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INTRODUCTION

Welcome to the new world! The Arts & Literary
Magazine at Carroll community college is proud to
present our second publication. We have created a
collection that showcases the various talented students
of Carroll Community College. This semester’s edition
includes short fiction, creative nonfiction, poetry,
photography, and art centering around the theme of
“New World.”

What exactly do we mean by “New World?”. The
theme is about embracing the ever changing world and
where it leads us, as well as addressing the pitfalls of
these new societies. The New World is many things. It’s
grand, it’s imaginative, it’s dystopian, it’s far off in the
future, and it’s here today. It’s something that we have
all lived through in recent years, specifically with the
Covid-19 pandemic. And like a phoenix we rose from
the ashes. Overall, the New World is what we make it,
so let’s make it a good one.



A GHOST 
BY SARAH HOKE 

silent specter, somber,
still,
Why do you walk the
earth?
Is earth your purgatory
'til
You reach your second
birth?

Silent specter, lonely, shy,
Why do you haunt me so?
What about me caught
your eye?
Why don't you say hello?

Silent specter, troubled,
sad,
What's bothering you this
way?
I don't think earth is all
that bad.
Please tell me — will you
stay?

Silent specter, pale and
drawn,
Why fly so close to me?
You whisper that your
time has come,
Tomorrow you will leave.

Silent specter, leave me
not!
Your company so dear
Has kept me from the
worst of thoughts,
From troubles, worry,
fear.

Silent specter, only friend,
I beg you, stay with me!
Do not abandon what we
had —
Dear specter, do not
leave!



A GHOST  CONTINUED 

YOU LEFT ME
FOR ETERNAL

BLISS —
BUT I'M NOT
ANGRY, NO

Departed specter, sorely
missed,
I blame you not, you
know.
You left me for eternal
bliss —
But I'm not angry, no

Silent specter, dearly
loved,
I hope we'll meet again.
I'll see you in the world
above.
Please wait for me, My
friend



SIREN HEAD
BY ANNA MIHM 



LIPS OF AN ANGEL 
BY MOLLY BROUGH

January 24th,  2022,  i t  was my roommate 's
seventeenth birthday.  We were on our way home
from Sheetz  in  Taneytown Maryland,  and we took
the longer  way home to shout nostalgic  music  and
speed down the back road.  This  was nothing out
of  the usual .The speed l imit  was thirty-f ive  miles
per  hour.  I  had hit  ninety-f ive  miles  per  hour at
one point .  This  smal l  decis ion to speed on the way
home could have ended my roommates  or  my own
li fe  that  day.  For a  spl i t  second,  as  my car  f lew,  I
thought we were both going to die .  This  spl i t
second taught  me how l iv ing so careless ly  could
take somebody's  l i fe  with only one unwise
decis ion.  

Cruis ing down Old Taney Town Rd,  we had
already l i s tened to  the  Pussy-Cat-Dol ls ,
Nickelback,  Kid Rock,  and now we were  on the
song “Lips  of  an Angel”  by Hinder .  



LIPS OF AN ANGEL
CONTIUNED 

This  song  was  a  ch i ldhood favor i te  of  mine ,  so
my voice  got  louder ,  and  my foot  got  heav ier  as
we  were  go ing  up  and down h i l l s ,  turn ing
sharply  a t  bends ,  and  g l id ing  on  the  road.  At
the  second chorus  of  the  song,  we  were
approaching  the  sharp  bend in  the  road  where
Old  Taneytown Road intersec ted  Tyrone  Road
at  about  seventy  mi les  per  hour .  My hear t
dropped as  I  saw the  c i rcumstances  I  had  jus t
put  myse l f  in to .

The  curve  was  near ly  a  90-degree  ang le  and on
both  s ides  of  the  road  the  land  dropped of f  to
at  l eas t  a  15- foot  drop wi th  tower ing  t rees  a l l
around.  There  was  a  guard  ra i l  on  the
passenger  s ide  of  the  road  but  the  guard  ra i l  on
my s ide  d id  not  s tar t  unt i l  a  couple  of  f ee t  a f ter
the  land  drops .  I  knew I  needed  to  s low down
immediate ly ,  or  we  were  go ing  to  dr i f t  o f f  that
road.



LIPS OF AN ANGEL 
CONTINUED 

I  s lammed on  my brakes .  Doing  th i s  caused  my
front  se t  o f  t i res  to  s top  before  my back  se t  o f
t i res .  We dr i f ted  into  the  oppos i te  lane  on  the
far - l e f t  shoulder .  As  we  cont inued  to  dr i f t ,
hear ing  the  eer ie  sound of  burning  rubber ,  to
avoid  fa l l ing  of f  the  road  complete ly  and in
fear  of  a  head-on co l l i s ion ,  I  turned  my whee l  a
hard  r ight  to  re turn  into  the  r ight  lane .  

THE CAR BEGAN TO SPIN A SECOND TIME. MY BRAIN
STARTED TO DIM, AND I LET GO OF MY WHEEL. MY EYES

WERE OPEN, BUT I COULD ONLY SEE BLACK

While  doing  th is  I  a l so  le t  go  of  my brake
s l ight ly ,  This  caused the  mot ion of  my car  to
begin  to  sp in .  We spun c lockwise .  I  was  s t i l l
f ight ing  wi th  the  whee l  t ry ing  to  control  the
2500 vehic le .  No thoughts  were  running
through my head other  than one,  “Dest iny
never  wore  her  seatbe l t .”



LIPS OF AN ANGEL
CONTINUED

The car  began to  sp in  a  second t ime.  My bra in
s tar ted  to  d im,  and I  l e t  go  of  my whee l .

My eyes  were  open,  but  I  could  only  see  b lack .
This  was  panic  and adrenal ine  in i t ia t ing  my
f l ight  response .  The  f ront  passenger  s ide  t i re
c l imbed the  guard  ra i l  wi th  a  s ign i f i cant
impact .  My phone  had  an  aux  and somewhere  in
the  chaos  got  thrown around and unplugged  the
aux.  BOOM! Sounded as  my car  toppled  and
turned  down the  rocky  h i l l s ide .  S i l ence .  The
s i l ence  i s  the  one  second we  spent  f l ipp ing  in
the  a i r .  I  can  d i s t inct ly  remember  th i s  exact
moment .  l ike  the  moment  when you reach  the
top  of  the  ro l l e r  coaster  and everybody on  the
r ide  knows  we  are  a l l  about  to  drop and drop
fas t .  That  fee l ing  in  your  s tomach you get ,  that
was  my fee l ing .



LIPS OF AN ANGEL
CONTINUED 

I  knew what  would  happen,  but  ant ic ipat ing
th i s  in  as  l i t t l e  as  one  second was  excruc ia t ing .
Another  BOOM, and now we  are  s t i l l .

A moment  of  s i l ence ,  s t i l l  s ee ing  only  b lack .
My eyes  are  c losed  now,  and I  was  not  ready  to
open them unt i l  I  heard  Dest iny ’ s  vo ice .
Gruesome thoughts  of  how i t  ended  were
running  through my head.

 “Mol ly .  Mol ly !  Wake  the  f**k  up!”  Dest iny
s tar t s  shaking  my arm.  “Mol ly ,  S top.  We have
to  get  out  of  the  car !”  I  can  fee l  her  pul l ing  on
my seat  be l t  buckle .

My eyes  open  and I  see  her  knees  on  the  roof
of  my car .  I  am hanging  of f  the  ce i l ing  of  the
car  s t rapped  down into  my seat .

“Get  out !”  I  panica l ly  te l l  as  I  t ry  to  unbuckle
my seatbe l t  wi th  my f i s t .



