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About the Literary Society

The UMass Lowell Literary Society publishes the annual campus literary 

magazine, The Offering, which features poetry, fiction, nonfiction, and 

visual art submitted by UMass Lowell students, alumni, staff, and faculty. 

Each fall, undergraduate student members may apply for editorial 

positions on the magazine, a process coordinated by club advisors in 

cooperation with active club officers. 

Anyone in the UMass Lowell community may submit work for 

consideration for publication in the magazine, with submissions open 

generally from early November to mid-February, and the magazine 

appearing in print in April. The club organizes an annual public reading 

event to launch the magazine each spring.  

The club keeps students informed of literary activities on campus through 

Collegiate Link and its Facebook page. For more information, or to request 

submission guidelines, write to offering@uml.edu or contact the club 

advisors, Professors Maggie Dietz and Maureen Stanton. 

See also:

https://umasslowellclubs.campuslabs.com/engage/organization/literary-society

https://www.facebook.com/UMLLiterarySociety/



About the Name

This journal’s name pays tribute to The Lowell Offering, a pamphlet 

published monthly between 1840 and 1845 whose content—including 

essays, stories, poems and ballads, letters, editorials and humorous 

pieces—was written exclusively by female workers in Lowell’s textile mills. 

Founded by Abel Charles Thomas during his three-year pastorate at the 

Second Universalist Church in Lowell, the magazine was subtitled “A 

Repository of Original Articles on Various Subjects, Written by Factory 

Operatives.” In an editorial printed in the first issue, Thomas explains the 

aims of the publication: “to encourage the cultivation of talent; to preserve 

such articles as are deemed most worthy of publication; and to correct an 

erroneous idea which generally prevails in relation to the intelligence of 

persons employed in the Mills.”

In 1842, Harriet Farley and Harriot Curtis, both mill workers, became 

co-editors, and produced the magazine until its final publication in 1845. 

Charles Dickens, who during an 1842 visit to America famously visited 

and extolled the city of Lowell, also admired the enterprise of the women 

who wrote and “duly printed, published, and sold” The Lowell Offering. 

He writes, in American Notes: “Of the merits of the Lowell Offering as a 

literary production I will only observe, putting entirely out of sight the fact 

of the articles having been written by these girls after the arduous labours 

of the day, that it will compare advantageously with a great many English 

Annuals.”    

The Editors find it fitting that the name of the University of Massachusetts 

Lowell’s literary magazine reflects the city’s rich cultural and literary 

heritage, and hope that work among these pages honors and contributes to 

that legacy.
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Nicole Chancey

O Wildfires —

The stars remember everything: technicolor light bit into our skin; the 
radio screamed anger. You rolled the sleeves of your white button-up to 
your elbows, running a hand through your hair. Business. All business. 
You were so tired; your shoulders hunched. I didn’t mention the faint 
shaking of your hands.

I sat on the bathroom counter, waiting, ignoring the sharp stinging pain 
in my chest whenever I inhaled or exhaled. My cheeks blushed with 
burns and bruises; the skin on my arms wept. I pressed my fingertips 
against your wrist, pulling myself back to the present, to the pain, to the 
flowing lines of your collarbones peeking through the open collar of your 
shirt. 

We started driving last night. It’s three in the afternoon now; you lean 
your head against the leather headrest, eyes half-open, flicking across 
the road. Sunlight streams through the windshield and a song for Seoul 
is on your lips.

I turn off the radio. I open the windows. You ask me to sing, so I do. 
Something wild is in the wind and the road lulls you to sleep; I am 
reduced to thinking and overthinking. I’m sorry that I don’t tell you the 
truth. I have always been selfish and cold and detached, and perhaps 
there used to be a sweet lady in my bones— one who does not pick fights 
with corpses— but I will never know.

I tell you that I don’t remember that night: it was such a blur; it was 
so long ago. It was a lifetime ago. But, still, sometimes the sky breaks 
apart; I find the embers that have managed to keep burning and I can’t 
stop the bubbling in my chest. I see flames pouring through the eye 
sockets of traffic lights.
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(I have never forgotten.)

Sunlight fades again; we find heaven under the overpass and you fall 
asleep in the backseat. I don’t want to be the poet anymore. I don’t want 
to make a home out of burning buildings and flooded streets. I still have 
nightmares of campfires, of housefires, of city conflagrations. Hypnos 
refuses to answer my calls. In my dreams, I tiptoe across floorboards, 
kicking up wooden splinters and sawdust. I see myself in a heat-cracked 
mirror: I’m screaming for the life I have lost; I’m screaming for an 
empire of peach horizons; I’m screaming for empty childhood bedrooms. 
I wanted it. I still want it.
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Nicole Chancey

Neptune

The sun isn't quite awake— we sit
at the kitchen table— we’ve been here
all night and now you're waiting
for something. You’re not looking
for an apology, I’m not looking
to give one. My cheek rests on my palm

and I feel a flickering in my chest:
you once told me I kiss like a threat,
like an argument; I handle love
like a knife. I know these things.
I’ve never been gentle. I have
a birthright temper and I’ve never
asked forgiveness for it. I remember

the feeling of falling forty feet, know
the sound of a body finally
hitting concrete— nothing will ever hurt
in a way that isn't familiar. 

I will take the universe. I will not
temper my rage. The words
feel like lightning, like a sudden
bout of nausea. Wind sweeps through
the open windows, pulling my hair
away from my face. I will not change.

I know how this ends, it always ends
the same. I’ve never been easy
to love, I’ve always been an impossibility.
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I’ll never be surprised
by the leaving, by the breaking-down—
soft lines of light start streaming in.
Your mouth spills a slow, looping song:
simple and unthinkable, That’s okay.

I blink, frown, look at you: your
eyes are black and you’re
exhausted. We’ve been awake
too long and I tease my fingers
over your pink-tinted cheeks.
We could have the whole city, I say.

You take my hand, press
one small kiss, one merciful kiss,
on each of my knuckles. Painfully gentle.
I don’t want it, you tell me. 

Now you lean in, your eyes dilate
with each passing second. You’re just
a little too close— I barely hear you
sigh, breath on my neck, speaking
of saccharine things: rose and honeycomb,
turquoise water and cherry blossom petals.

I can’t stop thinking about the light
cutting across your arms, pearlescent
against your skin. You hum
against my throat. Our fingers intertwine;
I stop breathing. You’ve got the stars

in your eyes and the world falls
away. I’ve lived only as long as I can
remember, and I remember, I
remember, I remember some things
will never be easy. I don’t know if I can be
kind— I’m not crying. I’m not. 
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Kaliisha Cole

Shower

I have water veins 
That course down my arms
And soapy hair that trails down my back
All the way to my feet.

I feel like a spirit of nature
When the water rains from the spout
Like how the water falls over Nature’s rocks
And I am reborn.

Steam covers every crevice and curve
I no longer believe I am simply human
And when the heat of the water marks my body 
It is like I shed off another layer.

If I take a step outside with my water veins exposed
People will not know what to think
And I prefer unveiling my skin behind curtains
Rather than let their scorning sink in.

But inside this little cave
I am nothing more than myself
And I can let my water veins flow 
Until I have to cover it all up again.
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Evelis Cruz

Calligraphy

The words seem to come together, bound by a black ribbon. 
Hair like calligraphy. 
Waves like serif.  
Elegant curls like scripted tails 
dancing on the page of your shoulders. My eyes read every letter.  
Hair like calligraphy delivering a message. Each detail beautiful, inten-
tional, meaningful. 
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Brittany Dauphinais

And Dandelions

He spoke as lovingly as glaucous blue looks, a warm body swaddled 
In the hopes and dreams of those long lost.  And it

Was at that time that she noticed the smaragdine green color
Of his eyes, opening up at just the right

Time.  And when he spoke those old words of 
A phrase long gone, “A friend to all is a 

Friend to none,” she realized there was no more hope
And that that would be the end of all things bright.

/

She spoke as harsh and gutty as falu red, spitting blood
At the crowd as she opened her mouth.  And it

Was then he remembered the days they would run
Around in circles in a field of sunshine and dandelions,

High on ecstasy and thoughts of getting caught, singing
Church hymns at the top of their lungs as if it would

Excuse their behavior, and cleanse their bodies of the drugs 
And wild fire that burst through their veins.
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Alexander Eden

Showtime

The kettle popping
Buttery aroma spreads
The film approaches
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Amelia Fantasia

Winter of Knives

It is the winter of knives and we are in the kitchen
chopping our lives up into neat, even pieces,
lining them up in rows on the counter, counting
them out. I say, Here is your name, here is your
birthday, here is your song, and you ask me to
sing it for you, the letters tripping into words hung
badly on the blade in my hand. We crystalize
in the cold with our mouths open, barely singing
though we still know the melody:
You come home for the first time since you were
thirteen and your mother weeps, your brother
weeps—they do not recognize you, not really,
until you say, I was born in the mouth of the wolf,
with the teeth of a beast. The river bore me forth
and dumped me into the sea, any sea, every sea. I
want you to remember me, but I do not want to
beg. Will you wash my hair one last time?
 
This is where the song ends, so we are silent
now, the knives slicing swift and merciful through
our bodies which we’ve laid out on the counter. We 
carve up your wrist, your ankle, your heel and
its stitches; my ribs, my jaw, the cavern of my
chest already excavated and left out in the cold 
to dry. There are no more words in the memories 
but I will try to make them up anyway, for you, 
smoothing over the hurt of your heel and the tears 
on your cheeks when I bring it up again on the 
edge of my knife. Let the boy cry.
 
Come home, be well, have cake. I promise I will
keep you safe.
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Amelia Fantasia

Wheat Field with a Young Man

The dawn bleeds into noon, then to dusk. It seeps 
into the stalks of golden wheat, waving their long arms 
against a painted sky. I imagine the distant birds 
in flight: they are dark slashes on all my bright colors 
like the wounds of open mouths, travelling away 
from here. The v’s of their bodies spill
off the canvas, looking for a place to land 
on trees and wires I have not yet thought of 
in a way that makes them real. The wheat sways 
and I blur the stalks. I paint the figure of a young man 
in the center of the field. I give him a wide, wide smile, 
the kind I keep painting on faces that look like yours,
so I call them yours: Ki with orange hair, Ki in
the green jacket, Ki with hollow cheeks
turning red in the cold. Your breath fogs up the air 
and I paint the fog, drifting low around your ankles
and the black slacks hanging loose on your hips. 
 
Are you not hungry? In this painting I want you
to be hungry. I blot out the field with rows of tables 
cluttered with full meals. Have your fill, like a threat,
like I know how badly it hurts to stand hidden 
in all that wheat and think of fresh bread
on an empty stomach. I take a step back and consider 
the canvas. The young man—let’s call him Ki—looks funny 
beneath the blood of dusk, beneath my poor excuses 
for birds. They who cannot land. I give them something
else to do: circle Ki in the field and call him
Dead Crop, Dead Man, Dead Bird on the Streets

20 The Offering



of Soul. I give him big bags to hang from his lower lids,
packed nearly to bursting, too many things he wants to take
overseas but not enough space to store it. 
 
