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Letter from the Editors

Dear Readers, Writers, Art-Makers, & Quarantiners, 

This is a time of  great upheaval. A future that once seemed so solid has become unpredictable and 
things we took for granted are now unsure. In the midst of  this crisis, we conceived antonym as a 
response to our new and troubling reality. We believe there is a need for an intentional space to share 
the things we create, to connect with one another, to respond to the chaos, and to resist the fear and 
isolation rampant in our world right now.

The name antonym has multiple layers of  meaning; first, it draws to mind its literary definition: a 
word that is the opposite of  another. At the same time, antonym signifies the magazine’s purpose—
to be an opposing force amidst the tumult that has come to characterize our present. It is a place to 
process the swirl of  emotions resulting from the pandemic, while also giving voice to expressions far 
outside dominant COVID concerns. Above all, we hope to create a relic of  this time by preserving 
our thoughts, fears, celebrations, and sentiments, one that uplifts through its creation. 

To stay true to our objective, we have chosen not to limit our submissions by topic, letting the theme 
come from the works submitted. From our selections, two themes arose: nature and nurture. Rather 
than the contention often placed between them, we found these two elements of  development work-
ing in tandem. Nature and nurture do not have to be mutually exclusive, we realized, but each plays 
an integral and necessary role in how we respond and adapt. 

Our inaugural issue features the work of  fifteen authors, artists, and musicians. Outdoor spaces and 
nature themes are prevalent throughout the issue, unsurprising motifs in a time in which public 
spaces have been closed and the time spent in our homes has dramatically increased. Likewise, many 
pieces also reference interior spaces, both the ones within our homes and those within our minds. 
Finding a balance between these two—interior and exterior, nature and nurture—proves especially 
difficult at this time. 

We hope that antonym may help you find it. 

In gratitude, 

The antonym editors 
Madeline Wallace,  Johanna Monson Geerts, Emma Maras, & Victoria Maras

https://antonymlit.com
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Our entire lives we are taught to see the bigger picture. To see beyond the veil, to pull back the 
curtain, to wipe away the muck and view the world clearly so we can succeed. Success is the litmus 
test we grind our teeth against so everyone around us can feel secure. 

“Oh yeah, he’s the new head of  marketing and development” 
“Oh, she just got a grant to produce her solo show” 
“Oh, they’ve just made a down payment on a new condo” 

STOP! 

The world turns in an unpredictable way and now the picture has become a snapshot of  the things in 
your room. 
The bed 
The dresser 
The nightstand harboring the novel you’ve been trying to read for the last 3 months and can’t ever 
seem to finish. 

HALT! 

The world screamed. Leaving us with a picture of  all the things we already have. Taking stock of  our 
lives with living memories. Looking in the mirror we evaluate what we are. Where will we go? Who 
will we become? How do we continue? 

When the world stops, so stops our drive, our passion, our potential for success. And without that 
what are we? How do we push forward through the haze of  bleak, tepid nothingness. How can you 
see the picture when there isn’t even a frame? 

These questions haunt me. I feel trapped within myself. Clawing my way through each day with 
routine. Coffee - news - workout - lunch - tv - coffee news workout lunch tv, cofnewsrkoutnchtv. 

I am just an accumulation of  the things I have already done. Without a future, I am just a summary 
of  memories made. 

LOOK!

STOP! HALT! LOOK! GO!
Jay Thomas
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Opening my eyes I see the world around me—a framed poster of  my first short film—a collage of  
photos from a trip to Italy—the broken fan from a self  produced show—the life—my life. Made 
by me. “Life by Jay”: a new immersive art experience. Constantly evolving and growing, no 
matter the struggle of  the world. No matter the successes or failures. The continued growth of  
me. And there’s only one thing to do—

GO! 

Untitled
Anna Barrett
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I’m keeping a
fire going
with ghosts. 
Remembering
pink
magnolias in
Rome, running 
between
fountains, standing 
on the lip like 
a Wilbur poem, 
tucking petals
behind my ear. 
Glossy 
pencils, he
draws the
flower and leaves it
on my 
pillow.
I’m not in
love.
Limoncello,
ivy wall.
‘Queen,
not on a
pedestal, not
an ideal. I swear
it,
I swear. Please let
me say it.’ ‘You
can say
anything to me. Wait, no 
not that. Oh please
not that.’
—Loss.

I Said No
Sarah Sheehan

Now
he’s marrying a
Mayan doctor a 
dozen years later,
with red-floss 
orchids
on her huipil and 
I’m 
startled, 
sweetened:
invited.
He emails a
picture of  a 
lavender
opal, says
‘Tell no one
else?’ Signs
with love—stitches
in a broken seam
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A Monster Undeserving
Mary Muncy

Ephesians 2:3b-5
“Like the rest, we were by nature deserving of  wrath. But because of  his great love for us, God, who is rich in mercy, 5 

made us alive with Christ even when we were dead in transgressions—it is by grace you have been saved.”

This is a short epilogue to Mary Shelley’s Frankenstein. In this tale, Dr. Frankenstein decided to finish the Monster’s 
wife. Dr. Frankenstein, his Monster, and his Monster’s wife meet when Dr. Frankenstein and Elizabeth are on a trip to 
the mountains and Dr. Frankenstein takes a walk in the woods. After they meet, they reminisce about the few hours after 
the she-monster is created. It is written from the perspective of  Dr. Frankenstein as he relates the encounter to Elizabeth.

“As I walked through the trees, I saw the Monster and his wife a little way off. I knew they did not see 
me because if  they had, they would have left rather than converse because of  the vow the Monster 
made when I agreed to make his wife. Thus, I watched them for a few moments, not making a sound 
for fear of  discovery. But, after observing their calm and contented demeanor, I began to approach 
and hailed them thus: ‘Hello! Do not run! Please! Let me speak to you!’ My first creation 
immediately tensed and positioned himself  in front of  his wife and towards the sound of  my voice, 
so I said, ‘With the steady influence of  my dear Elizabeth and many years, my heart has changed 
towards you! Please! I only want to speak with you!’ I saw the Monster scanning the trees, looking for 
the source of  their disturbance, and when our eyes finally locked, I saw a hard determination pass 
before his eyes. However, he said a brief  word to his wife with no further coaxing, and they began to 
approach. The first protectively in front of  the second.