F i r s t  t r y ,  f a i l e d .  S e c o n d  t r y ,  f a i l e d .  T h e  t h i r d
t i m e  I  s c r a p e d  m y  k n u c k l e  o n  t h e  c a s i n g  o f  t h e
r e d  b u t t o n ,  f r e e d .  I  f e l l  o n  m y  h e a d .  D e s t i n y
c r a w l e d  o u t  o f  t h e  p a s s e n g e r  d o o r ,  m e  s h o r t l y
b e h i n d  h e r .   W e  b o t h  g o t  o u t  a n d  l o o k e d  a t
e a c h  o t h e r .  W e  b o t h  a s k e d  i f  w e  w e r e  o k a y  a n d
c o n f i r m e d  t o  e a c h  o t h e r  w e  d i d  n o t  f e e l  a n y
p a i n .  W e  s t a r t e d  l a u g h i n g  a t  t h i s  m o m e n t .  

 “ H o w  a r e  w e  a l i v e ? ”  I  t h o u g h t .

When the  pol i ce  and ambulance  arr ived ,  they
checked  us  out  and to ld  Dest iny  that  s ince  she
was  not  wear ing  her  seat  be l t ,  she  must  go  to
the  hospi ta l  to  check  her  sp ine  and bra in .  As
the  ambulance  drove  away,  I  s tood there  wi th
the  pol ice  of f i cer .  

LIPS OF AN ANGEL 
CONITUNED 



LIPS OF AN ANGEL
CONTINUED 

“One  in  a  mi l l ion ,”  He  sa id  quie t ly  whi le
get t ing  on  h i s  knees  to  he lp  me  get  my phone
and wal le t  out  of  the  car .

 “Huh?”  I  asked  h im,  not  hear ing  what  he  sa id .

“I t ’ s  one  in  a  mi l l ion  chances  that  an  acc ident
l ike  th i s  happens  and everybody walks  away
with  hard ly  a  scratch ,”  He  sa id  as  he  handed
me my be longings .

That  comment  made  me th ink.  I  came to  two
conc lus ions  that  day .  One  was  i f  there  i s  a
God,  he  has  a  p lan  for  me,  and the  second one
was  I  l ive  reck less ly  l ike  I  do  not  care .  I
rea l i zed  I  want  to  l ive  a  long  l i f e .  I  would  love
to  keep  a l l  my l imbs  a t tached  and my body
hea l thy .



LIPS OF AN ANGEL
CONTINUTED

B e f o r e  t h i s  c a r  a c c i d e n t  I  w a s  n o t  a l w a y s

a b i d i n g  b y  t h e  l a w ,  I  w a s  n o t  a l w a y s  a  n i c e

p e r s o n ,  a n d  I  w a s  n o t  l i v i n g  t o  m y  f u l l e s t

p o t e n t i a l .  I  h a d  a l r e a d y  b e e n  k i c k e d  o u t  o f

t w o  h i g h  s c h o o l s ,  t r a n s f e r r e d  t o  a n

a l t e r n a t i v e  s c h o o l ,  g o t  c h a r g e d  o n  m y

j u v e n i l e  r e c o r d  m o r e  t h a n  o n c e ,  a n d

d i s r e s p e c t e d  a n y b o d y  w h o  I  f e l t  o f f e n d e d  b y .

 T h i s  c a r  a c c i d e n t ,  I  t h o u g h t  a s  l o o k e d  a t

d o w n  t h e  r a v i n e  b e l o w  a t  w h a t  u s e d  t o  b e  m y

c a r ,  b u t  n o w  w a s  n o t h i n g  m o r e  t h a n  s c r a p

m e t a l .  T h o u g h  i t  w a s  t r a u m a t i c  I  w a n t  t o  l i v e

m y  l i f e .  L i f e  i s  f a r  m o r e  v a l u a b l e  t h a n  w h e n  I

v i e w e d  i t  b e f o r e  I  s p u n  a n d  f l i p p e d  m y  c a r .

L i f e  i s  w o r t h  l i v i n g  a n d  s h o u l d  n o t  b e  t a k e n

f o r  g r a n t e d .  T h e  l i f e  c h a n g i n g  e x p e r i e n c e

g a v e  m e  a  r e a l i t y  c h e c k .



FATES 
BY ANNA MIHM



GIRLS GO MISSING IN MY TOWN
BY EVELYN LUCADO

Girls go missing in my
town, 
Daddy says it’s a part of
life 
and to keep a knife in the
pockets of my jeans, 
not shorts. 
Mary went missing in
shorts
so we wear jeans, 
but not the tight ones
because that’s what Ruth
was wearing. 
We don’t walk alone
anymore since Esther
walked  
home alone. 
Then we stopped walking
in pairs when Martha and
the other Mary 
walked out into thin air. 
So we walked in threes. 

We thought it must be the
monster in the woods, 
the one the older boys
used to tell us about 
to scare us. 
The one with gnarly
yellow teeth, 
as tall as the trees.
He lurks just beyond the
tree line  
watching the girls skip
rope and play house 
waiting for one of us to
stray too far from the
others. 
I asked Daddy if the
monster took Rachel and
Debbie, 
he said don’t talk about
it. 



GIRLS GO MISSING IN MY TOWN
CONTINUED

Mrs. Sarah goes missing,
and I’m all that’s left 
and I wonder what it’s
worth to be  
the only one left. 
I see the way the boys
look at me. 
I see the way the men
watch as I pass 
and I know their wives
are somewhere in the
woods. 
And I’d rather not be
here, 
to be their next victim. 
When there was no one
left to walk in threes 
I walked home alone, 
straying from the
sidewalk 
close to the trees. 
No monster comes to
meet me, 
But I never go home. 
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THE BONE CARVER’S DAUGTHER 
BY JULIE DAY

A large  t ib ia  shone  under  the  midday  sun  jus t
as  the  pat tern  of  a  mandala  i s  seen  on  the
creamy whi te  sur face .  The  ivory  co lor  of  the
bone  showed that  Spenser  Rushings  had  been
hea l thy  before  he  d ied ,  unt i l  he  became
infec ted .  The  d i sease  that  had  ravaged  North
Amer ica  became known as  “ the  a f f l i c t ion”.
anyone  wi th  the  symptoms was  bas ica l ly  g iven
a  death  not ice .  Symptoms ranged  f rom
throwing  up  b lood,  ach ing ,  be ing  dehydrated ,
and not  s l eep ing .  The  most  not iceable
character i s t i c  o f  the  d i sease  was  the  open
wounds  appear ing  a l l  over  the  body.

Rushing ’ s  mother  had  commiss ioned  the
carv ing  f rom the  Whitakers ,  who l ived  down
the  s t ree t  f rom them.  The  moment  that  she
found out  her  son  had contracted  the  d i sease
she  s tar ted  prepar ing  for  h i s  death .



THE BONE CARVER’S DAUGTHER
CONTINUED

T h i s  “ p r e p a r a t i o n ”  i s  t h e  t o r c h i n g  o f  t h e  b o d y

o f  t h o s e  i n f e c t e d ,  b u t  n o t  h o t  e n o u g h  t o  t h e

p o i n t  o f  c r e m a t i o n  j u s t  e n o u g h  t o  k i l l  t h e

d i s e a s e .  T o  m a k e  s u r e  t h e  d i s e a s e  i s  g o n e  f r o m

a n y  o t h e r  s o u r c e ,  e v e r y t h i n g  t h e y  m a y  h a v e

c o m e  i n  c o n t a c t  w i t h  i s  d i s i n f e c t e d  t o  t h e

h i g h e s t  l e v e l  o r  t o r c h e d .  B e c a u s e  o f  t h i s ,  m o s t

b e l o n g i n g s  n e v e r  r e a c h e d  b e y o n d  t h e

d i s i n f e c t i o n  p r o c e s s .

