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D
earest J. M

ag readers, 

W
elcom

e to our first issue of the 2015-2016 year. It’s hard to 
believe another sem

ester has passed our beloved little m
agazine 

by, but seeing the m
agazine thrive under new

 ideas and our 
talented staff and artists is alw

ays an im
m

ense pleasure. 

This issue borrow
s its them

e from
 its cover, A

m
icia Phillips’ 

“O
dyssey,” leading our readers on a perilous journey through color 

and space. From
 the bright colors of our cover to the black and 

w
hite of our final page, w

e’ll take you to surreal lands w
ith Julia 

W
argo’s “Rain” and back to a firm

er reality w
ith Roderick Bow

lby’s  
“A

rrival”. Your quest w
ill put you up against sea m

onsters, w
raiths, 

and “m
iracle dances of bright colored dresses.”

In m
any w

ays, your journey as a reader parallels our voyage 
through the sem

ester. W
e continued to strengthen our presence 

on cam
pus through several days of flyering on the Breezew

ay 
and further m

arketing on our Facebook page– w
hich now

 has 
429 follow

ers! O
ur biannual reading, featuring readers from

 our 
upcom

ing issue, m
ade a w

elcom
e return to Bam

boo C
afe. W

e are 
also very excited to introduce Editor’s C

hoice, a new
 initiative in 

w
hich w

e aw
ard a gift-card prize to three outstanding pieces. W

e’re 
delighted to announce our first ever Editor’s C

hoice w
inners: in 

fiction, K
at Lew

is w
ith “M

agnum
 O

pus”; in poetry, Julia W
argo w

ith 
“Rain”; and in art, Liza Slutskaya w

ith “The Three G
races”. 

A
bove all, none of this w

ould have been possible w
ithout our 

w
onderful staff. For the tim

e and effort you com
m

itted, each of 
you are w

orth a w
hole pan of cupcakes. W

e are endlessly grateful 
for your dedication and look forw

ard to seeing the new
 directions 

J.M
agazine w

ill take in your capable hands. 

So join us, reader, on an odyssey. W
e hope you enjoy the journey as 

m
uch as w

e enjoyed crafting it. 

A
s ever, thank you for reading, 

O
livia, Brandon, A

lessandra and M
arissa
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R

A
IN

H
e slides his hand along her thigh.

She shrugs aw
ay from

 his touch, sm
elling the lie

on his breath. She w
onders how

 relationships rust.
There w

as a tim
e w

hen he told her all the things he liked
about her. Like the scarred tattoos on her side.
She even liked w

hen he dragged his fingers to connect the tw
o.

Their dog sits on the couch betw
een the tw

o
of them

. She w
atches it sleep, thankful for a barrier betw

een 
 their thighs.
H

e huffs, stands up and says to the dog, “W
anna go outside?”

She closes her eyes and listens to floors creak w
here their steps lie.

W
hen he returns, she know

s they’ll argue about things like
hair in the show

er drain, dirty dishes and w
hy she can’t trust.

The argum
ent begins and all she can think about is the rust

on the show
er drain and how

 he leaves parts of him
self there too.

H
e claim

s he m
isses the tim

es w
hen they said the sam

e things 
 and w

ere so alike.
But she can’t hear him

 over her m
em

ory of slapping thighs
and com

ing hom
e early to surprise him

. She w
ishes she’d forget the 

 w
ay the blonde w

om
an lies

in her bed w
hen she’s at w

ork. It is tim
e to tell him

 that she know
s 

 he’s pushed her aside.

Som
ehow

, she can’t decide
how

 to tell him
 she’s seen the yellow

 hair in the show
er drain’s rust.

H
e’s w

orked hard to keep the lie
alive and the stolen m

om
ents w

ith his num
ber tw

o.
“Tell m

e w
hat’s w

rong,” he says, not looking her in the eye but at his 
 ow

n thighs.
She replies, “W

hy don’t you tell m
e w

hat she’s like?”

K
a

t L
e
w

is

HOT GLUE DRESS CLOSE-UP Lauren Padilla
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The ghosts of em
pty syringes 

and burnt spoons haunt this place. 
W

here Basquiat lived in a cardboard box 
so he could feel closer to the earth. 
W

here people w
ho w

ould clam
or for his artw

ork 
spat on his hom

eless feet 
and Sam

o w
as declared D

O
A

. 
This is w

here D
aniel Rakow

itz killed his girlfriend, 
and, in his infinite generosity, 
served her in a soup to the hom

eless. 
The butcher of Tom

pkins Square. 
H

e’s still alive. 
A

nd if you close your eyes and plug your ears 
you can still sm

ell the soup.