“They briefly greeted me, and I asked about their recent employments and then about how they had 
fared after our parting. The first creation began to speak, and this is the tale he related to me:

“‘On the night that you were creating my wife, I saw you through the window of  the little hut busily 
working to animate her. I saw a horror flit across your face as she began to twitch, as if  you had only 
now realized that you had created another like me. You looked over the form that was just beginning 
to flutter into being, and I thought – I knew – you planned to destroy her. You lifted your hand, 
staring at her now shuddering form, searching for an instrument to begin the disassembling. But as 
you were coming to this, I had been running – sprinting to save my new companion – and, at the mo-
ment you lifted your hand to destroy what you deemed undesirable, I pushed past you to save what I 
deemed beautiful.’

“As the monster related this, I looked to his wife, who looked at him with admiration in her eyes. 
Then, in a moment of  silence, her face hardened and turned to me and spoke thus:

“‘I remember these first few moments of  life, however dimly, and they are some of  the most terrible. 
In those moments, I knew I had been rejected. I knew with increasing reality that, though I had been 
created with a purpose, my creator had deemed me unfit for it. 

“‘Then, I sensed another being. There was scrambling, rushing, pushing. My eyes opened, and I saw 
a monstrous creature looking at me. As he looked, I saw a fleeting moment of  disgust cross his face. 
He hesitated, and my heart filled with a wrenching agony. I tried to turn my head, escape from this 
second rejection, but all I could do was stare helplessly at the form in front of  me. I had been rejected 
by you, and now I was rejected by something as truly horrible as this creature. What was I to deserve 
this treatment? But then, his eyes met mine, and I saw his disgust soften and mold into a wealth of  
compassion. His brows furrowed into something like concern; then, he took a defiant look at you, 
lifted me as one holds a newborn, and rushed through the door, realizing my salvation.

“‘I did not know then, the wretchedness of  my condition and how desperately I needed a savior. Yet, 
without any prompting on my part, your creature found me and saved me only at a cost to himself.’

“The Monster had been looking at her with great pity and pride as she told a tale that was so like his 
own. Then he spoke again;

“‘Those first few moments of  disgust are some of  the most shameful of  my previously wretched 
existence. I remember the first time mankind rejected me and the confusion and hurt that it caused, 
and I only wish I could replace that first look on my face. Thus, as I rescued her that night, I looked 
down at the weak and barely animated form in my arms, and I vowed that I would never again show 
her that rejection. Though to mankind her appearance was hideous, I knew that I was holding 
something incredible. She knows very little of  the wretched existence I have fathomed, and I will lay 
down my life to keep her from that knowledge.’

“As the Monster spoke, Elizabeth, I saw his eyes linger on her face. He did not look at her with ap-
prehension as I did, but with a deep and knowing love that only comes from the choice to love. I saw 
then that there was no reason for him to love this second creature, yet he loved her as himself. 
Elizabeth, you were given to me by my parents, your aunt and uncle, and you were easy to love: 
beautiful, kind, and gentle. But as I looked at the Monster’s wife, her clunky movements, and 
somewhat grotesque expression of  love, I saw nothing lovable. Yet, he looked at her as if  she were a 
blessing unto him. Indeed, I could see in his eyes that he delighted in her though she was wretched 
because he did not see her wretchedness anymore. He only saw the part of  himself  that was her, and 
she brought him joy that I do not think I could ever fathom. Oh Elizabeth, I do not think I could 
ever love that way, yet I have despised and rejected this creature as beneath me. Oh, Elizabeth, how 
wretched am I?”
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Fox Throw Pillow
Libby Fox

Stand for something or fall for nothing
down the rabbit hole
up stairs
Left
Behind.
What if  faith is blue jeans?
Mom wears a dress on Sunday because Tuesdays are for denim
and therapy.
The church’s stained glass windows paint my blues
purple.
Crayon in my hand and this coloring book page
has at least six impossible things.
The communion cup says drink me
I do.

* “six impossible things,” and “drink me” are quoted from Lewis Carroll’s Alice in Wonderland

Alice in Church
Tianna Anderson
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Flowers
Austyn Harwick

A starry eye you give as if  you believe in me 
Reach my hand; someone loves me 
The sunshine so dark, fading from the surface of  the water 
It was the smell that told, but all I see is you for eternity

So many choices to make in life but you did it for me 
Holding me was everything, I am not whole without love 
I danced because I felt beautiful 
I could nurture the flowers, but the roses pricked and made me bleed 

Hair so long, I brush with joy 
Must I trim and cut? Wasn’t I whole? Weren’t you whole? 
Laying in the pasture from the design
I lost everything, I tried my best to please, give me you or give me nothing

I wish I didn’t feel angry, the breeze is the only thing that comforts 
The understanding was the key, both sides hurt 
Flowers make me happy, but you’re everything 
I am scared, but love with always know me, hold me while I cry my darling 

Flower Queen
Taylor Achor
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I heard that someone’s coming
Someone’s coming to town 
Joan told me she’s been running
She’s been running around 
And there’s rumors that she’s hunting
That she’s hunting me down 

No 
I don’t think so
Not right now 

Mama I’m a nutso
Just as bitter 
Just as bitter as her 
How could she be so cold as winter?
Cold as winter? 
It burns 
To see you down 
To see you down 
Oh, I’ve been running 
I’ve been running around
To see you down (x2)

And suicide 
I think about suicide 
Every time I open my eyes from the 
Restless sleep of  a sleepless night 
Oh how could I be so selfish? 
I ain’t trying to be helpless 

But could I have been a deer in the headlights?
Deer in the headlights? (x2)
When there were no lights? (x2)

Deer in the headlights? (x3)
When there were no signs? 
Deer in the headlights? (x2)

I fear this lunacy surrounds me 
I fear this lunacy surrounds me 
Don’t you think it’s kinda funny? 
That I fear this lunacy surrounds me? 

No! 