T h e  W h i t a k e r ’ s  f a m i l y  b u s i n e s s  T h e  B o n e

C r a v e r  a n d  T o r c h e r ,  s t a r t e d  n o t  l o n g  a f t e r  t h e

i n f e c t i o n  s t a r t e d .  A v a ’ s  m o t h e r  w a s  g r i e v i n g

t h e  l o s s  o f  h e r  o w n  m o t h e r ,  N a n a  B e l l a ,  a n d

N a n a ’ s  w o r l d l y  p o s s e s s i o n s .



THE BONE CARVER’S DAUGTHER
CONTINUED 

Nana  d i ed  f rom the  a f f l i c t ion .  Want ing
someth ing  to  r emember  the  o ld  sp i t f i r e ,
Naomi  Whi taker  had  taken  out  he r  mother ’ s
bones  tha t  had  fa i l ed  to  burn  in  the  homemade
pyre  in  the i r  backyard  in  the  backcount ry  o f
Mary land .

LOOKING AT HER MOTHER’S BONES SHE FELT
SADNESS AND HER GRIEF TRIED TO TAKE

OVER HER AGAIN.

Looking  a t  he r  mother ’ s  bones  she  f e l t  sadnes s
and  her  g r i e f  t r i ed  to  take  over  he r  aga in .  She
he ld  the  breas tbone  in  her  hand  th ink ing  i t  was
the  mos t  impor tant  bone  her  mother  had ,  be ing
a  s tage  3  breas t  cancer  surv ivor  and  a  mother  o f
f i ve .  I t  he ld  the  mos t  mean ing  out  o f  a l l  o f
them.  



THE BONE CARVER’S DAUGTHER
CONTINUED

An idea  had  come out  of  nowhere .  Taking  the
bone  to  her  craf t  room,  Ava’s  mother  took up
one  of  her  wood-crav ing  tools  ,  what  looked
l ike  a  min i  ch i se l ,  and  her  creat ive  dr ive  had
taken  over  her .  As  she  scu lpted  wi th  the
de l i cate  mater ia l ,  an  intense  focus  was
apparent  on  her  face .  Underneath  that
concentrat ion  was  an  immorta l  sadness  that
even  i f  not  seen  was  a lways  there  lurk ing  in  the
shadows,  wai t ing  for  a  chance  of  weakness .
Immorta l  and  vengefu l ,  wai t ing  for  a  chance  to
br ing  the  v ic t im to  the i r  knees ,  tak ing  comfort
in  the i r  brokenness  and gr ie f .  

An hour  la ter ,  Naomi  Whitaker  had  f in i shed  an
i tem wi th  mater ia l  she  had  never  used  before .
Into  the  ye l lowed-whi te  mater ia l ,  Naomi  carved
a  s t ream of  horses .  Horses  that  were  wi ld  and
free  as  Nana Be l l e .



THE BONE CARVER’S DAUGTHER
CONTINUED 

That  same carv ing  was  now d i sp layed  in  the i r
entryway.  Even  though grandmother  was  gone
people  could  a lways  fee l  and  see  the  impact
that  she  had  on  others  by  jus t  looking  at  the
beaut i fu l  carv ing  her  only  daughter  made  in  her
remembrance .Coming  back  to  the  present
sooner  than  she  would  have  l iked ,  Ava  had
f in i shed  the  Mandola  p iece  for  Mrs .  Rushing .  

 IT WAS TIME TO STOP STALLING AND TO

BEGIN THE HARDEST PIECE OF BONE

CRAVING SHE WOULD EVER DO.

 I t  was  t ime  to  s top  s ta l l ing  and to  beg in  the
hardes t  p iece  of  bone  crav ing  she  would  ever
do.  She  came out  of  the  workshop and walked
down the  t ra i l  to  her  house .  Once  she  was
Ins ide  the  house ,  she  f ina l ly  s topped in  f ront
of  the  ha l l  c lose t .  



THE BONE CARVER’S FAUGTHER  
CONTINUED

She  l e t  go  o f  the  breath  that  she  hadn’ t
rea l i zed  shed  been  ho ld ing  and  turned  the
knob.  Ava  expec ted  to  f ind  a  monster  wi th
c laws  and  tee th ,  so  i t  cou ld  t ear  her  apar t .
And She  would  l e t  the  gnar ly  beas t  t ear  her   
apar t ,  p i ece  by  p iece  l eav ing  her  l ike  a  Humpy
Dumpty  mess  in  her  foyer .  Ins tead ,  i t  was
much  worse ,  someth ing  she  had  avo ided  and
den ied  for  weeks .  Ins ide  was  a  c losed
cardboard  box .  She  f e l t  a  wave  o f  unending
emot ions ,  pa in ,  sadness ,  lone l iness  as  she
looked  a t  the  box .  She  suppressed  every th ing
she  was  f ee l ing  as  i f  i t  would  make  i t  a l l  s top
from sp i l l ing  out ,  she  sewed,  and  duct  taped
herse l f  back  toge ther .  Wi thout  the  c racks
showing  maybe  she  wouldn ’ t  fa l l  apar t .
F ina l ly ,  she  came  upon  the  par t  that  she
needed ,  a  p iece  o f  ver tebrae ,  L1  of  the  sp ina l
co lumn.



THE BONE CARVER’S DAUGTHER 
CONTINUED 

Ava s t rapped  on  the  re sp i ra tor  mask  and
gogg les  a f t e r  ske tch ing  the  image  o f  a  dragon
wi th  i t s  ta i l  in  i t s  mouth .  Then  she  got  to
work .  She  sudden ly  remembered  the  f i r s t  t ime
her  mother  showed  her  how to  carve  a t  8 ,  why
they  c raved  wi th  t rad i t iona l  too l s ,  her  t e l l ing  a
very  young  Ava  Norse  fa i ry ta le s ,  and  why  her
mother  s tar ted  the  bus iness  o f  c rav ing  bones
f rom people  as  ways  to  remember  them and  the
way  they  l ived  l i f e .  A  memory  popped  up ,  o f
her  sp i r i t ed  mother  ye l l ing  a t  an  o ld  man who
demanded  she  s top  the  “desecra t ion”  of
remains .

WHY HER MOTHER STARTED THE
BUSINESS OF CRAVING BONES FROM

PEOPLE AS WAYS TO REMEMBER
THEM AND THE WAY THEY LIVED

LIFE.



THE BONE CARVER’S DAUGTHER
CONTINUED 

“ T h i s  i s  h o w  w e  h a v e  d e c i d e d  t o  h o n o r

p e o p l e ,  n o t  b y  b u r y i n g  t h e m  u n d e r  a  p i l e  o f

d i r t  o r  t u r n i n g  t h e m  t o  a s h e s  j u s t  t o  f o r g e t

t h e m  l a t e r . ”  N a m o i  W h i t a k e r  s c r e a m e d .

“ W e  a r e  d o i n g  t h i s  ,  s o  a t  l e a s t  s o m e  p a r t  o f

t h e m  c a n  l i v e  o n ,  e i t h e r  w a t c h i n g  t h e  w o r l d

c h a n g e  o r  b y  s e e i n g  t h e  p e o p l e  t h e y  l e f t  k n o w

t h e y  w i l l  f o r e v e r  b e  m i s s e d  a n d  l o v e d ”

“ W e  a r e  d o i n g  t h i s  s o  a t  l e a s t  s o m e  p a r t  o f

t h e m  c a n  l i v e  o n ,  e i t h e r  w a t c h i n g  t h e  w o r l d

c h a n g e  o r  b y  s e e i n g  t h e  p e o p l e  t h e y  l e f t

 k n o w  t h e y  w i l l  f o r e v e r  b e  m i s s e d  a n d  l o v e d ”

W i t h o u t  e v e n  r e a l i z i n g  i t ,  t h e  t e a r s  t h a t  A v a

h a d  b o t t l e d  u p  f o r  s o  l o n g  w e r e  o v e r f l o w i n g .