DOWNTOWN Kat Lewis

T
O

M
P

K
IN

S
 

S
Q

U
A

R
E

 

P
A

R
K

P
ip

e
r S

h
e

re
n

A
s the shock settles on his face, her w

ords echo through his head like
a clock tow

er’s m
idnight toll. She sits next to him

, a judge ready 
 to preside
over his fate alone because a jury of his peers, cheaters and 
 double-dealers, she couldn’t trust.
D

espite her fervent glare, the thought of jiggling thighs
m

akes her w
eak and nauseous. M

aybe this fight is happening too
soon. But the im

age of legs tw
isted in sheets, the im

age of his lie

is burnt in her m
ind. It is a lie

that craw
ls over her bed sheets and table cloths like

a colony of ants. She stares at his shaking hands tattooed
red by the fibs and the w

om
an he keeps at his bedside.

N
othing is clean and pure. N

ot her bathroom
’s rust

or even her ow
n thighs.

Tonight she w
on’t lie in their bed at his side.

She is tired of chores like pulling hair from
 drains, picking at their 

 relationship’s rust,
and feeling his hands on her tattoos and thighs. 

L
U

M
IN

E
S

C
E

N
C

E
 A

risa
 M

o
rg

a
n
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T
H

E
 L

O
O

K
O

U
T

H
er shoulder blades, like vestiges of w

ings,
are alw

ays tw
itching. Silver hair pours dow

n
her back. Atop the m

asthead, the crow
’s nest,

the ship of seven frayed, beige sails, she looks
out on the doldrum

s through a glass C
oke bottle,

the end of w
hich she sm

ashed against the m
ast

to m
ake a spyglass for her bottle-cap

eye. See the choppy w
ater and the day

so hazy that it burns? She sets it dow
n

but picks it up in earnest. Jagged ring
of crim

son from
 the w

rong end of the glass
by accident. The end of tim

e. The sky
goes tangerine. That line—

w
hich com

es across
the screen, turned off, regresses to a w

hite
dw

arf and im
plodes—

w
ill com

e for the horizon
too soon. A

 sudden dow
nw

ard zephyr blow
s

the sails and drives the bow
 into sea

and so she w
hispers, “Sail on.” Telescope—

forever-plastered to her em
pty socket—

like colored pencils in a bundle, short
but sharpened, sticking out of her third eye.

H
er shoulder blades, like vestiges of w

ings,
are alw

ays tw
itching. Silver hair pours dow

n
her back. Atop the m

asthead, the crow
’s nest,

the ship of seven frayed, beige sails, she looks
out on the doldrum

s through a glass C
oke bottle,

the end of w
hich she sm

ashed against the m
ast

to m
ake a spyglass for her bottle-cap

eye. See the choppy w
ater and the day

so hazy that it burns? She sets it dow
n

but picks it up in earnest. Jagged ring
of crim

son from
 the w

rong end of the glass
by accident. The end of tim

e. The sky
goes tangerine. That line—

w
hich com

es across
the screen, turned off, regresses to a w

hite
dw

arf and im
plodes—

w
ill com

e for the horizon
too soon. A

 sudden dow
nw

ard zephyr blow
s

the sails and drives the bow
 into sea

and so she w
hispers, “Sail on.” Telescope—

forever-plastered to her em
pty socket—

like colored pencils in a bundle, short
but sharpened, sticking out of her third eye.

H
er shoulder blades, like vestiges of w

ings,
are alw

ays tw
itching. Silver hair pours dow

n
her back. Atop the m

asthead, the crow
’s nest,

the ship of seven frayed, beige sails, she looks
out on the doldrum

s through a glass C
oke bottle,

the end of w
hich she sm

ashed against the m
ast

to m
ake a spyglass for her bottle-cap

eye. See the choppy w
ater and the day

so hazy that it burns? She sets it dow
n

but picks it up in earnest. Jagged ring
of crim

son from
 the w

rong end of the glass
by accident. The end of tim

e. The sky
goes tangerine. That line—

w
hich com

es across
the screen, turned off, regresses to a w

hite
dw

arf and im
plodes—

w
ill com

e for the horizon
too soon. A

 sudden dow
nw

ard zephyr blow
s

the sails and drives the bow
 into sea

and so she w
hispers, “Sail on.” Telescope—

forever-plastered to her em
pty socket—

like colored pencils in a bundle, short
but sharpened, sticking out of her third eye.