The red-purple-yellow comes together in a mess 
on the palette, piles up into shaky globs that threaten to run 
down the bones of my wrist, but there is no good place 
left to start over. The young man—let’s call him you—looks
up at me from beneath all this paint and asks 
What are you doing? What good is this? 
Have the birds circle all you want but eventually they will 
smell the wheat and want to land. Have the field
sway all you want but eventually the wind 
has to stop. Have all the young men you want but you know 
the faces, all the same. Be honest. 

I put down the brush and step away, starved, as you smile 
the smile I keep painting. You don’t look right but there’s nothing 
I can change—Ki in the field, green jacket and black 
slacks and those awful hollow cheeks. No good place 
left to start over: the wheat growing around
your head, the fog of your breath, all these birds that cannot
land. They travel away from here.
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Emma Geller

broken boughs

on a september night,
my birthday just slipped past— 
i watched you 
my tree, beloved
wood as you stood 
and felt the moonlight
for the last time. 
 
your hair once flowed 
with white flowers—
hazed half moons
everywhere—
 
now you only 
sometimes flashed star 
dust petals,  
sour green
apples drooping. 
 
your bark, once smooth
silver grey,
now rough
rot.

autumn air
rushed in your last
few leaves, 
summer’s breath
dissolved.
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that evening was a whisper, 
twilight of purple pain,
until the sun rose 
 
with a bloody yell. 
then the axe,
cutting the sky,
fell—     

Natural Mother, Wild 
Friend, you were once
Queen to me—
now only my mind
can climb
the emptiness
of what used to be. 
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Chase Kafeero

Journey

I’ve been living my life by the river.
Always whistling the same tune,
Always feeling the same emotions.
But the day it froze over,
I had to say goodbye to everything I loved.
Goodbye—I told myself.

Thorns that pricked my feet,
Sunlight that stings my eyes.
The heat of summer that melted my heart—
The old man who told me to run away.
The tears that won’t stop coming,
The rain that can’t stop pouring,
The boy I knew who wouldn’t stop crying 
For his mother who’s one with the earth.

The fisherman I knew by the river
Lived a life I envied—
He knew exactly what he was.
I always asked him the same questions—
But he never answered them—
And only smiled at me in response.

Thorns that pricked my feet,
Sunlight that stings my eyes.
The heat of summer that melted my heart—
The old man who told me to run away.
The yesterday I knew,
The tomorrow I don’t.
The way the river swallowed me whole.
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A new beginning,
The life I wished for,
As one with the clouds.

Sometimes I wonder what I was fighting against.
My knuckles always bloodied and bruised,
My pride so easily crushed.
The wind beckoned me forward,
Even when I wanted to walk backwards—
Even when I didn’t want to forget.

Thorns that pricked my feet,
Sunlight that stings my eyes.
The heat of summer that melted my heart—
The old man who told me to run away.
The Me I knew,
The Me I never will.
Anxiety swallowed me whole.
A new beginning,
The peace I found,
As one with the clouds.
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Reid Kapala

Tangents

I have perky breasts and as a result the only people who ever seem 

to have sympathy for me are the police officers that pull me over because 

I’m just so sorry, I didn’t realize it was a 25; I’m late to work y’see and my 

boss is just such a hardass and he’s always picking on me and my head’s 

just all over the place because my friend just got engaged and I don’t— 

you’re giving me a warning? Thank you so much! I really appreciate this; 

you have no idea! 

Also, men on subway carts who offer me their seat because they’re 

gentlemen and it’s no big deal, they can stand holding the handrail above 

me, leaving my face mere inches away from the crotches they adjust as 

their eyes glaze over looking off into the distance buried somewhere 

down the front of my blouse. I get less sympathy when I zip my jacket to 

avoid the shivers of the hot and tangy air coming off the subway walls 

and even less from Thelma in the office I used to work at. She didn’t hate 

me because I was young and objectively attractive. She hated me because 

her husband came in and objectified me even after all the stories she 

told him like the time my daddy was a bestselling author and my family 

name got my foot in the door at Edmond and Bleak’s while she had to put 

up with Edmond and Bleak to get the same job.

When people started observing my body as if it wasn’t mine is hard 

to distinguish as I walk around today and see grey haired men double 

take girls getting off the bus at the middle school on Main. It doesn’t 

bode well with me to think of that and how I may have been on people’s 

minds before I was in their words. People started discussing my body 

as if it wasn’t mine once my training bra evolved into a C-cup in seventh 

grade like Evee into Umbreon and my simultaneous growth spurt put my 
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breasts at eye level with all the boys. Gerry Flint said it was an accident 

when he ran into me on purpose during dodgeball and exclaimed, “You 

can poke an eye out with those things,” as if I were Lara Croft circa 1996 

and ran around flailing them like close range weapons. 

Adults were worse though, only in part because they should’ve 

known better. My Aunt Jo said, “Whoa look at you! Somebody’s a woman 

now!” at Thanksgiving in the eighth grade when I was at my most 

sensitive and uncomfortable. I wrapped my arms tightly around my 

chest in an imitation of Mulan preparing to join the army as my mom 

agreed like right, she doesn’t know how it happened, she means Kayla 

developed but I was developed! It must come from my dad’s side of the 

family, and they laughed together without me while I stood there.

So, it didn’t strike me as odd in the ninth grade when the student 

teacher crouched down by my desk to go over the most recent test. 

It’s not that I got anything wrong it’s just I didn’t show how I got the 

answer, and he wanted to make sure I understood the methods, not just 

the result. So, I scribbled out the steps for him to prove I wasn’t doing 

anything wrong, and when I finished, it took him a minute to look away 

from my chest and shake it off with a “Wow.” It wasn’t the first time an 

adult commented on my body, and kids are always told to listen to and 

respect their elders because they know what they’re talking about. So, I 

just blushed and smiled, biting the inside of my cheek because girls get 

horny too and he had that strung out look shows on the WB and indie 

movies told me I was supposed to like. He walked back to the front of 

the class to lecture about cosines and tangents, adjusting himself as he 

went so I spent the rest of the period thinking about his penis while he 

thought about my breasts. A week later we’d fuck in his classroom after 

cheerleading practice.

It was the first time I had sex, and it didn’t teach me anything 

important I’d need to know for the future like how it’s easier just to 

finish yourself off most of the time and men’s fragility is tied far too 
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much to how you first respond to their penis. I only commented on 

his size because I knew I wasn’t built for an adult penis despite what 

medieval wedding practices would have you believe. Not that that 

stopped him, only slowed him down long enough for me to consider the 

thought that if I didn’t do it now I may not get the chance again. Not just 

with him but with any guy in general. The girls at school already called 

me a slut because of how boys they liked acted around me, and the boys I 

liked believed when the girls called me a slut so I didn’t get a whole lot of 

positive attention.

He slowed down only long enough for me to kiss him so his 

conscience could tell him it was okay, and she wanted it too. Nothing 

here was wrong because she kissed back and that’s consensual. Even 

if the last person I kissed was the back of my pillow in exaggerated 

motions to make my sister laugh so she’d stop doing homework and 

watch Titanic with me. It was fine I was just fifteen since I looked 

nineteen, and I wasn’t like the other girls my age though he could never 

explain how I wasn’t like the other girls my age. If he’d meant my bra 

size, it went over my head. I liked it when he told how romantic it was, 

y’know, sneaking around and keeping a secret just the two of us after 

he’d ignored me all class to keep up appearances. It didn’t strike me as 

odd that we had appearances to keep up.

In a way it was romantic like my parents’ relationship. A college 

professor and a bright young ingénue. A student teacher and a child. 

It would’ve been no different from mom and dad had it happened 

four years later, but since it didn’t, none of the results came out the 

same. One exception would be keeping up appearances so everything 

seemed happy and healthy on the surface. I didn’t talk about how he’d 

wait for me outside the second-floor home ec room where they kept a 

mock bedroom and washing machine to teach the special needs kids to 

take care of household functions. We fucked on that bed instead, only 

making it to keep up appearances. But we didn’t talk about that, and my 
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mom didn’t talk about the time she found my dad’s wedding ring on the 

nightstand the day after leaving for his book tour. She didn’t talk about 

it, but she had four glasses of wine about it each night that week. The 

first time I tried wine was after homecoming with him. My mom used 

to say I reminded her so much of herself at that age and I prayed that 

wasn’t true. I never wanted to end up unhappy at her age.

I settled for unhappy at fifteen when I couldn’t invite my boyfriend 

to my party because he couldn’t have come if I did. It was the end of 

September freshman year emphasizing how quickly things developed 

with him. We’d been together in a hard to define way for only three 

weeks and that honeymoon phase doesn’t work the same when you 

can’t tell Michelle why you’re smiling at your reflection in your locker 

mirror longer than you should have been. You can’t tell anyone what 

you wished for when you blew out your candles. Yes, it’s tradition not to, 

but you’ve never wanted one to come true so badly so you could hold his 

hand walking down the hall between periods. I’d seen photos of my mom 

at that age, and I certainly looked more like my father, but that dreamy 

look behind her eyes matched mine in the pictures he took of me sitting 

in the passenger seat of his car. The only place we could go on dates was 

the abandoned parking lot by the dumpster at Hadley’s Baseball Park at 

10:30 at night after his night job and before my 12 o’clock curfew. It gave 

us just enough time to talk about the newest episode of Supernatural or 

American Idol and a quickie before I had to be home in time for my mom 

to finish off the bottle of wine she didn’t share with my dad. He wasn’t 

home yet. 

I wanted to tell her I shouldn’t be the only one with a curfew but 

thought it would make things worse. I wonder if it actually would’ve 

helped to give her somebody on her side saying they knew what was 

going on when dad was off. He liked to spend weekends in hotels across 

the country because travelling gave him the inspiration he needed to 

write his spy novels about Garrett Long seeking out national threats 
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against the American public in the turbulence of the 1960s, heading into 

the ‘70s he was so many books deep into the series. Dad used to say just 

wait until you can take care of yourselves. Your mom will be coming with 

me so you better learn how to make your own pancakes. But mom never 

ended up going with him, and if I was old enough to keep my teacher a 

secret I could have handled pancakes, maybe even waffles if Kayla read 

the recipe while I mixed ingredients. Instead I kept quiet about it. 

I kept quiet about everything then, and it was obvious enough 

that Kayla started asking me to watch Titanic or The Breakfast Club, 

and my dad got me a beagle-terrier mix named Watson after I stopped 

running to hug him when he got home from his third long weekend in 

a row. I told my boyfriend that my parents had been on my case like 

how they’ve noticed I haven’t been eating as much, and they’re worried 

y’know because it’s not like me. He told me to tell them that people 

change, it’s no big deal if I eat dinner at five with them or ten at night on 

my own, so long as I’m eating right? It made sense, right? It didn’t start 

occurring to me that while he was an adult, he wasn’t quite as grown up 

as my mom who suggested I see somebody to talk to when my grades 

started slipping. At least, in every subject but math. Though by January 

I couldn’t tell you how to apply the Pythagorean theorem in those 

questions about how far the bottom of the ladder stood from the wall or 

how tall it would allow a person to climb in relation. I stopped showing 

my work but my grades kept improving. Which was weird, my mom 

noticed, since I’d always been such a reader. It’s like my brain just sort of 

swapped dominant sides when I started coming home at midnight every 

night. 