THE BONE CARVER’S DAUGTHER
CONTINUED 

They sp lashed onto  her  worktable  hapless ly  and
even though she  swabbed her  eyes  wi th  the  back
of  her  s leeve ,  the  tears  s t i l l  came.

Somet ime later ,  a f ter  the  tears  had gone  dry  and
she  had f in i shed the  dragon,  she  threaded a
thick  leather  cord  through the  middle  and
placed i t  around her  neck.  

Knock,  knock.

Just  as  she  was  f in i shed ty ing  the  knot ,  Ava
heard the  thud of  knocking  coming f rom the
house  in  the  d is tance .  Gett ing  up quickly ,  she
grabbed the  wooden box conta in ing  Spencer
Rushings ' s  t ib ia  and headed to  the  house .

She  opened the  door  to  f ind Mrs .  Rushings  in
her  jeans  and t - sh ir t .  Ava s tarts  apologiz ing.  



“I ’m so  sorry  th i s  i s  la te  Mrs .  Rushings”

“It ’ s  okay  sweet ie  ” .  Mrs .  Rushings  in terrupts
Ava’s  apologet ic  babble .  “I  know how much
love  and hear t  you  put  in to  your  work,  and I
know Spenser  would  have  apprec ia ted  your
dedicat ion”.
“I  know…” She  pauses ,  seeming  to  doubt  the
words  she  i s  about  to  say

“I  know your  mother  would  have  been  proud of
you and the  work  you have  done”

THE BONE CARVER’S DAUGTHER
CONTINUED

SHATTERING INTO TINY PIECES, WITH NO

WAY OF BEING PUT BACK TOGETHER THE

SAME EVER AGAIN.



I t  was  as  i f  the  dam had broken  once  aga in ,

th i s  t ime  wi th  more  force  than  before .  Ava

tr ied  to  hold  back  the  sobs  that  broke  through,

but  Mrs .  Rushings ,  her  mother ’ s  o ld  f r i end

from col l ege ,  put  her  arms  around her  and she

broke  l ike  an  o ld  China  dol l .  Shat ter ing  into

t iny  p ieces ,  wi th  no  way  of  be ing  put  back

together  the  same ever  aga in .  As  Mrs .

Rushings  he ld  her ,  t ry ing  to  console  her  the

bes t  way  she  could  and the  tears  f lowed f ree ly

now that  she  wasn’ t  ho ld ing  anyth ing  back,  she

fe l t  more  a t  peace  than  she  had  in  a  long  t ime.

THE BONE CARVER’S DAUGTHER
CONTINUED
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PERSEPHONE
BY SARAH HOKE

I :  PERSEPHONE
CHOOSES

Persephone  chooses  
Hades .  He  asks  her
permiss ion  
and she  obl iges .  
Uppi ty  Zeus  i s
in fur ia ted  —
how dare  h i s  brother
propose
to  the  objec t  o f  h i s
love
before  her  fa ther?
Hermes  snatches
Persephone  up  
before  she  can  eat  a l l
twe lve  
pomegranate  seeds .

II: PERSEPHONE
WONDERS

Persephone  s tumbles
upon the  entrance  to
the  underwor ld  
and enters  of  her  own
vol i t ion .  
She  doesn ’ t  qu i te
know 
what  she ’ s  ge t t ing
herse l f  in to ,  
but  cur ios i ty  has
a lways  been  her
s t ronges t  
su i t ,  and  the  f lowers
down here  
are  haunt ing ly  pre t ty .



PERSEPHONE 
CONTINUED

III: PERSEPHONE
BATTLES

Persephone  i s  r ipped
from her  fami ly ,
f r i ends ,  f lowers ,  and  
she  f ights  l ike
noth ing  e l se .  
The  seeds  are  forced
down her  throat  in
the  end
and her  mother  i s
shocked  
by  what  she  sees  in
her  daughter ,  
newly- forged.

IV:  PERSEPHONE
FALLS

Hades  ent ices
Persephone  s lowly ,  
coax ing ly .  She  fee l s
herse l f  
los ing  her  gr ip  on
good sense  
as  she  fa l l s  in  love .  
The  ear th  opens  up  
to  revea l  her  lover  
wi th  a  r ing  bear ing
her  name 
and a  promised
e lopement .



PERSEPHONE
CONTINUED

V: PERSEPHONE LOUD
AND VOICELESS

Persephone  i s  r ipped
from Hades ,  
her  new love  that
fee l s  
centur ies  o ld  a l ready,  
and  f ights  l ike  Ares
h imse l f .  
The  f ina l  e ight  seeds
are  torn  f rom her
hands  
and the  crown of  the
underwor ld  takes  her
ha i r  wi th  i t  
as  i t ’ s  s to len  f rom
atop her  head.

VI: PERSEPHONE
ARRANGED

Persephone  and
Hades  have  an
arranged  
and eventua l ly  happy  
marr iage ,  courtesy  of
Zeus .  
The  roof  of  the
underwor ld  sp l i t s  
to  revea l  a  f renz ied
Demeter ,  
wi ld  wi th  gr ie f  for
her  ch i ld  
torn  f rom her  wi thout
consent .  
E ight  wheat  kerne l s
la ter ,  
an  arrangement  must
be  made .



PERSEPHONE
CONTINUED

VII: PERSEPHONE
VENGEFUL

Hades  pursues
Demeter .  
Her  abundance  and
her  f ru i t fu lness  
compel  h im.  He
doesn ’ t  account  for  
the  gr ie f  o f
Persephone ,  who wi l l
burn  
down the  wor ld  to
keep  her  mother  
sa fe  and we l l  — and
burn  she  does

VIII: PERSEPHONE’S
PRINCELING

A son i s  born  to
Hades  
a  pr ince  of  the
underwor ld ,  
lord l ing  of  a l l  the
dead.  Young and
naive  
l i t t l e  s i r  emerges
f rom the  depths  one
day  
to  come upon
Demeter ’ s  daughter ,  
p lucking  f lowers
and imagin ing  
whether  they  wi l l  go
to  heaven  or  he l l .  
Love  a t  f i r s t  s ight .



PERSEPHONE
CONTINUED

IX: PERSEPHONE
REIGNS

Persephone  marr ies
Hades .  
She  eats  the  food of
the  dead  
wi th  p leasure  
and Hades  i s  too
late  in  wonder ing  
the  mot ives  
of  h i s  newly-won
wife .  
She  r i ses  in  power
and terror  
as  queen  of  the
underwor ld ,  
and  when Hermes
arr ives  to  br ing  her
back  to  Mother ,  
he  cowers .

X: PERSEPHONE
FELLED

Persephone  d ie s .  
Hades  f inds  her  in
the  meadow,
surrounded  by
weep ing  nymphs ,  
and  sobs .  He  br ings
her  down h imse l f  
in  h i s  own char io t ,
and  when  he  senses  
a  t iny  breath  in  her
damaged  lungs ,  
he ’ l l  s top  a t  noth ing
to  rev ive  her ,  
even  i f  not  in  the
way  
Demeter  would
pre fer .



PERSEPHONE
CONTINUED

XI: PERSEPHONE
RESOURCEFUL

Persephone  i s
d i s t raught  
a t  the  prospect  of
e ight  months  of  the
year  
away f rom her  love .  
But  how to  get  to  the
underwor ld  
under  the  c lose
watchfu l  eye  
of  her  mother?  
May as  we l l  t ry  the
method
al l  the  morta l s  take ,  
she  supposes .  

