.” I was annoyed. It 
seemed, to that small, petty part of myself, that she was intentionally putting 
up barriers to my enjoyment. In her defense, she was right. 

“Please wipe it down with rubbing alcohol.” She said. This demand was 
one too many for me. I sighed and rolled my eyes. In retrospect—in truth, 
even then—I completely understand where my mother’s concern, a perfectly 
valid concern, came from. I could acknowledge the wisdom of the idea, and 
yet, the emotional core in me that was at the end of patience would not yield 
its indignation. 

I, being a good son, grudgingly sat down and took a paper towel and wet 
it with some rubbing alcohol. I used it to wipe down the surfaces of the book. 
I looked up at my mother to see if she was, finally, satisfied. She held her 
hand out, “may I see it?” Upon receiving it, she began to carefully examine 
my work. After a few seconds, she took the rubbing alcohol and wet another 
paper towel, proceeding to wipe the book down again. This is what pushed 
me over the edge. Not only was she stopping me from reading my book, she 
didn’t trust that I could safely sanitize it? 

“What?” I asked. “You don’t trust me?” 
“I’m just making sure that it’s completely sanitized.” 
I stood up aggressively. Without meaning to, I was forcefully reminding 

her of my physical power over her. Power I had no desire to use, but, is always 
lurking in the background of our arguments. “I already sanitized it.” 

She looked at me angrily. “Please don’t use physical intimidation tactics on 
me. I’m just trying to get the best peace of mind I can. I would have rather you 
set the book aside for a few days, but no, you had to read it today.” 

“And I followed your protocols,” I said feeling my voice rise. “I set it out in 
the sun, I wiped it down, and now you don’t trust me to do even the simplest things.” 
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She set the book down on the table and walked into the other room to 
do some tidying. I followed, unwilling to end the argument there. Partially 
because I didn’t want to give her the satisfaction of the last word, and partially 
because I wanted to mend the rift between us. “What do you want from me?” 
She demanded. “You have your book, now let’s just move on.” 

“I want you to loosen up and stop being so controlling of my every move, 
lighten up and trust me.” I was practically begging at this point, my voice stuck 
between anger and pleading.

“I would be happy to do that when you stop acting immaturely and 
acknowledge the real dangers that I am trying to protect myself from.” She 
replied. 

I felt bad even as we argued. I knew that, from a rational perspective, I 
was completely in the wrong. Hers was not an unreasonable fear. That is what 
makes my reaction so petty, so ungrateful. This was a woman who had spent 
all my life trying to keep me healthy and safe. Am I not willing to do the same 
for her? What does this say about me? This is what quarantine has become —an 
examination of how spoiled I, in fact, am. Yet I couldn’t seem to pull back the 
words that were flying out of my mouth. With the parting shot “you are so 
manipulative!” I stormed out of the room, taking the book with me. 

The karma of my actions followed me even then. Upon settling down with 
the book in my room, I was too angry to be able to focus on reading. I fumed, 
more at my own eagerness to make everything a battle than her demands. 
Seeing the errors of my ways, I brought the book back downstairs and went 
to talk to her. 

I offered the book to my mother saying, “why don’t we put this aside for a 
few days like you originally wanted. I genuinely would be alright with that.” 

She looked at me with an almost pleading gaze. “What do you want from 
me?” Her tone was annoyed and angry. “I would have wanted that, but now 
that we’ve sanitized the book and you’ve made such a big deal out of reading 
it, any comfort I might get out of putting it aside is gone. Please don’t yank 
me around like this. I don’t want you make me feel bad for doing what is 
necessary to make me feel comfortable.” She thought I was trying to guilt-trip 
her into not being angry. 

This was the furthest thing from my thoughts. It was my way of trying to 
erase some of the paint that had flown between us. It was a genuine offer that, 
while annoying, would have been one that I could have truly accepted without 
rancor, now that my emotions had cooled. Her reaction reinforced harshly the 
truth that one cannot scrub out the paint one has cast. It has already dried, 
already become an indelible part of the canvas.

