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THE WEST 4TH
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Jack Kontarinis
Send Writing and Inquiries to

introductions concernin the By the end of their set at Matchilde,
impetus for each song’s su%»ject or ME. Link started looking at the
theme. For example, her song “Pretty Boggle set in the wall.

Girls” was inspired by a man pissing

her off, as are many of her other Lastly, but not leastly, I saw Anabel
songs. “New Year’s Eve,” one of my Quinn ]]:ierform at Pete’s. She was
pcrsonal favoritcs,‘is abqut dcciding pla ing her new songs, all of which
to not kill yourself. My favorite lyric will be coming out sometime soon on
from that song is “And we're getting an EP. (or album? Shit! T forget....)
into our very first fight” The Anabel packed the room. There was
subtlety, foreshadowing of it; no talking, at least during her songs.
knowing that more fights will come. Only an occasional cou Tﬁ, or a vape
[ don't Enow, but to Eear it sung in glimmering as a moutﬁ) bit on the
the midst of Mazzy-esque chords other end.” Her song were entirelF

really makes you~ think about captivating. They were insightful,
\ "< something. Anyways, I recommend some of them scathing, indicative of
=A== seeing dherdnext show. Just be aldeep watchfulness a]nd ogser(\iation,
< prepared to donate to Gaza. g aring at many people an indictin
MEHNKontrlbutorS ) while, also, seeIEing to understand.
]AC.OB PRi"Néﬁ .................................................... Aftcr AlCX wolf" Samucl En 1ish y]:hC Songs Wch not ] rcall>7
HENRYB R .................................................... P]a}:}l]ed' He be ankhis Shﬁw by af§ ig ml’le‘lal’];]cho‘lyj butb they bwere fee‘ling.
ZJ:E .................................................... W ere7s my UC il’l’ C inese OO .7 S e aS asong a Out a Sent aren[&
MAXWELL)()MINN """"""""""""""""""""""" His set was interesting and unique, about college, about a lot otpthings.
BRETTI;E?‘IIJ(I)%IQ/[AN ......................................... f{nd qu}iltekgOOd'hFor Sorr(lfdrezllskon I Fbaired Withn eauéjful] b:ilc)kiﬁg guitars
ALEX POLLOCK....... s ep[ thinking e sounde ike a Maxwe and Eliia , her songs
CHANDRAPRAKESH......ooooee mashup of fi)ave Matchews and fe tentirely fresh, andlvery much hﬁe
SAMENGLISH........oomoeeeeeeeeeeeeeeee e Vance Joy. Dave Matthews for they were products of many
JOHN VINVENT SARDO...cccccorvvrrrrasnerres gnusical ci)r(riplexityd and Vance Joy 1ate—}§1igh}t sessions and re-writes. %r
DAGNY REBHAN.......ooooieeerrreerrrrssneenesseee or a melodic, wide-ranging voice maybe they just came out naturally
REUBEN COHN-GORDON.....oo that goes all over the place. He might like that. gomeone said to me, after
PARKER OTTOe e take offense to that comparison, but the show, that it was the best show
ELIJAH PARRELLA. it's what I was thinking. English’ they've seen in  months. I'm
COLEMANHICKS. music is quite fun to listen to, and personaﬂy excited for this new
ACKIE BECK S I'm personally excited to see how it chapter in Anabel’s music career, as I
}ON SWISS ......................................................... téikes fordelth a full band’ ilS he thlnk many Ofus are.
N .........: .................................................... p ans Ol’l Oing SOOI’I. HC’S a SO a ) \
%?&gg%%TER """""""""""""""""""""""""""" carpenter by day, and used to live in Here were a few thoughts from the

Cover artwork by M. E. Link

decle ok seske okoke ook ko skeke okokok SRk \West 4th coo.

From the Editor

175

Kl saw a few shows recently
that I thought would be

ood to write about. On
cbruary 1st Alex Wolf; Sam
English, Carter Sessions, and Maxwell

uinn playcd at  Matchildes,
hole-in-the-wall north of Prospect Park
(I chink). Wherever it was, it was far. It
took three trains to get there from
Bushwick, which initiaﬁy made me not
want to go. But [ slinked out of bed and
squiggleg inside of clothes, and each
train arrived right when I was wa]king
on the platform. So I took that as a sign

that T was supposed to be going to
Mathildes, TP SO

And I'm glad I went. Alex Wolf began
her show, in clxassic Alex Wolf Stylc, by
telling half of the crowd to shut up.
And 1t worked. The little bar room was
filled with Wolf's melancholia for the
next 45 minutes, with only brief
interludes between songs, usuzﬂ?’y short

Atlanta. He also happens to have night, recorded by other people:
some poetry in this edition of The

Pete’s is a hallway. How people crowd
and stand at the back instead of filtering
Then Carter and Tom played in is interesting
together. What’s to say? The banjo
was sublime, their harmonies were
quite soothing, and Tom’s mustache

was particularly captivating. I had

I love the lights in this place.

the pleasure of playing drums with [ ead Lollipo

them a few days prior, and I can say Brett Koppel pop

that their music 1s very fun to listen re,t, opp ciman . .
to. Conducive to dancing. Parker and g [y cstination happiness  is
M.E. Link kept giving themselves # k& somethmg that T have

Guinness mustaches during their set. E===dSW b_een a victim of for
Spirits were high. the majority of it. I think it is hard
to not be in today’s day and age.
Comparing yourseif to others is so
readi y available and addicting that
it is hard not to indulge, at least for
the duration of your éaily shit. No
one can see you in there. It seems
everyone is more accomplished or
more satisfied or more attractive or
having more sex or making more
money or having less sex. Sex
addicts stand up?

Finally, Maxwell and Elijah pla ed.
Maxwell’s voice ran over the p{ace
like a velvet sheet. He has quite a few
bangers, attested to by Parker and
M.E., along with a few other people,

ancing furiously throughout his set.
[ saw him and Elijah play at Pete’s
Candy Store recently as” well, and
they “sound tremendous together.
Onme lyric that sticks with me is “I
invented a new kind of milk / That’s

really good for you.” Makes me laugh. Maybe it does not have to do with

Ol’lly tl’liS dcly Ell’ld agce. I am sure



there was some white guy from lowa in the
19508 who thought, once my wife perfects
taese TV dinners, surely that will be the
day I cease from drinking half my bodies
water weight in PBR to tolerate it all. This
is the only day and age I'm familiar wich,
though, so I must speak in absolutes,
therefore.

But, how can vou rid vourself of this
mindset Comp%etely. \%Z/hat can be
accomplished without at least a slight
sense of fear and anxiety about what will
happen in the future if x y or z does not
come to fruition in some way shape or
form. If you imagine an individualpwho
draws no satisfgaction from working
towards long term goals, nor has any
concept of making them, and is simply ina
state of being, unaffected by any life event
regardless o% size, youd probably think
wow [ wish T was said individual. It is
impressive. How is he not freaking out
about his inevitable downfall. Or she.
Their baseline happiness level is probabl

higher than yours. However, I don't thin

that means t%;e goal is to rewire your own
self into  some perpetually = coasting
individual unaffected by fayilures and
uninterested in the idea of sustained
direction. It seems to me that failures are
important and successes are important and
goals are 1mportant and fear is robably
pretty important in getting to the point
you want to be.

Potentially, or maybe, perhaps, the idea is
to fully define the place it is you want to be
before subscribing to the destination
happiness and going through the proess of
getting there, only to be disap{)ointed once
you arrive. Because if you deal wich all cthe
nonsense only to reach a new and
improved state of misery, it would not be
great. But you'd probably have a lot in
common with the majority of Corporate
America. Now, this raises the question. It
your means to achieving consistent and
relatively  reliable appiness, or
satisfaction, is not directly laid out in a
high  number of lucrative and or
sustainable job listings, are you doomed
for some level of misery? Are the majority
of  socially acceptable destinations

somewhat mediocre? Does the tin man, in

fact, have a sheet metal cock? #ededfesfesfesfe sk

The Mysteries of Life World
Reuben-Cohn Gordon

[ discovered Life World, I think, by seeing it on google maps in
that hinterland clubbing part of Bushwick and bemng sort of
curious what it was. The website doesn't really explain in words,
but aesthetically, the garish pictures and small ugly font thac
poets love makes pretty clear that it's going to be a big room in
a warchouse where people do performance art.

[ looked up past events and saw there was a hotdog eating
contest where the goal was to eat only a single hotdog, but as
creatively as possible. Hoping for a rerun, I kept an eye on the
events, and a few months %ater saw something called The
Courtney Report. | imagined this would be someone called
Courtney reading a report about their life. Actually this is
exactly what it was. V((;Een Sandra and [ got to the venue, it
turned out | was also right about it being a room in an
unmarked warehouse.