H
er shoulder blades, like vestiges of w

ings,
are alw

ays tw
itching. Silver hair pours dow

n
her back. Atop the m

asthead, the crow
’s nest,

the ship of seven frayed, beige sails, she looks
out on the doldrum

s through a glass C
oke bottle,

the end of w
hich she sm

ashed against the m
ast

to m
ake a spyglass for her bottle-cap

eye. See the choppy w
ater and the day

so hazy that it burns? She sets it dow
n

but picks it up in earnest. Jagged ring
of crim

son from
 the w

rong end of the glass
by accident. The end of tim

e. The sky
goes tangerine. That line—

w
hich com

es across
the screen, turned off, regresses to a w

hite
dw

arf and im
plodes—

w
ill com

e for the horizon
too soon. A

 sudden dow
nw

ard zephyr blow
s

the sails and drives the bow
 into sea

and so she w
hispers, “Sail on.” Telescope—

forever-plastered to her em
pty socket—

like colored pencils in a bundle, short
but sharpened, sticking out of her third eye.

S
K

E
T

C
H

E
S

 L
a

u
re

n
 P

a
d

illa

C
a

se
y
 P

e
ta

W
e alm

ost lost you there,
life-cord w

ound around your neck
like Isadora D

uncan’s scarf
pulled taut by tire tread
in nineteen-tw

enty-seven;
all very sad.

W
e alm

ost lost you there – 
you, never failing to m

ake
your m

other’s nerves plié
and heart pirouette
inside her ex-dancer’s ribcage.
Be kind to her.

You w
ill discover, too,

betw
een the opening dance

and curtain call:
this great recital billed as life
is rarely fair, and som

etim
es you fall

from
 the Bolshoi stage.

She cried w
hen she saw

 you,
your m

outh contorted in silent scream
as if you knew

 of the things to com
e.

But w
hen the cord w

as cut
and the scream

s m
aterialized,

she cried even m
ore.

W
e alm

ost lost you there but didn’t. 

To you I say, 
w

elcom
e.

T
IN

Y
 D

A
N

C
E

R
M

a
g

g
ie

 G
ill
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to the m
iracle dances of bright colored dresses

to the w
ords in his hands that are just quiet enough

to be beautiful
to the w

ish for grace
to the saloon

w
here w

e’ve all been w
aiting

w
e, all of us, w

e
sleeping gods dream

ing of ourselves
and the next boy goes

w
hen you are w

earing the sam
e shirt you w

ere w
earing

tw
o hours ago, and singing under the table, pretending to
be m

ore jew
ish than you are, and the bar is open for

patrons
w

aiting for the icem
an

at som
e point opening doors the boy w

ho stuck the m
ost

gum
 under the m

ost desks
w

ho now
 carries a gun because the rest of his fucks he

gave to the court house
and, now

, bent over the bridge, spitting, alw
ays

spitting that one, and under the clouds
his clouds are his clouds, looking like the undersides