When she heard that I was coming
I was coming to town 
Joan told me “you’re no good here”
“Mend that relationship with yourself ”
But no
I don’t think so
Time could never heal what’s stolen and broken 
I
I want it back 
I want it back 
My sanity 
I want it back
I want it back 

And oh I was a deer in the headlights 
Deer in the headlights (x2)
When there were no lights 
Deer in the headlights (x3)
When there were no signs 
That I would be left here 
Please someone come save me 
Joan tells me I’m a lunatic 
Maybe but 

I want it back 
I want it back 
My sanity 
I want it back 
I want it back 
 

Joan Told Me I Was A Lunatic: A Song
Anna Fogg

Go Your Own Way
Marshall Gu

Lindsey Li was a blind pianist. He knew this because that was the only way he was ever introduced 
or talked about. “This is Lindsey. He’s a blind pianist.” “This is Lindsey, the blind pianist.” “Such 
a shame about Lindsey, the blind pianist.” “I wonder how Lindsey plays the piano, being blind and 
all…” It was as if  all other aspects of  his identity were immaterial: it didn’t matter that he loved chow 
mein, or that one summer he shot a 3 pointer to the shock and wild enthusiasm of  fifteen people. (He 
ranks that last experience as one of  the greatest moments of  his life.)

If  you were fortunate enough to visit Bar None between 2008 and 2009 (before it inevitably closed 
down and became something hipper, cleaner and unrecognizable), you would have caught Lindsey 
performing on Open Mic Tuesdays. During that time, you would have also witnessed Eli (nee 
Elizabeth) Nielson performing on those same nights, brief  ‘blasts’ of  ‘punk poetry,’ as she called it, 
over a barely-in-tune acoustic guitar. You could say a lot of  things about her performances, that they 
were awkward, that they were honest, that you didn’t care for them, or that they simply weren’t very 
good, but you couldn’t say that they weren’t memorable. 

“That was so awesome,” Eli said to Lindsey after his set one night. “Are you really blind?” 

He turned to her and nodded.

“How do you play?”

“It’s a player piano,” he said.

There was a brief  moment of  silence, before he continued, “I’m joking.”

“Oh,” she said, before breaking into a laugh. A really genuine, nice-sounding laugh, Lindsey thought.

“I’ve been playing since before the accident. And there wasn’t anything to do at home afterwards 
except play the piano. The muscles know what they’re doing, and I can still picture the keyboard in 
front of  me.”

“That’s so wild.”

“I’m Lindsey.”

“I’m Eli.”
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“Oh, you’re the person who does the—“

“—Punk poetry.”

“Yes.”

“What do you think?”

He paused for a second. “It’s definitely different.”

“I don’t think that’s necessarily true. I wanted to do something like Patti Smith—have you heard of  
her?”

“No.”

“She’s great. Her music was always raw. I stand up there every night and think of  her.”

“I’ll have to listen to her some time.”

“I’ll make you a mix,” Eli responded.

§

She did just that. “It’s got some Patti Smith songs, and some other good ones. I hope you like it.” 
Lindsey moved his fingers along the CD case. “I’m sure I will. Thanks.” he said, before sliding the 
CD into his coat pocket.

“So…how’d the name Lindsey come about?” Eli asked.

“One of  the songs that was playing on the radio when my mom moved here was, ‘You Can Go Your 
Own Way,’ by Fleetwood Mac.”

“Oh yeah,” Eli nodded. “You can go your own waaaaaay, go your own wa-aaayy.”

“Yeah. Apparently that was on the radio all of  the time, and she found out that the singer was a man 
named Lindsey Buckingham. I think it was the first thing she really loved when she moved here.”

“That’s really cute.”
§

The accident was one of  the last things that Lindsey remembered vividly, not just because it was 
traumatic, but because it was also the last thing that he saw. (This is in strict opposition to scientists’ 
claims that memories based on scent are strongest due to the closer proximity between the olfactory 
bulb and the hippocampus, the part of  your brain important for memory.) The month after was 
predictably a wash: “Most people despair after such a life-changing accident,” Dr. Gray said to 
Lindsey’s mother, a short woman named Ma Li (Mary, after she immigrated to North America), who 
worried that Lindsey mostly “stared straight ahead” now (“He stares! At the wall!”), something he 
had never done before.

“I can prescribe some anti-depressants?” the doctor offered, although Lindsey rejected them. 

“I don’t need them, mom.”

“Are you sure? You don’t do anything anymore.”

“There’s nothing to do.”

There’s never anything to do, he thought, but didn’t say aloud. The accident had devastated his mother 
much more than it did him. Mary had never understood Lindsey, because she was an extroverted 
mother raising a shy child, because unlike other mothers, who didn’t understand the noise their 
teenage children listened to, Lindsey only listened to classical music. But most of  all, she didn’t 
understand him because she didn’t understand his depression, which she thought more of  as 
prolonged periods of  being sad, and she didn’t understand why he didn’t just…stop being sad. She 
didn’t understand how someone could feel ‘sad’ when they lived in a 2-bedroom, 2-bathroom house 
in the suburbs within walking distance to the supermarket, which they drove to anyway. And how 
could he explain? How could he explain that some days he had to consciously think about moving 
one foot after the other or else risk never moving again? Years later, Lindsey would come to 
understand that, in addition to a generational difference between them, there was a cultural 
difference too; that the common, anhedonic form of  depression in the West simply doesn’t exist in 
China. Instead, depression manifests itself  in somatic ways: “My head hurts,” and “I have a stomach 
ache again.” Or, “My neck feels stiff,” as his mother stated plainly after the top of  the pepper shaker 
came loose, emptying its entire contents into the just-made chicken broth, after his father went back 
to China and never came home, after she was let go from her long-standing role as a bank clerk. 

(And there were plenty of  instances before Lindsey was born too. Ma Li, having slowly learned to 
introduce herself  as Mary, complained regularly of  headaches before she even knew how to 
pronounce the word “Tylenol,” which offered no relief  anyway, nor did the various, distinct-smelling 
herbs from Chinatown.)
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During the period after the accident, between all of  those visits to the hospital, therapy sessions and 
braille lessons, and looking after him constantly, she found him more distant than ever. And the more 
she tried to reach out to him, the more distance appeared. 