Entering, guests were asked to guess the number of grapes in a
jar. The winner would have a feature written up on them in the
next iteration of the Courtney Report. This 1s, by the way, a
monthly newsletter in WhiC}l; the titular Courtney Bush
ruminates on whatever she's been thinking about, art she's been
making, etc. This could be bad, but she's really funny and makes
interesting art, so it's not. It alternates between tweet length
observations and longer passages about e.g. living in the Best
Western hotel Whﬂ% making a film, and crying while
discovering a song called Goc? and Guns 1’ Roses. It always
begins 'it’s okay ifg you don't read it. You should subscribe. 1

won't tell you how, in order to preserve an air of mystery.

Each time Courtney gets 100 new subscribers, she performs the
subsequent Courtney Report live, ie. this thing at Life World.
[¢'s interspersed with eli%rmance art from friends, like a man
crawling through the Eack of a folding chair. Noting that in the
written version, the reader may choose a font size that suits
them better than the default tiny one, Courtney urges the
audience to vary the distance they stand from the stage until
she is the preferred size.

[ have so far been back to Life World twice. First to see I Can

Steal Your Mother, where comedian Max Wittert fast talks

through a self-illustrated slide deck about his life. A friend of

mine said she had seen enough comedy shows about parental
ief, but for whatever reason I haven't, and thought it was SO
nny.

Second was this December to see The Trial of Modicut, which

is a Yiddish musical about two puppet makers, who defend
themselves in court from their LES eviction with their puppets.
Cute premise, charmingly shambolic, live klezmer band.

['ve been away from the West Village for a month or so, but am
having a look at what's upcoming at Life World. Currently [ see
"The ]%ife and Decht of Bertold %recht’  a show where you can
throw tomatoes at comedians, and an unlabeled picture of a
dog in front of a microphone.

[ will see you there.



ntitl
gmge E%gish

Fuck this fragile place of employment
Beckoned oar?ﬂ)y%le strain o]gogrslhoulders
So quick to have you ground beneath
The fortress of

(44 rulni W’?

They grant us

Fallow fields

Slop to drink

Paper to eat

Gass to breath

For any relief

We tly from ourselves

Unconnected from the day

We run the game

"To create one space

Not as disgraceful
As the maw
Towhich we are fed

MWincer (il

[ sit and mourn for a love I have not felt
['know its name but [ can't find ics place

And lay at night in the shadow oﬂongixig

A crescent moon who will not show its face

Cause now I look at faces in the crowd
Aseaof endless eyes

But what stares back I can not fully tell
They all are in disguise

Don't look away she is standing beside you
It not in life, than the corner of your mind
Asstatue fixed never moving, never leaving

Assimple song to remember her by

I've seen so much but so few all this time

Afeeling I don't share
I'm kept at arms length

Never get too close

[s anybody there

But now Il go and Il take on my burdens
A painless ]jl%e is a life un lived

Though i am blind to the path that lies
beyond me

Awinter child always has more to give

Dearekst Devastation
ME. Lin

First timf1 [ obliterated
my OwWn heart agamst
2| glick wall of 2 man:

[ painted my lips dark as night,
hgcked on giagl)( leather bo%lgs,

(the same kind he wore),

and wandered Boulder’s foothills

with a shimmering sciowl;
hopi AINSt every last
‘ar?lgﬁ?o%%e [ ever ]Sr?)]ke
he would fimd me,

and take me for his own.

Conduit
Flinh Parmell

Hub cap on the side of the road

Ten pacesup

ten paces to left

a little more to the left

The truest restin place for

a pothole induced roll

Slow down and come to a stop

ﬁﬁ‘d into the styrofoam dandelion cat
Next to the baby

cocooned on his moms back

Ihey SMG the curb between red lights

Puttering on their red igloo cooler
and 6
boy and girl
A family engine that roars when the cars
brake
Fuelled by ziplocked mangos, netted
epas, brown paper bouquets and
rpping bottles of water
They grease themselves between us
stopped at the crosswalk
\XS Een else are children supposed to walk
around in traffic?

PAIRS
Ellis Horn

I‘he ou IOVCT S
ate ool and shiny

1ike SﬂV€I'W d1C

it makes me want
to put them in my mouth

i want a soul that is only happy

for other le’s fortune
bt then 1 want a ot of things

aperfect piece of chocolate cake
good NEWS eVery time 10pen my phone
Fet trlllames ancgh inside jOkiS
or the at the comics
]. Eui,y Op

tot m a cool customer

belonging, when will i know you?

clusivelicdecat - Poetrv P.S. AL
Parkerla;to

Be a romantic

It may be corny

Paean
John Vincent Sardo

goddamn you 14th street

1 hate your fucking guts

choking on the smell of chicken skin

i wish i was dust so, like abraham,

i can dance down your sultry sidewalk
and eat my french toast in the rain
and i will carry these gallons of gravy
to the very end of your very last

candy wrapper sunset
an(firi]laybep]tgl)qeén

i will gladly lay down my lemon hands
it 1just wasn't so goddamn horny

Nee%l
H enry cﬁeer
needle of death

needle that I need
you are the napkin

that Was forced onro me

i can' take aroll,

in the dirt

without you sweet love,
and [ need you for me skin

watch it work through m
b ughmy
for a lonesome peanut
and how [ neecﬁfour love,
my wild man

at war with your kitchens

and at war with my blood
make me a bold star;
like Paris Hilton

my doctor, 'm baby
count your grandfathers
clocks

as you hand me his pearls,
oh Jesus of pokes

needle of death,
needle that I need,

youLare my cane
created by we

Write everything you want to tell the ones you love
%)ﬁt what’s wrong with d1a>t7?

It may be sappy but whats wrong with that?

If they love you and you love them, say it

Say it with all your corny, sappy, romantic heart

An Aﬁernoc,nz
M E. Lin

This early afternoon, I chase intellectual pursuits.

This early afternoon, I have no inhibitions.

This eaﬂy afternoon, I have a belt full-a-tools.

This earTy afternoon, I'm golden-intentioned.

This ¢ar§ afternoon, I gotta honnied spoonful-a-desire for you.
This late afternoon, 'mma ﬁdgetin’ wreck.

*)

This late afternoon, jai le nez qui coule.
This late afternoon belongs tgiucinda’s southerly accent.
This late afternoon, the worlds sick too.

ThjS jate aftemoon, are €T10U.gh fOﬂ{S VVOI'ijl7 on th€ mend7




gyfr}g ]%%glish Jessi John Vincent Sardo
> . . iessi please don't tempt me

X/}g e V\F sgtgng here amongst quiet nothing Lvheg you know im gred and weak
Out ?fgrg igcit;ctg\;gze and though its been a week since youve

R seenme
]Sitreepsjgkg ; pverﬁﬁrom the sewers know that i may wait for three more
: \geerzlav Y 1S dirty from 1f it means fmnot Caught
The Chaien? in your loving o ip d5
Thrown on uncounted millions because your 1€ 15,50 SWeet
Ear o horme gr;f)l yoilr Coﬁée 11s so bitter

. . . O ease just leave me
%aél?lz)gt }sloaﬁrgg objects we are populated with E or e}’ On]za my lg)n - >i é o 51,

Y . : Or today 1am cold and catatonic
Nowplether b Labor's Fruits M E Link o taame e
CWI1 Dy UNgrown Hngers Grief heavy in my breast, .