XII: PERSEPHONE
REPLACED

Demeter  takes
Demophon 
as  a  rep lacement  for
Persephone ,  
and  f inds  th i s  son  a
much bet ter
companion  
than  her  daughter .  
She  g ives  h im re ign
over  a l l  
Persephone  once  had,
and when the  g i r l
comes  up  to  v i s i t ,  
her  mother  doesn ’ t
recognize  her .



PERSEPHONE
CONTINUED

XIII: PERSEPHONE IN
CONTROL

Persephone  s tea l s
away Hades ,  
f eed ing  h im her
mother ’ s  wheat  
to  t i e  h im to  the
surface .  
He  responds  in  k ind
with  
pomegranates  f rom
the  dead.  
They  spend four
months  apart ,  
four  months
together  above ,  
and  four  months
together  be low.  

Fina l ly  a
compromise  we  can
al l
l ive  wi th .



IN THEIR GRASP 
BY ANNA MIHM



OH DOROTHY
BY SARAH HOKE

Dorothy was twelve
years old or so
When the weather i t
took her away
To a magical  land,
there was color at
last
But her Kansas was
st i l l  shades of  gray

Oh, the shame that
the l i t t le  gir l  fe lt
that  day
When they told her
she shouldn’t  te l l  l ies
But how can they say
black and white’s  al l
there is?

She sees Oz when she
closes her eyes

What  happens  when
the  ye l low br ick
road Fades  to  gray  
and then  crumbles
to  dust?
What  i f  the  twis ter
jus t  screws  you
around
Like  a  t in  man
abandoned to  rus t ?
Why doesn ’ t  anyone
ask  about  Dorothy
af ter?

I  wish  I  could  say
that  our  Dorothy
stayed,
That  the  innocent
a lways  be l i eve ,



OH, DOROTHY
CONTINUED

That the innocent
always believe,
But in barely a week
the girl  started to
doubt
In her personal
sanity.

Oh, the witch of the
west rode around on
her bike
And the farmhands
were always the same
And all  of  them
helpless when
Dorothy told
Of the madness that
l ived in her brain

Oh,  the  shame that
the  l i t t l e  g i r l  f e l t
that  day
When not  even  Aunt
Em unders tood
But  no  matter  how
much the  g i r l  wants
to  forget
She  s t i l l  s ees  what
she  promised  she
would



OH DOROTHY
CONTINUED

What happens when
the scarecrow won’t
talk
Though the crows
come to tear him
apart?
What if the bad witch
still lives down the
road
And the good witch
has no counterpart?
Why doesn’t anyone
ask about Dorothy
after?

Well, Toto grew old
and the farmhands they
left
And Miss Gulch moved
away to the east

But  when Henry
passed  on,  Aunt ie  Em
kept  the  farm
With  the  he lp  of  her
poor  shat tered  n iece

Dorothy ,  too ,  has
encountered  a  change
I f  you  saw her ,  you’d
not  recognize  
The  young lady  has
put  down the  b lue
g ingham dress
And grown up before
a l l  o f  our  eyes



OH, DOROTHY
CONTINUED

Oh,  she ’s  quieter
now than she  was
years  ago,
Speaks  in  whispers
and looks  at  the
ground
And though Kansas
i s  love ly  and busy
and br ight
She  s t i l l  f ee l s  as
though Oz i s  around

What  happens  when
memories  of  ye l low
brick  roads
Fade  to  gray  and
then crumble  apart?

What  i f  the  wizard
was  ly ing  to  you
About  courage  and
bra ins  and a  hear t ?
What  happens  when
you can’ t  be l i eve
your  own mind?
When your  senses
have  to ld  l i e s  before
What  i f  the  s l ippers
appeared  yet  aga in
And they  d idn’ t  f i t
you  anymore?  Why
doesn’ t  anyone  ask
about  Dorothy
af ter?



REFLECTION 
BY JESSICA LITTLE 
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HEARTBEAT
ERIC HUBNER

Today’s  the  day  then,  she  thought ,  I ’ l l  f ina l ly
be  l eav ing  th i s  p lace .  She  s tared  out  her
bedroom window,  looking  up  at  the  tower ing
indigo  canopy,  go lden  dappled  l ight  peek ing
through the  dense  roof  of  l eaves .  A b i t tersweet
fee l ing  overcame her ,  th i s  wor ld  was  host i l e ,
and she  and Gabe  had spent  n ine  long  years
t ry ing  to  escape  i t ,  but  she ’d  become qui te
at tached  and i t  was  a  shame to  l eave  i t  beh ind.    

 “St i l l ,”  She  sa id  to  herse l f ,  s tee l ing  her  mind
for  the  f ina l  preparat ions  ahead,  “I  can’ t  rea l ly
back  out  now.”   

 She  g lanced  once  more  out  the  th ick  g lass ,
dr inking  in  i t s  beauty  one  more  t ime  before
s tar t ing  her  morning  rout ine .   



HEARTBEAT
CONTINUED

“Breakfas t ’ s  ready”  She  heard  Gabe  f rom
downsta i r s  as  she  went  to  head  down the
shoddy meta l  s teps .  

“Here  you are ,  eat  up ,  we  got  a  lo t  to  do
today”  He passed  her  a  p la te  of  pond-s loth
meat  and scrambled  squid-b i rd  eggs  a longs ide
a  g lass  of  s tee l f ru i t  ju ice ,  and  prompt ly  sa t
down at  h i s  own p late .  

“Any messages  f rom the  sh ip?”  she  asked,
s i t t ing  down on the  oppos ing  roughhewn cha ir .  

“Nah,  p lan  i s  s t i l l  as  i s .  You’ l l  need  to  head
out  and scout  the  landing  area ,  make  sure  i t ’ s
sa fe .”  

“And you’re  packing  th ings  a l l  up  here?”  

 “Yep.”  



HEARTBEAT
CONTINUED

With that  sa id ,  they  dug  into  the i r  breakfas t .  I t
a l l  tas ted  of  b lood,  not  for  lack  of  cooking  but
s imply  because  of  the  sheer  quant i t i e s  o f  i ron.
Even  wi th  thorough cooking ,  the  food here  was
near ly  poisonous  because  of  a l l  that  i ron.   

 “You know,  I ’m going  to  miss  th i s  food,”  she
s tated  b lankly ,  po int ing  a  fork  topped wi th
pond s loth  meat  in  h i s  vague  d i rec t ion .   

 “Real ly?  How can  you s tand th i s  s tuf f”   

 “I t  has  a  n ice  tang  to  i t ,  and  the  more  subt le
tas tes  compl iment  the  tas te  of  i ron.”

“Wel l ,  whatever ,  a f ter  today  I ’ l l  ge t  to  eat
someth ing  that  doesn ’ t  tas te  l ike  I ’ve  jus t  b i t ten
into  a  kni fe .”  



HEARTBEAT
CONTINUED

”Maybe  I  should  br ing  a long  some s tee l f ru i t ,”
she  wondered  a loud.   

“Don’ t ,  you  know the  medica l  s ta f f  would  never
a l low that .”   

 “Right ,  r ight ,  everyth ing ’ s  got  to  be  thoroughly
analyzed  and go  through a  hundred  s tages  of
bureaucracy  no  matter  how smal l  or  harmless  i t
may be ,”  she  sa id ,  ro l l ing  her  eyes .   

 “ I t ’ s  to  keep  people  sa fe  you.  Of  a l l  people
should  know that .”   

“Hey,  I ’m a  macrobio log i s t  not  a
microbio log i s t ,  I  know noth ing  about  bacter ia
and v i ruses .”   