Mary did have two rare spurts of  sage advice that connected. The first was the suggestion that Eli 
could try to play the piano, which he scoffed at initially. “How am I going to play the piano, mom?” 
But one day, returning home from buying groceries, she heard one of  the pieces he had practiced 
before the accident through the door. Her heart leapt and she cried, and after he finished, she ran 
inside and embraced him.

§

The other piece of  advice that Mary gave her son after the accident was this: “Everyone lives many 
lives,” which she had picked up from a fortune cookie, and indeed, Lindsey began a new life dating 
Eli. She soon dropped her ‘punk poetry’ ‘shtick’, though she did enjoy reciting “Piss Factory” on 
private occasions with accompaniment from her new amour. She introduced him to everything she 
loved (except movies and museums, naturally): heavy breakfasts of  toasted everything bagels with 
cream cheese and bacon, which he resisted at first before eventually acquiescing and secretly loving, 
her Sleater-Kinney records, and gingham shirts (“What’s gingham?” “Like a micro-plaid. You look 
hamsome, don’t worry.” “What’s hamsome?” “Handsome, you ham.”). He made chow mein for them 
both on quiet nights and taught her the immortal opening line to “Fur Elise,” which was all she could 
pick up but that she played sporadically, endlessly, like the soundtrack of  the tense opening act of  
Inglourious Basterds (which she loved and he had yet to see).

Most importantly of  all, she introduced him to Emma Johnston, a tall, slim, dirty blonde who worked 
at a mid-size modern art museum named The Garden, and soon after, Emma commissioned Lindsey 
to compose art gallery installation music. This was Lindsey’s big break, before he eventually started 
playing proper sets in concert halls on a grand piano, wearing formal attire. His compositions for 
the Garden were minimalist; a slowly-developing piece containing a single arpeggio gliding over 
three chords, playing along a short film of  skyscrapers being erected in fast-time, the bright reds and 
oranges of  the sun slowly turning into unsexy blocks. Both Emma and Eli explained it to him, and 
he merely shrugged and offered, “I guess it’s one of  those ‘you had to see it’ things.” After he excused 
himself, Emma and Eli agreed that he was right, before Emma laughed a gentle laugh, a beautiful, 
harmonious sound that bounced in Eli’s head later that night.

Eli felt pride at Lindsey’s growing accomplishments, but she also felt disconnected: she had predicted 
that dating a blind person would come with its own set of  rules and guidelines, but had not calculated 
the boredom of, say, not being able to share a TV show together. Lindsey was happy to just play 
piano with her nearby, or else sit with her, knowing that she was within kissing distance. “Don’t you 
want to do anything besides play the piano?” Eli asked once. 

Lindsey shrugged. “Playing piano is what I’m good at.” 

No matter the composer, and regardless of  Lindsey’s best efforts, Eli didn’t understand classical 
music, finding it mathematical, emotionless. One evening, he feverishly attempted to convey how 
much Franz Schubert’s “Winterreise” meant to him. “So you see, the hero of  the story looks out at 
three suns—an optical illusion—it’s not real. If  I could see anything ever again, it would be just that: 
an illusion that makes it seem like there are three suns in the sky.” 

At packed shows where she went to support Lindsey, she found herself  longing to hear PJ Harvey 
redefine sexuality for her. She wanted to experience the sear and scorch of  electric guitars, the 
pummel of  drums, bass-lines encouraging movement. And thus, she started going to fewer and fewer 
shows, and eventually stopped going altogether, choosing instead to spend evenings with Emma. 

“Oh, I love Sleater-Kinney,” Emma said, on one such night. “I saw them on their reunion tour. I 
touched Carrie Brownstein.”

“No way.”

It was on such nights that Eli began to realize that she had serious feelings towards Emma, and began 
appreciating the tragedy of  being in an exclusive relationship. 

Was Emma her first female crush? In retrospect, perhaps not. There was one particular English class 
in university, which Eli was always zonked out for, where a female classmate with the impossible 
beauty of  photographed sunsets was selected to read a passage. And unconsciously, Eli leaned 
forward to hear, curving her back in such a way that there was a dull pain afterwards. The reader 
spoke with such a smoky voice that she remembered being taken aback even though the words were, 
“What, all my pretty chickens and their dam / At one fell swoop?” Perfect meter too, which already 
distinguished her from other classmates, who clumsily cut off lines based on the text. The 
classmate’s voice would have made Eli interested in Gucci Mane. That’s how attraction works: sound 
and schwas. 

Not helping was Lindsey’s stubbornness, something he’d adopted as a coping mechanism when he 
lost his vision. When she told him she had started social media accounts to help promote him, he 
firmly told her to shut them down. “I don’t understand why you don’t want to be on social media,” 
she said.

“I don’t want to be a gimmick,” Lindsey responded.

“You already are a gimmick,” she said, then gasped when she realized what she had said. 
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So she deleted the accounts (each with the tag ‘blind pianist,’ thankfully unbeknownst to him) and 
the relationship ended shortly after, despite Lindsey’s best efforts. Eli confided in Emma over drinks 
while Lindsey did what he knew best: he retreated, looking for romance in Romanticism, in between 
one-night stands. (In university, he had learned that being blind had its perks, namely that people felt 
sorry for you, and that this sometimes led to sex.)

And so began Eli’s new life, while Lindsey returned to his old one, which included moving back in 
with his mother. 

Again, she was more upset with her son’s heartbreak than he was.

§

Or maybe not; it was hard to tell these with things sometimes. “Hi,” Eli said when Emma and Eli 
met with Lindsey to announce that they had started seeing each other, and though the voice was 
unmistakably hers, it was also unrecognizably cold. When they used to date, Eli would greet him with 
a ringing “Hiii-eeee,” a G# dropping to a G, throwing the last sound up in the air. Now, it was just a 
dull F. 

“We’re seeing each other now,” Eli said, giving Emma’s hand a squeeze.

“Oh.” Lindsey said. I see, is how he wanted to finish.