Theycxyfor mother til I drift offin al?iaze... FO ACC1
Behind walls \Jis}&iﬂﬁpog; aéﬂ;lvlgtam Crest; Elija Parre?la
Under(i)alqlers " 1\%,56 3 a%vo?nan, I Sgi,pose"_ [ dont really care for it
Beyon cca for I ache, a bard said so in a tune: I¢s a sloven and gre bread
§0u15 torn asunder . fluid as a strait and gonzo-prone... That tires the arms of the dishwasher who has to scrub the oil ourt
Empty husks left behind just as 'm wired to press my own bruise. of the pan sheet pan it was born in
Haunting us }USt akid, afrer all chis time; And stains the brown paper you wrap it in
Breath in the dust ah wanna hold myself wich care... Bread on its own is not supposed to stain things

[ etitrust

amid wildish brambles of my childs-mind; 14t scems unnacural

: ah savagely on my skin do chey tear.. backwards if -
Becomethe mus st whippose o g s ot brad dha dvs et
h will I bristle with scarlet 1 ; g J d Py g
R% come autumn will [ bear ample fruic; AUSAZC AN PEppets
T Lo even-so, who will be the one to eat? lf\s/lay (I)lnnalse

[ 19\76 things that don't feel quite finished Magﬁed heese
I like Texture Awell dressed bunch of arugula
RO?%}‘ edges _ Rare roast beef
Thmgs thac grip , afried pork chop
The incomplete nature of things | Ketchup
Most things don't need tobeproper}ﬁ finished . These are reasonable things for which if you do not pay attention
They just need to find a twin that will compliment and bring its best self will splotch your favorite faded blue derfims
ouét(ﬁplay rough edges And muckdup Etll;Vhite ﬁ}mﬁ ’ i
ahd a , ey But [ agreed to that risk when [ signed up to eat a sanawhic
A 8138,8 of beer, sweating on a Wogden bartop, §h0w1ng 165 age by the day The bi%rad shouldn’t compound 08111q thatp
Ajuniper tree, battered by the wind, still growing its branches in pure
defﬁmce., mitib}’ 19V?§ Fade These lines of fEeasoniln m?_y ble hzllck?d away as unserious, childish,
exchan sses in its s emming
Rando%l;;%eces of cloth and wood and junk cobbled together mto f)flitask yourse]fqm dack of pratrehmerment
something of use for that Would you want an umbrella that was already wet when you
moment m time, be it seconds or years openedgt?
Her hands are rough , , A condom with the sperm on the outside?
Rough from horses and carpentry and scraping by with the worlk those A dishwasher that used soap and beer instead of soap and water?
han canbrmgher Nobody wants that
Let them be rough Bread is a protector and keeper of thoughts
With such longing, to feel those hands meer my face It should contain that which it has been asked to contain
Softly they SIn;]j(ive, tousling my hair, brushing my lips, wiping my tears, Butctfeﬁ:s thatth W}fﬁch o }?ﬁlbeen aSkf © buttrdiss 1
bringing a smile . ; : . .
Thézrfs ngsulch n(ﬁ)re work for those hands to do and, when days is done ?runnc(l)l e The Tatly INALIEENCES TEROUSES WITH AN ALy, Slubinous
and hands lay iale, | :
ehohl d>t7hem This all seems very reasonable
Those rough, beauriful, unfmished hands

As Indust

Maxwe C@lm}zy

[ killed the guys on the other side and they killed me back. God knows what youlll have to trust in here.

[ invented anew kind of milk thac’ really good for you. [l beat the eggs until God yells at me.

[ put a handful of dust in the air and made the magnet song louder. Tl kill all his sons undil he sgows up.

And with its exhaust I cried a little less. Maybe that old terrible boat will ‘[Pmaﬂy burn.

My arm fell off years ago my boy; this is Indonesia youlre looking at. They're wearing green now;, if you spot them you should curn
[ dont grow grass anymore %kﬂ]\éd the spotted water violets. Youll  around.

never see them again. If 1 catch another fish, we can go home.

[l miss the greac horned owls face but not the greachornedowl.  I'm sorry that [ missed your birthday party: I had to clean my leaches
That one putan end to my drip irrigation my ﬁi‘ip [Vcontainsa  so they’ be ready for ﬂz-]e day. Here!

thousand units of God knows what to trust.



: the ice below the mountains. He supposed he wanted to
Carmilla Unbound’ Parc I shatter her and run, but his limbs stuck firmly in place as if

by Caroline Foster divinely compelled.

Our knight was becoming as nervous as he was enticed. He looked ~ “Until she took me down to the forest floor, perhaps even below.”
the woman squarely in the eyes, noticing they now took a lighter, One of her sha?, jac%%ed nails scraped slowly across his cheek
yellower hue than before. Her lips curved slightly into an inviting While her other hand began to slide up and down, making our
smile. His heart pounded in his ears and his body—he was a knight gasp softly in pleasure. “Would you like to know what She
knight, he could not do this here. He quickly pulled his eyes off of did?”

her and glanced around the room to see 1f any other patrons At this, she removed her claws from his face, brought a
noticed his salacious encounter, immediately feeling his heart drop. nail to her throat, and carefully slit the fabric covering it right
The alehouse was now empty. Where there had been a throng of down the middle. “She gave me heaven.”

boisterous men and women drunkenly singing their way through Our knight watched in horror as the fabric fell away from
bawdy German songs were now empty tables and benches, her neck. Its absence exposed two deep circular gouges,
pristinely clean without a single trace of the previous patrons. The pulsating with what must have been the irregular rhythm of
candles were all fresh, as if they had just been lit; and there wasnt her heart. Around them, the porcelain flesh had putrified,
a speck of dirt on the solid fur floor. Furthermore, the room was some areas purple and swollen, others a dull green or fgay,
cloaked in a deep, deathly silence—the type where all you can hear sloughing oft in thick, wet tlakes with each pulse of the
is your own blood rushing thmugh your body. The knight gingey'ly wound. An infernal heat emanated from it, creeping around
turned his eyes back to the woman. Her smile had opened, and her our knights face. He could feel his own quick pulse
white teeth now bearing red stains like those on her lips. She had hammering in his throat and between his hips.

tightened her grip on his thigh. That same scent of strange, wrong “Such a beautiful sight to behold,” she quickened the pace of

decay, now returned, and he realized all at once that it emanated her hand below. “To see the face of God and know that you are
from her. bound by Her” Her other hand returned to its place on his

“Iet me tell you a story.” cheek, then slithered back to ﬁrmly asp his hair. He obliged
her, tilting his head back as his breath became heavier.

Our knight, now decidedly frozen, felt his breath catch in -~ “Somany of your rank have had to be taughe.” the image of the
his throat as if it had been stolen. Her grip on his thigh was frozen body in the Templar coat tlashed over his eyes. “And
solid and suddenly cold. Glancing downward, he saw thac many more shall be soon—""His eyes now closed, he felt what
her hand was no longer covered by a thick, beige leather must have been her wet, red tongue sliding up his throat and
glove. Instead, it was bare—deathly; transparent white with below his jaw. He was nearing the summit, and he did not
the forms of veins shooting through it, but no color to wantit to stop. Her thick breath now filled his ear. “—thar you
indicate blood—and tip edg with fmngers longer than any will fmd no God on this land but I”

he had ever seen. Each fﬁlger hosted a long, sharp, jagged His release came with the most vigour hed ever felt just as
nail tinged slightly red, the same shade tl%at stained her her sharp, stained teeth tore into the flesh of his neck. He let
teeth. Feeling himself begin to tremble, he brought his gaze out a cry of ecstasy, feeling warmth spread through his body
back up to her face. She stared at him intently through her and combine with the hot blood pourinig down his shoulder.
yellow-flecked eyes, mouth open and smiling as if savoring Heo ened his eyes, but his vision was a blur. The flames of the
his panic. All at once, she moved closer, and placed her candles in the empty alehouse were now roaring, reachin

other, cold, white hand between his legs. Our knight nearly to the ceiling in his murky sightline. His pleasure still
inhaled sharply. coursing through him, every drop of blood in his Ff)ody surged

“These mountains can be treacherous,” she began. “Ir does not n its vessel like a thousand ants fleeing the rain, making his

do for a woman to be alone in their shadow.” She sighed, skin buzz. He felt the jagged coffm nails of her teeth sink
exhaling her ungodly scent into his wide eyes. “But; such was deeper into the side of his neck, ripping through every fiber

I” while her tongue worked feverishly to suck down the current
The road was long and T was meant to return before of blood now gushing from the wound. He tried to cry out
sundown. The end of the sun shone brilliantly across the path—I agam, to make any sound at all, but the air he released seemed
remember this well. You must know how that dazzling prince is to be quickly swallowed by her. The only sound he could hear
put to bed each day, bursting with such ferocity to make his Was an infernal squelching,
presence known before he returns below. It was in this finale thar I~ Allatonce, the CFain arrived, and every inch of him was on
spotted Her. A wisp of hair ﬂying behind the tree line, eyes turned fire. It seared and radiated with each beat of his heart,
éZlck to me for only a second, an invitation outstretched. T dont scorching as it went. He began to convulse like an animal in
remember how long I followed Her before the m'ght ﬁll) but [ knew the throes of death, desperate for a reliet, but she was stronc%er
[ was far from any road. Things were not true in that place...” than him. One of her hands firmly gripped his shoulder
At this, she silently moved her hand from his thigh to pinning him wich an unimaginable force to the rough wood
the side of his face. Its iciness gave him a momentary shiver, of the bench, while her other bore into his abdomen, instantly
and her skin felt for all the world like polished glass—like crushing organ and bone alike. Her serpentine fingers grasped
the flesh of the unnatural cadaver he Ead encountered in something inside of him. He felt his skin begin to tighten




around him as if his entire body was swelling—but he was
not sweiiing. No. This occurred to him at this moment, the
oniy thought he could produce. He was heing drained, and
his flesh becoming a vacuum.