“Right ,  l ike  how I  am engineer ,  I  know noth ing
about  be ing  a  mechanic ,”  he  re turned,  sarcasm
oozing  f rom his  mouth.   



HEARTBEAT
CONTINUED

And so ,  they  b ickered ,  p i ck ing  a t  each  other
jus t  a s  they  p icked  a t  the i r  food,  unt i l  the i r
p la tes  were  c l eaned .   

 “Whatever ,  we  need  to  ge t  to  work ,  don’ t  want
to  be  la te  to  our  re scue”  He  joked ,  s towing  the
meta l  p la te  in  the  bag .   

They  had  agreed  to  hand  over  a l l  the  th ings
that  they  had  made  of  the  loca l  w i ld l i f e  for
s tudy ,  and  that  inc luded  the i r  p la tes  which
were  made  of  bark  of  the  t rees  outs ide .  And
those  t rees  were  t rue  marve l s ,  ep i tomes  o f  a l l
that  was  th i s  p lanet .  They  were  ta l l ,  tower ing
s t ruc tures  more  an imal  than  p lant  wi th  mouths ,
mucus ,  s tomachs ,  lungs ,  bra ins ,  and  even  a
hear t  which  beat  in  un i son  wi th  a l l  o ther  t rees
around i t ,  c rea t ing  an  omnipresent  sound  that
she  had  long  become accus tomed to .



HEARTBEAT
CONTINUED

 Back  when they  had  f i r s t  c rash  landed  on
planet  I26  –  F,  she  swore  that  i t  was  her  own
heartbeat ,  and  whi l s t  i t  wasn’ t  her  hear tbeat  i t
has  s ince  synchronized  wi th  i t ,  beat ing  in
unison,  such  that  i t  might  become her  own.  But
that  was  then,  and  th i s  i s  now and so  she  must
leave  i t  beh ind.  She  shook herse l f  f rom her
br ie f  t ra in  of  thought  and responded.   

 “Alr ight ,  I ’ l l  head  for  the  LZ,  my s tuf f  i s  in
the  boxes  jus t  outs ide  my door”  

 “Got  i t ,  see  you in  a  few hours  then”  

 “See  you”  she  waved,  then  headed  for  the
a i r lock .  

 THUMP  THUMP. . . THUMP  THUMP . . .
THUMP  THUMP. . .

Even f rom here  a t  the i r  base  you could  hear  i t s
fa int  hear t ,  she  could  s t i l l  f ee l  i t .  



HEARTBEAT
CONTINUED

After  su i t ing  up,  the  a i r lock  c l i cked  open  and
she  was  reminded of  the  t ime  she  f i r s t  s tepped
out  in to  th i s  new wor ld  s tar ing  out  a t  the
wi ldf i re  of  l i f e  around her ,  i t  was  awe  insp i r ing .
In  a l l  her  t ime  as  a  macrobio log i s t  she  had
never  seen  such  v ibrancy  and d ivers i ty .  Not
even  garden  wor lds  seemed so  a l ive .  She  g igg led
to  herse l f  a  l i t t l e ,  remember ing  jus t  how scared
she  and Gabe  were  when f i r s t  landing  here ,
terr i f i ed  of  th i s  p lace  which  to  them now seems
so  ca lm and quie t .
Not  to  say  there  wasn’ t  any  danger  here ,  she
thought  to  herse l f  as  she  passed  an  ac id  sp i t ter .
She  gave  the  l i t t l e  f i e ry  co lored  cent ipede  a
wide  ber th ,  and  cont inued,  her  t ra in  of  thought
p ick ing  back  up.



 I t ’ s  jus t  that  they ’d  become used  to  i t .  They
knew not  to  t read  through  the  f e rns  which
threatened  to  swa l low the i r  foot  whole .  They
knew to  s tay  away  f rom low hang ing  branches
which  b i rd  ca tchers  l iked  to  co i l  themse lves
around and  knew to  avo id  ag i ta t ing  the  squ id-
monkeys  so  that  they  wouldn ’ t  be  b ludgeoned
to  death  wi th  meta l  s t i cks .  Perhaps  a t  one  t ime
these  th ings  seemed  so  a l i en .  But  now,  she
thought ,  s tar ing  up  a t  a  hang ing  pond-s lo th ,
red  l i chen  hang ing  f rom i t s  back ,  they  were  a l l
jus t  mundane .  And so ,  she  cont inued  a long  the
we l l -worn  path ,  co l l ec t ing  br ight  cyan
s tee l f ru i t  f lowers  and  a  n ice  wa lk ing  s t i ck
f rom a  nearby  t ree .
As  her  su i t  r eached  a  cozy  warmth  f rom the
hot  a i r  and  beaming  sun l ight  around  her .  

HEARTBEAT
CONTINUED



HEARTBEAT 
CONTINUED

I t  took a  few hours  to  reach  the  landing  zone ,  i t
was  out  a t  the  se ldom trave led  to  coast  of  the
ra infores t  they  l ived  in .  I t  was  dangerous  here ,
the  i ron  par t i c l es  could  r ip  unfort i f i ed  su i t s  to
shreds .  She  shuddered  th inking  about  what  i t
would  do  to  someone  wi thout  a  su i t .  Beyond
that  though the  only  danger  here  to  the i r
rescuers  was  the  rough waters ,  churning  heav i ly
beneath  the  wor ld ’ s  constant  s torms.  The
creatures  of  the  ra infores t  couldn’ t  surv ive  the
winds  wi thout  the  t ree ’ s  she l ter  so  there  was  no
r i sk  of  an  ac id  sp i t ter  mel t ing  a  hole  in  the
sh ip ’ s  hu l l .  None  of  the  loca l  aquat ic  l i f e
seemed to  be  around e i ther .  She  walked  up  and
down the  shore ,  b i t s  o f  i ron  p l ink ing  and
bounc ing  of f  her  su i t  as  she  checked  for  any
r ipper  ee l s  or  coast  worms.   



HEARTBEAT
CONTINUED

Once  a l l  seemed c lear ,  She  walked  up  and down
the  shore ,  b i t s  o f  i ron  p l ink ing  and bounc ing
of f  her  su i t  as  she  checked  for  any  r ipper  ee l s
or  coast  worms.  Once  a l l  seemed c lear  ,  she  sa t
down and s tared  at  the  hor izon,  she  could
bare ly  see  the  coast  of  a  nearby  i s land  .  An
impos ing  vo lcano be lched  poisonous  fumes  in to
the  go lden  su l furous  sk ies  b lot t ing  out  the  sun
over  the  rus ty  ocean  water .  I t  was  a  capt ivat ing
v iew.  

 She ’d  miss  th i s  p lace ,  she  thought  to  herse l f  as
she  l e t  the  sounds  and s ights  of  the  beach  wash
over  her .



HEARTBEAT
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  THUMP THUMP. . . THUMP THUMP. . .
THUMP THUMP. . . 

A sense  of  unease  began to  run  through her ,  as
her  mind s tar ted  to  run.   What  would  she  do
af ter  l eav ing  th i s  p lace?  What  l i e s  beyond those
ro i l ing  c louds  for  her?  She  s tared  up  at  the
c laustrophobic  sky  as  worry  overran  her .
What ’ s  l e f t  for  me?  Where  do  I  go?  What ’ s
go ing  to  happen to  th i s  p lace?   Thunder
rumbled  of f  in  the  d i s tance ,  l ight ing  up  the  sky
l ike  so  many cannons ,  f i r ing  wi thout  end.  She
r ipped  herse l f  upwards ,  mutter ing  to  herse l f .   