This made me anxious. I started biting my fingernails to replace the 

meals I wasn’t eating with my family. Kyle who sat next to me in English 

gave me death glares started at my foot tapping at hyper speeds when 

I couldn’t think of how Lucie symbolized light in A Tale of Two Cities 

and wondering how I’d BS this essay before the end of the period, and 
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his eyes crept up toward my face like oh my god, could you fucking chill. 

It made me anxious to feel relief that his stare didn’t stop at my chest 

like last year when he asked if it was true I’d hooked up with that kid 

from Green River High. A story I’d told my boyfriend, thinking he’d be as 

outraged as I’d felt, but he laughed instead and asked if I did. When he 

could tell he upset me, he wanted me to know he was sorry, he was just 

kidding, I’m so sensitive that he never knows what’s okay to joke about. 

C’mon it’s fine, and he’d hug me until his hand could creep up under my 

blouse so he could show me he was sorry. 

My anxiety got worse. It creeps into my adult life even last night, 

walking home from that bar on Fifth, not that I need to remind anybody 

how unsafe it is for a woman to walk home alone. My dad used to tell me 

all the time, plus my friends and roommates, even the clichés in film and 

on TV know it. Nobody ever mentions that everybody knows it, and yet 

nothing in the culture changes. Nobody ever mentions it’s scary because 

of men and not because I’m a woman. Yet it’s my ears pumping like the 

inside of a shell, out of beat with the footsteps behind that me I’m too 

afraid to turn around and identify. It’s my heart quickening its pace 

despite the third tequila shot, telling me to choose flight over fight even 

if tequila gets me in a fighting mood. There’s nothing that can stop me 

feeling pathetic when a jogger and her corgi pass me, and my heart’s still 

telling me to run, remembering how easy it is for hands to find their way 

under my shirt. It can happen in the backseat of a car while I express 

my feelings, or that frat party sophomore year looking for the bathroom 

when the boy who showed me followed me in. I can still hear the sound 

of the red solo cup smashing into his jaw as I decide to walk home alone 

to use my own toilet. The plastic crinkles in tune to the sound of my 

old boyfriend sighing when I wasn’t in the mood because I wanted to 

talk about how I reread Haroun and the Sea of Stories. He’d tell me how 

I loved to talk, didn’t I? Which made me stop so I never got to tell him 

about my dad always taking off or how I stopped talking to Michelle 
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after she called me out on sneaking off all the time. 

I stopped getting invited to team sleepovers too, and stopped 

sleeping to cope. Nothing could prepare me for when they talked about 

how hot the student teacher in Mr. Grundle’s class was, and nothing 

could calm me down from telling them how weird that was since he’s 

like a teacher y’know, he’s old and probably has like a girlfriend or 

something. It was easier to watch movies at night even if I watched them 

without Kayla who noticed when I left the DVD cases haphazardly on her 

desk so she got a lock on her door to make me ask to borrow her stuff. I 

didn’t mind because it gave me more time to draft texts to my boyfriend 

and then erase them and start asking things like if he wanted to take 

a walk with me and Watson, or if he knew how good he looked in that 

checked shirt with the blue and pink. He didn’t answer until morning 

but that was okay because he’d tell me he loved me and remind me how 

hard he got thinking about seeing me later today. Sometimes he was 

even sweet calling me Carly Marie. Before him, the only time somebody 

used my middle name was when I tried to use the shower curtain for pull 

ups when I was seven and cracked my head on the edge of the tub. My 

mom was so scared she screamed Carly Marie to keep me conscious. The 

haircut I got so they could get the staples in my skull made me look like 

Ripley from Aliens. 

I got the same haircut in May when I was getting out of detention 

for not passing in my third homework assignment in a row and walked 

down East Hall to find my boyfriend was talking to Michelle on her way 

out of track practice, leaning casually against a locker so she rested 

perfectly in the space his chest created. He picked up a coaching gig 

to spend more time with me, he told me, even though my grades didn’t 

allow me to participate in extracurriculars. At least I was doing good in 

math. My guidance counselor told me I’d need to be good at more than 

just math. He was concerned and sent an email to my parents to prove 

it because I got straight A’s last year, but this year I just seemed off. He 
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was right, and I shaved my head to prove it and piss off my boyfriend in 

one fell swoop. 

My dad didn’t notice the haircut until he got back from one of his 

inspirational hotel stays in the middle of the afternoon one Sunday. 

Kayla and my mom went to the mall, trying to get me to come too. Now 

that I had a shaved head, people could see my ears so my mom wanted 

to get me a really funky pair of earrings. I just wanted to sleep. Not that 

I got to because I had to start answering my dad’s questions about what 

I was thinking when I made that choice and I know he didn’t mean for 

that to sound harsh right? I helped him unpack, and didn’t mention the 

smell of perfume on the denim jacket I pulled from his duffle bag. He 

kept asking how my English project was going, and if I knew To Kill a 

Mockingbird was his favorite book, and if I wanted any help as if my 

mom didn’t ask the same questions. I asked him if he knew that was 

mom’s favorite book too, and he told me she preferred Little Women, and 

I was just so exhausted that I left him to take a nap. 

I was so tired I didn’t even care that Mrs. Malone forgot her wallet 

in the top drawer of her desk that first Tuesday in June, or that she saw 

my breasts uncovered on that bed for the special needs kids. I didn’t 

feel anything at all when my boyfriend sprinted out to his car holding 

a crumpled-up pile of his clothes in one hand and car keys in another, 

or that he didn’t answer my phone call the police asked me to make. 

It didn’t process until that night when my mom made me eat dinner 

instead of my fingernails and my dad told me my curfew was now 7. I 

didn’t cry but yawned and fell asleep before I could hear my parents 

argue.

My mom cried more than I did about my breakup but didn’t want me 

to know so Kayla had to tell me. Kayla was the one to tell me that they 

put the house on the market and planned on moving to New Hampshire 

to get me out of this environment where Michelle liked to answer 

questions about dating a teacher for me. She liked to talk about it when 

Kapala 33



Gerry or Kyle or Jess asked how it happened, and if I ever got pregnant, 

or if he liked it when I cut my hair. My dad mostly huffed around the 

house. I wasn’t sure if he huffed because of his failure as a father or as a 

husband or because he couldn’t travel for a while until the mood around 

the house improved. I didn’t have the heart to tell him I was fine. Sure, I 

woke up at random intervals in the night to check my phone to see if my 

ex was calling, and I walked around instead of through Hadley Baseball 

Park with Watson on our walks. But I was fine and becoming more 

so as the summer progressed and we packed up our things. The only 

discomfort in the house came from my dad huffing or my mom trying to 

pretend nothing had changed. 

I couldn’t explain to her then and still struggle to know the feeling 

in my chest the summer following the breakup. Though it wasn’t much 

of a breakup as a police report, and last I’d heard he spent six months 

in prison and the rest of his life on a sex offender registry after my 

testimony over the phone because my parents didn’t want me going into 

court. It felt like melting in the best possible sense. Like when you’re 

walking in the winter and the air hurts your face, but you can see leaves 

from the fall frozen under sheets of ice that were puddles last week. You 

can take the heel of your foot and put more weight than you would for a 

step so the ice snaps and the leaf crushes, and you take the same path 

the next day to see it’s a puddle again. And I could breathe, and watch 

Titanic with Kayla though we both agreed Titanic was getting old and 

The Craft was the new groove, at least until we moved to New Hampshire 

but she stayed behind in Washington to live at college.

Eventually my dad started travelling again when he was sure I was 

fine in the way I played music really loud and quit cheerleading to get 

an after-school job. I told him not to worry, I wouldn’t sleep with my 

boss just to see the color flood from his face and my mom gag on her 

morning coffee and hide a laugh. I reminded her a lot of herself at that 

age, tragic humor included. She told me how proud she was when my 
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grades improved except in math, which I blame on anxiety surrounding 

the Pythagorean theorem and tangents. She told me if I ever needed to 

talk, she was there and not just because she was a stay at home mom but 

because she was good at listening. Especially after that fourth glass of 

wine one weekend with Will & Grace playing on the TV while my dad was 

travelling, and his wedding ring sat on the downstairs bathroom sink. I 

came in past curfew after a date with a boy my own age I hadn’t told my 

dad about. And she asked if she was a bad influence. 

She didn’t say anything about marrying my dad or keeping quiet 

about his cheating or drinking wine about it. I just reminded her so 

much of her at that age, and she didn’t want me to make the same 

mistakes she did. The kind of mistakes that allowed her to talk to me 

about how I felt about what was going on in my life, and passed on her 

tragic humor to me. The kind of mistakes that let Kayla and I know she 

made the best pancakes on Saturday mornings, and that pancakes could 

cure hangovers. The kind of mistakes that left her crying into her left 

hand and holding mine with her right to the sound of Megan Mullaly’s 

Karen Walker laugh in a mirror image of sitting beside my father’s 

casket nine years later after his second heart attack. It turns out those 

hotel trips weren’t as relaxing as he’d made them out to be, and the world 

would never know what happened to Garrett Long on his final mission 

until my mom finished the book for him. I couldn’t say she was a bad 

influence but couldn’t pass up the opportunity to finish her glass of 

wine while her eyes were closed and say, “Well, I mean, you did fuck your 

teacher.”
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Erin Kerr

Melted Memories

The sickly smell of melted crayons overwhelms me as I open the 
cupboard You'd think I’d be used to it by now—expecting it from the sheer 
amountof times I open this cupboard when I visit her 
But the radiator melting my grandmother’s art supplies still catches me 
off guard The smell tells me it's time to create another masterpiece for 
the fridge 

I carefully select my choice of construction paper (even though I always 
choose purple) And pull out the warmer-than -they-should-be crayons 
And markers that have animals on the caps 
And I get to work. 

Now I wonder if that radiator is still there—eternally melting crayons 
Most likely it has been replaced with something that isn't a fire hazard I 
suppose I wonder where the new owners keep their art supplies 
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Christina Laderoute

A Tree in the Common
For the Hong Kong protestors

I was there when they realized their autonomy was
not theirs. Students gathered together, constructing
a way to regain their freedom. 
 
Barricades of bricks cut from the ground,
arrows and petrol bombs stocked on shelves—
fighting for their lives.
Fighting for their rights.

They use my trunk for cover,
and my branches as weapons.
My leaves shelter them.

I watch as they cry, as 
they scream, as they 
die. I am here through it all. When the 

protests began
and universities became warzones,
I stood in solidarity
as they held their own—
against those 
willing to slaughter them
to stay in power.

“Freedom is more valuable than 
our lives” —and so, they fight.
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Christina Laderoute

FORLORN

Forlorn: your eyes resemble the streets of Pompeii.
Empty—
dark as the day shrouded by ash

Petrified by the wake of disaster:
stored inside your body
unable to wake
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Ciara Lanman

Golden

Bitter  cold nights. A bitter cold bed awaits. I draw my curtains closed 
and peek as I see the decay outside. Dark. Branches lay bare while brown 
leaves litter the brown, frozen ground. The wind rustles through the barren 
trees and whistles past and through the cedar siding of this god-forsaken 
ancient, rotting home I rest inside—but a home at least it is. I draw the 
curtains. No use in dwelling. My bed—cold, empty, a place to lie my head. I 
lay. I close my eyes...  