This pain, there was something about it. It fele—
Compiete. It was all at once a sharp agonizing j_:)uise and a
low, dull ache that caressed his hody. Not like the ache of
pleasure, but stronger. [t was pure, and it was the only real
thing he had ever felt. He was born of it, made of it, and
right then, it was everything. Holy, he thought. He
remembered for a moment the visage of the man he found
in the snow. Eyes impossihiy wide, Jaw torn and ragge(i but
—yes, he had sworn hed been mistaken and pushed 1t
away, but he could see it now. There had been a smile on his

face.

Our knight never made it to the Holy Land. Nor did
any of his company.

[t wasn't until two days later that they were all found
splayed about their camp, mangled and still. The local
Styrians told each other it must have been a bear or a wolf
that had done such carnage, but those who had come upon
the scene knew better. They knew that every body, every
limb rip i fgce was

ed in two, every jaw torn from every
entirely loodless. They muttered to each other about the
devil’s work and agreed to remain silent for the sake of the
town, but not one of them would ever forget.

You see, when I came to on that alehouse bench, alone,
mutilated, dripping in blood and CCStasy, there was a singie
thought in my mind—I was insatiahiy hungry. [ remember
staggering through the empty midnight street holding my
cold entrails close to my chest lest I lose them. I remember
smelling my company and hearing the blood course
through their bodies fgfom 2 mile away. And I remember
what my company’s [ord tasted like.

[ tried to find Her once, you know. I searched the Aips
from Francia back to Marchia Austriae for a number of
years, stalked Viiiage after Viiiage, read book after report
after paper to find a single glimpse of Her anywhere. 1
suppose She does not want to be found. Perhaps She’s in
me, somewhere in my soul, I don’t know.

How long has it been? I think I am coming up on seven
centuries now. I have seen such things you would not
believe, even at your learned institution. Things rise, things
fall, lovers and friends are born and die in a matter of
minutes, and everythin hegins again, and the sun also
rises. The ache of my bo y has long since become an agony,
a cage, and 1 cannot escape. Each step, each movement,
each word is anguish. This is not theﬁieaven | thought |
would reach. T am so tired. T am so hungry.

End of Transcription

'..and Leaves Hung Long Upon the Bough'
by Jacob Prince 5 5-P w5

... disintegration of the day upon the evening, “See there,
see there, the garden green,” en regardant le centre ville
deux femmes sapparaient portantes- squirrels of black fur
installed themselves within the wiry branches of the
overlong shrub assailed more and more often by the bitter
winds rising out of darkness (of the year, and of the night,
and of the sentiment). Bruised orange red of the crippled
high tree. Acrid black wood-dust smoke gushes from
tWisting hrush—piie furies far away.

Weaving is that bitter wind in parks across Midtown.
Bryant Park jokes at engagement with the season of
hardship by cheap facades for two-bit stall-hawkers. The
homeless will crumple into tunnels, into trains; cruel ice,
that ancient spectre, that crone with nails filed, stiff from
rigor mortis, will seize upon us glinting silver and the
weakest and the least prepared will die. It was all foretold,
then, upon the wind. “Where often we did walk””

The joys of summer have unwoven into this. The
convection currents of the Northern Hemisphere run less
merrily and the Labrador coasts blow frost upon the city to
remind us that we have settled at the Southern Edge o?the
Northern World. These things are holy and a blessing. God,
less the cornucopia, less the vineyard hill, less the wheat
field, more the giljtcier. “The fairest flower ever seen.”
Arnold was aware of the things that he had let pass him by
in the first week of the cold snap. Hands plunged, straining
in the golden torrent and he had heaved but lost the
friction. In cold wind, the Earth has placed her hands upon
her temples in sorrow. The summer had only ever been a
lie. The sweet Titan Gaia led through assurances and
tainted promise into indulgence of the flowers and fields
under the favorable winds and calming warmth. She
blooms, she smiles, she holds, she loves, and yet despite this
paradise there is a change. Some slip in the summer catches.
An incomprehensible misalignment of circumstances. The
symphony of summer, the conductor's wand, every
movement played to form but the band is all awry and the
day feels un-achieved and the chance is slipping past her,
and it’s cold. Twisted metal smolders after cars crash
violently in silence."ls withered at the stalk””

A tailor takes the measurements for a suit of fime cloth.
His customer has chosen wisely, having weighed the linen
options practically and with taste. The piece will be one of
importance to his customer, and so, the tailor rises to his
craft. During the evening, during the day, while the store is
open and is closed, the tailor cuts his precious angles, sews
his precious lines, tosses fabrics out across the table and
whips them back. He has never felt more precise, more
honed. His age has only brought him mastery and he
knows the suit will lend itself to a lengthy span oiysuccessfui
professional years.

Having purchased it, the customer is satisfied. Driving
down a country lane on his commute to work, face freshly
shaven, hair sitting better than normal, tie positioned well




on his breast, sporting his new suit of fme cloth, he thinks

Ah man, you know 1 WOITY about you. | do man, | WOITY if

to heighten his pleasure hy openin the windows. A fierce you’re doing airight over here.

gust ravages the cabin, tousiing is hair and scattering
papers everywhere. His client’s documents are ripped from
the cabin and into roaring sky. Lunging to secure them, the
customer shatters his rearview mirror, tearing his suit and

ripping flesh of his arm to spurt thick blood across the

You got a girifriend? Haaaa I'm sure you do, you Mott. But I'm
worried you don't know how to treat a woman. How to really
care about someone else. You mostly just splash around all day.
You gotta take her out to the movies, you know, take her out to

dinner. You gotta have a good time with her, Mott! You can’t

cabin. He is a relentless professionai and performs the
meeting anyway, having had no time to ehange. His eyes just spiash around over here and expect something. Expect
are shining at the clients from black pits of horror and rage. that someone’s £ONNA Want you. You gotta get out there man!
His arm is poorly handaged and he is forced to chan eéiie
bandages in front of them. The well-chosen suit angs
raggecig from his blood-stained flesh. His work quality is
very low, having had no access to his papers. He stumbles
over his words. Rather than get stitches, he allows his flesh
to bleed out until he dies later that evening, Last words: “I If 'm honest, 1 get a little embarrassed sometimes just sitting
should have used the A/C” here with you. Spitting around this pond, there’s more to life,

“It’s ok.” Arnold thought. “It’s ok, it’s not a hig deal. Tll Mott!
Just start srnoking cigarettes, | think, and spend more time
looking at the change in the color of the evening sky as I You ever have a linguini with clams? With the steamed clams
watch the horizon. Not sure that anything clse wouldve and shit and the ﬁieking, the ﬁieking shallots and gariie and
suited me so well anyway.’ everything? Oh man Mortt, you gotta have it!

You have forgotten tii]at our God is also of disdain. Love
in a harsh wind. Love in too cold weather. Love in the And you prohabiy never iayed a SpOrt in your life neither!
frozen breath that steams out of vital iungs. Love in an Theres so much you can learn from sports. You can Change
upturned collar. Love without shelter. In hiding yourself your whole outlook and everything,
from suffering, you have forgotten yourself and the nature

Look at me. Look at me, you gotta get your shit together man.
I'm serious. I can’t have my friends just wallowing around like
this, it’s a bad look for me!

of our God. [ mean really see things youve never seen before.
ackson at the Pond [ knew a guy, he used to wade around, just like you! And he
Maxwell %mn dropped into a game once with some real nice piayers, [ mean,

Hey Swan! You been good? Are you doing airight?

real good pia ers with serious promise, and you know what
happened to h]im? [ never saw him again! He must have gotten
Ah! Those fucking guys don't mind them! They don't know picked up by a... an agent or something, and hes out there
what the hell they’re talking about, don't let them get to now piaying for good money and 1earning all kinds of things.
you.

Mott, you gotta heip me quit smoking. Youre eornpiieit you

How’s this Warer, huh? Looks ﬁlcking disgusting. GOd, | know! You let me g0 on, smoke after smoke and you never do
wouldn't touch that if I were you. But if [ were Cyou, it T were nothing about it!

you, mannnn you don’t wanna know what I'd do if T were Untitled
you- by Coleman Hicks

Do you have any idea where your son is tonight?

I'd like, spit around and fucking, make sounds and shit, like, He said he was staying over with Abe.

really loud.

Dan was in front of the television on the sofa, a white
giow cast across his half-prostrate body. The room was dark
esides this light.

Id ﬂy into a kitchen and just start spiashing around like,
making a mess in someone’s kitchen hahhaa!

Agh! You know I don't like you pecking me like that man!

