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Acta Victoriana, est. 1878, is the literary journal of Victoria College at the 
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Letter from the Editors

Amid 147 years of history, it can be overwhelming to situate ourselves as 
individuals in a publication that has contributed so significantly not only to life at 
Victoria College, but also to literary communities in Toronto and across Canada. 
Being just two of over 100 students to serve as Editors-in-Chief, Acta’s history is 
a looming and honouring presence that propels us forward. Inching closer to our 
150th issue, we’ve taken on revisiting and refreshing our archives at the E. J. Pratt 
Library, allowing reflections of issues past to echo in the present. Soon, we hope 
this supplement will join them.

The pieces of 149.1 beautifully encapsulate the experience of time passing—in 
the warmth of themes like nostalgia and the preservation of memory, but also in 
the discomfort of repeated cycles and reliving trauma. This paradox challenges us 
to embrace lessons of the past without remaining there, encouraging us to find 
comfort in creativity as we approach an uncertain future.

Literature and artwork is continually inspired both by those who find themselves 
compelled to create and share their work, and by those who read and cherish 
it; we’re grateful that Acta Victoriana can be a part of that legacy of human 
connection through art. Embedded in these pages is an appreciation for the 
timeless persistence and diligence of creators and readers alike in forging a literary 
community.

With love,

Jeanne & Di
Jeanne Polochansky & Diana Vink
Editors-in-Chief
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Repainting the Balcony Railing
Kerry Trautman

Rain held off as long as it wanted. I keep painting 
till mist starts to blow in. This won’t be anything 

near perfect. The still squirrel clings to mulberry 
branches like hope. So many dead layers here— 

flaked paint to scrape, holes to patch, Virginia 
Creeper Vines to rip from what they gulp. Wind 

knocks a stick from the huge maple down to the 
caved-in metal garage roof, startling me with a clunk. 

The squirrel slips her grip, falls to a lower branch— 
still better-off than her friend she sees smashed 

on the street below, the body biked- and driven- 
past in rain like Pepsi cans and mulberry stains. 

It’s ok here above the city street and the neighbor’s
yard full of thistles and dog shit. Even the muck river 

down beyond the scrubby bank has a dead-ish glory, 
like a 19th century cemetery—too long ago to be 

sad anymore. No one has parked anything but junk 
in that old garage for 50 years—its roof a sink-
 
hole, a portal from maple leaves and sky down to a 
land of scrap metal and poison ivy. I hope the 

squirrel and whatever I painted this morning stay 
dry. I wish I had the wherewithal and cash to make 

things closer to perfect for someone. Each time 
something falls and clunks I jump, and I know I

can’t stop it from happening again—all these little 
increments of failure. The squirrel is used to it.
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The Limbo
Zach Keali’i Murphy

The cicadas are extremely loud this summer and so are my mother’s outfits. The 
leopard print high-heels, the oversized sunglasses, and the hat with the pink floral 
arrangement on its brim are some of the more understated pieces in her wardrobe. 

“You don’t hear about the sun when it’s behind the clouds,” she once told me as 
she put her beet-red lipstick on in the mirror. 

My mother always looks so beautiful, even when she’s sad. Every time she comes 
back from the Friday night Limbo parties at the bar down the block, her frown 
has dipped a little lower than it was before. It’s amazing how spending time in the 
company of other people can make you feel more lonely. 

A “Welcome Home” streamer for my father has been strung across our house’s 
front window for an entire year now. It collects more dirt with each wind gust and 
its shiny colors have faded. I wonder why my mom has decided to leave it up for 
so long. She keeps saying it’s a pain to take down. But it’s also a pain to leave it up. 
Maybe a tiny part of her is holding onto hope. A thin, dangling shred of hope. 

When my father went overseas for his job as an underwater welder for cargo 
ships—whatever that means—my mother and I became a lot closer. She taught 
me how to cut my own hair and she taught me how to play softball. After my fa-
ther didn’t come home when he said he was going to, she taught me that you can’t 
trust people even when they look you in the eyes and she taught me that promises 
are often shattered and stomped over like broken glass. 

“If he was dead, we would have found out about it,” she once said. “If he’s alive, 
he’s making a choice to not come back.” Somehow that felt worse than a death.