                       I close my eyes...

                                                   I—

A color flashes. It's your color—gold. Golden like the color you instilled in 
me. I'm brought—in bursts—you and I in a field. I'm twirling in the sunlight. 
You lay and watch, a soft grin sleeps on your freckled kissed face. I laugh 
as I twirl. I twirl. I twirl. Each time around I find snippets of your sunset 
fired expression peering up at me. The golden sun peaks through the thin 
linen of my white dress; shrieks of joy come from my lips. We’re free now. 
You watch with such soft expressions, the sunlight dancing through the 
glass panels of your golden frames. Your frosty blue eyes peer into me. 
Your lips curling into sentences. “I don't believe in God, but you were sent 
to me from the heavens.” 

I twirl. I twirl. I twirl. Your face it flashes 

Golden, sunset, golden, sunset, golden, golden, fire, golden, sunset, golden, 
fire. Fire. Fire. 

Fire. 

I—awake, panicked, in a sweat. I stop as I try to catch my breath. My breath, 
creates clouds around me. Peering from behind the curtains is a golden 
tone—
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Golden, sunset, golden, fire. Fire. fire. Fi—

I lay shaking, shoving the thoughts from my head. My bare feet reach the 
frigid oak floors. —I shudder. This god-forsaken cedar siding home leaves 
me colder. Colder than—I shake my head—no, not again. I slam the curtains 
open. The withered earth rests, highlighted from the golden tones of the 
early morning. They peek through the barren trees and find their way right 
to me. Despite the warmth they are said to give off, I stand—staring—cold 
as ever. I shudder.

There is no solitude yet nothing but solitude. I stand as barren as the trees 
that stand outside my bedroom window. The mirror stands mockingly. My 
figure stands mockingly. This house stands mockingly—my life stands 
mockingly. It all decays around me, I decay around me. 

I take my rotting flesh and mind and muster up the courage to take care of 
a dying body. I wash, I brush, I dress—I look to the pantry—empty; I look to 
the fridge—empty; I think to my stomach—empty … but I cannot muster the 
courage to fill it with nourishment. 

I sit in my study. Coffee in my possession, (the only thing I can manage 
to put into my wretched body). I try to write. I sit with my notebook in my 
hands, my head—empty, for I have lost my words when I lost my warmth. 
My frigid body has frozen my mind. There will be no purification, no 
purging, no relief. Catharsis is an unknown beast to me. I sit. I rot. Though, 
I do not stop thinking. If there is one thing this frozen brain can do, it is 
to remind me of things to which I would like to forget, it will not let me re-
lease them …, (it will not release me). I shudder. I stand and turn, thinking 
to risk this grim house made of wood for any ounce of possible warmth I 
could receive. I start a wood fire hoping that the warmth could assist me, 
(what a foolish thought, if the sun shan’t grant me the warmth I need, why 
must destruction?). Alas, I still build it. 

I turn. I stare at the empty pages of my notebook. How is it that a talent, 
a skill, a hobby, I once possessed and loved has abandoned me when the 
warmth in my life hath abandoned me? The book stand mocking. The pen 
stand mocking. I stand mocking. I turn back to the fire. I gaze into His 
golden tones… golden … golden … golden, sunset, golden, sunset, golden, 
fire. Fire. fire. Fi—
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I must push these intruding thoughts from my head, but alas, I find myself 
thinking, wondering, pondering, over the dream. Or was it a dream or so 
much as a memory? —I never know anymore. This icebox brain plays count-
less tricks on me. Consciousness is but a burden and a chore. Perhaps it all 
were but a dream… perhaps this is all but a dream. It all felt so authentic 
at the time, though as time has passed, I've grown to think it might’ve all 
been a delusion, as if your soft gaze were a figment of my imagination and 
my perishing mind tricked me once again—I stop myself from this train I 
always ride in my thoughts. I wish I could abandon them on paper and rid 
myself of the nightmares.

The fire grows dim. I turn and tend. I sit as I watch and listen as the fire 
crackles, pops, and embers fly towards me and the oak wood floors. A part 
of me wishes it’d combust, the other knows that this is my shelter. Despite 
its dingy appearance and creaks and scratches, it saves me from the ele-
ments, (I’m already cold enough as is). The frozen, corrupted earth would 
be too much for my frozen, corrupted body. 

I stare into the fire. What chaos and destruction this mighty beast holds. I 
am reminded of the chaos and destruction your golden tones once weld.

Golden, sunset, golden, golden, golden, golden.      

                                               Fire. 

The last warmth my body had known was the fire your golden tones in-
stilled upon me when you set me aflame and watched as I burned. No warn-
ing. No relief. Chaos. Destruction. Flames. You had the power, though it is 
I who became the fool for having trusted you not to use them on me. It was 
clear as day from the beginning. Your golden tones were a veil… I was just 
too asinine to pull it back. Your golden tones were simply fire. I believed it 
to be peaceful, gentle, radiant. Though they were truly chaos, destruction, 
and flames. I am taken back—

 I stumble. For my body is too full of intoxicants to stand. I kick 
my shoes down the hall as I begin to fall to the ground before my room. I 
laugh. Your expression. No longer sunset fired—just grim. Your freckled 
lips curl to form sentences. Though the sentence is no longer of the same 
sentiment. “Fuck you.” Your gaze glares at me through golden frames. Your 
icy blue eyes turn my body cold. I haven’t known warmth since. 
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I look towards my window. The darkness has returned. I have wasted my 
day away again staring at an empty notebook, with an empty stomach, and 
a frozen head full of thoughts. I put the wood fire out. It didn’t bring much 
warmth anyway. I stare at the barren trees, the frozen ground littered with 
brown leaves. I draw the curtains closed. The bitter cold bed awaits. I close 
my eyes…

 I close my eyes… 

   I close my eyes …

I—

I’m brought. Back to the field. It is golden. It is sunset once again. I’m 
twirling. The golden rays peer through my white linen dress all the same. 
Shrieks of joy come from my mouth. Though, I notice it is different. As I 
twirl I no longer see your sunset fired expression looking at me through 
golden frames. I am alone at once. I twirl, I twirl, I twirl. I cry. 

I am free. 

I awake. Birds chirp outside. My bare feet reach for the frigid oak floors 
but I am met with warmth. I run to the curtains. I slam the curtains 
open. The frozen, decaying earth I once was greeted with has thawed, and 
bloomed. The golden tones of the early morning shine vibrantly over the 
green landscape. Their rays search for me desperately. They find me. I find 
warmth

I run for my study. My notebook sits laying open, (where I left it last night), 
my pen sit next to it (I grab it). I write. I set your memory to flame with my 
words. They are the last you will hear from me.

I am my own golden. 
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Jennifer Lucey

Muster

Tired is the one who survived.
The pits of their eyes deepened each day,
And with no end in sight, for a while.
Eventually, they lived to say,
The gray dryness would have consumed them.
Their skull, their expressions, their languages.
But they stood in the middle of the world,
In the middle of their room,
And lit a candle.
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Jennifer Lucey

Blood from a Stone or a Scorpio

Drafting texts in my mind while driving,
Effort unreturned; cannot stop. 
Reading books in your eyes from nothing,
Enter, please; do not knock.
Missing thoughts from a source of reason,
Alone with you I always was.
Wonder if you survived your poison,
Maybe no one ever does.
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Jay Monteiro

The Burning of the Bakery

The clouds chase the sun over the skyline and past the horizon
Where dreams are painted in a warm glow like buttered sweet potato,
I wish we could live this way forever.

Yet in the end we are swallowed and forgotten
Lost in tufts of weightless gray.
My bitterness looms and lingers like a scavenger,
And in the end we all rot.
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Jay Monteiro

Incandescence

Light spirals in colorful ribbons across the silver shine of the eye.
Lenticular galaxies, 
Those curious blackholes who swallow the stars without thought.
Those stars who may or may not live beyond these eyes 
Or this telescope.

Our infatuation with that buttermilk moon,
Beautifully brewed by the golden temptress of Icarus
Who sleeps in a blaze below the hill and beyond the telescope.
Remember the telescope?

The giver of godly vision and sponsor of sensory supernovas,
It reveals a spanning lineage 
Of stone marbles, and suspended spheres of rain
Far beyond, even light-years away from these eyes
Where the blackened singularity of space blends into The Starry Night.
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Jordyn Rego 

Adeus

If I could extract every bit of emotion from that day and throw 

it into an amusement park, it would be a roller coaster. A terrible, 

nauseating, lump of a thing that I’d have been willing to throw myself off 

just to be done.  

It started with the initial precautionary steps. Sit down, buckle in. 

We had been eating dinner. Sitting on wooden chairs, strapped 

against the edge of the table. I could almost hear the operator’s voice 

calling out a very unenthusiastic “enjoy the ride!” And that’s when the 

coaster lurched forward.

It happened quickly. The steady incline as mom rambled on about 

irrelevant things, skipping carefully around her point. My head was 

spinning, memorized by the clicking of gears as we rose higher and 

higher. The words New York, upstate, they rattled in my brain. Blood 

rushing with every foot of ascent. An unsettling, apprehensive weight 

bearing down on me. The knot forming in my belly. I wanted off this ride. 

Now. 

With added flare, the ride begins to slow. Mom looks at dad. Oh no, 

here it was, the peak of the roller coaster I didn’t even want to be on. 

“We’re gonna try out New York.” 

Suddenly, there was the rumbling rush of gravity. The car whips 

down, my belly twisting and for a moment I think I might be sick. The 

wind slapping my face. New York was a slap in the face. How could we 

move there? Upstate, the country? Generations of rednecks and cow 

fields? I think not. 
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I probably threw an honorary tantrum. It’s been a while since they 

endured one and what better time than receiving news that I was to 

be ripped from my home?  I distinctly remember the harsh grind of 

the chair. The slam of my bedroom door. The coaster lashed to a stop. 

I stumbled out. My legs shook and uneasy as I flung myself to my bed. 

With eyes of water and salt, I laid there, finding comfort in the room that 

would no longer be mine. 

I remember my art teacher trying to explain the concept of 

surrealism. How it was meant to express the inner workings of one's 

subconscious. That's what my room had been, a compact square that 

held all the collected treasures my ten-year-old self had unconsciously 

acquired. Shelves plastered against lilac walls, filled to the brim with 

tales of heroes and magic, shells and sand dollars surrounded by 

dolphins leaping out of their clay base, Disney figurines posed in snowy 

glass. One by one they reluctantly filled the dismal boxes, trapped in 

newspaper wrappings. 

Soon the shelves were barren. 

Then the windows lost their curtains, the closet pillaged of my 

clothes, the rug vanished revealing the paint stained wood beneath from 

the time I decided to broaden my horizon in terms of art.

That’s one of my fondest memories. I was younger, not quite ten yet 

and I had just gotten my first ever set of acrylics. Scooping great globs of 

paint before seeing the glossy drops littering my floor instead of being 

on the canvas where they belonged. My poor mother probably yelled my 

full name, Jordyn Joelle Rego, and banned me from painting in my room.  