Fuck! Stop it man you know I'm just tryna hang out. Abe's mother just called, and apparently he told her that he

was stayingl over here tonight. So [ ask again, do you have

You know what you really need? Better friends. Yeah I don'c 4™ idea where your son is tonight?
think these guys here really care about you. Look at them

they’re just over there 12noring you. I guess not.

Dan takes another swig of his beer as he says this, not

You need more p€0pi€ ilk€ me, Mmore peopie o taik (O, you 1()()king up frorn th€ teievisio n

know:



You're unbelievable. I'm £oing out.

Helen takes off her Wedding ring and puts 1t on the
dresser, SWIngs open the front door and slams it behind her.

Reports coming in just now, Police are still on the lookout for a
Joseph Murph%ho is still reported missing aljgtjer forty-eight hours
%f searching seventeen year old was last seen at Wichita
reek, any mformation can be reported t0 888743 . . .

He takes another SWig,

P P P~

Hey idiot, do you have any idea where we're going?
Shut up.
Did all the fat go to your head or what?

Sh-shut up, were almost there. I swear it's right up here.

Abe was sweating a 1arge black stain down the back of

his shirt.

Hey I think this is where your mom gave me a handy once,

Abe, right back behind this tree.
We're almost there. And shut up!

[ think I see it.
Shane was holding the flashlight. He pointed the beam
down to a mudbank By the edge
of the water.
Hoiy shit Abe, you might not be as retarded as you look.
Shane stepped down the bank to get closer. He was
righitS next to 1t now, Crouching in the
reeds.

1\5\I(fhat'd you see Shane? Maggots or something?
0.

He took the blade out of his multi-tool and poked 1t.
He's fresh.

Abe was reaﬂy Sweating NOw.

Hey Shane, don't kill me for saying this, but-but doesn't he
kinda look like your dad?

Shane thought for a moment. He grinned.
['ve got an idea.

P P P~

Helen scumbled through the front door and past the
television which was stiﬁ; on. She came loudly up the stairs
and through the bedroom door and into the’darkness.

Guess where [ was tonight.

No response from the brown head of hair on the pillow

which she addressed.
[ fucked Ellison.

No response.

Yeah. You just keep lying there and thinking to yourself

how youre just nothing to me. She hiccuped.

No Iresponsc fiom th@ bOdy thélt 121y underneath th€ ShGGtS.

Hon' would you quit taiking up there?
He turned the TV up and took another SWig.

Il

Dan zipped down the tent and looked at the two
blow-up camping mattresses.

Well, shit.
What? Did you finally find your dick?

Helen was pulling from a flask and sicting on the
taiigate.

Dammit woman, the goddamn kids snuck off.
Some. father you are. What a great trip. Take the kids
camping,

Goddamnit you think youre better than me? They're your
fucking kidstoo.

Dan stood up and rubbed his forehead. The setting sun
was turning the 'sand and brush
around them a dull maroon.

We better go fucking find them.

S P~

It stops and the door to the red bus with the flowers
painted on it opens. They get out. Spike 1S smoking a
cigarette as he steps to the'ground, Long thick hair which
hangs down to his bare chest. Dark round sungiasses that
will'stay on for the duration of the night.

Oh my god. What took you sO iong? ['ve been waiting here
for forever.
Ess, hoy. Sorry we're late. We were, like, held up and shit.

ope 1t Wasn't too scary out here in the sticks.
He grins and she shoves him.

Yeah whatever. Did you bring ic?
[ didn't bring it man, she did.

They look back to a ragged girl who is leaning against
the bus” Rifling through a canvas knapsack.

Don't worry, | got it.
They sgiieg

S P P~

Do you hear that?
What.

It's like, sINging or sometning.

Dan shines the flashlight away from the path and
towards the dunes. A whooping ang wailing can be heard,
some kind of chanting. The two of them begin to to walk
up the sioping carth Wghere siowiy a bacchanal scene creeps
over the edge of the sand.

There around the roaring flames of a eat
Conﬂagration can be seen the five of them, their daughter
and the burnouts and a strange interioper between them.
They are screaming and crym and 1aughing as theyjaunt
and’spin and hold each other’s hands, flymg and twisting in
some morbid celebration. The smallest among them is at
first giance a hellbeast or a daemon, the hody of a child and
the head of some fiend. A bleeding evisceral murtant.
Terrible commotion. Some hellion in the thick of it.



What the fuck is that.

}ess?
think it's our kids.
Oh my god.

Helen pulls from the flask.

Dan approaches and shines the light on the boy, naked
but for the coyote head he wears anc% the oozing skins that
drape him liké shamanic dress.

After a brief pause the iunatics start singing again. Some
shastly wicked song, He starts again to dance.

11

The china in the glass cabinet vibrates with every speaker
thump and clash from the revelers as they throw themselves
into tﬁe walls and furnicure. They lift up the smallest among
them over their heads and drive him like a sledge into the
kitchen table which shatters and collapses. The mast rioutous
among them are fighting in the front yard or fucking in the
arent’s bedroom “or careening thernselves into anything
greakabie. Most of them are s1rnpiy jumping to the music
and drinking and snorting whatever can be found or fished
from pockets or coatsleeves.
Jess looks up from the living room coffee table and sees a
man walk chrough the front door with a brown herringbone
blazer and a yellow striped die.

Shit is that the cops?

Jess looks back down and begins rolling a dollar bill into a
tight straw.

No its just Mr. Ellison.
Oh shjt Mr. Ellison! Dude [ haven't seen you since like, fourth
period!

He grabs Spike by the head and shoves him to the side and
walks forward into the living room and stands in front of Jess
where he takes out a little %ag of powder and kneels down
and takes a dollar bill from his pocket and rolls it into a tight
Straw.

i~\/~I; Ellison is zipping up his flv in the family bathroom.
What the hell ig) t];iiatg soiind. Y Y

He follows the muffled noise of banging and choked
yelling tg the bathroom closet. He unioci%s and opens the
door to find the lictle brother bound and gagged with duct
tape and zip ties.

S S~ f—

Ess wakes from the halfdead delirium scumdream to the
earthquake sound of fifty feet hitting the wood paneling and

tile floors at the exact same time, one second apart.
Thump Thump Thump,
They carry the little boy on their shoulders like an

emperor in triumph.
Shane Shane Shane.

They're chanting and calling and reeling to the music
with the boy on their shoulders and he is wearing a very loose
brown herringbone jacket and a yellow striped tie and he is
smiling and t%iey are chanting and blood drips from his

hands'and he is smiling and they are chanting

Shane Shane Shane.

Loveless/ Loving/ Loved
by Dagrry Rebhan

All Twanted was to be loved. To be a first love, a second. To
be the last, and wedded. All T want is to be ioving. Is to be
love. So I shoot it out of me and it beads like sweat in the
sun, running over my tempies and under my arms. 1
breathe for it, reach for someone. Oniy to be iefz panting,
perpetuaiiy a state of recovery, never one of ready. [ want
love to whisk me off the street and take me to its piace of
worship. There I will sit and ponder what it is to love, as
someone who has never been loved. Loose and whorish and
ranfthrough. Pruned to perfection, carried on a silver
placter.

[ want love drunk and sweaty and scream singing.
[ want it quiet and Caring and faiiing down mountains.

[s love found in the heat of sex? Hort, hot pain climbin up
my back. Hold my neck, don't stop. And lick, love; swallow,
spit it out clean. The athletic endurance Sport of
pretending you are fine and good at this thing when really
you are not. A brain tease. A nerve block. What is sex
without love, and what is love without sex? How can a
body that rejects sex ever find itself calm enough to
welcome love? Haven't I done enough; haven’t T braved

enough; haven't T healed enough? Oh, giri, Why can't you

CuIn.

Is love found in the eariy morning Wanderings of two
drunks on a beach? Where words and their meanings are
trivial, che game 18 how much one can hear while
remembering nothing, Nothing but the wake of an eerie
peace haunting them the next morning, Wit and wronged
and washed up. Where words are said without thinking,
and moans are kept for Waking. Is love a secret for
inebriated blood, and is it reaiiy better when youre drunk?
Is love only written about when we are high, and loss only
realized when the low gets sorted?

Is love a mirage I've made in my brain? [s it my great fault
in my great life that [ will always love someone more than
they love me? Is love meant to ge found by spending a day
with them? Is love to be run after, or do I let it pass to me!

Is love to be fucked? Is love to fuck?
Can [ get out of it?