Sometimes I create imaginary scenarios in my head about why my father hasn’t 
come home. 

Maybe he got roped into a plot to save the world. Or maybe the work has just 
taken longer than anticipated. Or maybe he told us it would be three years instead 
of three months and we just didn’t remember. After a while, I run out of explana-
tions.

My mother was never one to sugarcoat things. She didn’t even put frosting on 
my birthday cake this year. “Frosting isn’t good for you,” she says as she lights a 
cigarette from one of the candles. I blow out all thirteen of them and we hear a 
rumbling car pull up on the street in front of our house. We get up to go look. An 
old man that neither of us recognizes gets out of the car and walks over to deliver 
a package to the neighbor across the street, gets back into the car, and leaves. My 
mother takes a drag from her cigarette and stares through the screen door. The 
sounds of the cicadas intensify.
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The Man Made of Flour
Gianna Sannipoli

patient
Mackenzie Carignan

the softness that catches. the softness that catches fire. the 
more the snow piles, the harder the crocuses push to come 
through. you remind me of the day I braided your hair on 
the bus, circular pattern we believed in. your kindness that 
now appears to me like a dirt path, satin stitches we ran 
along together. the difference between philosopher and 
philosophy. I look away from these places so tender they 
pulsate. unexpected frequency of sound and energy that 
tell me I was loved as time zippers me back into my body, 
history a birthmark that only appears in the dark.
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Sago Pudding
Charlotte Lai

Mixing tapioca pearls in boiling water, I catch glimpses of home: 
	 Dribbles of almond milk on the countertop, dried blueberries, fragrant. 
	 80s synthpop and echoes of opera. 
Hand drifting off the wooden spoon, I reach for the agave syrup, fingers slipping 
across the sticky counter, holding biting silence. 

A can of coconut milk and a whiff of reminiscence later, I am on the subway.
	 I am on an escalator. 
	 I am waiting in a lobby, 
		  standing in a motionless elevator, 
			   waiting in a lobby, lying and smiling, 
			   stolen syrup-coated, stale cookies tucked in pockets.
 

Dinner dissipates to a whisper; blueberry wine drained, bodies left to waste upon 
the couch. 
Tasting sand, I break off another piece of cake icing, grainy, granulated sugar 
sharp against the tongue. Let it soften, pressed to cheek and palate. 
Conversation forms eddies and pools in the corner of the room. 
	 The room hums with laughter, sour notes emanating into the neon night. 
So close to the moon, the apartment sways in her pull. Tucking into the empty 
elevator, I wait for the motion sickness to pass.

bona fide
Yuhuan (Albert) Xie
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When we were girls, last
Klark Janowski

Do you remember 
how it felt to near graduation, 
on a swing set 

after dark? Our womanhood 
coming quick, 
like we could collect it 
before our girl-forms gave way  

to falling, and our feet  
swung down, carving 
pillars of creation  
into cold sand? 

I do. 

I remembered when 
I last sat on a swing, nauseous 

from the motion of rising 
and falling 

or of having forgotten 
at all. 

Bill’s Passing Year
Lachlan Haddow

When Bill got sick the medicine made his head swell. 
Top-heavy, in his loneliest air, 
He sheltered indifferently with a shifting glance. 
No more would his bass boom over fairway green, 
The weary old bull —ascetic, dull, patriarchal—
Now sunk in the dried-blood-brown of a cracked leather recliner 
As if he was to be folded into an oak 
By the many silvery-pink hands of his daughters. 
All of whom appeared not much younger than mum, 
Her hand lingering at my back in those years, 
I approached. His eyes whispered out like the lake’s mooned edge 
But seemed to have drunk the fluorescence of my advancing world 
And prepared before me in the tepid blue of rec centre pools. 
His sudden humour was my embarrassment. I shuddered like a school bell 
To later think it was his fear that needed my innocence. 

This was only my tenth summer 
And camps were the tyranny of teenage lovers. 
Those chlorine clean waters dried my skin something wild. 
The whole ride home, beyond the wingèd hiss of bike & rod,
It was as if the setting sun, delighted in some weakness, 
With a thousand winks, a thousands itches, 
Along the Miami orange of its throbbing surface, 
Eye in eye before we fell into the crowding dark. 