of god’s astroturph
and w

hy can’t this boy be every boy
unattainably lost

w
ho know

s the m
oon looks best from

 rock bottom
and the m

oon m
ay be his m

other
and som

e other kid passes a bag of som
ething into his

open palm
singing, 
see this

I am
 som

ew
here in this

you are falling asleep to the m
usic of m

y bones ground
to pow

der
I am

 som
ew

here threshed, but too sm
all to be

decapitated
it is enough to be stalks of w

heat
m

otifed into one gladiator’s grief
stepped on brutality

enough tim
es to snort it

he does a line right there on the bridge
and sprinkles som

e out for sym
bolic purpose

and back to the saloon
for a shot at w

ax-bound w
ings

for a shot of gin w
ithout w

ater
for the train tracked arm

s

M
ich

a
e

l F
e

d
e

r

T
H

E
 T

H
R

E
E

 G
R

A
C

E
S

 L
iz

a
 S

lu
tsk

a
y

a

W
A

T
E

R
 K

A
D

D
IS

H
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I am
 arm

adillo holes filled w
ith m

othballs, 
hom

e m
ade biscuits and gravy at C

racker Barrel,
connect the dots m

osquito bites. I am
 queso

covered drive-thru fries, the squirrel
stuck in the attic at m

idnight, the sm
irk at the 

airhorn m
om

 below
 the pests. I am

pretzels at K
aty M

ills M
all and 

gum
m

y bears for dessert, chicken nuggets
shaped like dinosaurs at Rainforest C

afe,
and the sam

e dust covered books 
at the M

aud M
arks Library book sale as last m

onth.
I am

 floods in M
ay, a drought in July, and the chirping

gecko in the tabby’s line of sight. I am
 the raccoon

w
ith a tennis ball caught by the oak before im

pact
and the w

ater m
occasin in the bayou. I am

 the baby cardinal
eaten by a cat, the skunk—

sprayed cocker spaniel, the pig 
shit on the floor at Reliant Stadium

, and the burning
croc on a hibachi grill at Atam

i. I am
 the saplings

split in half next to the bayou, the w
ild boar

churned m
ulch, and the squeal cut short.

I A
M

 H
O

U
S

T
O

N
, T

E
X

A
S

E
m

ily
 D

o
rffe

r

D
U

S
K

    K
a

t L
e
w
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PEAK Brandon Fiksel

H
ere’s M

iss R
eform

-U
niverse (no m

arijuana
Since the ‘60s), prescribing m

editation 
To any other sages w

ho found nirvana
But w

ound up in Toronto, cross-legged and bald.
N

o furrow
—

brow
s shaved too, that’s dedication.

H
er chocolate-lust w

ould leave Buddha appalled.
N

uns ask for no desires, she asserts,
Relieved her disciples offer her desserts.  

H
ere’s to her agnostic brother’s visit.

H
e takes her, in her robes, to D

ick’s (“oh!”) Sporting,
Seeking a tent for her retreat. “Is it 
Sound?” It’s fair, but she ignores his query,
A

nd thinks how
 brave he is to be supporting

H
er journey back to her barn-turned-m

onastery.
She chants a grateful hym

n and dreads the violent
Pitches, desiring (not asking) for tw

o m
onths silent.

B
ra

n
d

o
n

 F
ik

se
l

14
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u
n
t
e
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a
c
r
o
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s
 
a
n
 
o
r
n
a
t
e
 
c
a
r
p
e
t
.
 

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

m
o
b
s
 
o
f
 
G
A
M
B
L
E
R
S
.
 
A
 
c
a
c
o
p
h
o
n
y
 
o
f
 
s
q
u
e
a
l
 
a
n
d
 

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

m
a
c
h
i
n
e
s
.

T
h
e
 
o
w
n
e
r
 
o
f
 
t
h
e
 
h
e
e
l
s
,
 
a
 
y
o
u
n
g
 
a
n
d
 
s
e
x
y
,
 

W
A
I
T
R
E
S
S
,
 
w
i
e
l
d
s
 
a
 
t
r
a
y
 
o
f
 
d
r
i
n
k
s
 
i
n
 
o
n
e
 
h
a
n
d
 
a
n
d
 

s
e
r
v
e
s
 
a
 
C
O
U
P
L
E
 
w
i
t
h
 
t
h
e
 
o
t
h
e
r
.

T
h
i
s
 
C
O
U
P
L
E
,
 
m
i
d
-
3
0
s
,
 
s
t
a
n
d
s
 
a
m
o
n
g
s
t
 
F
R
I
E
N
D
S
 
a
t
 
a
 

craps table. The Woman blows on her fiancé’s dice.

H
e
 
r
o
l
l
s
.

T
h
e
 
c
r
o
w
d
 
f
a
l
l
s
 
s
i
l
e
n
t
 
a
s
 
t
h
e
 
r
e
d
 
d
i
c
e
 
t
u
m
b
l
e
 

a
c
r
o
s
s
 
t
h
e
 
g
r
e
e
n
 
t
a
b
l
e
.
 
T
h
e
i
r
 
f
a
c
e
s
 
h
a
n
g
 
i
n
 

s
u
s
p
e
n
s
e
.