[ think [ know all there is to know about love. And yet, how

much can one know when they have never ever been loved
or in love? | fear it is too late to be someone's first, and yet
whoever [ end up loving will be mine. Love is a power grab
it youre hungry or a survival state if youre unprotected.
Love. Love. Love. The more | say i, the more it means.
Have I been in love? It's embarrassing if I have. Does love
laugh at my openness, my naiveness, my youth? Is love to
blame for the mind games | play when I must say no?




cannot heip but love. And yet | am so bad at it. Cannot
heip but notice the way a curl sits upon a forehead and how
you look at me. Careful but not. But mayhe there is
nothing in your brain that calls you to love me. Maybe I
have made it up. | am afraid. I love too much, I am too
much, [ see and feel too much: it destroys me. [ amso fragiie
in love. So like a leaf in the wind, 1 WOITY the moment 1
become loved, the minute I find myseif in love, it rnight just
shatter me into a million pleces.

Loving

All'T am is loving. As an act, as a breath, as a desperation.
Slightiy pathetic but beautiful. T weave a story of love
tripping over and under my words like roots growing up
over solid ground. [ am loved, and I am ioving. A choice, a
commitment, a commandment. Where yearning 1s prayer
and love is god.

[ want to hold love. Kiss it and feel it and, and, and. Love it.
Go. Quickly run_over mountains, skip the troll at the
entrance, reject the rules of the undervvorld, climb the
tower. Let me love. Let me find it, let me stay with it, and
reach for it. And let it be hig and beautiful and everything.
[ feel like I'm living through tairytales. Like I am setto face
2] sohering of rea ity | cannot bear to hold. Let me live
drunk an dizzy staring out at love’s face like it is the oniy

thing in this entire room.

[ deserve love even when my hogy rejects It. Like a bruise
hit again and again, my bod¥ holds a pain that is so foreign
to love. So hard to love. I know it is hard because T have
tried and failed for many years. Loving is a sickness to the
pain that haunts my bones. It creeps inside siovviy and
makes me weep, over and over again. Like a crack that has
been filled in after many years. The relief makes me double
over, pourng the poison out. Loving is found when you
look at my hody like you do. Soft and kind, as it T am™ot
simply the sum’of my non-working parts. Love and sex are
not two sides of different coins; they are one and another
kicking and sereaminfg along with the ride. Loving is the
perpetual sniffing of the wine, raising it to my iips,
thanking god, and swallowing it down, the taste of it
dancing on my tongue.

Tongues and iips and Spit and sweat and Whispering.

A hand cupped intg my hip, the sound of your breath as
you sieep. Loving is felt when you run a hand over my hody
after knowing its flaws. As it the hair and its hiscory, che
scars and their stories, the pain and its hody are not
something to run from. As if my need to piuek and prune
and pertect 1S not necessary. Do you know what that
means? Love is held in the mgiecules that queneh my thirst.
The rushing of a wave, the current under my feet, hearing
gravity call Us to the center of things. We fold over and over
nto ¢ach other.

You and me and
me and you and
you and

you and

me me me and
youl.

And YOU.

Somersaulting and eartvvheeling through questions of life.
We unleash our wrath on the world. Tanerums and crying,

weeping and iaughing, and the siightest %uestion of INSanity.
Loving metkes us ignorant of our time. ays, months, years
flow by as if in a single moment.

Lovinlg1 is ranted about over stupid piﬂows. Is forming my
mouth into words I'd never thought Id say. Unknown words,
siiiy words, words that can’t possih%y capture the feeiing m
my heart. Loving is letters where spend the entire time
ying to write what 1T know when what 1T know is
unwritable.

Loving 1S WOTITY. [s too soon. Too sudden. Too much of me.
Too thought over and pondered. Too left in another’s mouth,
Loving gets stuck in my saliva and is swallowed down, buried
in my throat, thoughts stanipeding out of the gate, my hands
fail at its task. It nestles in my heart as I nestlé in your arms.
Loving is “the many ways of using a tenfp(ound note.” Is
cigarette smoke, ehr_dish excitement, gtnd angaroos. Is a
scory that starts with me and ends with you. Oh, how |
would write m way nto 1ying with love again. Into iying
with you again. Hear a loving breach emerge and let me trace
your spine again. Loving is holding so much and still being
vveightiess.

And with that love (you) stays. And with that love (me)
leaves. And with that, we part. Hoping and praying and

saying more than WwWe pianned, and 21180 not near Y enough.

The gape loving opens in me as [ leave it, creaks my bones
yearning for an answer. It pounds n my head like an alarm
clock, wakes me out of my drunken stupor. Like a child
hoiding their breath, my eyes go wide searching for it, For
sornething to f1ll it. For sornething to do with it aﬁ. [ find you
m everything, and the openness, ﬁthe breath, the pounding
just grows more. Eyes Creaking, [ look out over this ha

lace. Grey and malnourished of love and hope and love’s
augh. The streets ring empty11 and [ can hear the heating of
my own dead heart like it 1s thunder. Love has been gone for
a brief moment, and | am already worn down. I lay in bed
Wond(elring why my body collapses, why the Wor]>d seems
wasted.

Loved

All T am is loved. In throw blankets and guitar tutorials and
letters that say too much and mean the world. T am loved in
nothingness. n healps of sadness and grief, and the worst
loneliness you cou d ever im%gine. [Tam loved through
screens: text messages and FaceTime, and “What time is it
there?” and “Are you asieep yet?” Love has whisked me off the
street, and [ have prayed at her feet. Love has told me no a
million times and has’said yes only a few. Love is something |
can do at my leisure, following me wherever I go, leaving a
trail of words in my wake.

[ove is found in peuehes and kiwis a_nd dream journais.
Love is found in train rides and 1ooking giasses and sculpture
museums.

Love is everyvvhere, but T am adamant about getring it the
way | want. And because it is not the way [ want, [ believe
thére is none of it. Love is frustration and flailing and waiting
for the time to be right.

Love is held in a friend's home. In soirées and olives and
stories shared at a dinner table. Love, while difficult to find,
is held in a stuck piaee. In the continuation of the constant,
where nothinghfeeis as if it has or will ever change. Love is
Change. In the hardened hopes of one who wishes, prays, for
nothing more. Love is held in screaming matches and asking,
“Doyou want to keep me in your life?” Love is exhaustion



and work, and sometimes, most times, does not feel like
love. Feels like shit and muck and Walkin§ through
molasses. Like a parking ticket on a ﬁvefdegree ay. Love s
fel}t; more easily in raucous drinking, but its sting feels worse
sober.

[ove is in the room 1 isolate myse]f in. Among the
self-hatred and doubrt it rests. Makes my e%fes misty and my
;)ody shake. I am loved in places that feel like I could neveér
be: My brain, my pain, my selfishness. | am even when I am
alone and have convinced myself, once again, that I am a
terrible person. | am loved there. Woul you believe it?

Love is, sometimes, the only way | continue.

Love 1s not one feeling but a multitude, making us loose
and whorish and runed and perfected and Sexy and siﬂy
and brilliant and }%unny and desperate and magnetic and
open and sealed and damagec%) and safe angn hard to
understand and curious and devoid and full and

everything. And every thing.

Love is a contradiction none of us want, but we all crave.
[ am fragile in love. So much so, I know love breaks me.
Love cracks me open and builds me up again with_the
knowledge of those who have helped me to become whole
again. And perhaps, love doesn’t Etﬁ us close again. It leaves
actures in our fortress that make us a bit more open each
time. At the end of my life, I don't want a fortress. Fwant to
have loved enough that all that is left is air for the Openness
to pour through.

Proposal

by ndra Prakesh

['was born and raised in this city. Manhattan shaped me—the
schools, the streets, the subways that never run on time. 'm 23
years old, and on the day this story truly began, it was my first
day as a master’s student at NYU.

That morning, | took the local train. Like every other day, it
was late. But [ wasn’t worried. [ had started early. Sdill, time
inside the subway moves differently—slow, heavy—like that
planet in Interstellar, where minutes cost years. [ made it to
class on time. Life went on.

Days turned into weeks. Weeks into months. Assignments.
Quizzes. Exams. The routine of a normal guy—Tliving under
his parents’ roof, watching movies late at night, playing
online games, dreaming Wit%lout knowing what [ was waiting

for.

Then one day came—like rain in peak summer.

[ was on the train with my friend, switching lines to get
home. A group boarded with us. One of them knew my
friend, so they started talking, I glanced at the group casually

... and then I saw her.

She was laughing, alive in her own moment. One Air Pod in
her ear—music playing only for her. Her hair was dark and
shining, ﬂowing ike a waterfall from her head to her
shoulders. Her eyes... they reminded me of lotus petals—soft,
deep, impossible to ignore. When she smiled, my entire

world lit up. And vet, in her world, I didn't exist at all.

She got off at 116¢h Sereet. [ stayed on dill 125th.
That night, sleep never really came. Only her face did.