November leaning into the wheeze of mum’s jacket. 
Her kissed golf ball tossed into Lake Ontario 
With ‘Love of my life’ and the no tears that followed 
Like the sound that very night 
Of the silence that feeds, 
Dumber than a dog’s whine, 
Forever retreating 
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In the infinitesimal ecstasy. 

I waited awhile in the dawn motionless 
‘Till ridiculous worry grew unshakeable 
				    Then knocked at mum’s door, 

‘Come in bud, I’m up’. 
Last night’s tea on the nightstand stood untouched & puce.
A pillow pushed away, indented with her breasts, rose 
With the bed frame’s tick-tocking as she propped herself on one arm. 
Her morning voice dried from the dream’s wraith, the unwilling vampire, 
Fought back to me through the flow of ritual kindness— ‘are you hungry?’ 
Always was to be the answer and I said nothing 
While a lace curtain filtered the rapturous gold 
Fanning, at my movement to the window, 
A murmurous pattern between her bedposts.

Scribbles
Veda Jane
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Mirch
Mekyle Ali Qadir

I offered without
remorse and without
warning, just to see
how my guest takes it. 
See, I want it to
frolic in his mouth
so he understands
the futility
of all his words.
I want to watch him
jump. I want tears and 
mouthy breathing to
disintegrate, to
shatter, to replace
his droning syntax.

I want it to end words. 

“What is it made from?”
Like that’ll save you,
sir. But since you ask:
it’s made from stories, 
from paisleys, nylon, 
and bursting ichor 
spilled on desert soil.
It’s made from yoga, 
from partition, 
the hum of rail tracks, 
Himalayan salts 
and fatal hailstorms, 
from cotton threads seen 
through ripped denim, 
from the sharpened edge 
of an elder butcher’s 
blade, Bismillah’d and 
kissing the jugular, 
from sugarcane, from 

bhangra and beatboxes, 
from oral histories 
that waken my past 
and scare you into 
extermination. 
It’s made from borders,
and it does so well 
in keeping you out.
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Gibsons, June
Nina Mercuri

I wouldn’t usually, but  
here I will  

there are glasses after all, long stem  
you’ve put chips in my sandwich  
and for that alone I love you  

Inner Fires plays  
I dance for the mirror, the dog  
dances too and I am most myself  
but I tell you I am most myself in  
strung beads  

—as if such a thing  
could make a person who they are
  
through the window  
is blue is a  
painting is so  
different from our inland house  

a mistake to leave  

but for now  
(likely always) 
long weekends here will have to do 

Nymphaea ‘Red Blaze’
Viviana De Cecco
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Woodies
DS Maolalai

the air smells of thyme, coriander, perennials, 
annuals, other dull flowers. I am holding 
two lengths of machine-sawn pine board 
and a cheap plastic towershape toilet 
roll holder, a plastic resealable box. beside me 
some garden sheds are pencilled with figures 
which raise by five hundred euro apiece. 
the air here is lousy with oxygen, 
thick with perfume as chinese dumpling soup. 
sadness. garden centres and warehouse-type hardware shops 

make me feel like a child, bored silly and full of potential 
over what can be done by the right plastic bath mat. it makes me so fucking 
despondent seeing people decide. a woman picks at pots 
like a seagull at garbage, pinching and testing 
their weight. the house has the shape 
we were aiming for now – walls painted, just detail 
left; an inflatable castle filling up with pumped air 
and carefully personal touches. the dog is asleep 
on the sofa there now. I don’t care for plants 
but my wife does—looking at labels and choosing 
only those which can live without very much light. 
she isn’t that woman, but she might as well be. 

the last time I chose it was wildflowers. 
the overhead netting is torn in sections 
but it’s late in the day and the starlings have settled 
on the eaves of some building behind which the sun 
drops gold with the annual flowers, 
half-price in september and wilting, 
colour draining like a paintbrush in a bucket 
underneath a slow-running hose.

Lessons in Solitude
Ty Li

Chang’e is the goddess of the Moon and wife of Hou Yi, the great archer, in Chinese 
mythology. Her myth is attributed as the origin of the Mid-Autumn Festival.

I. 