And then the lilac walls, stripped of pictures and drawings, the 

banner of vibrant red, gold and green reading S.L. Benfica in bolded 

letters. Even the twinkling fairy lights. The room feeling colder without 

their golden hue. Piece by piece the room was picked apart, my life 

locked away in cardboard that was to be hauled into a moving truck. 
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The rest of the apartment had been treated the same and I moved 

through the halls like an unwelcome spectator trying to hold onto 

something that couldn’t be held. It was never the home my parents 

wanted. Little did they know they’d want the countryside of New York 

even less. Regardless of their preach for an actual yard and not a slab of 

concrete or bigger rooms or the possibility of the dog I always wanted, I 

would miss our little Hudson home. 

I’d miss the kitchen, the way it acted as our family room even 

though we had a perfectly functioning parlor. I’d miss the awkward dip 

of the floor, the way Nicky and I would skate across it in our bare socks. 

Or our playroom dubbed The Porch and the time dad made the mistake 

of buying us silly string and we were daring enough to face mom’s wrath 

as we covered the room in pastel shades. 

“How could you let this happen?” She had questioned my dad, 

her chestnut hair brushing her shoulders as she shook her head in 

frustration. Dad probably shrugged regretting the decision, adjusting 

his signature Patriots hat so it rested more comfortably over inky curls. 

Needless to say, mom outlawed it and we never got silly string again. 

 The very door leading out to The Porch being the same culprit 

whose fresh coat of brown stained the pure ivory of my small heels 

on the day of my first communion. The hallway to my room where my 

parents had hung up every piece of art I’d given them since I was old 

enough to hold a pencil.

“Finished packing?” mom had asked when she saw me wandering, 

her usually stiff, perfectly styled hair slightly frizzed and disheveled. 

I said nothing, just gave a stiff nod and retreated back to the safety 

of the room that was once mine. 

    

The sky had been covered in ash. A ghostly gray that seemed to 

match the dullness of my mood. We were leaving today. The U-Haul was 

stuffed and ready to make the four-hour journey. A final sweep of the 
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apartment and not a single thing was left in remembrance of our years 

there. There was the unsettling realization as I pulled myself into Big 

Blue, the truck engine already rumbling. I was no longer the princess of 

this castle. 

Big Blue lurched forward, moving slow at first before accelerating 

into the unknown. I couldn't stop myself from looking back once we 

reached the mouth of the highway. The Hudson I’d always known, that 

had been home for as long as I could remember, was now fading before it 

withdrew altogether. Now it was nothing more than a rearview town of a 

place I once knew. 
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Jordyn Rego

A Sailor's Tale

O’ the ship sails
On waters of folded obsidian, 
A depthless looking glass
Beneath a Van Gogh sky 
Of dusty clouds and hidden stars

On the ship sails
The tides hum, 
Of monstrous melodies and mermaid songs
Hear them sing, O’ hear them sing!
Wild hymns of the sea

Endlessly, the ship sails
Sailors damn the brackish tint,
The salt that never leaves their barren lips.
Follow, they do. Follow the silver tears,
Of the lighted moon.
Dare they dream of the sun’s holy glow.
Of daybreak.

But onward they stride.
Onward, the ship sails.
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Jordyn Rego

Tempest

A tempest raves within the mind,  
As you lay with eyes nearly shut
Restless on a sleepless night
Patterns swirling across pastel 
Your gaze remains, oh wandering mind.
Outside the moon shines silver,
Tempting with pale beauty.
Waxing, waning, crescent and true,
Tonight she appears fully alive
A distraction from wandering thoughts.
But with no rest yet to come, 
The tempest raves within the mind
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Aaron Robinson 

The Man Who Walks to Nowhere 

Jan asked me why I didn’t cry at my father’s burial. I say burial 

because there was no funeral—funerals are held inside parlors with 

cream colored walls while soft music plays as people say goodbye to a 

casket—and my father wanted no part in that. Just wanted to skip the 

theatrics of the thing and for everyone to move forward quickly.

“Marv, won’t you show him you cared, at his funeral?” Jan whispered 

fiercely at me, careful not to be overheard by anyone. 

I feigned sobbing to appease her. I didn’t have anything to cry about, 

really, though. My father was an alcoholic all his life and I was short 

on sympathy for him. Daisy, who was only five and standing beside me, 

started to cry and squeezed my right hand, asking if I was okay. She had 

never seen me cry before and being so young, she couldn’t understand 

what was going on in front of us as Father Joseph lowered my father into 

the earth. I regretted not purchasing a babysitter. I stopped pretending 

to cry.

The sun was high in the sky and I saw two blue jays fluttering and 

tweeting sweet nothings into the clouds and trees and I thought about 

the how my father would say that today would be a terrible day for a 

burial.

I tried thinking about a time when my father wasn’t infatuated with 

drunkenness as Father Joseph divulged into a cliché monologue about 

life and death.

I could only think of two memories, though. The first was when I 
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was younger, about five or so.

My father and I had sat in our own booth near the front the altar. I 

wasn’t old enough to be an altar boy and my father was only at church 

because the liquor stores and bars were closed on Sundays.

Father Joseph was an older, but not quite old, man. The fact that 

he would be conducting a eulogy for my father nearly 40 years later is 

something that I still cannot fully grasp. I had thought he was nearing 

death back then. His voice boomed throughout the church and the 

stained-glass windows shook as he spoke, though.

My father muttered something, possibly about Father Joseph 

wrapping up his speech so he could receive the Communion.

Father Joseph raised his hands and walked to the lectern, which was 

standing in a corner of the altar. “A reading of a letter from Saint Paul to 

the Ephesians,” Father Joseph began.

My father groaned, but then coughed to try to cover it up, but some 

elderly women raised their eyes at us, while Father Joseph’s eyes flared 

only at my father. My father bowed his head and knelt, avoiding eye 

contact. I followed what my father did.

When the sermon was finished, the chalice was brought out with 

the blood and body of Christ to fill the parish. Since my father always 

sat in the closest booth to the front of the altar, he was one of the first to 

receive after the altar boys and Father Joseph.

As I didn’t have my Communion yet, I wasn’t able to receive, but 

Father Joseph blessed me twice—which was strange—since I learned in 

Sunday School that everyone not old enough to receive the Communion 

are blessed once. Father Joseph said I was special whenever I asked him 

why.

My father would lick his lips when he was about to receive, and he 

would always get back into the line afterwards, saying he had to receive 

for my mother too, who had died during my birth. I thought I saw Father 

Joseph roll his eyes a few times over the years, but I could never tell 
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for sure. I did know that there were eyes staring at me when my father 

approached the chalice again, as if it was somehow my fault for him 

receiving a second time. Even the other widows didn’t go to the altar 

twice.

When the collection basket made its way around the pews, my father 

would always dig into his pocket for a penny, and throw it into the small 

woven basket, saying it was from both him and I. 

I had found a quarter on the street one day before church and hung 

onto it, hoping to give it to the basket. The collector, a short woman with 

curly brown hair named Lady Meredith, widened her eyes when she saw 

me attempt to put in the quarter, before my father grabbed my wrist and 

twisted it, catching the quarter before it fell into the basket.

“He’s just, um, holding that for me,” my father said. “Here’s yours.” 

A corroded hunk of metal was placed into the basket instead. I wasn’t 

even sure if it was a penny. My wrist jumped with the pain, but I knew 

better than to cry and make a scene in the pew. It would mean a bigger 

punishment later.

“How come I couldn’t give my quarter, Daddy?” I asked afterwards as 

we walked down the church stairs towards home.

My father smacked me across the face and tears welled up in my 

eyes. My father had never hit me in public before. 

“That’s almost half a beer you were giving away!” he spat. You need 

to learn the value of money so you don’t go giving away my inheritance 

when I die.”

“B-but everyone else gives more than we do,” I had stammered, and 

my father hit me again.

“I don’t care about what everyone else does. Are you trying to say 

you’re ashamed of me?”

“… No sir.”

The second memory was of the last few days of his life, when he was 

in the hospital, no drinks in sight. His liver was failing, and the nurses 
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repeatedly said he “didn’t have much time left.” I hadn’t spoken to my 

father much after I moved in with Jan, and only sparingly after Daisy 

was born. The time he was in the hospital was agonizing for him. He 

managed to sneak nips into his hospital bed somehow, but after he was 

caught with them and forced into sobriety, he grew unbearable and acted 

like a petulant child. Tantrums were thrown and so was food, my father 

thinking someone would let him get his booze.

Three days before he died, I went to visit him, alone. I tried to see if 

there was anything in his eyes to alert me that he was different, or that 

he was afraid, but I just saw emptiness. He beckoned me over with an 

IV-hampered hand and I obliged. His face had sunken in and the skin 

looked deflated against the muscles in his face, as if it were stretched 

out as tightly as it could be. His nose opened wide and I could see hairs 

dangling loosely from the nasal cartilage. I held his hand. The tips of his 

fingers were warm, but the rest of his hand was arctic.

“I thought about buying you a puppy once,” he said, pausing briefly 

between each word.

I could hear the heart monitor beeping and thought this would have 

been the perfect moment for my father to die and so I waited, closing my 

eyes and anticipating the intermittent beeping to become steady as he 

flatlined. It would be poetic, cinematic even. It never happened.

Instead, I looked up at the portrait of a flower that hung above 

his bed, a daisy. I briefly wondered if he had asked that portrait to be 

placed there, a symbol of his granddaughter, before I shook off the 

ridiculousness of my thought. It was a red daisy, the petals all glowing 

and growing equidistant from the center. It was a perfect flower; more 

perfect than any flower I could imagine. Except it wasn’t really perfect at 

all. It was a realistic painting of a flower, I mean. And that’s what made 

it perfect. I touched the glass that covered the paper; I could see the 

strokes from the brush in some places, making the daisy more artificial 

than from far away. Somehow, that added to its charm. It was a painting 
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that had to be in a hospital room, and not in a museum, or anywhere else 

for that matter.

The stem was green, a dark green that changed to a lighter green 

to reflect sunlight hitting it. The colors meshed well when the actual 

sunlight hit the painting and illuminated the room. The pistil and 

disc florets of the daisy popped the closer I looked at the picture, and I 

glanced briefly down at my father, who had fallen asleep. I would plant a 

garden when I got home, I thought.

I sat back down in the chair across the bed from my father 

and watched him sleep, watched his stomach rise and fall slowly, 

occasionally glancing at his heart rate on the monitor. After a while, I 

got up and left. I didn’t see him again until the hospital called to tell me 

he died. I asked if he said anything before he died. A nurse said he asked 

for his wife.

I tried to imagine my mother, a woman who I never met, falling in 

love with my father. I pictured her with big eyes, a sky blue that warmed 

my father when he looked into them. She would have been taller than 

him but was clumsy. My father would talk about “The War” sometimes 

when he was drunk, although I don’t know which war he would’ve fought 

in. I’d like to think of him as a war hero. 

My mother was in a place she shouldn’t be, maybe it was a town 

dance that the parents had outlawed but the kids snuck out anyway. 

She would be wearing her best dress and my father in a suit he took 

from his father. It was a little too big on him, but he made do.

Perhaps my father asked her to dance, or maybe he serenaded her 

with a song. Perhaps he spilled a drink on her dress and helped her clean 

the stain while she cried saying her parents would kill her for ruining 

the dress on top of sneaking around. My father would comfort her, his 

matted blond hair combed and slicked back, laughing nervously that his 

parents would whoop him for sneaking out too.