The next morning, I learned she studied at the same university
—NYU. All this time, just another class, another hallway away.
Through mutual friends, I learned more about her. That
evening, with my friend standing beside me like fate itself, T
introduced myself to her. I owe that man more than he'll ever

know.

At first, we talked about classes. Subjects. Grades. Slowly, those
conversations turned into movies, random thoughts,
meaningless things that somehow meant eve?thing. The
subway that once felt endless suddenly felt too fast. Like the

MTA had secretly installed Fr engines just to steal time from
me.

She always got off at 116th Street. And somehow... so did 1.

Just a few extra minutes. A few extra steps. A few extra
heartbeats.

[ never told her how I felt. She saw me as a friend. And I was
afraid—afraid chat if  spoke, I'd lose even that. Seasons changed.
Time moved on. And before [ realized it, it was the last day of
my COUTSe.

[ knew one thing Clearly. If I didn’t say it that day, | might never

say it in my lifetime.

That evening, we got off the train and walked toward her home
—like every other day. But the universe decided to pause.

The sun was low, painting the sky T%old. The clouds were pale red
on one side, dark on the other. The wind moved EFgently, like it
was careful not to interrupt the moment. No traffic. No noise.

Just birds, sky, and silence. It felt like the world was holding ics
breath.

So I gathered every bit of courage I had left.

“[ want to say something,” [ said. “I've wanted to say it for a long
time... from the very first moment [ saw you.”

She stopped walking, She listened.

“[ feel good when I'm with you,” I continued. “And I don’t want
these moments to end. [ want to spend more time with you.”

She looked straight into my eyes—like she could see through
me. My pupils widened. My heart raced like I'd just finished a
marathon, breathless, unscoppable.

And then, with nothing left to hide, I said the only truth I had
been carrying all along,

[ love you.



Visiting the Museum With My Friends
by Jon Swiss

The flow of successors in the capitalist field is what enables it
to sustain itself, for an ideal larger than itself—success—
becomes the central authority to the entire machine. God in
capitalism becomes success. Prayers become investments.
And priests becomes entrepreneurs.

Anyway, 1 could not bring myself to rob anyone. In
perpetuating such a thing would I be, if we wish to cohere to
the politica]g hilosophy of Rawls, or more acutely, Kant’s
conception OF morality, single handedly destroying the whole
world. But [ was broke and very hungry and not thinking
straight.

Now, selling drugs is a different story—so long as they are
clean. Once, when [ was a younger man and needed money, 1
asked my friend to lend me an ounce of weed. Let me just say
that within a month or two [ was selling out by the pound

and cven became hlS dealer.

Even though I have a lot of experience under my belt, I am
still quite innocent, which perl]%:)aps is not such a good thing,
as good of a thing as it can be. [ wish sometimes that I was
able to be less innocent. But then again, not really. I am proud
of my kindness and naivete.

Anyway, eventually my friend, Eric, invited me to go to the
Whitney Art Museum with him and his girlfriend, and then
five minutes later, my other friend, Steele, invited me to go to
the MoMa with his girlfriend. I thought that that was a funny
coincidence, and as it turned out the exhibitions were timed
in such a way that I could go to both museums, which I did.

When I arrived to the MoMa, Steele was not vet there and so
[ started rolling myself a cigarette, but right as I went to
smoke it he appeared and so [ put it away and we all walked
into the place. He was excited to see an exhibit presenting the
artist, Ruth Asawa, who [ basically found to be unimpressive.

Framed, were the graduate school recommendations which
she received from various professors and they called her all
sorts of wonders and that she was something revolutionary.
They were very well written and were perhaps my favorite
part of the exhibit. I liked the contrast between reading her

raise and looking next to me and being disappointed. That
Eeing said, the eziibit had this one cool painting which she
made, representing chairs, using amalgamations of small
squares, like mosaics, to form them and their corresponding
scene. But other than that I did not care much for the exhibit.

[ pretended to find her work interesting, so that my friends
would not consider me pretentious and think me to be a
hater, but if I am being frank, I did not understand her work
very well. Perhaps this was Why [ did nor like it.

[ told my friends, “See ya guys, ‘'m goinl% to check out the
Picassos and the Matisses,” and I did just that and we all said

goodbye. Walking down to the exhibit [ ran into my and
Steele’s other friend, Gideon, who studied Art History

in school and I consider his opinion valid.

“Did you know Steele is right back there? T said,

pointing behind me. “Yes, we were just texting.” He said.

“I want to show you guys the Wilfredo Lam exhibit.”

[ told him that Steele was going to be a while. Gideon
sighed and made a face. “Ugh.” He said. “T don’t reaﬂy get
it I said, talking about Asawa, hoping to find
agreement in Gideon, who's opinion, as [ said, I find
valid. “I do, but I don't like it” He said. I gave him some
hits from my pen and left him to see the Picasso’s and
whatever else.

This next exhibit was one of the coolest things which 1
have ever experienced and actually expanded within me
a new curiosity for physical qrt.

First of all, entering into the exhibit I was greeted by
George Braques, Woman holding a2 Mandolin. 1
immediately fell in love with it. Then my brain and
perception  was exploded by the beaudful and
magnanimous work by James Pollock entitled,
She-wolf. What a piece that one was to behold. 1
contemplated it for some time and left perhaps higher
than [ already was. | was next unimpressed by Dali’s
most famous painting, which was very small and
actually did not interest me very much.

Quickly was my brain once again exploded by none
other dZan Picassos, Girl infront of a mirror. I really loved
the painting and studied it for a long while. I am sure
that Wallace Stevens, one of my favorite poets, loved this
piece as well, for we see a beautitul woman, perceive in
the mirror that which she perhaps is not.

To quote Stevens, “A tune beyond us as we are, yet
nothin Changed by the blue guitar” And here do we see
the gir%s selt beyond herselfglllooking into the mirror:
herself, quite different from that which is actuaﬂy there,
to mean, that which is the physical world.

But Picasso makes it clear that even this physical world
is not that which it might seem. The woman, as the
woman, looking into the mirror as a fantasy world of
her own self estimation. While it was not my favorite, |
found it to be a true masterpiece, and out of the
hundreds of paintings which I saw that day, was only
one of the three which I encountered.

Stay tuned for the rest: Jon Swiss, The Giovanni
Saff:/treﬂa Brand



My Friend Capital
by Jack Kontarinis

A young man moves to a disgusting trash—heap of a city,
one that is also beautiful in its Tage and its night-bellows
g]arbage trucks screaming throug( philosophic and ood
a ieys, trying their hardest to wake us up hieary cye and
remind s of the shit we stuft in bags and sendto the fire,
miles away and impersonal and probably in New Jersey.

But if this city were a hody then I would be in’its lower
intestines, only "possible moving up towards the more
pretty and thoughttul parts it something goes horribly
wronig, but otherwise most likely to be shit out sometimie
SO0, deFending on my nutritional rnakeup and the fiber
intake of this intellectual and shitting city. I am laxative,
hear me bubble!

And it is here, in the intestines, that I meet my friend
Ca]l:itai. Of course, | have known him a long time, molested
by his fragments and convulsed by his hallucinations since
birth. And we have a strange friendshiF. How many of your
friends have tried to glive your, famjly and EZ Pass’into
poverty, low-toll specialties to slice through Reposessions,
Audits, Federal Taxes, somewhat unharmed, but definicely
scarred? But I love him, too, try as he might to drown me.

[t’s in this city that I real y get o know Capitai. ['ve
spent years pruning and fostering our friendship, on my
knees in front of old misers and some of Capital’s bettef,
closer friends, and god damn my knees are, or might be
Eerrnanentiy mutilaced from so much groveling, but

apital is rot a fair weather friend, so grovel and kneel I
must.

When I get to this city, Capital is on my mind. I hadn’t
seen much of him for a long time, heing q ]foor, deranged
pseudo-intellectual in the Drunk Tank for Tour years, lied
to about the outside world and tull of the knowledge of
underemployment and how to take a Customer’s Order. So
[ get to the ¢ity and get on my knees, praying to Capital.

ere can | find you? I miss you, please call me back.

Where cari 1 find you? I miss you, please call me back

And Capital, benevolent andinsane as he is, returns my
call one day and | get a job.

And I7start to see Capital a lot more, thank God,
because I missed him, even though [ still don’t see him as
much. Personally, I mean, because of course I still see him
everywhere. And it makes me jealous, because I want to be
Capital’s best friend. I don’t want him through middle men
and misers and Customers anymore, | want to eell Capitai
what to do, how to be liquid, How to diversify. My holdings,
you see, my holdings, God, liquidate Customers; please!