T
h
e
 
d
i
c
e
 
p
a
i
n
f
u
l
l
y
 
r
o
l
l
 
t
o
 
a
 
s
t
o
p
 
a
n
d
 
h
i
t
 
t
h
e
 

t
a
b
l
e
 
w
i
t
h
-
-

 
“N

o, no, no,” Phil cried out, snatching the page from
 the 

typew
riter. “This is not our m

ovie. W
e’ve been over this. O

ur 
film

 is D
ie H

ard m
eets D

irty D
ancing. This is so Rush H

our m
eets 

O
cean’s Eleven.”

 
G

reg leaned back in his desk chair and cracked his neck. “It’s 
just the first draft, dude. Relax. Let’s just w

rite and w
e’ll nitpick in 

revision.”
 

Phil rolled his eyes. “D
o you think Taratino gets O

scars by just 
relaxing?” H

e pushed G
reg’s chair and G

reg slid aw
ay w

ithout a 
fight. “Let’s start like this,” Phil said, loading in a fresh page and 
tacking aw

ay.

M
A

G
N
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U
S

K
a

t L
e
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P
u
d
d
l
e
s
 
s
q
u
e
l
c
h
 
u
n
d
e
r
 
p
o
l
i
s
h
e
d
 
O
x
f
o
r
d
s
.

M
a
r
i
a
 
g
a
s
p
s
 
a
n
d
 
a
i
m
s
 
h
e
r
 
g
u
n
.

B
a
c
k
l
i
g
h
t
 
b
y
 
a
 
d
i
m
 
a
n
d
 
d
i
s
t
a
n
t
 
s
t
r
e
e
t
 
l
i
g
h
t
,
 
t
h
e
 

figure of a MAN slinks towards her, laughing.

M
A
N

You’re not gonna shoot me.
S
h
e
 
p
u
l
l
s
 
t
h
e
 
t
r
i
g
g
e
r
.

C
l
i
c
k
-
-

 
Phil grum

bled unintelligibly. “W
hat?” G

reg asked over his 
shoulder. Phil shrugged and said nothing. “For fuck’s sake, dude. 
W

hat?”
 

“I dunno. Should w
e start w

ith M
aria’s story?”

 
“W

hy not?”
 

“H
er storyline is just secondary you know

. The m
ovie’s m

ore 
about Kyle.” G

reg opened his m
outh to com

plain, but Phil 
corrected him

self. “I m
ean w

hatever-his-nam
e is.” G

reg let out an 
exaggerated sigh and pulled the page from

 the typew
riter. “O

h, 
c’m

on. D
on’t overreact.” G

reg crum
pled the page in his hands and 

chucked it at the trash can across the room
. The ball bounced on 

the trash can’s rim
 and tum

bled to a stop by the door.
 

“Please,” G
reg said, rolling aw

ay from
 the desk. “Start our 

m
ovie w

ith your precious Kyle.”

F
A
D
E
 
I
N

I
N
T
.
 
H
O
U
S
E
 
P
A
R
T
Y
 
-
 
N
I
G
H
T

K
Y
L
E
,
 
1
8
,
 
p
u
s
h
e
s
 
t
h
r
o
u
g
h
 
a
 
w
a
v
e
 
o
f
 
D
R
U
N
K
 
G
I
R
L
S
-
-

 
“Jesus, Phil! A

 party? Really?” G
reg said, throw

ing his hands up. 
Phil stopped typing and looked at G

reg, visibly feigning interest in 
w

hatever tw
o cents he had to give. “W

hat good m
ovie starts w

ith 
a party?”
 

“U
h, The G

odfather,” Phil said as if it w
ere as obvious as the 

color of the sky.
 

“The first act is slow
 as shit.”

 
“W

hat?” The w
ord left Phil’s m

outh incredulous. “I know
 you 

are not dissing The G
odfather in m

y house.”
 

“The. G
od. Father. Is. Slow

. A
s. Shit.” G

reg punctuated his 

E
X
T
.
 
B
E
A
C
H
 
-
 
D
A
Y

G
r
e
y
 
s
k
y
.

T
h
e
 
s
e
a
 
w
h
i
t
e
 
c
a
p
s
,
 
f
o
a
m
i
n
g
 
l
i
k
e
 
a
 
d
o
g
 
a
t
 
t
h
e
 

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

s
a
n
d
.
 
S
O
M
E
T
H
I
N
G
 
t
u
m
b
l
e
s
 
i
n
 
t
h
e
 
w
a
t
e
r
 
t
o
w
a
r
d
s
 
t
h
e
 

s
h
o
r
e
.
 