Sweet Potato Fries 
Ari Robinson

When you sold me your windbreaker, 
I didn’t know 
It came with this beautiful 
note from your grandmother 
Now, although you’ve ripped me off, 
I feel as if I’ve stolen from you . . . 
Lacking an envelope 
I decide it’s alright for me to read, 
as you must have already 
“To your future wife”
Therein lies a recipe for sweet potato fries 
Which your Bubby (as well as I) 
knew you would never make  

I think I’ll bring some sweet potato fries 
to your apartment next Shabbos 
So you can eat a piece 
of your dead grandmother’s soul 

Electric Ave.
Dadagian Goldman
Digital Photography
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Eigengrau 
Shriya Agrawal

Light. 
it shines 

within you. 
deep, 

tenebrous, 
vulnerable. 

bouncing off 
your hardened 

exterior-
it’s blinding. 

it passes 
through the prism 

of your heart. 
why do I see pitch 

black instead of 
v i b g y o r? 

you let the dark 
win you over. 

it has now 
become your 

light. all 
encompassing 

and unretractable; 
not even the 

flower of the 
sun can bring 

you back. 
It scorches me. 

Burned and 
bruised, like 

a Phoenix 
I rise from 

the ashes. 

And you like a snake swallow me whole. 

Identitree Crisis: Using Nature to 
Define the Human Experience in 
Zora Neale Hurston’s Their Eyes 

Were Watching God 
Marina Goldman 

Zora Neale Hurston’s novel Their Eyes Were Watching God follows Janie 
Crawford as she grapples with life and love in early 20th century southern 
Florida. Armed with her grandmother’s commentary, Janie deepens her under-
standing of what it means to be a Black woman with each new marriage and 
her periods of independence between them. This wisdom takes the form of 
metaphors and similes evocative of the natural world, leaving Janie’s humanity 
out of the equation. The very language Janie uses to make sense of being a 
Black woman inhibits her ability to see herself as human in the first place. As 
a result, Janie further loses touch with her own humanity by replacing human 
connection in relationships with natural phenomena. 

The book begins with Janie returning home from her final misadventure: 
she killed her third husband out of self defense after a rabid dog bite whittled 
away his sanity and she left the court trial for his murder a free woman. She tells 
her story to Phoebe, her friend of 20 years, and as she retraces her steps, “Janie 
saw her life like a giant tree in leaf with the things suffered, things enjoyed, 
things done and undone. Dawn and doom was in the branches” (8). Janie’s 
innate perception of herself is a non-human entity. By comparing herself to 
a tree, she loses the very abstract complexity that distinguishes humans from 
all other living creatures. A giant tree is indicative of a fully developed and 
grounded organism shaped by its natural environment. Just as trees are at the 
mercy of the natural world around them, so, too, does Janie feel that her life 
and experience as a Black woman is already decided for her. She is certain that 
whether or not she is attuned to her identity, being a Black woman spells doom 
and suffering because of the world she lives in. Nanny supplements Janie’s 
tree analogy by declaring that, “‘colored folks is branches without roots,”’(16) 
totally contradicting Janie’s philosophy about her character by using the same 
dehumanizing comparison. Whereas Janie assumes being Black means the 
world creates an identity for her, Nanny claims that being Black means not 
having a connection to one’s origin to base an identity off of to begin with. 
Nanny attributes this lack of belonging and sense of self as to why, ‘“things 
come round in queer ways,”’ for Black people, mirroring Janie’s rationale that 
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being Black guarentees suffering (16). While Janie concludes that she suffers 
because she is Black, Nanny introduces Janie to the suffering that comes from 
not knowing one’s own history and culture. Without being connected to the 
roots of the plant they come from, the branches cannot grow into their full 
potential; without having a background to internalize, Janie cannot grow into 
her identity as a person of color. Beyond referring to the Black body as flora, 
Nanny tells Janie how the Black female body is considered fauna. To Nanny, 
“‘De nigger woman is de mule uh de world”’ (14). This scornful metaphor 
denounces Janie as an animal and outlines how the world measures the worth 
of Black women. Mules are service animals exploited for unglamorous, uncom-
fortable, and undesirable work, and despite how valuable an asset they are, 
people consider mules lowly, repulsive creatures. In accordance with Nanny’s 
social status model, Janie will always be on the bottom and treated as such. 
Moreover, Janie learns that the pain and trauma of racism and sexism she faces 
as a Black woman occurs as naturally as the poor treatment of a mule.