Capital laughs at me, Through a pink smog haze on the
Choiesteroiatecﬁ artery of this stinking cadaverous city I see
Capitai’s newest Dest friend, some new rnegaiithic
behemoth, straight glimmering steel and glass, miles high,
like stairs ascending to Capital Heaven where only
Capitai’s Fellacites ma g0 one day. e Structure giggles at
me through the stinking rotteri alleys of the intestines
reflected in puddles of piss, shimmying scraps of tinfoil and
needles, Capital's ex-wives and” deranged half-cousins
screaming at dumpsters while [ walk.

“Well, this World will Mend one day...”

[ won't call myself one of Capital’s slaves, no one is truly,
you just might think you are one. Really, though, I might be
too harsh on my old Triend, Capital is sometimes very njce
to me and lets me do fun things, like when foreign sand is
stuck in my toenails and when Waiters ask me to repeat
what [ just said because | say things too nervously. Capitai
lets me'do a lot, actually!

[ just don't want him to be angry at me and send his
Re%()ssessors after me again because iosing my things
makes me sad, and | simpixxfdon’t know what to’do wit
myself without my things. When Capital gets mad at me
and 1 lose my chings, All'I want to do is make him happy

again, and a lot of the time I am still on my knees. Because
my Friend Capital is an asshole.

Untitled
by Jackie Beck

My second floor room is stacked brown boxes, piles of cotton
and Jean, siiky sheets, hanging dust Whisperingd“the walls aren’t
clean” The quandary: when Eyou return to Brooklyn, you will

live one suhway Stop away, bast.

['ve turned away from to dos and towards a cigarette day dream.
I'm iayin shirtless in jeans on lavender srneiiing sheets, drinking
the WOO§€H floor boards and the flaking crown of the ceiling,

and 'm dreaming about Z.

Through the window my eyes meet the brown and green leaves
on the peeling Eucalyptus outside and we wave in solidarity of

our pOGtI'y.

[ turn onto my side to immerse in the memory of the night we
met Z, Id arrived at Purgatory too late. You and the band were
standing side hy side out front Chatting discreetiy. You had just
ﬁnishec? piaying your set. Sornething about you and your and
was mysterious. /As if each of you was ke ing a secret. When
Frank introduced us, or was it Hector? | di‘d?l’t notice the argyie
velvet walls and powderedfhiuefsatin—sheets between  us
irnrnediateiy, and [ didnt feel the static eiectricigf until the night
our ﬁnger tips touched in the pizza shop off mc Ougai street, but

[ did feel sornething.

Me, Hector and Frank had been chalantdy up to the usual,
drinking beers and smokin Cigs on the picnic bench when I saw
she was searching for sorne%hing on the ground. When someone
asked what she was looking for, she replied, “My heart diamond
fell.” or was it “Im looking %or a heart diamond.” No, maybe she
said, “I lost the gem to my ring” Okay so I can’t remember how
she described it, but I know S%l(? would have crafted the line of
words with a laconic tongue and a poet’s pen. Each word would
have been perfect, chosen. Each word speaking the intention into
existence, Eut lovingly so, gently leading the word from before to

th(? WOfd up ahead.

Whatever it was, | irnrnediateiy started 1ooking for it, this thing
heionging to 7. “Is this it?” Crouching below the crowd, I rose
from the black asphait, a pink heart diamond cradled in the
crevices of my wrinkled palm. “YES!” Z, exclaimed, and in that
moment there, outside Purgatory in the dark dream of a
Bushwick Summer Night a conniving Cupid knocked me out

cold.

[ fele as if I was now lost somewhere on the ground going
unnoticed but not unfelt“Dude T cant believe yvou found it.
Thank you.” I guess | had to find it. I didn’t know WiZy at the time.
[ do now, understand, how metaphorically insane it was that you
dropped your heart on the ground, your diamond heart, and 1
found i. i</[onths later, I felt so lame having not recognized the
subtle significance of your heart falling onto the sidewalk chen.

But how could T have known? Mayhe the Hennessey that
appeared in and out of your tote bag everywhere we went that
one night after Parlor” We had walked ‘over to Washington
Square from Reggios sitting at the fountain and [ was takin

hotos of the empty pint ofg Hennessy floating on the water. 1§
Eaiﬂdrunken int of Hennessy appeared in front of my face, a
half smirking 7 behind it, maybe should have said something.
Maybe the hives she had the day before she left for Nashville. She
told me she fell into some poison oak at Maria Hernandez Park.
There’s poison oak at Maria Hernandez? She kept itching, and
from the corner of my eye [ kept staring at her



itching, [ had to borrow money from my buddy in
Tucson to buy the movie tickets, I had never taken a
woman on a date, and [ felt like a creep because she
didn’t know it was a date and I was too confused to
decide if it was or wasn't a date yet myself.

Message:

Z, Do you have a crush on me ?

yes.
/., Are you with him ?

Sometimes.

The kiss

She surprised me. Drunkards we were at the
Sackett Funeral, Clyde the cellist bought the bar
and we drank it. I think that might be the luckiest
night of my life. Z wore her favorite brown cowbo

boots and showed up with a bag of paint cans. \X}ef
tagged the painted wall, the one beEind the fence
across from the bar. We had to crawl under the
chain links into tall wet weeds to get to the wall. She
tagged the wall with her Cowgirl-skeleton-head, 1
could barely walk, she saw me, T was dragging the
red spray with confident aimlessness across the
center ofy a perfectly painted art. When we crawled
back to the street side, I said something slick and
thought I'd gone too far, came off too strong, when
her boots took off. 1 had been attempting
non-chelant, chasing whiskey with room-tem

Modelos. But wires were getting crossed. I got all
unsure of myself and tried to leave. I thought I was
gone. But | was coming down the stairs to the train
and my close pal Mac was coming up. I couldn’t
believe it. How could I leave now? So we headed
back to the funeral together. I went straight for the
band. I ceased fighting and started dancing, There |
was with myselfgin the chant, and the calm. T let my
head hang, my limbs loose and long and I sang and
shouted merrily. I'm home, | thoug%lt. [ lec my eyes
float to find Z at the back of the room in the crowd,
hand to her chin watching the men make the music

like she’s known to do.

When the music faded and the people went home, |
didn't know you were standing in a corner that I
was heading towards. And when [ landed in front of
you [ knew what you wanted and I gave it willingly.

A Love Letter that I Found on the Street in
Williamsburg, on my Way to Pete's Candy Store

by Anonymous

Tomy love,

Who thinks her beauty can be concealed by a night’s old
mascara but whose majesty only shines forth even more.%\/[y love
bubbles and burns like an expectant volcano and teems out every
time I'm in your glorious presence.

Love,
(unreadable)

feshoughts

Beard
Brown eyes

Chest
Tousled black hair

Green eyes
Painced legs
Deep moans
Quick breaths
Loving so intense it makes your brain £0 dead and your body
electrify with sensation

"Two points, to moments connected with thread

*#Merchant’s Letter #%*

Your letter to me, dd le 18 of December, 1665, is to be
remember'd, wherein you informd me of your comming
shipment here to Haligx of divers goods, viz. cornmeal, chint
bramport Indian, Candian furs, well met, and divers other
goods, which are all awaited with much anxiety, truth be told.

Your business here, sir, is carrying on as God intended, and
there is not much in the way of accounts, etc., to be reported, as
all is in good order since you hath left us here last Spring. You
need not worry. Besides, there are certin persons here of the
weeker sex that doth miss your presence, one might say much too
much so. Best let not Mz Cock here of this, hup!

Bug, sire, besides jest, [ might add that, it it may please you, to
send along, In your next ship, divers Indian herbs, and perha S
even one of the famous Heaﬁrs that you hath informed me of in
times past, if this may not bring to much trouble to your
lordship. For there now be many men amongst us here that hath
fallen iﬁ, with gripping and Fever, and it remindeth me not a
lictel of the plague itself, God have mercy. I am lothe to give
credit to Savage witcheraft, but divers womenfolk heer do say
that the Savages hath found various charms and methods to
bettering the Fare of those plagued with such sicknesses. Forgive
me, sir, for indulging in such heathenish thoughts, but, one
might say that Haﬁlfax hath fallen on dark times, and it you ma
show us a littel of God’s love and Charity through a weigthy huﬂ
in the next ship, wee might be obliged to name one of our
Muddy Streetes after youre lordships onner. Cocks Alley, hup!

Your loving friend,

George Wﬁson Esq.

Dd le I9th December, Halifax.

P.S.: If thou seest Hilda, pleas give her this box of divers
memarobilia, as a token of our friendship and past conquests.
And the Hozeander, your most beautifull ship might [ say is now
heading back to New York, I say she left here Sunday IZlSt, god

send her a prosp'rs vage. Gratias deo.
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