From that night, a courtship would blossom into romance. My father 
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would surprise my mother with gifts or little dates, and she would smile 

a big smile when she saw him. My mother would have a tiny laugh she 

was embarrassed about, but she loved to laugh and smile and it made my 

father happy.

I didn’t know if any of that were true and I’d never know. I couldn’t 

ask my father those things, not now. I’d like to think my father was 

passive and subdued, laughing and talking with other people, instead of 

slurring his speech and getting into bar fights like I had known. Trying 

to imagine his life how I wanted it to be made his death just a little more 

somber. It did help me cry, a little.

Father Joseph concluded his monologue and my focus returned to 

the casket. I had no idea how much time had passed, but the sun looked 

like it was in the same place. I glanced over at Daisy and told myself that 

I would play with her when we got home, maybe even take her out for an 

ice cream.
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Aaron Robinson 

Wally 

I shivered before approaching him, but I told myself that it was 

because of the cold.

It was cold. Although the calendar just turned over into October, 

the temperature was dropping fast, just below 50 degrees. His home was 

hidden deep in the woods, with very little sunshine peeking through 

the outstretched limbs of the trees, making the air feel colder. I think 

he chose this place so that nobody could find him, not even the other 

members of Lowell’s ever-growing homeless community. 

When I approached him, he jumped up from a tree stump and asked 

me how I was doing. He had been starting a fire, and although it was still 

small, I could tell he had been working on the fire for some time, based 

on the many broken matches that littered the ground.

He used to be handsome. I could see from his now sunken in cheek 

bones the definition that once shone through his smile. His eyes were 

no longer the clear blue when I first saw him, but rather a stormy bluish 

gray. I could tell they were still sharp and alert with how quickly he 

processed me. He was carrying a huge military style backpack that is 

bigger than him and roughly the same weight, if not heavier. He had 

to have lost at least 50 pounds. It had been at least two years since I’d 

seen him, and his hairline was receding, too. It was almost as if the hair 

was running away from him. To remedy this, he adorned his head with 

a camouflage baseball cap, fitted all the way around so even the back of 

his head wouldn’t be exposed. 
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He even looked older than I remembered. He was 63 years old but 

going on 93. Veins bulged from his pale white and thin arms and when I 

shook his hand, I thought I was going to be frozen stuck to it with how 

cold he was.

He shrunk too, at least a couple of inches. He looks as friendly as 

ever, though, even though his teeth were brown and yellow when he 

smiled. 

A thin, prickly beard covered his face and he occasionally scratched 

it when he talked. His voice was raspier and that was likely because of 

the smoking, one of his trademark Marlboro’s affixed to his chapped 

purple lips. 

His handshake was firm and when he clapped me on the back, I 

jolted forward because I didn’t expect him to be so strong.

My mother told me not to talk to strangers when I was little and 

wanted to go outside and play. When I asked why, she said that it was 

because there were a lot of sick people out in the world and they might 

try to hurt me. 

I learned what sex offenders were, at least tangentially, at five 

years old. In my child brain, I couldn’t comprehend what bad people 

were in real life. I had seen bad people on television, but the Power 

Rangers would usually defeat them in about 30 minutes or so. Plus, my 

mother told me everything on television wasn’t real. So, how bad could 

“sick people” really be? I loved to go against the grain and experience 

things for myself, which upset my mother. I’d jump over fences (and 

subsequently break my arm from the falls) after my mother told me not 

to or join in on the neighborhood kids spray-painting walls because it 

looked like fun. I loved the sense of adventure and freedom that came 

with disobedience. I never meant any harm by it—I just had a much 

grayer viewpoint than my parents’ black and white of what you should 

and should not do. 
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“There are bad people who want to kidnap you,” my mother told me. 

“There are sickos who will try to be your friend, but they really want to 

take you away. Promise me you’ll be safe and never talk to strangers.”

I muttered an agreement, but I told myself that if I ever found a bad 

guy, I’d want to talk to them. Why would they choose to be bad? Was he 

or she really bad, or just misunderstood? Those kinds of people must be 

fundamentally lonely, and I wondered how they go through their days 

visible, yet shunned. As the years went on, I never really encountered 

too many strangers and more or less forgot the topic, until I was 

brainstorming ideas for this story. My fascination with the shunned was 

always there, just looking for an avenue of exploration.

Walter is a convicted level 3 sex offender. He was charged with four 

convictions of assault to a child with the intent to commit rape, three 

counts of indecent assault and battery on a person aged 14 or older, and 

three counts of rape and abuse of a child in 1992, all of which he pled 

guilty to.

I had met him while I worked at a Dunkin’ Donuts in high school, 

but I didn’t know who he really was back then and wouldn’t know until 

I decided to write this story. All I knew was that he took his coffee with 

extra cream and a single packet of sugar, and that he always sat at a 

corner table for hours on end clacking away at his laptop. I thought he 

was just a strange guy. He preferred to be called Walt, and he was okay 

with Wally, but he went by almost anything.

According to the National Center for Missing & Exploited Children 

(NCMEC), there are approximately 912,000 registered male sex offenders 

in the United States, a 12 percent increase from 2016. Of these 912,000, 

only 3.6 percent are incarcerated, and roughly 60 percent are under 

probation.

In Massachusetts, the number of registered sex offenders is the 

fifth lowest in the country, with 164 registered sex offenders per 100,000 
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residents. 

My first observation of Walt was that he looked tired, as if he had 

been awake for days on end. He looked irritable too, but I imagined that 

it had to do with his lack of sleep. He was slightly thin, but he didn’t 

look unhealthy. His eyes were a clear blue, he had a rather bony face, 

and he was missing a couple of his back teeth. His hair was the most 

unkempt thing about him, as if he had been running his hands through 

it and didn’t care that the white tufts were pulled in several different 

directions. It made him look like a mad scientist. He wasn’t tall either, a 

shade over five foot eight, but he seemed to tower over most people.

He had taken a liking to Derek, a coworker of mine who was another 

high school student a year older than I was. They talked about his 

graduation and plans for college (Derek didn’t have any), and their love 

of antique cars. Derek said that he thought it was weird when an old 

man approached him to ask him anything besides coffee and donuts, 

but talking to Walt meant the shift went by faster, and provided a break 

from thinking about work and getting stressed out over the mundane 

tasks of the day.

“He’s just a chill dude,” Derek said to me. “Some people just wanna 

know the people they see every day a little bit more, you know what I 

mean?”

I didn’t, but I was still only 16 and had been working my first “real” 

job. In fact, the idea that anyone would want to know more about the 

people who make their coffee mystified me.

After a few months, school wrapped up and I devoted my entire 

summer to Dunkin’s. The only shift available was the three to midnight 

shift, so there were long stretches when there weren’t any customers, 

and I had nothing to do except think to myself, hoping for anything 

exciting to happen to take away from the crippling boredom. Each day, 

though, Walt was there, typing away at his laptop, his headphones 

canceling the noises of the donut shop.
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I spent most of my shifts trying to write stories and poems, 

sometimes drawing even though I didn’t have the hand talent to contour 

properly.

“You’re not still in school, are you?” a voice said behind me. My back 

was to the front of the store, bent over a table facing the drive thru. “You 

don’t look like an idiot.”

I jumped, not expecting anyone to be there, despite the store being 

occupied by a few “patrons,” which were usually just the homeless 

population infiltrating the store for the air-conditioning. I had totally 

forgot Walt was there, as he blended into the corner table. In some 

strange way, I had always seen him as a part of the store itself, only 

proving to be a real person when he was speaking with Derek.

I didn’t really know how to answer him. I couldn’t tell him I was a 

writer, because in my experiences, writers were viewed as a collection of 

jobless dreamers who had no concrete aspirations. “How are you going to 

make money?” or “Why not just be an English teacher?” were questions 

I didn’t have good enough answers to but asked by seemingly everyone. 

It was easier to pretend I was going to be an engineer or enlisting in the 

army, something so mundane and straightforward that nobody would 

ask any further questions.

“Just taking down the inventory of the store,” I said.

Walt nodded, and he stroked his chin with a wrinkled and liver-

spotted hand. He looked intently at me, and I shuddered a little, even 

though it was over 80 degrees. He had left his laptop at the table, 

and had his headphones draped over his neck. He smiled at me, and 

something about that smile eased me, although I still can’t really say 

why.

“You’re a writer, aren’t you,” he said, wagging a finger at me, like he 

had just caught a niece or nephew in an obvious lie. “It’s okay, I know a 

lot of people don’t understand. I’m a writer too, but I imagine not in the 

same way that you are. I’ve seen you writing for the last month or so, but 
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always thought it was schoolwork or something like that. Plus, you’ve 

been taking ‘inventory’ of the store for the last two hours.”

He probably had seen me writing. I didn’t try to conceal it, but I also 

thought that nobody was watching me. I wondered how long he had been 

watching me.

But then I understood what Derek had been telling me all along. I 

was part of this guy’s routine now, just as much as I had made writing 

and drawing a part of my routine during the dead hours of the night. The 

longer I worked here, the more I became part of people’s routine. And 

they became part of mine, too.

“I guess I am,” I said, smiling. “So what do you write about?”

Walt and I talked about writing quite often, and my dream of 

becoming a journalist or short story writer, if I had to narrow it down. 

Walt was in the midst of creating his own newspaper to combat the 

biased reporting of Lowell’s local newspaper, The Sun.  He thought The 

Sun buried stories if it wasn’t in their best interests, and he hated the 

hypocrisy of what he called “slanted journalism.” He had also said that 

he was an avid proponent of political reform, and wanted to eradicate 

politics from news entirely, which I secretly thought was hypocritical. 

Walt said that he was a painter by trade, and he made a good enough 

living on that just by word of mouth. He said he could advertise online, 

but that it was too much of a hassle and he preferred working locally for 

people he knew.

Two years passed and I was entering my first year of college, a very 

eager 18 years old. Walt and I had spent many night shifts talking about 

politics, writing, Latin, philosophy, and my past, about which he was 

very curious. I enjoyed talking to him; he gave me a unique perspective 

on things I had not considered, whether it be on writing different 

perspectives, Ovid and Catullus, or various interpretations of Socrates 

and Descartes. I wondered why I found it easier to talk to him than any 

of my similarly aged friends. I only looked forward to work so that I 
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could talk with him about anything. It truly amazed me how we never 

ran out of anything to talk about and how interested he was in me.

Even after shifts had ended, we would talk until two or three in the 

morning, usually challenging each other to explore alternative solutions 

to problems. For me, that meant I had to argue different political 

agendas or humanitarian ideals, but I didn’t mind that even if it was on 

a limited scope. Walt challenged me in other ways. I talked about my 

anxieties and depression, how my first girlfriend had fought with severe 

depression, moved away, and blamed me for her breakdown, my love for 

the seedy underbelly of city life—prostitution, corruption, crime, and 

the like—how anxious I was for college, and how much I struggled with 

making close relationships besides the few friends that still carried over 

from elementary school.