In order to get in touch with her physical figure, Janie refers to parts of her 
body as, “glossy leaves and bursting buds,” equating her readiness to be phys-
ically intimate with a blooming flower ready to pollinate (11). Not only does 
she replace her human features with those of a plant, she also defines herself 
by her sexual development. In this way, she sees herself as a sexual being even 
before a human being, a core feature of the Jezebel stereotype. Attending to 
her sexuality before her humanity yields her understanding of what makes a 
robust, engaging life: sex. Now that she considers herself physically mature 
enough, “to struggle with life”, she is confused by how, “it seemed to elude 
her,” wondering, “Where were the singing bees for her?” (11). The metaphor 
she relies on to make sense of intimacy is void of human interaction, and 
by extension void of the individuality awarded by being human. Paralleling 
herself to a plant, partners to bees, and pollination to sex, Janie reasons that 
the natural order of life requires being in a relationship to ensure personal 
fulfillment. Janie wants to know where the action is in every sense of the word, 
and she decides that she is not getting any because she is alone. In fact, Janie 
asks herself, “Did marriage end the cosmic loneliness of the unmated? Did 
marriage compel love like the sun the day?” (21). Her language is reminiscent 
of celestial bodies but not human bodies, yet again taking the human out 
of human interaction. Marriage is a construct exclusive to humans, but the 
closest Janie gets to making this distinction is by referring to humans as “the 
unmated.” The deliberate use of this word further explicates how Janie defines 
people by their sexuality, and solidifies her notion that the purpose of life is 
sex. Moreover, Janie resolves that not being in a relationship automatically 
elicits loneliness as large as the vacuum of space, and marriage fills that infinite 
void. Likewise, Janie speculates that love necessitates marriage just like the sun 

necessitates the dawn of a new day: one cannot happen without the other, and 
there is no sense in defining them separately. However, Nanny’s criteria for 
love and marriage has nothing to do with emotions and everything to do with 
natural resources. Nanny is excited for Janie’s marriage because Janie, “‘Got a 
house bought and paid for and sixty acres uh land right on de big road...Dis 
love!”’ (25). Nanny’s definition of love is a transaction of property rather than 
an abstract feeling, oversimplifying a complex human emotion into ownership 
over the natural world. Nanny tries to put the gravity of Janie’s marriage into 
perspective for her, rejoicing that the land and property Janie has acquired 
is, “‘de very prong all us black women gits hung up on,”’ (25). Essentially, 
Nanny assures Janie that she has won at life as a Black woman not because she 
is married to someone whom she loves and loves her back, but because she is 
married to someone who offers her land. Appraising the acquisition of land 
as the most that Janie can hope for in seeking love as a Black woman informs 
how little she can expect out of life; if this is the best possible relationship 
that Janie, and any Black woman, can aspire to be in, then she cannot expect 
anything more than material gain. 

The ways in which Janie is celebrated and condemned deny her of her 
humanity, rendering Janie’s figuration of herself as relentlessly imprisoning. 
None of the analogies she learns, creates, and internalizes to understand the 
human experience allow her to see herself as a human. She is as deplorable and 
unrefined as a mule, yet as breathtakingly sexual as a flower. Her identity is as 
large and sturdy as a tree, yet as disconnected from her ancestry and heritage 
as a stray branch. The fallout of never being able to see herself as an individual 
human prevents her from being able to see herself as a human in relationships: 
she uses the natural world to warp her perception of both. Zora Neale Hurston 
distills Janie’s humanity throughout the story to portray the constriction of 
Black female subjectivity, both as an individual and in relationships. Therefore, 
Zora Neale Hurston claims that restoration for Black women is foreclosed as 
a consequence of racism and sexism. 

Works Cited 
Hurston, Zora Neale. Their Eyes Were Watching God. Modern Classics ed., 

HarperCollins Publishers, 2006.  
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Naz
Shriya Agrawal
Woodcut

Pink 
Paris O’Brien

And you asked me, 
Do you love me? 
By asking me, 
Do you want to stay? 
And god knows I do. 

Does that phrase make sense? 
I don’t even believe in god, 
But I do believe in love. 
And I believe in myself. 
So I know I’m in love with you. 

It’s taken way too long, 
To realize I love you. 
It’s embarrassing and all consuming, 
That I’ve been endlessly falling, 
With my eyes closed. 

The air around me stings, 
Cause I know you haven’t seen it, 
But I’m still here. 
I can’t explain me, 
Any better than I can try. 

This is all to say that, 
That is why this feeling, 
Is my prized possession; 
I am vast because of it. 
And I will hold your hand, 
If you let me. 

13 Angels
Paula Rodriguez

Digital Comic



62 63

 The Enigma of Twelfth Night—An 
Exploration 

 Sarah Shams

Trevor Nunn’s 1996 adaptation of Twelfth Night presents a delightful 
comedy of mistaken identity, sexual confusion and class contempt that artfully 
transmutes the anachronistic humour of its source material into a farce more 
palatable to a modern audience. In doing so, Nunn invokes the true spirit of 
Shakespearean canon; for under the guise of comic diversion there exists a 
realm in which the unrestrained excess of festivity is never far from tipping into 
violence and cruelty, projecting an air of melancholy unto a play hallmarked 
for its joviality.  