Boy holds his hands like a weapon. 
Boy is nothing more than a shard of glass 
fragmented, little fissures 
hissing through lupine teeth. 
Boy moves through the wind as if 
he can conquer it, 
too. 
Limbs no longer sheathed. 
Lithe & beautiful & uncaring. 
Boy says, so sure of himself, 
make one sun know 
death 
and the others will follow. 
Boy is not a sun, 
though he is trying to be, 
but more an explosion. 
He blazes brighter, 
hotter, 
as if golden fury can defeat 
sooty night. 

But [ here ], 
the beginnings of frost gleam 
from the golden branches of the persimmon tree. 
But [ here ], 
the moon, head lowered,
hanging plump & ready to be plucked. 
But [ here ], 
a rackety structure as a dining table. 
A leak in the dusty roof. 
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There are two geese in the barren yard 
and one will be dead in the morning. 
We will eat it over a week.
Let the feathers graze the floor. 

You do not have to be great, 
I am telling boy, 
You do not have to be anything 
other than the skin you are in. 
Boy sits catastrophizing on the porch steps. My terrible supernova. 

& I splinter 
at the thought of you. 

II. 

The night, earnest in its forgiveness, 
is telling me of all that I 
have forgotten. 
Clear skies. Intimacy. Rice fields, overflowing. 
An hour of rest, where I am not 
begging for it. 
A day, peacefully exhaled. 
Temptation circles its way around my neck 
& slides down my back like a bead of sweat, 
please, 
collar me to something softer. 

Drunken blossoms sing, 
I will give you everything 
	 if you can give up everything. 
I can teach you 
how light filters true through silk screens, how it 
matures into pliancy, curves misshapen edges, finds
its way 

Tapioca smooth. 
Like how the river runs 
through your veins, 
sleepless and indebted to the sky. 

Dear, do not speak to me so gently. I fold
into myself, paper crane 
fingers fluttering. 
In the depth of this haze, desire simmers 
unrelenting. 

White rabbit on the edge 
of tomorrow, and the days after tomorrow, 
Tell me what to do with this yearning. 
Dream a dream for me, one I can keep for myself. 
Let the lotus flowers 

bloom 

without fear of 
ink-blot dark. 

III. 

i touch      the side of her cheek 
and she comes back to me 

she comes    back to me 
brighter stronger 

moon     tell me the world 
and i will weave it for you 
moon     tell me [       ] 
and i will forge it for you 
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she gives it all to     me 
soft shadowed midnight kisses 

a palace built from 
paper     lanterns capable of flight 

little cakes cut into even pieces 
yolk     christened [     ]. 

i hold its beating heart next to
mine                         silent 

on the doorstep      plucked flowers 
but not [       ] 
just billowy clouds trying 
to imitate what they do not 
know and i       cannot 

waive this immortal affair 
without consequence 

the story goes 
i emerged from the heavens     more 

of myself     i swallowed     every synonym 
for whole and willed it 
into     existence 

still     hear something     breaking 
in the quiet night

like the bending of willows 
chopping     of bamboo 

what to do when

home rejects my [     ] 
i stretch myself across     universes 
collecting     boundless 
baby bunnies and 

tea leaf bouquets to 
make up for it 

i know i am     not 

worthy of anything but 
i     want to be [     ] 

i am untouchable. 
i am pure light condensed into power.
but i will     never 
contemplate the moonlight again 

not     from a window 
not     from the foot of a bed 
not     in the arms of another 

& wishing is worse     than living 
when i have 
no     master in life 

but [     ]     still 
command me     turn me 
into little puddles     of want 
as i sleep 

and     i unravel 

and i     unravel 

and     i
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The Towering Images
Olivia Zhang

SEW UP THE SEAMS 
Jane R. Snyder

after Louie 
left for America 
War broke out 
and kept his letters 
at a distance 
Rachel picked up 
needle and thread 
to feed her children 
hid his pocket watch 
and her wedding ring 
inside an old shoe 
the Cossacks kicked aside 
and waited for the 
needle and thread being 
raised across the ocean 
to sew up the seams 
he had left behind 
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BACK AND FORTH 
Jane R. Snyder

Nana spent countless 
summer afternoons 
sitting with the girls 
around a wooden 
card table in the heat 
at the Castle Hill Pool 
each in a bathing suit 
straps slipping down off 
plump tanned shoulders 
pushing smooth Mahjong 
tiles BAM! CRACK! 
back and forth while 
pressing cans of 
iced Coca-Cola to the 
back of her neck 

LUCKY SILVER DOLLAR 
Jane R. Snyder

Grandpa Louie 
always sat on the 
toilet spinning his 
lucky silver dollar 
on the glazed floor tiles 
right beneath his feet 
what was he thinking 
what was he wishing for
he had never had a 
throne like that before 
coming to America 
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Extinguisher
Chris Clemens

After the graduation party, a whole world winds down within our campfire. 