His solutions were often found in the Bible, and we’d quote scripture 

together. This would usually be in my car, as I’d offer to drop him off at 

his apartment before going home. We would smoke some of my weed, 

perhaps drink a little whiskey if he had any (most often not) and talk 

about biblical stories and their applicability to my life. He would hold 

my hand and ask me to close my eyes when we recited from the psalms 

or one of Paul’s epistles. I was hesitant at first, opening my eyes a few 

times, but all I saw was Walt’s head leaned back, eyes tightly shut. I had 

always thought it strange that someone as outspoken and independently 

thinking as Walt believed so much in the Bible, but he brushed it off 

saying it was how he was raised.

“I’ve gotten some more use out of that thing as I grew up,” he 

laughed. “My mother taught Sunday school in my parish, so I was forced 

into it.”

Statista Research Department conducted a study in 2011 that 

found that over 50 percent of U.S. inmates are of Christian faith, 

and a study published in 2015 by three psychology researchers in 

Elsevier’s “Aggression and Violent Behavior: Examining the role of 
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faith community groups with sexual offenders: A systematic review” 

found that out of 111 imprisoned sex offenders, only 17 identified as 

anything other than Christian, Protestant, or Catholic. This data, 

coupled with a range of 10 studies from 2002 to 2014, have found that 

Christian teachings and conversion are the overwhelming favorite 

among sex offenders, clocking in at a shade under 81 percent. Part 

of this is believed to be inflated by the number of priests and other 

religious figureheads, but even if that section is removed, the number 

of Christians, Protestants, and Catholics among sex offenders is still 

around 68 percent.

I left my job at Dunkin’s after my first semester of college, as I could 

no longer deal with the long hours or the seemingly nightly calls to 911 

to remove heroin addicts from the bathrooms. In a way I felt guilty; my 

relationship with Walt was the one thing I knew I was going to regret 

moving away from, but I convinced myself that he would latch on to my 

replacement. After all, I had sort of replaced Derek as Walt’s favorite to 

talk to. Maybe Walt would go back to striking up conversations about 

cars and other mundane bullshit with him. He seemed like someone who 

craved human interaction, as he had no kids, no wife, and his family 

didn’t really talk to him, other than his brother on occasion.

I guess that was what I felt most guilty about, leaving a 

fundamentally lonely person alone.

I got a job as an intern for The Sun , ironically enough, working 

as what I called a “glorified note taker” for the emergency response 

division. I saw Walt every so often, and he asked me to keep an eye out 

for anything that could help him gain an edge in his quest to take down 

The Sun so he could gain popularity as Lowell’s most trusted source for 

“the news that mattered.”

Another year passed. I was 20 now, three semesters deep at UMass 

Lowell when Walt messaged me to ask me if I could help him move out 

of his apartment. I had known him for four years now, still thinking 
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of him as a friend and someone I could trust completely. He said he 

was frustrated with the living situation, and that due to UMass Lowell 

buying out a majority of the landlords in order to provide more students 

with off-campus housing, his landlord upped the rent to what she 

considered market value.

“It’s complete fucking bullshit, Aaron,” Walt said to me when I 

arrived. “I’ve had bedbugs in this place, mice scurrying around the floors 

at night, and I wouldn’t be surprised if there were bats in the closet and 

mold behind the appliances.”

The apartment did have space, though. The off-color, chewed-up  

blue rug covered over 1,400 square feet and the warped and cracked 

subfloor underneath was sturdy and durable. The dusty, damp, cobweb 

filled corners of the popcorn ceiling were 10 feet from the ground, 

making it certain that not even Andre the Giant would have to worry 

about banging his head. The closet was a walk-in, too, although the door 

for it was off to the side as it was too small for the frame cutout.

“It’s… nice,” I said. “You just need a couple of minor cosmetic 

changes, is all.”

“Nice to see you’re still a smartass. But I’m not gonna live like this,” 

Walt said. “I’ve decided to take my luck on the streets. I have always 

thought that it would be more affordable to live on the streets if done 

correctly if I were prepared. So, I’ve been saving money instead of paying 

this ridiculous rent. I’m going to document what my life will be like, and 

I’ll see if I can make more reform that way. The living conditions in this 

city have reached unacceptable standards.”

Rent in Lowell had been increasing, and according to the city’s 

statistics on average rent for one-bedroom apartments, the increase 

was the largest from 2015–2017, when rent was raised by an average of 

6.4 percent; coincidentally, the growth rate from 2013 to 2017 at UMass 

Lowell was 34 percent. Perhaps he had a point.

However, even though Massachusetts law states that rent cannot 
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be increased before a lease is up, a violation of the lease could lead to 

eviction or an increase in rent.

Sex offenders would be in violation of their lease if they don’t notify 

all of the tenants of their status, and landlords could increase rent to 

whatever amount they see fit for any occupant. According to a study 

published by economists Leigh Linden and Jonah Rockoff in “There Goes 

the Neighborhood? Estimates of the Impact of Crime Risk on Property 

Values from Megan's Laws,” property values decrease about 4.1 percent 

country-wide annually if there are registered sex offenders in an area. 

To combat this, most landlords charge obscene prices for sex offenders 

to live in any area to make up for the perceived loss in revenue. Most 

times, the rent among sex offenders is so astronomically high, that sex 

offenders relocate out of the area and property values are restored. 

Since then, that’s where he’s been, and I hadn’t thought too much 

about him, other than checking in with him every few months or so 

through text to see how things were going. It’s been a little over two 

years since he moved out of that apartment, and I thought there was 

everything to know about him. It wasn’t until I decided to write this—a 

story focused on the idea of certain groups of people being shunned and 

forgotten about—that Walt resurfaced, two years later. My original scope 

of this piece was to find an ostracized group (sex offenders) and ask how 

they find a place in a society that is told to shun them, how a registered 

offender lives their day to day life.

Through searching a local registry for sex offenders, I came across 

that familiar name: Walter. A slight panic crept over me, and I broke 

into a sweat, alone in my bedroom. I thought it was a mistake. It must’ve 

been, right? I know Wally! He’s a great guy who was always kind and 

looking out for me, talking with me…

I opened my bedroom window. A rush of cold air froze the sweat to 

my body and my eyes shifted in and out of focus. I saw a bunny hop along 

the side of my house, pausing to nibble at my mother’s Rose-of-Sharon 
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trees and our grass. The sun was down but the moon was obscured, 

covering the streets with darkness even though it was barely 6:30.

I sat back at my desk and clicked his name with a trembling hand. 

Thousands of reports popped up, along with mugshots, affidavits and 

stenographer transcripts from the trials. There was also a link to a 

website that was owned by Walt, in which he was fighting for the rights 

of sex offenders and trying to decriminalize rape of minors with the 

central theme of “love is love” and “consent is consent, no matter the 

age!”

I went into my bathroom and tried to throw up. I looked fine in the 

mirror, but I could almost feel as if Walt were there, and I walked briskly 

back to my room.

I thought of every interaction I had had with him; from the time I 

was 16 to my last message I had sent to him in the summer, less than 

three months ago. Almost seven years. I remembered the car rides, him 

eyeing me as I wrote stories while I was working, the prayers where 

he asked me to close my eyes; everything. I felt him too, every time he 

grabbed my arm or shook my hand, and I grew colder and goosebumps 

grew. I felt sick all over again.

I couldn’t see all of his data, but I could see his address (at least 

what was once his address), his history, the court dates, the legal 

proceedings, the testimony against him, even his phone number, which 

matched the one I had in my phone when I shakily pulled it out to 

compare.

I wondered if I should have considered myself lucky or unlucky. I 

wondered why Walt had never told me this, even though I had told him 

more about myself than I had ever told anybody. I wondered if he had a 

plan for me.

My scope for this story had to change, then, at least slightly. It 

would be easier if I could just pick out a sex offender from a list, ask 

them about how they integrated into society, what they would want to 
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tell people who turn their noses up to them, people like my mother and 

countless others. I could still ask Walt all of these things, but now it was 

more complicated than I had thought it was going to be. 

 But I did know definitively that I had found my subject, and that I 

had to talk to him, at the very least for my own sanity. 

“Hey Aaron! Long time no see. Help me out with this fire, wouldja?” 

Walt asked. “You got a lighter on you or something?”

I didn’t know how I was going to bring up the real reason I was there 

to see him. I had told him that I was in the area and wanted to stop by 

to see how he was doing. My palms were clammy and all I could think 

about were the children he raped, and how every article I read about him 

specified that he wasn’t sorry. I thought about warming up to him, and 

then catching him off-guard with the real reason I wanted to talk to him. 

I could break him down, I thought, and then play the “why didn’t you ever 

tell me?” card. 

So, the first step was giving him a lighter.
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Aaron Robinson

Shortly After Two

A lamppost flickers,
then dies. The stone 
streets turn to black 
as the last bar closes.

On one of the wooden 
benches a man with no coat 
curls up, clutching a bottle of Hennessy.

He starts to shiver,
so he switches
sides. He shivers
again, so he
switches sides.

A woman clings to a man
like lint, both stumbling
to his car and he 
fumbles his keys.

A hundred feet above,
two teens share Schnapps 
on the edge of a garage,
and one of them wonders 
what would happen if she slipped.

Seven men meet to smoke
outside the bar.
Two are married,
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one has cancer,
two are roommates,
and two have never smoked.

The lighter won’t catch
in the wind,
so they huddle together 
before it can go out again.
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Aaron Robinson

Bathroom Art

Lately I’ve been drinking
tequila.
1800 Silver.
It’s not really good,
I’m told it’s good
for thinking, for
blood sugar and cholesterol.
The tequila reincarnates
memories of my ancestors who lived
in a place where the bartenders shook 
fists at drunken fools,
and there were 
Gothic style paintings
hung on the walls in the bathroom.
A gargoyle, a soldier and Jesus
watched you piss.
Perhaps a lonely man
met his wife here,
in a booth—
not the bathroom—
and they shared some 1800.
The tequila, 
I mean.
He would wear a suit,
salmon,
and put a flower in her hair.
Tulip.
Soldiers laugh around
a table in the corner,
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while another shot is ordered
many miles away
and another soldier drinks in
a bullet.
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Aaron Robinson

Snow

The snow fell in lines, chilling 
the ones who touched it. 
She was tired

of waiting for someone
to tell her she was beautiful;
she decided to feel it

instead. It was soft 
and she sifted through
it with her hands.
A child-

like excitement washed
over her and the sweet
sounds of soft jazz 
reached her ears.

The snow whispered
to her, a cool music
inviting a young girl to dance.
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David Rosario 

AM I ENOUGH

Period: 2008 – 2009 

Dear God, 

With your glorious blessing I survived another day. I hid a lot of 

things from you lord, and I want to release the emotions that cripple my 

mind. Those thoughts that tell me I am not enough for anyone to like. 

Kids at school tease me by saying that I am fat and have a hunchback. I 

could be walking down the hallway or going to class and someone would 

have a slick comment locked and loaded. I may be sensitive or thinking 

about the jokes too deeply because they are true. I must not know how to 

handle someone telling me what I need to hear. 