Firstly, it must be stated that the considerable artistic liberties taken by 
Nunn in his adaptation enhance rather than derail the action and atmosphere 
of the play. This is perhaps most evident when one considers that the film 
fleshes out the more subtle motifs of the play, such that the implicit becomes 
explicit, notably with regards to the homoerotic subtext that pervades the play’s 
romantic relationships. Leaning on source material that is rife with the recurring 
question of gender and sexual identity, the film, too, provokes such questions 
in its portrayal of same-sex attractions within the Viola-Orsino-Olivia love 
triangle, and further still with Sebastian and Antonio’s associations. At the very 
premise of the film, Nunn introduces the relationship between Orsino (Toby 
Stephens) and his servant, Cesario (Imogen Stubbs) as one that transcends the 
bond he shares with his other attendants, whose resentment becomes clear as 
they contemptuously view Orsino’s clear favour of the “boy” (0:11:44) as he 
plays the soft notes of a piano refrain at his master’s whim. That it is this very 
music against which Orsino recites his most renowned verses on love is no 
arbitrary artistic choice. Orsino, reclining languorously on a sofa surrounded 
by the splendour of his home, then melodramatically proclaims, “If music be 
the food of love, play on;” (0:11:44). Such a scene being prefaced by the high-
strung tension of an adrenaline-charged chase sequence where Viola narrowly 
escapes armed Illyrian soldiers quickly establishes that Illyria is a country at 
the brink of war. Why, then, is its ruler so callously lamenting upon his woes 
in love as if there are no greater concerns? Though the cast binding his injured 
arm in early scenes of the film suggests some level of involvement in this loom-
ing war, it does little to alleviate Orsino’s aggravatingly affected air, which is 
brought to light in his very first verses. Orsino, by confession, is “sick to the 
surfeit of love” (0:11:55), marking excess as an incapacitating illness. So too 
does Olivia (Helena Bonham Carter), Orsino’s object of affection, echo such 

a sentiment upon the realization of her feelings for Cesario as she wistfully 
ponders upon how “quickly one may catch the plague” ( 0:37:15). That love is 
recurrently equated with death and decay is no concomitance in a film that is 
rife with sexual innuendo and morbid poetic symbolism. Olivia and Viola’s first 
encounter, for instance, is extrapolated by Nunn as having occurred within the 
bounds of a graveyard where the former’s brother is to be buried, magnifying 
the play’s pre-existing air of sorrow. Despite Feste’s comical jibes about her 
being a “fool” to mourn a brother presumably “in heaven” (0:24:28), Olivia 
remains persistent in her cloister until Cesario’s arrival—whereupon she is 
quick to “draw the curtain” and reveal her “picture” (0:33:12), in a scene that 
is punctuated by Bonham Carter’s coyly flirtatious assertations, quite trans-
parently conveying her character’s interest in the latter. That in their following 
encounter Olivia appears to Cesario in a gown of festive turquoise rather than 
mourning black speaks volumes. So it is thus in this scene, where Olivia’s 
descent out of mourning is marked by the moment she gestures her servants to 
leave her “alone” (0:31:03) in the presence of Cesario, despite the request being 
in direct contradiction with her desire to forsake male company. Thus is her 
love proven to be as depthless as it is fickle, in much the same sense as Orsino’s 
affections are. After all, both characters change their affections at the drop of 
a hat (or a veil, if you will) by the film’s close, though this heteronormative 
reinstatement of relationships is more a reflection of the social norms of the 
time rather than a reflection of the dramatis personae. Viola’s coy admittance of 
being a “gentlemen” (0:36:13) and all further exploitations of her false identity 
then exacerbate this gender confusion, which culminate in the following scene. 
Here, the audience contains  their laughter as Viola struggles to maintain her 
disguise as Orsino offers her a pipe, and she, being inexperienced in the more 
masculine habit of smoking it, comically supresses a wracking cough. What 
follows is a moment of quite meditation on the nature of love against which 
Feste performs a sombre melody exploring the connection between love and 
youth. Indeed, Feste’s rather mournful tone as he chants, “Youth’s a stuff will 
not endure” (0:44:02) brings forth the play’s darker elements of death and 
decay, and call into the question the power of appearances in the nature of 
love. Youth, in its splendour, grants one beauty; thus it follows that in this 
realm of superficial attraction, youth is correlated with the passions of love as 
well. Should this youthful beauty wane, so too shall that love’s passion; a fact 
most evidently exhibited in the depiction of the wistful young lovers relative 
to the portrayal of their ageing counterparts, who are bitter and maliciously 
absurd, and whose expressions show palpable, grief-stricken resonance with 
each falling intonation of Feste’s song. 