Empires of flame fall. Bright ember cities inevitably fade away. We shiver closer 

while entire continental logs, once sizzling and crackling with fiery life, crumble 

to ash. 

	 Is God like us: too lazy to fetch more wood? 

	 It’s after midnight. The last smouldering settlements hold out bravely 

against the wind, but that jerk Rodrigo pours lukewarm beer over the fizzing 

world, laughing as we scream, NO! 

	 Then he stands and pees on the steaming expanse like Armageddon’s 

nastiest demon. Rodrigo will be a terrifying police officer next year. 

call to adventure
Larry Li

dreaming: an 
unalienable right of 
the young. starry eyes, 
freshly baked, like a 
hummingbird’s wingbeats, 
masquerade as confidence’s 
younger brother. 

tomorrow: rejection, like a 
brick wall, chips a tooth. shuffles 
the deck, draws a fresh hand, 
sets sail to India. but, 

for now: rejoice, 
o king of the blind. 
each tiny star in the 
vast night sky 
waits 
to be held in 
your hands 
awhile.
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Cattle Herder
Sadiq Mustapha 

Kennings
Diego Calle

Hawk-road; whale-road; snail-road. 
—Susurrus of waves, of pinions. 

God-road; star-road; shade-road— . . . marred
with wine; crushed asphodel on 

the black stone. Me-road; you-road. —A he-,
a she-road. We wend lone—lone 

through blank air. (Forwards; backwards. . . . Ever towards  
our Rome.)
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Synesthesia Synth 80s
Ingrid Cui

when I look at you— 
I am not sure if 
it is a mirror in flesh 
or a deep pool of piranhas 
that stares back, lighting 
America in the light of 
gasoline, glistening cinematics 
on saturated screens, 
& me 
diagnosed pity-seeking 
addict. 

I say, 
“but I disagree, 
Mr. President, I 
am Lucien, runner of the lines, 
and you are newspaper boy 
who is not real, 
and only plays violin for 
the euthanasia enthusiasts.” 
You tell me to stop romanticizing 
LSD; I tell you the Chinese 
never learned how to spell. 

It’s 3am and I’ve become convinced 
that the shell of the universe lies in the prognosis 
of a two minute song, intersection of 
rock & blues, melancholy worship 
of piano I can’t play— 

and I am Rochefoucauld in hotel rooms 
unable to finish before I start; 
unable to decide if the sparks falling 
from your mouth speak gospel 
or truth— 

the nerves of a spine 
collapsing inward 
and rewinding 

idle chatter on a tape of LPC
I rebuild Taliesen 
but still it is not enough; 

as Matanzas burned 
on the white chapel rocks 
on the sandy beaches 
of mistaken India, 
so I too flick my laugh 
over your shoulder 
and die sober in the morning, 
free again. 

On the interstate 47 
turn spotify up & car windows 
down & together we coast 
along the ocean a rainy day 
no traffic just ocean & 
we are the light we are 
the light we are the light
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When the birds are silent
Irina Tall

Dream journal, 26 August
H. R. Link

I had a baby with the 
Devil. She was super cute. 
You came to me, eyes unspooling,
Said, 
	 If you are not that child’s mother 
	 then we are not asleep. 
My baby dozed in my dream arms. The 
Devil sat, smoking from his mouth and ears, 
Below us on a lower step. The staircase led 
Infinitely into Earth. 

I brushed my daughter’s hair back; 
Her eyes opened, opaque as tinted glass
In direct sun. Otherwise, 
She was like a human infant. 

I said, 
	 Claiming her feels like 
	 extracting my entrails one by one 
	 while med students watch, distracted 
	 with some other urgent task. 
	 I can’t remember a time 
	 when I wasn’t dissected by 
	 her slightest cry. 