 “The  LZ’s  sa fe ,  I ’ l l  have  to  warn  them about
the  thunders torm though” her  vo ice  droned  of f
as  she  gr ipped  t ight ly  onto  her  walk ing  s t i ck ,
back  turned  to  the  ocean.   



HEARTBEAT
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The journey  back  was  long,  the  dark  canopy
seemed to  swal low her  as  she  t rudged  onwards .
But  eventua l ly  she  reached  the  shoddy a i r lock .
She  s tared  deep  into  each  r idge  and bump,  each
crev ice  and crack  f i l l ed  wi th  s to len  maroon
mud and gr ime.  She  opened  the  door  to  the i r
base  and pushed  herse l f  s tumbl ing  through into
the  locker  room as  the  tox ic  a i r  s lowly  f i l t e red
out .    

“Only  a  l i t t l e  longer ,”  she  comforted  herse l f  as
she  s lapped  herse l f  to  focus .  

“Only  a  few hours  before  we  l eave .”  
 She  quick ly  s towed the  re inforced  su i t  be fore
heading  in  and gree t ing  Gabe  who was  in  the
f ina l  s tages  of  prep .  

 “You good?  You look l ike  you’ve  seen  a  rus t
kraken.”  



HEARTBEAT
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“I ’m f ine .… The  LZ i s  sa fe ,  there ’ s  a
thunders torm near  i t ,  t e l l  them to  be  care fu l .
How are  th ings  here?”  

“They’re  go ing  we l l ,  jus t  a  few more  boxes  to
load  and we’ l l  be  a l l  se t .”   

She  nodded,  fa l l ing  onto  one  of  the  few cha irs
not  ye t  put  away.  

“Oh,  by  the  way,  h igher  ups  sent  a  message ,
once  they ’ve  p icked  us  up  and c leared  us  of  any
loca l  d i seases  we ’ l l  be  put  back  in  our  or ig ina l
intended  pos i t ions  for  the  co lony  in  sys tem.”  

“That ’ s  good” she  s tared  of f  in to  the  middle
d i s tance .  

“I t ’ s  go ing  to  be  a  garden  wor ld  they  say ,  i t ’ l l
be  a  n ice  change  of  pace  f rom th i s  he l l  ho le
even  i f  I  have  to  spend i t  a l l  tak ing  care  of
everybody e l se ’ s  problems.”  



“Yeah” 

“Ei ther  way  I ’ l l  go  te l l  them what  you to ld  me
mind he lp ing  out  here?  We’ l l  ea t  a f ter .”  

“Sure .”  

As  Gabe  headed  upsta i r s ,  she  se t  about  put t ing
away the  f ina l  p ieces  of  furn i ture .  She  wandered
about  a imless ly  looking  for  anyth ing  not  na i l ed
down,  unt i l  she  came upon the  pa int ing  she
made.  I t  wasn’ t  even  near ly  as  good as  anyth ing
that  some garden  wor ld  pa inter  would  make  but
unl ike  any  of  the  thousands  she ’d  seen  before ,
th i s  one  made  her  cry .  

HEARTBEAT
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She  s tood there  s tar ing  a t  the  co lor  f i l l ed
canvas .  Eyes  f looded  wi th  tears ;  she  quie t ly
took in  the  scene .  Lusc ious  muds  pa inted  wi th
dyes  made  of  red  l i chen,  s ta lwart  and so lemn
trees  made  of  ground up  i ron,  endless ly  deep
vio le t  l eaves  made  of  pa int  der ived  f rom the
very  l eaves  that  were  depic ted ,  and  behind  i t  a l l
hung  the  low and churning  go lden  s torm
through which  the  d im and se t t ing  sunl ight
poured  through recreated  wi th  the  powdered
she l l s  o f  ac id  sp i t ters .  I t  was  a  s i l ent  monument
to  th i s  wor ld ;  she  could  hear  the  wor ld ’ s  gent le
hear tbeat  through i t .   

 THUMP  THUMP.  .  . THUMP  THUMP .  .  .
THUMP  THUMP.  .  .
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Then she was suddenly awoken from her hypnotized state by
the sound of heavy footsteps thunking down the metal
stairs, out of time with her rhythmic heartbeat. She rushed
and without thinking hid the painting in a nearby cabinet
before going to greet Gabe.  

 They ate dinner talking between awkward silences.  

“Irene, are you sure you’re ok? You’ve gone quiet,” he
asked, his concern starting to show.  

 His question fell dead in the air as she continued picking at
the tough meat on her plate.  

 “If this about leaving this place I’m sure you can come back
here in a few years. If they set up a colony here, that is. It’s a
bit dangerous but I’m sure they’d have some interest in
setting up a chemical or foundry world here with all th”  

 “I’m fine,” she interrupted, swallowing the last of the food
and drink.  



“We’ve  got  to  go  in  an  hour  or  so ,  r ight?
Fin i sh  up  quick ly  we  can’ t  be  la te ,”  she  sa id ,
washing  her  p la te  in  the  s ink .  

 “Right .”  

After  put t ing  the  p la tes  and cha i rs  away,  they
headed  out .  The  sh ip  would  be  landing  soon,
and they  had  no  t ime  to  waste .  The i r  convoy
dug ruts  deep  into  the  shadowed and muddy
soi l .  The  t rees  seemed to  loom over  the  smal l
road  they  had  c leared  out  before ,  catch ing
every  ounce  of  sunl ight  coming  f rom the  su l fur
poisoned  sk ies .  
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The smal l  s tee l f ru i t  f lowers  g lowered  at  them
as  they  passed ,  the i r  peta l s  seeming  l ike
daggers  in  the  n ight .  The  squid-b i rds  screamed
out  the i r  f ina l  t r i l l s  for  the  day  as  the  jungle ’ s
var ious  insec ts  began to  cry  in to  the  dark .
Even  at  n ight  th i s  fores t  he ld  more  l i f e  than
the  convoy  which  preceded  through i t .  With
only  a  few minor  inc idents  they  reached  the  LZ
ear l i e r  than  they  expected  and sat  wai t ing  for
the i r  sav iors .  

 “In  only  a  few minutes  here  we ’ l l  be  headed
home b i t  nerve-wracking  i sn ’ t  i t !”

“Yeah,”  she  responded,  eyes  g lued  to  the
dis tant  s i lhouet te  of  the  vo lcano,  fumes  s t i l l
pour ing  f rom i t s  mouth.  



HEARTBEAT
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 The  s i l ence  hung  in  the  a i r  as  Gabe  jo ined  her
in  watch ing  the  vo lcano.  Lone l iness  washed
over  them l ike  waves  on  the  beach.   Thunder
rumbled  and boomed of f  on  the  hor izon,  ye t  the
s i l ence  remained,  suf focat ing  a l l  thoughts  unt i l
the  sound of  thrusters  broke  i t .  The  sky  above
them g lowed as  i f  the  s torm had come to  gree t
them,  before  the  c louds  par ted  and revea led  a
great  s t ructure  of  s tee l  l ike  some f ly ing  fac tory
the  bulky  craf t  landed  in  the  water .  I t s  ang les   
were   sharp ,   i t s  sur faces  machined  per fec t ly
f la t ,  l ights  co ld  and revea l ing ,  lanc ing  out  in to
the  dark  that  hung  around them.   A large  door
on the  s ide  of  i t s  hu l l  fac ing  them l i f t ed  and
hissed  open  as  a  ramp t rundled  out  to  meet  the
ground.  



HEARTBEAT
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A large  bay  f la t ly  gree ted  them on the  other
s ide  of  the  door ,  and  they  moved to  br ing  the i r
convoy  of  be longings  ins ide .  