In a manner most common to cinematic convention, the scene then repeat-
edly flits between Orsino and Cesario’s billiard game and Olivia’s estate in a 
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manner unattainable by the static frames of stage, imbuing the scene with 
a heightened level of sexual tension. Here, a wide-eyed Viola, awash with 
the fireplace’s glow, gazes longingly upon Orsino as he, face shrouded in the 
darkened light of the room, remains nonchalant; oblivious, even, to the affec-
tions developing before him. Even so, one may argue that Orsino, on some 
subconscious level, reciprocates and even encourages this attraction by his 
manner, which remains equally flirtatious in its devices; though admittedly 
this interpretation possibly misconstrues the bounds of male friendship for 
romantic love as defined by the late Victorian period (or, in the case of the 
play, the Elizabethan era). However, taking the liberty of the modern lens, 
one can postulate that Orsino is perhaps deliberately exacerbating Cesario’s 
emerging affections by urging him to reveal the nature of the “kind of woman” 
(0:46:38) he is attracted to, to which Cesario ironically replies as being “Of 
your complexion.” (0:46:41) After all, a flimsy moustache is but Cesario’s only 
outward claim to manhood, thus necessitating a heavy measure of suspension 
of disbelief on part of the audience, especially given Orsino’s own constant 
references to Cesario’s effeminate appearance. In an earlier scene where Orsino 
and Cesario sit against the glow of a rising horizon and crashing waves, Orsino 
jestingly remarks upon Cesario’s “small pipe” which is “as a maiden’s organ” 
(0:15:38), and, of his form, which is, “semblative of a woman’s part.” (0:15:44) 
The obvious sexual undertones of these verses cannot be overlooked, nor can 
their idyllic, romantic setting. Is it such a leap of faith to postulate that Orsino, 
being bestowed with the wise station of a noble-born ruler, can see past Cesario’s 
simple machinations? What, then, would be the implications of these thin-
ly-veiled same-sex attractions? While this interpretation may appear contrived, 
it can be reasonably extrapolated to Feste, who emerges undoubtedly as the 
true omnipresent power within both film and stage adaptations. Certainly it 
is so that Feste, portrayed brilliantly by Ben Kingsley, is not a mere object of 
jest, but an omnipresent force who expresses his wisdom in the maxims of 
the Fool, to the extent that metatheatrical readings of the play attribute his 
shrewdness to that of Divinity. Indeed, it is Feste, perched symbolically atop 
an ocean cliffside, who first lays eyes upon Viola as she washes up on Illyria’s 
shores, and who subsequently regards her with cool scrutiny later on.  A sense 
of discomfiture is then induced within the viewers as the implications of this 
realization become clear, and one is left wondering whether Feste will serve 
as the play’s foil for much of the film’s entirety, casting a permanent shadow 
across the many merriments that subsequently transpire.  Yet another element 
that exacerbates this shadow is the fate of the self-righteous Malvolio, whose 
fall from grace holds tragic resonance in what is otherwise a joyous ending. In 
a moment of supreme irony, the Fool, dressed in a Parson’s livery, is shown to 
punish the disrobed, disgraced righteous man while the audience watches in 

dismay through the lens of the “most notoriously abused” (2:05:16) Malvolio 
himself, whose darkened silhouette is awash with sunlight streaming hesitantly 
through the prison bars, in an allegorical representation of the austere moral 
bounds entrapping a Puritan such as he. As Sir Toby weds Maria and the 
newfound lovers Olivia and Sebastian passionately kiss, Malvolio begs for his 
freedom in darkness only to have the window shut abruptly upon his marred 
face. The barred window then becomes a direct view to the outside world’s 
festivity and joy, which has, through marriage, been brought to a fruitful 
resolution where moderation prevails over excess.  

Despite this assessment, the film emerges with a more resolute conclu-
sion relative to the source material. Antonio and Malvolio are both restored 
to honour by Nunn’s artful direction in their manner of exit, which occurs 
against the backdrop of Feste’s wistful singing. Finally, Nunn leaves us with a 
final picture of joviality in a scene which pans an opulent ballroom immersed 
in the raucous revelry of Twelfth Night, led by the film’s newlywed couples, 
whose colourful, splendid pageantry and joyous spirits capture the true essence 
of the play.  