“He didn’t seem upset at all!” Eli rejoiced on the ride home with Emma. No, he didn’t, but that 
was because Lindsey, blind, had forgotten how to look sad. Once, as a teenager before the accident, 
whenever something pained him, he would avert his eyes like everyone else did. Years later, as a blind 
adult, he merely stared straight ahead, thinking about the frosty opening chords to Franz Schubert’s 
“Winterreise.” 

Somewhere in the world, Fleetwood Mac’s “Go Your Own Way” was playing. In another decade, 
Mary hummed to the melody, as she thought about starting a new life here. In another life, Elizabeth 
turned off the radio and listened to Patti Smith’s “Horses” instead. A year before that, Lindsey 
Buckingham and Stevie Nicks broke up.

In another reality, Lindsey is not blind. He is not hailed as a blind pianist prodigy, because in this 
version, he does not play piano. His mother renovates the bathroom, and in the mornings, Lindsey 
stands on the new, cold tiles, brushing his teeth, staring at his reflection in the mirror.

Untitled 2
Anna Barrett
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He touched my
hand in an Italian
restaurant, bread crumbs
under our palms. “I’m
sorry,” he said,
“I’m bad at this. Touch,
I mean.” He pulled
back, like I was a
stingray on a
children’s field trip to the
aquarium, brassy green
and slick.

“I haf  a question,”
he asked later as we
stood by the Red
Line tracks, saying
goodnight. The boy
had hair like hyacinth
spears, upside-
down and honey combed,
bouncing off his
shoulders. He was bow-
legged and a Harvard
neuroscientist, who talked
nonstop about
moon cities, Star
Wars, teleportation. Pulled
out a phone
in our first minute
of  meeting, showed me
pictures of  “windflowers and

irises

my grandmother’s farm 
by the Aegean Sea—

Second Date
Sarah Sheehan

nasturtium!

Golden Drops,
white arugula blossoms
and snakeroot
on the island of  Icaria.

Beautiful milkwort,
salsify—also named goatsbeard
or Jerusalem star; its
roots taste like oysters.
And Minoan Lace. Now tell me, is it
all right
I am showing
you this?
Is it all right
if  I
kiss you?”

Yes, yes you may. Yes it is all right.

Under a lamp at
eleven pm, orange
light on his curls. And
I missed my train. I 
thought: sometimes
we do things
for reasons other than
love.
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Signs of Life in the Time of COVID
Jules Park

first hint
Saskia Bailey-de Bruijn

the first hint of  spring
smells like
warming soil and sunrises

soggy hay and muddy boots

the air holds evaporated ice
thickly in the valleys
while the breeze
brings longer days and
wide rays of  light

now, each tree shimmers with the
faint red halo of  new growth
springtime pulsing through their invisible veins
on the precipice
eager to etch the next turning
into the earth’s autobiography

they write of  pastel purple bloomings emerging
amid the decaying brown leftovers.
they record the song of  each arriving bird
that serenades their branches.
they tell tales of  strong gusts of  wet winds
that howl “not yet!”
but the daffodils can’t wait.
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Tropical Sadness
Damil N.R

 The dark hued skin rusts against the morning sun,
and a mother carries on her slanted back
the life of  four children. At times,
she stops herself  from walking
drying perspiration off her forehead
and looks up to the sky
blinding her eyes from the colors of  the tropic.
 Her dried lips bleed,
and she buttons them together,
trying to stop herself  cursing to the sun.
A bundle of  wood lays on her small shoulders,
With names carved on their rough, crackled skin.
Her mouth trembles, and her hammered nails
Hold themselves onto the bark of  naked trees,
Supporting her frail body from stumbling.
 Shadows hide behind wooden doors,
Peeking from the inside of  their four walls
At the woman who walked outside their houses.
Their clear pupils detach the safeness from their streets,
Whenever they see foreign colors approaching
Close to their inescapable homes.
 The smell of  brown beans fills the air,
And the wind whispers, cooling off the rivers of  sweat
Streaming down her neck. Reaching the peak of  the mountain top,
She lets the wood fall down her shoulders,
And slowly digs them onto the wet earth.
 And there she sits to cry, muttering to herself
“Now, it’s just us”
The wrinkles in her forehead
Shine with the wet skin,
and her mouth slowly curves, mimicking a smile.
 She waited there, along four tall pieces of  wood,
Expecting the day to be consummated by the night.

Hatred overruns the Nation,
violence rules the streets,
fear seeps into the heart of  every citizen.

This is not the time to falter!
Hasten! Pick up your

 wildflowers.

Hear their cries!
Your countrymen need you! In

 soup kitchens.

On their deathbeds they plea!
Show mercy! Give them

 chamomile tea.

Until those who persecute see the pointlessness of  their own cruelty,
until the houseless are housed and the hungry are fed
and the unloveable loved

 We’re counting on you.

* Title and final line taken from WWI and WWII US Army poster. 

I want YOU! Enlist Today!
Tianna Anderson
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I try to take notice of  the tender things around me
The things that fill my heart with such pleasure
As I softly swing on this white bench that has held me up since childhood, 
I take notice of  my surroundings. 
I take notice of  the small tree in the yard, its abundant pink vibrance finally showing itself  after a 
long winter. 
There is another nestled in the corner of  the yard, however it only displays small green buds. 
The sign of  a new beginning towards magnificent growth. 
I take notice of  the way the sun reflects off the porch, displaying white beams of  positivity and 
warmth. 
I take notice of  the slow, steady motion of  the swing; just enough to fulfill my need for constant
motion. My brain feels calm and satisfied. It is nothing too rough. 

I continuously marvel at the ways in which nature continues to live, even in times of  darkness. 
The birds continue to sing their sweet and cheerful melodies, blissfully unaware of  the anxieties 
that pervade our society these days. 
Flowers and trees continue to flourish and thrive,
Never taking a moment to second guess their ability to share their God-given talents. 
Their talents of  being symbols of  life, as well as givers. 
Their talents of  providing vibrant and much-needed color to an otherwise dark world. 

