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The Undertow 
By: N4oTblie Forster 

TMy love is a thousand whirlpools spinning,
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 Grace stared at the man, wondering if they found a new medication for her. He handed 
her a folded piece of paper.  

 “This was recently sent to us from the U.S. Navy. Apparently a friend of Harold’s had it. 
They said it was written a day before the accident.” 

 As she opened the crumbled letter, she recognized the elegant handwriting immediately. 

My lovely Grace, 

 At morning I venture onto the ship’s top deck and watch the sunrise. The 
vibrant colors remind me of our mornings together and of our life together. 
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En Route
By: Ellen Kibbe

Crisp fatigue crawls into crammed bodies.
Warm breath and stagnant chatter
clutter the casket of my lifeless limbs 
and overworked organs.  

I’ll be home at five.
I don’t care if everyone is going. You better be home when I get there. 
My feet hurt / like hell. I’m quitting tomorrow.
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Oh Deer
By: Kaylyn Foody 

In Living Color  
By: Brianna Ragonese

Fleur d’oranger
By: Brianna Ragonese 



Hand
By: Ramya Sreeramoju
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Rainy Days 
By: Ramya Sreeramoju



1413

Iron Man
By: Kaylyn Foody 

Wandering 
By: Ellen Kibbe

Untitled
By: Cher Miller

Untitled 
By: Ariana Urena



A year in Faces 





Naked bodies stumble drunk out of bars.
A cascade of epileptic seizures,
impersonating sympathetic thoughts,
slipping out on the concrete as societal 
vomit
in dark alleys where none dare travel.

Amid the shadows stand erratum beasts
that masses pretend they cannot hear,
mummified in lettered tape,
silk dresses of caution tape.

Written words with shackled dreams,
stumbling into the limelight.

Druken Words
By: Ashley Delvento

Closer
By: Matthew Petit
Your gaze could flatten me,
swallow me whole. I would come
every night, an offering;
eat me alive.

The next morning, pick me
from between your teeth,
stand atop the pile,
my ravaged body. You, the keeper
of my bones.

Instead I keep distance closer.
I love you too closely
into ruin like a swarm of gnats
tumbling into the streetlights
burning above us.

Chained Wisdom
(Ekphrasis Poem of Dovima with Elephants by Richard Avelon) 
By: Emily Palmer

Linked chains link majesty,
wrinkled tree trunk legs
to cement slabs sprinkled with hay.

The elephants’ eyes stare straight,
pay no heed to the woman.
Her arms long, stretch, reach

out with slender hands.
She grasps one, its trunk curled
in recoil from her greedy touch.

The other, just out of reach.
Wisdom of beasts shackled
the way her torso is bound

by a silken sash: tight,
restricting. She posed
for elegance, a scene

of tacky adolescence presented
by free spirits now enslaved,
chained to a living tomb.
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A Walk Through Fantasy
By: Megan Lanphere

You know their stories
You know their weaknesses
You want to meet them
Be where they are

Walk through the strawberry fields
Cross the barrier that surrounds
That camp on Long Island
Where the demi-gods are found

When the wind shifts
And you look to that star on the right
And you’re in the magical land
Where the boys are lost and you’re forever young

In a galaxy far away
Facing weeping angels
And meeting new companions
With a mad man in a blue box

The books are a journey
The series are like a ride
They last your whole life
For as long as you believe

If you’re a runner, a builder
Or maybe a gardner
When you get there you’re a greenie
In that maze that leads to a scorch

Taking the aptitude test
Which part of your personality is in charge
In the town of Chicago
Trapped inside a wall

Try to avoid jail
By enforcing the law
Whether you’re in Santa Barbara
Or even Scotland Yard

To fight the supernatural
With two brothers and an angel 
You’ll have daddy issues galore
But family don’t end in blood, boy

But it’s just your imagination
And you’ll always be devastated
You can’t jump into the pages
Or be part of the big screen

In a town
That acts like a beacon
The kids have glowing eyes
And sourwolfs live in the preserve

In a lab you want to escape
With wings coming from your back 
Put a talking dog in the mix
And you’ll be in for the ride of your life

You’re left to wonder if it’s true 
When you don’t receive a letter
At that magical age of eleven
Always
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