Works Cited 
Nunn, Trevor, director. William Shakespeare’s Twelfth Night, 1996 
Shakespeare, William. Twelfth Night. Spark Publishing, 2020.  

Sailor’s Delight
Calder Robbins

Digital Photography
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A Dangerous Time for Youth 
Sophia Eytel

The glimmering I felt when we sat together 
was sweeter because it was short lived.
Legs outstretched on cheap rugs, 
noses buried in drink or blue light 
it was laughter that kept our room separate from it all. 

I looked in your eyes as you lay on the couch 
felt the moons that had scored so deeply between us 
but you didn’t mention it, just grinned like you do 
and my chest decompressed, hand came away from hand–– 

Opened a window and night was cold 
with violence writhing and alive but it could not 
entreat entry tonight. 

Closed a window again and we talked 
about things I forgot I could speak,
the way moments swell between moments 
of pushing for the next, 
the way I had spoken to that person, what they said, 
the funny thing they did and so on, 
scale models of darker, bigger things. 

I had forgotten many things, like the woodchuck puttering 
in the backyard as I scrubbed at caked rice 
singing ballads alone. 

I hadn’t noticed how much the leaves had changed until they told me, 
theatrical eyes and mouths moving so quickly between bites of cake 
and licorice. 

We were a ripple of dirty socks 
and ashy fingers, ruddy cheeks, dripping takeout 
boxes, molted tears of laughter and unconscious looks 
of guilty contentment, fragile and beautiful with joy. 

Together we kept the rest from being noticed,
drowning our looking, 
sinking into mismatched chairs 
and faces we hadn’t seen in so long. 
I saw the faces. The soft dread pointed at windows, 
the familiar warming, the newness of burning 
we hoped very quietly to avoid.

I wonder how many people have sat here before me
Catherine Buckley 
Digital Photography
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Who We Are: Executive Staff

Emily Bevacqua
Emily Bevacqua is Jabberwocky’s biggest fan. She has spent the last four years 
on our staff and is sad her time must come to an end. When she isn’t talking 
about Jabberwocky,  Emily spends her time redecorating her island in Animal 
Crossing and sending memes all day, every day. She also can be seen chasing 
her new pup, Mikko, across the lawn,  frantically eating ice cream as it drips 
all over her, or getting lost in the woods.

Marina Goldman
Marina Goldman appriciates the absurd, worships the sardonic, and is always 
up to play Jackbox. She is an honors college student whose eyes light up when 
you mention skincare or psychology, and who you might catch pushing on 
pull-doors from time to time. After a full day of classes, working at the library, 
and diving on the volleyball court, Marina listens to Shakespearean plays off 
of Youtube to fall asleep. She loves telling stories as much as she loves hearing 
them, which is why Jabberwocky is such a joy.

Syki Barbee
Syki Barbee is a quirky introvert who loves creating things and asking questions. 
She has always loved reading and hopes to one day own her own publishing 
company dedicated to authors and stories written for and by underrepresented 
communities. She absolutely loves editing and will miss being a part of the 
Jabberwocky team. Syki hopes to finish her novel in the year that she is taking 
off before applying to grad school. At 35, she feels like a professional student, 
but she loves the process of learning so she is not mad at it.

Who We Are: Head Staff 

Anna Shahbazyan
Anna Shahbazyan is an avid proponent of wearing sandals, especially with 
socks. Her favorite activities include pretending to know how to correctly use a 
semicolon, collecting sea glass to put in mason jars, and taking Buzzfeed quizzes 
in her limited spare time. She believes that poetry is a magical, expressive art 
form from which we learn to understand and appreciate our world. Look out 
for her memoir to be released in 2040!

Brigid Hern
Brigid Hern is a great lover of bread, books and bees. From her 22 years of 
life she has gained two primary wisdoms: 1. lead with kindness always, and 
2. whenever possible use a tiny spoon to eat big food for that is the stuff of 
true indulgence.

Lara Mookerjee
Lara Mookerjee doesn’t like sandals or math homework. What she does like 
is working on the media team for Jabberwocky! She is a firm believer that a 
picture is worth a thousand words and that soup is one of the worst things 
ever created. She’d love to debate you on that last point, but would rather just 
convince you to submit your art for next year’s journal. (Or better yet— join 
media staff and find out about the evils of soups and sandals).
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