This world is cruel and unforgiving. 
Nature has that potential as well. 
However, if  we truly take the time to notice nature, 
To look around and intentionally think about how we may help it to thrive,
Nature will thank us. I promise. 
The trees will reach their branches down to give a hug of  gratitude. 
The flowers will bloom even brighter, even bigger. 
The animals will happily jump, and sing, and smile. 
The water will wave and whisper “thank you” through the tide. 
For we have given them all an opportunity to grow. To continue sharing their beauty and vital gifts 
with the world. 

So, while we are limited in our ability to see the world, 
Let us not see this seclusion as a setback. 

A Poem Written in Quarantine
Jules Park

Let us see it as an opportunity to view life through the eyes of  the earth. 
Take note of  the tallest trees outside of  your window,
Or the brightest flowers on your morning walk.
Ask this invaluable gift of  nature, “how can I help you?”



34 35

Untitled 3
Anna Barrett

When you were out there looking for a song
I was in your shadow all along
You said everything would turn out fine

Cause I believed ya
Now I sit and I sigh at high rise
La da dee
La da da at high rise

I’m sorry for the garbage
You were all I wanted
Time was frozen still and I
Had to go and waste it on
Thinking I was lesser than the rest

But when I found it hard
You found it so easy
I lost a part of  me

And now I sit and I sigh at high rise
La da dee
La da da at high rise

High Rise: A Song
Anna Fogg
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The first time Lainey ever noticed her hangnail, she didn’t think anything of  it. 

She slouched in her too-hard, industrial desk chair lovingly provided by her university. A dreary 
March night, she felt the cold, almost-spring air rush into her dorm room from the opened window, 
causing a chill to slither its way up her spine. She involuntarily shivered and reached across onto her 
bed, unmade, for her throw blanket she spent every night under, fingers often still curled around the 
spine of  a chemistry textbook. 

She was working on a problem set that involved balancing equations. Numbers and subscripts blurred 
together as she yawned and rubbed her eyes, already clean of  any makeup traces. She had planned to 
go to bed four hours earlier, washing her face diligently and with a hopeful feeling she would catch at 
least six hours of  sleep tonight, if  she got lucky. It sounded like heaven. 

Lainey glanced up from her notebook and looked out of  her window. Her room looked out into a 
green quad. The last of  the snow was beginning to melt. The sludgy white, grayed by dirt and the 
soles of  students’ shoes, contrasted against the dark green of  the grass. 

She caught her reflection in the glass before she looked back down at her work. Although the window 
pane caused slight distortions in her face peering back at her, she could see the side effects of  the last 
three years of  being in college. As she blinked, looking at herself, she took stock of  the lines that had 
begun to show on her skin, the ones marking the furrow of  her brow especially prominent. Her irises, 
a warm russet, glowed unnervingly against the whites of  her eyes, now a slightly pale pink. There 
had been one too many nights awake. As she stared at herself, she automatically began to fidget with 
her hands. This was her response to anxiety; her hands became her playthings. She rubbed the pads 
of  her forefinger against her thumbs’ cuticles, methodically searching for any tactile imperfection. 
When she failed to find something to pick at, she switched, her thumb pads now exploring the rest 
of  her fingers. This was second nature to her, and it was a habit she spent endless time trying to fix, 
announcing out loud to no one that she was vowing to stop, and spending too much money on 
lovely-smelling hand lotions. She kept fidgeting until she finally found the treasure—a tiny hangnail 
on the right index finger. Lainey looked down from the window and fixated upon her newfound 
imperfection. She took her left thumb and began to fiddle with the piece of  nail, ever so slightly 
inching it up toward the cuticle. The pain seared through her. As she was about to reach for her 
fingernail clipper in her bedside drawer, her phone buzzed, startling her. 

Hey, what are you up to tonight? It was Oliver.

Lainey inhaled sharply at reading the message. The screen showed no name, only a sequence of  

Epidermis
Samantha Furlong

numbers, but she knew it was him. No matter how many times she had deleted the contact, always 
with a feeling first of  determination, then dejection, she would remember the jumble of  digits that 
could connect them. 

She made sure she waited at least ten minutes before responding. I’m studying. I have a quiz next week and 
I’m fucked if  I don’t get at least a 90 on it. After typing the message, she tossed her phone onto the bed, a 
little too forcefully. She felt a twinge of  giddiness begin to rise up inside of  her. 

It’s a Thursday. You have no class tomorrow. Oliver knew her schedule which—against her will—made her 
smile. 

Med schools won’t let me in because I chose to ignore my work. Lainey knew what was coming.

Come over anyway, replied Oliver, they’d be stupid not to take you. 

“Fuck.” Deep down, Lainey knew she had lost before she finished reading his first text.

Oliver’s apartment was a few blocks away, but she knew it would only take about seven minutes from 
her dorm to his building’s lobby. She felt relatively safe walking the quiet streets of  Minneapolis, 
especially with so many students and academic buildings in the vicinity. She knew where the 
emergency phones providing a direct line to Campus Safety were on her route to Oliver. Still, she 
made sure to grab her keys from her pocket after leaving her building, creating a version of  an iron 
fist, keys jutting out between fingers. She didn’t want to take any chances. Her mother had sent her 
two articles within the last week about girls going missing, bodies never found. She passed all the 
landmarks she had made mental notes of, and the rush of  memories from the first night she had 
spent with Oliver at his place came back. Oliver’s skin, the smoothness of  his back a relief  from the 
black stubble of  his facial hair beginning to grow back. She remembered the flutter of  her heart as he 
led her inside for the first time, feeling more mature and sure of  herself  than she ever had in her life, 
yet still effervescent. This was what being with an older man did to her. 

She got to his door in six minutes. Surprised by her swiftness, Lainey lingered by the door, not 
wanting to seem too eager. Or desperate. She looked at the plaque situated on the brick wall. The 
bronze numbers marking the building’s address seemed to glow in the night. 819 Oak Grove Street. 
She lived on 249 Oak Grove. She had secretly always liked the fact of  their proximity, the idea that 
they both could live so closely, yet lead such different lives. She quickly glanced at her phone screen, 
wondering if  he had texted her asking her estimated time of  arrival. No message. Before she shoved 
her phone into her coat pocket, she got a glimpse at her right hand. She was once again reminded of  
the hangnail, and subsequently ran her thumb along it. She winced. 