	 Good, 
You said. 
	 The longest loves are 
	 surgical - miraculous, amnesiac, 
	 excruciating, uninteresting. 
	 You’re learning the banality
	 of vivisection.
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Apples
Jack D. Harvey

Apples. Bark apples, 
block apples, tea apples, 
cart apples, apples also 
apples: singing harp apples, 
Helen’s apples, little green 
apples. Not apples: treacle, 
guns, horses, pears, peas, 
cannibals. I’ll trade my 
puppy for one good black 
pip. Redblueyellow 
apples in neon signs, 
dead black apples 
in the fire, 
apples big as 
lion hearts, bounding 
sounding blue apples, 
like bells in temples. 

Only apples 
have no keepsakes. 
The core is 
dour, sour.

Sometimes you just need to dream
Irina Tall
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O god of mixed results
Lisa Bellamy

O god of wasps, of no-see-ums, of monstrous wings; 
O god of stingers, seen and unseen; 
O god of the stung, O god of havoc and harm, O god of hypervigilance; 
O god of oversensitivity & god of tit-for-tat; 
	 also god of forgiveness, forbearance, good humor. 
O god of forever wars, agribusiness, effective altruism’s flim-flam; O god of harm 
reduction, of Narcan; 
O god of promises, god of broken promises; 
	 god of surprises, i.e., god of dreams come true. 
O god of the dumbing-down of awe, god of giving up; wait: O god
 of fall-on-my-knees, god of the good overwhelm. O god of us—your 
bereft, your befuddled; 
	 O god of bravery—believe me: we try, god, we try.

Petrichor
Johanna Kiik

Petrichor (/ˈpɛtrɪˌkɔːr/): the earthy scent produced when rain falls on dry soil 
or the stains in the crevices of your 
childhood shins 
long before mama uses her outside 
voice through screen doors 
only to power-wash your muddy art 
down the sink drain; 
the warm washing cold skin stung sharply so, 
learning that sense, 
your white hot fury pulsed an amateur 
fist at wall tile, 
which was swept into mama’s calloused hand 
whose fingers spoke, 
‘There are bones within these walls, much older 
than even you’ 
and you are so ashamed you burn maroon 
right with your knees; 
before you knew to spell your given name 
there was this:

Petrichor (/ˈpɛtrɪˌkɔːr/): the earthy scent produced when rain falls on dry soil 
which mama calls worms for robins but you 
insist nonsense; 
Robin is no such name for this creature, 
you baptize it 
Scabby, so your elbows match the feather; 
you grow further 
from this gangly body you just don’t know 
is a body 
but for your field trip to the kids’ farm; you 
returned home to 
packaged cold meats and mama couldn’t stop 
incessant wails 
which salted steaks ‘till nothing but ichor 
bled warm beneath, 
so the red robin on your porch makes you 



44 45

dizzily sick; 
before you knew to spell your mindless ache 
there was this:

Petrichor (/ˈpɛtrɪˌkɔːr/): the earthy scent produced when rain falls on dry soil 
or taking a shower, windows open 
so you aren’t lone 
with the shoddy disposable razor 
who cuts jagged, 
leaves a mean-streak patch of fur down your leg 
you cannot see 
beneath the hairline cuts, fractures of skin 
and you wonder 
how often does the drain swirl red warm blood? 
Wine-like, maybe 
tiles like the taste or that liquid soft 
because, face it, 
they must be tired of cold hard water 
clogging the drain, 
wet moldy pipes when it gets too warm, and 

Petrichor (/ˈpɛtrɪˌkɔːr/) is the earthy scent produced when rain falls on dry soil 
You hope for humidity to make excuse 
to stay inside. 
After all, you are much too old for mud.

Predestined
Imran Abiola Sulola
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Ode to the Plateau
Sophia (Sophi) Pandit

My grandmother warned me I’d end up 
like her cousin with under-eye ravines, 
youth eroded by tears. 
(And still I cried for you, because 
the presence of life is marked by the presence of water.)
The body is an oil field on a fault 
line. When the nearby birds can’t preen the residue 
out of their feathers, remind them that they’re 
stained in commodity. 
(And still they refuse to be sold, because 
home is on the banks of a well-caressed back.)
The cautionary tale lives on in my 
grandmother now, who no longer dyes 
her hair. Those few white threads break 
when I forget to call her. 
(And still she combs through the knots, because 
a long night precedes the easy morning.)
Form equals function–best not to 
defy intelligent design. 
(And still your palm kisses are stigmatas, a martyrdom 
that I permitted and God didn’t.)