T
h
e
 
o
c
e
a
n
 
c
h
u
r
n
s
 
a
n
d
 
s
p
r
a
w
l
s
 
a
 
D
E
A
D
 
B
O
D
Y
 

o
n
t
o
 
t
h
e
 
s
a
n
d
.

The sea breeze ruffle the corpse’s wet clothing 
a
n
d
 
b
a
t
s
 
a
t
 
t
h
e
 
h
e
m
 
o
f
 
a
 
l
e
a
t
h
e
r
 
j
a
c
k
e
t
.
 
A
 
p
a
i
r
 

o
f
 
t
r
a
s
h
e
d
,
 
r
e
d
 
C
o
n
v
e
r
s
e
 
s
i
n
k
 
i
n
 
t
h
e
 
s
a
n
d
 
a
s
 
t
h
e
y
 

m
a
k
e
 
t
h
e
i
r
 
w
a
y
 
t
o
w
a
r
d
s
 
t
h
e
 
b
o
d
y
.

T
h
e
y
 
s
t
a
n
d
 
b
e
f
o
r
e
 
t
h
e
 
b
o
d
y
,
 
b
o
l
d
 
l
i
k
e
 
a
 
b
l
o
o
d
 

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

h
a
n
g
i
n
g
 
f
o
g
 
s
m
o
t
h
e
r
s
 
t
h
e
 
d
e
a
d
 
b
o
d
y
 
a
n
d
 
K
Y
L
E
,
 
1
8
-
-

 
“W

oah, w
oah, w

oah,” G
reg interrupted the clack of the 

keyboard. “W
hen did w

e decide his nam
e w

as Kyle?”
 

Phil lifted his hands from
 the keys and glanced at G

reg. “C
alm

 
dow

n. It’s just a placeholder.”
 

“M
y brother’s nam

e is Kyle.”
 

Turning back to the typew
riter, Phil pushed up his glasses. “I’m

 
sure he’ll be happy to have a character nam

ed after him
.”

 
“H

e’s a neo-N
azi, Phil.” G

reg sighed. “G
im

m
e that,” he said, 

taking over the typew
riter.

B
L
A
C
K
 
S
C
R
E
E
N

Gunfire. Sirens.
U
n
d
e
r
 
t
h
e
 
p
o
p
 
o
f
 
p
i
s
t
o
l
s
 
a
n
d
 
t
h
e
 
w
h
i
n
e
 
o
f
 

a
m
b
u
l
a
n
c
e
s
,
 
h
e
a
v
y
,
 
p
a
n
i
c
k
e
d
 
b
r
e
a
t
h
 
w
h
e
e
z
e
s
.

T
h
e
 
s
o
u
n
d
s
 
g
r
o
w
 
l
o
u
d
e
r
 
a
n
d
 
l
o
u
d
e
r
 
u
n
t
i
l
 
t
h
e
 

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

S
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T
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L
L
E
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-
 
N
I
G
H
T

C
l
o
u
d
e
d
 
b
r
e
a
t
h
 
f
r
o
m
 
t
h
e
 
c
h
a
p
p
e
d
 
l
i
p
s
 
o
f
 
M
A
R
I
A
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1
9
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w
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p
i
s
t
o
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p
r
e
s
s
e
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t
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h
e
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c
h
e
s
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.
 
A
 
p
o
l
i
c
e
 
c
a
r
 
r
a
c
e
s
 

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

across the alley’s trash-littered ground.

18
17



B
A

L
A

N
C

E
 L

iz
a

 S
lu

tsk
a

y
a

sentence w
ith short, affronting claps.

 
“You w

rite a fucking m
asterpiece then.”

 
G

reg turned the keyboard tow
ards him

 and w
iggled his fingers 

over the keys like a ritual dance that w
ould m

ake genius rain 
dow

n onto the page. A
s his hands hovered there above the keys, 

he felt his future graze his fingertips. H
e felt the handshake of 

Spielberg and Scorsese. H
e felt the m

icrophone in his hands at 
Sundance, at C

annes, as he answ
ered questions about his w

riting 
process. H

e felt C
harlie R

ose’s cool table under his palm
s, the 

condensation of his glassbof w
ater, the excited sw

eat as he w
iped 

it aw
ay. H

e felt the w
eight of an A

cadem
y Aw

ard in his hands. H
e 

felt it all close like the anticipation of a first kiss, but also distant, 
like a ship on a horizon, like the m

oan of a foghorn cutting 
through the gray, like a plane streaking through pink sky. H

e could 
reel it all in if he’d just type his m

asterpiece letter by letter. Just 
one clack, then another, then another. 