After 3 extra minutes (bringing her total travel time to a whopping ten minutes) Lainey entered the 
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building. The doorman looked at her with a hint of  recognition, but stopped her nonetheless. 

“Good evening. Who are you here to see?” he asked.

“Uh—Oliver? Oliver Martinez. He’s in apartment 4B.”

“Alright, let me just give him a quick call, please.” Lainey smiled and nodded at the man, noticing the 
flash of  his blazer’s golden buttons.

“You can head up now.” The man’s voice, gentle, brought her back. She looked him in the eyes and 
thanked him. She walked toward the elevator. It was waiting for her, as if  it knew she had somewhere 
important to be. She opened the door and pressed the button to the fourth floor. The inside was dark, 
only a small light overhead illuminating the various buttons. She felt like she was in a cave, where the 
light at the end of  the tunnel only shone once the doors opened onto Oliver’s floor. Lainey made a 
right out of  the doors and knocked twice on the thick, dark green door. 

The chains of  the lock rustled and there he stood, face expectant. He was around six feet tall, 
towering over Lainey’s petite five feet four inches. He, like her, had brown eyes, but they always 
seemed to contain a certain storminess to them. They were much darker than Lainey’s. Oliver, 
hailing from Los Angeles, never seemed to be able to fully let go of  whatever his mind clutched to; 
he always seemed reserved, even when they were in bed together. Lainey, born and raised in a small 
town in Indiana, wanted nothing more than to throw herself  into him, leaving every mundane worry 
that consumed her in the dust. She suddenly remembered feeling the consequences of  their 
differences as soon as she stepped into the art-deco styled apartment. 

“What took you so long?” Oliver seemed a little miffed at her, his tone laced in annoyance.

“I had to make a phone call before I left.” Lainey lied. That had been way too easy to conjure up. 
A few years ago, she would have just told the truth of  her waiting before entering the building and 
apologized profusely. “But I’m here now.”

“Yeah.” 

They stood near his door for a second, silent, until she started to remove her coat. Being in his 
territory again, Lainey suddenly felt a swell of  confidence and righteousness rise up in her chest. 
She had made the trip here; she had indulged Oliver and his wants. Now, she was going to get him 
to bend at her will. In his own home. She stepped back and looked at him and said, “I don’t want 
to have sex right now.” She dropped her eyes and walked around him, placing her tote bag on the 
marble coffee table. As she walked into his room, Oliver on her heels, she felt proud. For probably the 
first time since they met that past August on the campus’ coffee shop, she had asserted herself. She 

felt like she could turn this relationship around and meld it into something that was fulfilling, a union 
that left her feeling animated, as opposed to the more grounding burn of  embarrassment at herself  
for believing they could actually be together—as she often felt when she left his apartment. 

“Yeah, well. I do want to have sex.” Oliver’s voice, although nearly a whisper, had a sharp edge to it. 
As she froze in her tracks, he pressed his body against her back, fingers brushing her hair to the side 
of  her neck. When Lainey didn’t move, he took this as a yes, and began to kiss the nape of  her neck. 
She got the chills, and in this moment she knew it was over.

Lainey glanced to the right toward the alarm clock on the nightstand. 4:06. Before Oliver had 
bulldozed through her plans, she had wanted to be asleep by eleven and up before seven. She blinked 
listlessly at the clock, unsurprised by her own lack of  self  discipline. She knew she’d be exhausted by 
one in the afternoon from lack of  sleep. She’d get a large latté from the bookstore café, drinking while 
it was still hot enough to scald her taste buds, run to the library to try and catch up on the homework 
she had left because she couldn’t bring herself  to sit down and complete it; she would try (and fail) 
to extinguish the panic that arose in her chest when she realized she would never be caught up, she 
would never be able to tackle all the tasks she had once been able to run through in a single day, she 
would never get into medical school, she would always remain her own worst antagonizer, she—

She found her hangnail. At first, Lainey—whose back was turned away from Oliver, because she 
couldn’t stand his hot breath on her face, but also because she felt the prickly heat of  shame in her 
face when she looked at him—gently caressed her right index finger with the thumb of  her left hand. 
The hangnail had hardened, and it was pliable. She gently dug underneath it with the nail of  her 
thumb and applied pressure upwards. It stung like hell. Lainey recoiled, but she also realized it didn’t 
hurt quite as much as it did before. She remained still. A moment later, she inhaled deeply and applied 
more pressure, digging into her finger. She felt the initial sting, her body’s sensory receptors 
translating to her brain that something was up, and her brain responding in defense. The sting, 
however, lasted only a second; Lainey kept going. She felt the cool air hit the sliver of  newly exposed 
pink skin under her epidermis. Lainey should have stopped right there. The idea of  ripping apart 
her skin, on a good day, would have sent goosebumps down her arms and disturbed her to the point 
of  leaving her fingers alone. Tonight, she needed to feel something other than remorse for her old 
self  and regret for the actions committed by her current self. She placed her thumbnail back into the 
groove between her old and new skin, and pressed up even harder. It didn’t hurt anymore.

Lainey woke up, and immediately noticed the deep red against the white sheets of  Oliver’s bed. The 
dried blood ran down her arm, from finger to elbow crook. She threw the sheets off her body and 
scrambled to her feet. Oliver was still asleep. The clock read 8:23. Lainey stood, frozen, with the 
comforter wrapped around her finger and forearm. The blood had pooled around her body, 
creating almost an outline. She felt her heart rate begin to increase, and when she finally worked up 
the courage to gingerly unwrap her forefinger, she nearly screamed. Her finger’s skin had been lifted 
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all the way to the second knuckle, the middle of  her finger. She grabbed hold of  her finger with her 
other hand and hurried out of  the apartment, not stopping to put her jacket on. The clothes she had 
quickly put back on after she and Oliver had had sex did little to protect Lainey from the cold air, but 
she felt almost nothing. 