At Breakfast One Summer in Marfa
Jenny Maaketo

Traveling should not 
oblige the traveler to 
order overpriced coffee 
and oatmeal with three 
meek and measly blue 
berries placed more for 
the eyes than the tongue. 
A blue ellipsis embedded 
in the bowl is surely not 
to nourish the traveler’s 
belly. Flavor is an after- 
thought to embellish fine 
cuisine in a fine hotel in 
Marfa. An odd modern dot 
of pop Donald Judd made 
in the likeness of fine art 
and even finer patrons 
who travel here to tour 
The Chinati & The Judd 
Estates as modern art’s 
one grand time capsule. 
Here, with tumbleweed 
and flat cracked land, 
the only harvest is from 
the elements: sun, wind, 
and art. Here, the blocks 
are silent as the galleries 
on Main. Here, even a 
bowl of oats is seen as 
another art installation 
to aliment the refined 
masses. Over five for 
a sip, over ten for a 
bite, and yet we do. 
And yet, we do enjoy 
the art of passing through.



49Reminiscence 
Sofia Lebovics

Before the Storm Breaks
Daniel Barry

a cat sits up on her haunches. John puts on his pants. the table splits in two. the table 
splits in four. the AC hums as if it doesn’t know. the tea is poured and you can feel 
it in your bones. Margaret opens the book to page three hundred and forty-eight, 
the final page. the storm comes like it’s got an invitation. it rolls up its sleeves and 
combs its hair in the mirror like a preening ballroom dancer. young men sleep in. 
young men go outside and film themselves climbing to heaven. an old man inhales 
the clouds that irritate the horizon. he swallows and the storm ends.



50 51

The Tower 
Yaocheng



52 53

Practice
Gemma Cooper-Novack

no one but me remembers the nights I 
sang to you after your wail crackled the monitor before rehearsal 
was over and I rocked you like the lake waves while we waited 
for your parents to come home. I smoothed your syllables into 
my mother’s melodies remembered and after two years two blocks 
away you knew my name and made it yours: “Dem-ba’s 
my friend.” it was my name in your apartment, the way 
your mother called me, and she trusted me and I was yours. not that I 
imagined I was your parent, but creature too fragile for 
my arms, colicky banshee, playground whirlwind, you would always 
be twenty-three years younger than I was and even though I went 
to rehearsals too I left no one behind yet and someday I’d offer 
a girl who was an adult right now really my rocking chair and free 
pick of Lean Cuisines after bedtime, a tour of the changing 
table and charge of someone precious I’d created with someone 
who loved me who I loved while we went out to keep creating. I put 
my hand on your back in the crib, fingers striping flannel, til 
your breathing was even and I maneuvered sticky door 
shut and wandered another apartment, another life. the tabby 
avoided me and the black cat wouldn’t 
stop complaining and I squeezed my inhaler again, again so 
I wouldn’t have to give this up, this practice, this yearning. no one else 
will know those nights of books I’d memorized and stacking blocks 
and whispered song, blueprints for a life I’d never build.

Poem for Hanging On, or, Have You Considered Accupressure 
for The End of the World
Shana Ross

Fingers pinch / the tissue thin / hand hard hard / on the web between / thumb & 
forefinger / until everything whitens / the flesh squeezed / the tender pads / under the nails 
/ of the determined / grip. I should scrub / the dark line tracing / the curve where chitin / 
is bound to skin, instead / I pluck small crumbs / off the table after / the release. I believe in 
/ pressure points & still / can’t find / the purposeful pain. 
					     Tune into the details / like a music 
box. I turn / & turn & sound / each pinpoint happening / in turn, one bristle / disturbed 
while / some other hand / cranks the infinite song / on bumps of metal drum. / I shred 
time of my own volition. / I eat it as confetti & / I am never full but / all told I grow fat / 
off the constancy / of the swallowing. 
			   If I ever save death’s daughter / I will ask for / a modest 
reward / of one single second / doubled each day / until it bankrupts / the universe. I 
would / hire an astrophysicist & /a banker to understand / my wealth, immediately / take 
some time in / a small pocket universe / to nap without an alarm / set. I carry tension / in 
my jaw but / where it calcifies / is my neck, just below / the ear, where I am / turning to 
stone, growing / a time shaped teratoma / with teeth & matted hair. 
							       That’s all a rhino 
does / to distinguish / itself, a hair horn / for defense & sex / appeal. When I tire / of 
holding my own / hand to bruising / I rub the impervious / hoard, hoping 