I rene  s tepped  into  the  co ld  e lec t r i c  l ight  of  the
cargo  bay ,  the  door  h i s sed  and shut  c losed
behind  her  l ike  some grand se t  o f  meta l  jaws .   
Harsh  red  l ight  bathed  them as  an  autonomous
voice  warned  them.

 “Cargo bay  door  c losed ,  cyc l ing  a i r lock  now.”  

 Hidden  vents  h i s sed  before  the  br ight ,  pa le
b lue  l ights  swi tched  back  on,  assaul t ing  the i r
senses  as  a  smal l  t eam of  nurses  gree ted  them.  

 “Step  th i s  way  p lease ,  l eave  your  be longings
here .”  she  s ta ted  p la in ly  ges tur ing  them fur ther
into  the  sh ip .  



HEARTBEAT
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As the  sh ip  shuddered  back  up  into  the  a i r ,  the
nurses  prompt ly  decontaminated  them and the i r
be longings  and brought  them in  for  a  hea l th
checkup.  

 “Your  BMI i s  wi th in  hea l thy  l eve l s  and  according
to  our  records  you seemed to  have  ga ined  greater
musc le  mass  s ince  s t randing  of  I26  –  F,  f ew are  as
for tunate  as  you to  come out  hea l th ier  f rom be ing
s tranded.”   

 “Now i f  you’ l l  s tep  th i s  way,  I ’ l l  check  hear t rate
and examine  your  b lood.”   

 I rene  quie t ly  obeyed  the  nurse ,  fo l lowing  her  to  a
cha ir  wi th  a  smal l  pad  that  wrapped around her  arm
and computer  that  sa t  a t tent ive ly ,  awai t ing
command.  As  she  sat  down and the  nurse  se t  up  the
machine ,  the  moni tor  f l i ckered  awake  and began to
beep.



HEARTBEAT
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Various  graphs  and readouts  moni tored  her
b lood,  but  she  was  enamored  wi th  the  smal l
green  l ine  that  rose  and fe l l  wi th  her  hear tbeat .
Her  g lazed  over  eyes  focused  and sh ined,  her
a imless  mind ga ined  purpose  and an  objec t ive .
She  spr inted  out  of  the  room,  s t reaking
through the  ha l lways  of  the  sh ip  the  bol t s  o f
l ightn ing  running  through the  sk ies  above  I26
–  F’s  g lass  deser t s ,  dodged  crates ,  and  crew
l ike  an  ag i l e  squid-b i rd .  She  knew th i s  model
of  sh ip ;  she ’d  t rave led  the  s tars  on  i t  many
t imes  before ,  and  notably  knew exact ly  where
the  escape  pods  were .  

 BEEP BEEP. . . 
      BEEP BEEP. . . 

           BEEP BEEP. . .  
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Her  body,  which  had  seemed so  l i f e l e ss  mere
moments  ago  bounded down the  grease  f i l l ed
guts  of  the  sh ip  wi th  v igor ,  scour ing  i t s  bowels
for  her  escape .  And whi l s t  secur i ty  of f i cers
shouted  down the  endless  ha l l ,  she  responded in
turn  by  d i sappear ing  into  an  escape  pod and in
seconds  rocketed  out  the  sh ip .  Off i cers  and
crew members  a l ike  watched  in  shock  as  the
smal l  capsule  vanished  into  the  ro i l ing  tox ic
c louds ,  t ra i l ing  f lames  behind  i t .  Once  more
Irene  rocketed  to  her  home on  I26  –  F.  She  fe l t
a l ive  as  she  heard  her  hear tbeat  once  more .  

THUMP THUMP. .  .          

THUMP THUMP. .  .  

THUMP THUMP. .  .
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CHERRY PICKER
BY SARAH HOKE

 They took the woman down from the cherry-picker a few

days ago. Good. It was long past time.

She’d been there for my entire childhood—eighteen years

almost to the day, now that I think of it—and I always

looked at her. It made me feel sort of numb to see her up

there, alone with no way of getting down. She never

seemed bothered, but then they usually made her wear

sunglasses. This was before the days of masks.

That was always part of the problem—the control they

had over her. This was a woman deprived of not only a

listening ear, but the very ability to speak for herself, to

fight for whatever rights could be afforded her. 



CHERRY PICKER
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 She had no rights because she could not speak about them.

Control had been ripped from her long ago, before she was

complete, and she would remain forever helpless.

 I was pleased, even in my youth, whenever they let the

woman wear a shirt. Bear in mind, I was the child who,

when watching the Macy’s Day Parade, objected to the

female performers’ costumes not because of immodesty, but

because it was just too cold for them to be out and about

without a coat or a pair of jeans. I couldn’t see whether the

woman in the cherry-picker was wearing pants, but I was

glad that at least when the weather got cold around October

or November, they let her wear long sleeves.

But in the summer she always wore a bikini. I seem to recall

it being star-spangled, but whatever the pattern may have

been, it was always too small for comfort.     



 I understood even when I was very young the desire to

remove layers in the summer, to escape the heat, the

confining humidity, but one could get around that by

wearing a tank top, a dress. Anyway, why would she be

wearing a bathing suit when there was no pool for miles?

There certainly wasn’t any water up in the cherry-picker.

There certainly was never any shade.

     
She was blonde, this woman. Blonde and slim, an oversized
unglorified Barbie doll with one job and one job only—
advertise. What she was advertising, I never found out.

She was stationed by a gas station, or somewhere that sold
car parts. Her job had something to do with cars—which is
funny-ironic, now that I think of it—and with attracting
people to the car place. She was silent, but she must have
been successful, or else they would have removed her sooner

CHERRY PICKER
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 I never got the chance to see her up close, this woman,

before she was fired or quit. I have to wonder what

happened—if you’d seen her, you would have thought, as I

did, that her bosses wouldn’t let go too easily or too quickly.

I have to wonder what happened to loose their grip.

I don’t know if they left her out in a storm and she fell—if

she seized the opportunity to run when they changed her

clothes from summer to fall—if she will be back next week

with no explanation—if they’re just going to replace her

with someone else—

I hope someone stepped in for her. I hope someone did for

her what she couldn’t, what I never did. I hope she isn’t

stuffed in a back room somewhere to rot, I hope she isn’t in

a Dumpster with her head next to her in a trash bag, I hope

the sun will be kinder to her the next time she sees it.



I  hope  she  chooses  her  next  out f i t .  I  hope  she

hides  what  she  wants  to  h ide  and shows  what

she  wants  to  show,  and i f  she  ever  wears  a

b ik in i  aga in ,  she  can  at  l eas t  have  a  chance  for

a  pool .

I  hope ,  I  hope ,  I  meaning less ly  hope .

But the cherry-picker itself is gone, and that seems to me like

a good sign.

Update :

She ’ s  back  now.

Maybe  people  rea l ly  can’ t  change  a f ter  a l l .

CHERRY PICKER
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THE CONGLOMERATE
BY JAKE ORE 

Bit s  and  p ieces ,
shards  and  scraps  

Remainders  o f  the
t imes  e lapsed  L ike
p i t s  f rom peaches ,
cores  de tached  Al l
sweetness  gut ted ,
pu lp  d i spatched

Thousands  o f
conversa t ions  Quick
and  qu ie t
observat ions  Al l
co l l ec ted ,  a l l
connected  Compi led
contemplat ions

Conjo ined  point less
poisons  posed  By
the  darkness  that
seeks  to  over throw
But  wi th in  the
darkness  a  l ight
source  grows  And as
the  l ight  sh ines
br ighter  the
darkness  knows
That  the  l ight  i s
coming,  now the
darkness  g lows  And
al l  i s  revea led  To
me



THE PROMISE OF NEW LIFE
BY JESSICA LITTLE 



WE SEE YOU
BY ANNA MIHM 
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