It clicked into place in Lainey’s brain like the final piece of  a jigsaw puzzle; she was halfway back to 
her building when it dawned on her. She felt nothing. In the wind and in her chest she felt numbed. 
She squeezed her mangled finger as hard as she could: no sensation. What a vast, vast difference from 
the never-ending noise that always seemed to occupy her mind after years of  school, work and 
sleepless nights next to a boy who ultimately didn’t give a damn about her. When Lainey got back 
into her dorm room, she immediately took a seat at her desk and fixed the lamp on her finger. She 
studied the skin, the scabs already beginning to form. Her finger, still able to move, felt lighter without 
the skin attached to it. Not wanting to catch an infection, but still curious, Lainey reached into her 
drawer. She knew she had hand sanitizer somewhere. Upon finding it, she scrubbed her hands. 

She did not feel the burn that would normally have sent the toughest person in a fit of  screams when 
the alcohol touched her open wound. 

The tugs didn’t hurt, and Lainey was hell-bent on seeing how far she could go. She was excited and 
scared, an effervescent mix that egged her on, and for the first time in years the anxiety that locked 
itself  around her throat lifted. Lainey found the edge of  the hangnail and began to pull. She could 
feel the skin cells breaking apart, slowly creeping up her arm, the epidermis splitting to make room 
for the new person her body kept hidden under the first layer. The blood didn’t scare her like it 
normally would. Rather, upon seeing the bits of  new skin beneath, Lainey felt reborn. She had 
always wanted to shed herself  and become new, but had never been able to figure out how. Lainey 
realized she didn’t want to stop until she became undone, the only way she knew how to build herself  
anew. 

Standing Tall
Jules Park
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This is the month where in our
little classrooms we
taped
green construction
paper in the
shape of  shamrocks
to the windows and
our teacher said, “It will go
out like a lamb,”
but for some of  us life
came in like a lion and
stayed,

crouching at the mouth of  our days.

Sometimes I think, I’m the most messed-
up person I know; can’t be alone
with a man without wondering
all the violent things he could
do. Years later, they’d name it
PTSD.

But one day my lamb came in,

not in March but in a hot July.
I had another sickness then
and he came, came like unconditional
love
like Jesus in an Effective
Altruism shirt, asking
if  it was all right to hug me.
“Will you rub my back?”
I asked instead,
and he did. He sat reading by my bed
some book about electric sheep
asking twice if  it felt okay,
if  I was all right.

When Life Comes in Like a Lion
Sarah Sheehan

And I said, when things became very bad, “Actually
can you hold me now?”
as my brain started pinwheeling,
electrons bursting,
cells dying in fireworks
of  red
and
he did, said yes and wrapped me up in white

in gold

in silencing-suffering colors
soft. Safe.

That day my spring arrived,
and I began
to heal.
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Maybe,
The tears that fall
Will water the seed,
The seed of  hopes
And plans that once stood
—like a door that is almost always open
That has inextricably been closed—
And now lies untouched.
Maybe,
I will move past
This disappointment
This anger
This frustration
This helplessness
Move past the suffocation
Of  thoughts that keep me
Lying in a state
Of  lost motivation.
Maybe,
The flowers which bloom
And the waters which shine
Will bring about humanity’s salvation,
Frantic education and efforts
To clean the oceans and the skies
Done for us.
Maybe,
Hearts will become kinder
Life will become more precious
Dreams will be more
Than tomorrow’s responsibility.

Maybe
Kaela Renee
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Taylor Achor 
My name is Taylor and I love art! My favorite color is blue and I have a website, check it out if  ya 
wanna! www.taylorscraftshop.com. 

Tianna Anderson 
Tianna is an Austin College graduate, Fulbright Alum, avid reader, tea drinker, and animal lover. Her 
worldview has been deeply shaped by her studies in Political Science, English, and Religion, as well as 
her travels abroad. 

Saskia Bailey-de Bruijn
Saskia returned to their hometown, Brattleboro, VT after graduating from Earlham College last May.  
Their time is filled with practices of  permaculture, t’ai chi, reiki, and dance.  Likes hugs and mean-
dering walks through the woods.  

Anna Barrett
Just here to let the photos speak.  Hopefully they can take you somewhere else for a minute.  We all 
need that escape right now.

Anna Fogg
I’m an eighteen year old living in the great state of  Texas. Aside from being a student and working 
part time, singing and songwriting are my favorite pastimes! My songs are inspired by dreams I’ve 
had, stories I’ve read, and some recent life experiences. 

Libby Fox 
Libby is currently an art major wannabe at Earlham College. She enjoys working with fibers and 
metals. 

Samantha Furlong
Samantha is a senior at Columbia University studying Anthropology and trying to figure out her 
calling during these trying times. 

Marshall Gu
My name is Marshall Gu, from Toronto. I have had short stories and poems previously published by 
the Dalhousie Review, the Spadina Literary Review and Untethered Magazine. Additionally, I have 
written music reviews published for Pretty Much Amazing, Popmatters and Tone Glow. 

c o n t r i b u t o r s
Austyn Harwick
Artist. 

Mary Muncy
Mary is an aspiring journalist who dabbles in short stories. Her favorite place to be is on the front 
deck with the sun shining, the birds singing, and the dogs lounging.  Fortunate, because that is where 
she spends most of  her time as of  late. 

Damil N.R
Damil N.R is an aspiring writer and editor from the Philadelphia area. He also works as a freelance 
illustrator, and loves to read, as well as petting cats. 

Jules Park 
Hello! I’m Jules, a junior at Earlham College who loves photography and writing poetry. I also enjoy 
dancing and hugging my way across the world. I find comfort in music, art, and creativity, and am 
always grateful for mediums to express that. I hope that my work can bring you some comfort and joy 
as well. 

Kaela Renee
Ancient Classics Nerd, Viking Nerd, Homeschooled until College; I write poetry and fiction some-
times, often pieces that help me process through feelings and/or events in my life.

Sarah Sheehan
A scribbler and a midwifery student!

Jay Thomas
I have the best ideas in the shower. Which sucks, because they’re impossible to write down. 

http://www.taylorscraftshop.com
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