something will yield.
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On the flat roof of my apartment (desperately wishing for a 
strong gale)
Leyelle

I cease to pretend to understand my body 
How yesterday there was no blood      and today      all of it 
How yesterday            there was no pain                …

We Moon
Amuri Morris
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For a few rented days
Terence Hawes

For a few rented days, we could forget, she says. 
Our apartment, a lease transferred. Broken-down 
boxes put together again. That year we decided to 
separate, the summer was like any other; leaves 
refused to turn. News of the city’s housing crisis 
poured through various devices. Children danced 
in sprinklers. People rode the bus to work. Sometimes, 
thinking back to those days, I can’t remember the 
arguments—how we would always make up, until 
we didn’t. Only the nights I spent out of the apartment, 
waiting until she was asleep. Under stars, streetlights, 
kept from being seen, I would walk to a bar and watch 
reel after reel of the past year’s sports highlights on a 
muted television. When the trees finally succumbed 
to fall and red and green tents began to appear under 
overpasses, in rail yards among rusted-out car frames 
still drowning in the earth, we agreed that there was no 
shame in going home—each of us back to places we 
grew up and first recognized love in the hands that delivered 
us. We filled and taped shut boxes marked with each other’s 
names. Slept on the bed we were leaving for the tenants 
our landlord had found to replace us. One of those mornings, 
the city waking to a false sun, the river dappled with shadows 
of gridded bridge spires. That’s when she said that we could 
forget it all for a while. A house on the shore. The sea, a deep  
blue, sure to go on forever. She and I together again for a few 
more rented days. Running up the beach on our last, to the parking 
lot, to the long drive back to the city we will call home no longer. 
Making sure to take a last look at the sea, the wind moving waves 
gently, over the footprints we left behind there, for a time, in the sand.

Truce
Thomas Mixon

comes from fidelity, comes from a father in an interstitial time 
period between Middle and Old English refusing to kill Danes 
during the massacre that took place on Saint Brice’s Day, 

comes from a mother on the coast of the North Sea carving 
Old Frisian onto a piece of driftwood, which she remembered 
from a coin a stranger gave her when she needed it most, 

comes from several Cimbri children more than two thousand 
years ago, extending their fingers through gaps in a fence 
to touch the friends that they were suddenly forbidden from, 

comes from a Proto-Indo-Iranian speaking engineer before that, 
who was executed for not fixing the wheel of a war chariot, 
whose last words were not recorded but which we sense 

each time we stay true to peace, and work against violence, 
like the musician in the Hara forests on the Khuran Strait, 
who invented the lute more than seven millennia ago, 

comes from the music of that instrument’s four strings, 
the body taken from mulberry wood, which was scratched, 
so many decades before, by a pair of Neanderthal lovers, 

who came at the same time, who took their sharpest blades 
to a tree and then felt bad about it, and threw the tools 
into the sea, where they rest now, hopefully forever.
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Intoxication
Jasper Glen

what if we kissed at the tom verlaine book sale
C. M. Gigliotti

and I were all softness 
between your covers 
even though you dmed me 
that you don’t read 
the way I do 

that’s ok watch me bend my rules 
just the way I think you’d bend 
my spine if you held me in your hands 

and this is a text 
you’ll never run out of
though I’m no fine print 

is it funny? 

how a meme 
sums things up so brutally 
how the yellow idle crescent 
replaces moonlight and my thoughts 
chafe at the edges 

meet me in our hemisphere 
we’ll get back to the roots 
and bring screen names to life 
in a room over washington square… 
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oh well 
when the record collection opens up
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