2
0
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But I didn’t know
.

I didn’t know
 that w

aterm
elon w

ould never 
taste the sam

e, that the w
ords “O

range you glad 
I didn’t say banana?” w

ould m
ake m

e cry, hate to grill, 
and see your ham

m
ock throw

n aw
ay.

O
r that every tim

e that I w
ould pass your house, 

I’d think: the color they repainted the house w
ith,

w
hich they thought m

ay m
atch, 

w
as slightly too gray.

A
nd that I’d never be able to fully love 

like I once had, w
ithout the fear of being left, 

w
ith the distaste of som

ething so sw
eet, 

as w
aterm

elon on a sum
m

er day.

If I had know
n,

I w
ould have stayed to hear you w

histle w
hile 

you sliced thick pieces of w
aterm

elon that dripped 
dow

n m
y w

hite and blue polka-dot shirt, 
m

aking m
e look like the Fourth of July.

I w
ould have listened to you tell m

e one last 
knock knock joke, w

hile I clim
bed up the stairs 

of your blue house, hum
m

ed as you grilled, and laid 
in the ham

m
ock as you m

ade it sw
ay.

I w
ould have m

ade you repeat “G
et used to it!” 

one last lonely tim
e as w

e, on that cold 
Septem

ber day, dared to rush 
into the ocean’s icy w

aves.

G
io

v
a

n
n

a
 M

o
lin

a

ORCHID Julia Wargo
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OTHER KITTY by Google Imajohnson

“C
om

e one, com
e all!

C
om

e put your child on display.
R

ound and round and round they’ll go –  
 

turntable
M

errily! M
errily!”

A
 m

asterpiece of artifice;
A

 façade of grandiosity.
The tender crum

b  
 

 
 

 
cake

O
f the sw

eetest childhood m
em

ories 
Sealed beneath a lavish exterior.

Tw
isted in elaborate sw

irls,  
 

 
 

frosting
Im

prisoned in garish colors,
A

 bastardized baroque fantasy 
Trapped in a never-ending loop.

O
blivious to its captivity. 

It rejoices in silver and gold.  
 

 
sprinkles

G
arnished like the court’s jester,

A
 tw

inkling spectacle of costum
e jew

elry.

But lest you grow
 too eager -- 

Enticed by the sinful m
asquerade --

N
ote the tw

isted velvet rope  
 

 
piped border

Spaced around the border,
R

em
inding hungry eyes 

R
ides are reserved for those w

ho pay.

O
h, but w

ho could resist its cheery airs
W

hen gears begin to grind?
A

nd m
ulti-colored m

ounts sw
oop up and dow

n  
candles

O
n tw

isted poles, 
D

riven by som
e internal flam

e?

D
ancing and prancing, it spins round and 

round,  
 

 
 

 
 

cake dom
e

Just beyond your reach.
Face pressed to the gates…
D

are you slip underneath? 

Inspired by Elizabeth Bishop’s poem “12 O’Clock News”
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R
A

INYour voice m
akes m

e feel like
The sound of rain crackling
Behind a panel of w

ords
A

nd w
atercolors.

It m
akes m

e feel like a ghost 
A

nd a forest and a flute,
M

akes m
e trip into m

irages of
Tw

o faces pressed against glass.

It is this condensation and 
These rivulets that gather 
A

nd speed to their death
O

n the show
er floor.

I hear m
y sin falling dow

n
The hourglass, m

ultiplying
A

nd sw
elling into threads 

Instead of sand to blindfold m
e

A
nd raze m

y retinas w
ith 

The seeds of loving you.

Ju
lia
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o

W
H

IT
E

 R
IV

E
R

 W
R

A
IT

H
S

 E
m

ily
 D

o
rffe

r

2
8



A
R

R
IV

A
L

 R
o

d
e

rick
 B

o
w

lb
y

L
IK

E
 J.M

A
G

:   
 

facebook.com
/jhujm

agazine
S

U
B

M
IT

 T
O

 J.M
A

G
: 

 
jm

agazine@
gm

ail.com



31