It feels like I am turning into one of them. I tease other people and 

try to be disruptive in class. The teachers talked about how I changed, 

and I did not understand it. How could they expect me to stay the same 

and keep getting teased and laughed at for how you made me? What 

was the point of giving me all these flaws? I can barely keep up with 

the cocky, skinny kids at recess. When they have foot races, I am one 

of the last ones to finish. Towards the end of my lap it is like I have 

a competition with myself. Instead of maintaining a healthy diet, 

I continue eating junk that slows me down such as cheeseburgers, 

chocolate, and soda. This habit is killing me, and I cannot find the 

strength to eliminate it. I want to change with or without you. 

 There is this tall wall across the street from my house that I 

always see my friend climb. He reaches the top of it without much effort 

and that sparks some bitterness and envy inside me. I want to know 

how it feels to conquer the wall and view the world from such a high 
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place. I wonder how it would feel to be closer to you. I like to imagine 

climbing a mountain and standing near the peak of it without feeling 

any worry about falling. I would close my eyes for a few seconds and 

pretend that you are holding me. You have protected me throughout my 

life, but I want to test your presence. It feels like you leave me when I am 

uncomfortable or disgruntled with myself. If only I could hear your voice 

to assure me that you are not leaving me defenseless.

My heavy legs and fears hold me back. Could you give me the 

strength to climb this wall? I know I must succeed on my own and cannot 

blame anybody for my failures, but please guide me. The wall tries to 

destroy my confidence, yet I somehow find a way to ignore it. Instead 

of letting the wall convince me that I cannot climb it, I believe that I 

can. I must build the courage to climb the wall even though I hesitate 

when attempting to. I must continue being a coward or try to climb it by 

trusting you. 

I feel like everyone is turning against me. My former friends dislike 

me because of my antics. We still talk to each other, yet I sense tension 

every time I am around them. I should have not listened and kept 

my mouth shut when Barry and Adam told me they wanted to attack 

Richard. Barry hated Richard’s attitude and found the way he talked to 

be irritating. Adam just followed and listened to what Barry said.

While I was at recess near one of the basketball hoops, I saw 

Richard near the end of the court. I walked towards him and asked if he 

was cool with Barry, but he did not answer the question. I could see the 

suspicion arise on Richard’s face. He eventually told me that they were 

getting along okay, although he kept asking me why I had asked. I did 

not tell him what Barry and Adam were planning, but I implied that he 

should watch himself around them. Barry stared at me with agitation 

and when it was time to go back into school, he ignored me. 

A few days after that, some kid I knew, Patrick, got mad at me for 

joking around with him and kept telling people that he wanted to fight 
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me. He started the trend of people calling me hunchback. I must have 

hurt his soul, or he was in a bad mood. If he had a real problem with me, 

he should’ve addressed it without a crowd to entertain. 

I have not been in a fight. Losing a fight is embarrassing and I fear 

people laughing at me for looking like a fool. I do not enjoy the thought 

that people may see my stomach because my shirt rips. My poor vision 

would only help me miss punches. Without my glasses the chances of 

me winning a fight is slim. I have experienced altercations that did not 

become serious only because teachers got involved in separating us. 

Learning how to fight is not one of my priorities, but life might offer me 

a battle that I must handle eventually. 

I am not sure if I can continue living with this attitude. I think 

about the wall more when I do not see it. The wall represents the things I 

resent in a way. Instead of moving forward it feels like I distance myself 

from making any progress. People tell me to improve my grades, but I am 

careless. I started procrastinating when I lost my dad. My dad died two 

or three years ago; he was not around much anyway. I have never lived 

with him and my mom’s family does not have a good relationship with 

his family. They see things differently and have distinct lifestyles. My 

mom’s family is more conservative and private. The family on my dad’s 

side likes to party and socialize with others often. 

I never got the chance to know or bond with my dad. I communicate 

with his family sometimes, but I was around them more when my dad 

was alive. We have been drifting apart since his death. When I received 

the news that he was dead, I did not think much of it. My mom did not 

explain to me what happened. Before going to his funeral, I was a bit 

emotionless and calm. If it were up to me, I would have not gone. I felt 

like I was about to suffocate when I saw him in the coffin. The tears that 

moved down my cheeks were endless. I cried like a newborn baby for a 

man I barely knew.

Alcohol does not appeal to me. There was this time where my uncle 

tried getting me to drink. He held his beer near my nose while we were 
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around my mom and her friends. They laughed at his offer. Yet, my uncle 

seemed serious about his proposal. I moved my face away from the red 

cup with piss smelling beer inside it. I do not understand how part of the 

reason my dad died was because of that stuff. A drink like that having 

such power surprises me. I see other boys with their dads, and I wonder 

why mine is not around. They get to play in the park or toss a football 

around with them consistently. I do not go outside if my family members 

do not want to play with me. It feels like there is something missing in 

my life. I hate that you gave me a dad because I did not get the chance 

to know who he was. Occasionally I find myself looking at his pictures 

thinking about what went wrong. His eyes conveyed utter sadness.

Sometimes it feels like the wall symbolizes a barrier that blocks me 

from feeling a connection to humanity. My urge to climb the wall feels 

like the desperate need I have to connect with everyone else. Other times 

the wall resembles my bewilderment and stillness. I feel disconnected 

and numb because people judge me without decent reasons. Your son 

was forgiving. Could you teach me how to forget about my hurt? Will 

you show me how to walk on fire without feeling the burn? The colorful 

rosary beads I wear, to feel like I am religious, do not mean much to me. I 

chew on the plastic cross sometimes when I am bored. 

There is this medicine cabinet with a movable mirror above my 

bathroom sink. The mirror is dirty or blurry sometimes, and when I grip 

its handle and slide it to the left or right, part of my face remains there. 

What I try not to address does not want to leave me alone. The mirror 

mocks me just like the wall. It points out all my flaws and magnifies 

them. Did you make me like this or did something go wrong in the 

process? You are like a masterful doctor when it comes to healing people. 

You are perfect in every sense, but you attach us with this unsettling 

imperfection. I want to fault you for everything. That is the only way I 

know how to deal with these disruptive thoughts. 

Someone shouts my name as I pass the wall and walk down the 
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street. When I pay close attention to the voice, I can hear my mom. She 

either seems to be mad, unhappy, or panicking. I turn back and look 

around when this happens. I try to find her and discover that she is not 

there. It has been occurring more since I think about climbing the wall 

all the time. Why does this happen? It scares me on days when the wind 

has this unrelenting force. Those days where trash barrels fall over, and 

soda cans roll on the ground. This pattern makes me anxious. My mom 

must be warning me of something.

Allow the sun to shine down on me and the people I love. Lead me 

through the fogginess when I cannot see. Bless us with a rainbow after it 

rains, when my clothes soak because I do not have an umbrella. Give me 

something to smile about when I cannot sense any joy. 

Help me.

88 The Offering



Chloe Sherwood

South for the Snow

And where will I go 
When the water lilies and cattails  bid their adieus, and make like the 
warm breeze 
Leaving during the cold months, yet again? 
When the sun no longer has its faint honey glow 
God only knows where I’ll go. 
And I sit here unsure of what I will be 
And what will catch me in its teeth 
To chew me up and spit me back out 
Like black licorice and spite. 
Try as I might, I hold on with pinky strength 
Wanting the days to be longer 
But feel only a fraction of what they are now.
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Chloe Sherwood

The Sun Likes to Make Love

I loathe the creator of navy blue.
Van Gough had a point when swallowing yellow paint.
If we are only what resides behind our ribs,
and in our heads, 
Our life will only ever be radiation
Of one shade to the next.

Vices take the edge off.
For some its lead, acrylic, and watercolor.
And mine was fueled by a yearning for pale, jaundiced walls.

As the dusk settled in and kissed the horizon
My fingers made like my father and went to work.
Cakey streaks, half-dried scribbles, and a vision.

Soon navy became seafoam, and seafoam to chartreuse,
Ending in patchy pastels, illuminated by the rising sun
That I fawned over and lived to emulate. 
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Julianne Sylva

Untitled

I marvel each and every time
I listen to your changing voice
I hear your complex words
I observe your marvelous maturation

I drink in every moment 
When life allows me to experience
The wondrously miraculous existence
Life blessed me as your Mama

Your rapid changes and swift growth
Could never conceal for one moment
That small flicker in the twinkle of your eyes
Of that small child I held to my heart

Many steps ahead of you
Lay the world of adulthood
So during this fleeting moment
I hold you as a child and a young man

I want to grasp onto you
To stop time and movement
To linger in your dynamic presence
To experience this us forever

I never truly imagined 
The wondrous impact
Your stupendous presence
Would leave on my heart and spirit
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So for this one very moment
I look into your perfect face
And simply utter phrases
That prove how much you are loved
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John J. Vasquez

Bottoms Up

“Alcohol may be man’s worst enemy, but the bible says to love your 

enemy.” -- Frank Sinatra 

The year was 2154. It was 3 AM on a cold and rainy New Year’s Eve 

in a city that never slept. Reggie Witticker, an old haggard barkeep, 

had just closed up shop for the night and was sitting alone on a wobbly 

stool drinking whiskey out of a chipped coffee mug. He was listening 

to Joe Walsh out of an ancient set of Bose speakers that still connected 

to the wall with an AC power cord. He was in his small piss-reeking dive 

bar near the oldest end of Hell’s Kitchen, the only thing in the world he 

actually owned or cared about. He would be 87 years old in June, but 

thanks to modern technology he looked to be a solid sixty, however that 

didn’t stop his bones from feeling like a half-fossilized Triceratops . He 

was a small plump man, around 5’5” on a good day, if he could coax his 

back out of its default hunch. He always wore the same thing, a pair of 

stained khaki pants and a loose-fitting button-up  dress shirt with a 

worn red polyester vest. He was bald, aside from messy gray tufts that 

sprang out of the sides and back of his head in a horseshoe.

He was altogether ugly and had been his entire life. His teeth were 

a type of buck that almost perfectly served to displease the eye from 

any angle. His eyebrows were monstrous black things that met in the 

middle and gave his forehead a gross subhuman sort of a casting. In 

fact, with his big brown simian eyes, the kids at school had given him 
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the nickname, the Baboon, which had for better or worse followed him 

his whole life.

Reggie “the Baboon”  Witticker, was not always an alcoholic bum 

surviving like a rat on the lowest level of a city plagued by rampant 

crime, rising sea levels, and tyrannical monetary disparity. No, once the 

Baboon had been a name to be feared on battlefields from Anchorage to 

Hong Kong. The Baboon had been a warrior, one of Uncle Sam’s finest 

during the third world war, a trans-terrestrial drop shock-trooper, or 

TDS for short. TDS were members of a special ops branch of the Space 

Corps which was founded at the turn of the twenty-first century. A TDS 

is a soldier that is capable of being launched from the UN’s international 

space station in orbit to any battlefield on the globe, simply by being 

shot down from the heavens in a small life pod like a living rocket. 

Most troopers were killed before their fourth mission, but the 

Baboon had completed over twenty before all active duty TDS were 

replaced by an entirely robotic fleet around his 45th birthday. The 

Baboon was not as good at riding a desk as he was at falling to earth in a 

shock pod, and soon after one too many drunk and disorderlies on base, 

he was served his walking papers minus his full pension. With no other 

options the Baboon headed back to New York, where he spent the next 

forty years, drinking himself to death slowly, remembering the glory 

days, and gradually falling into a cynicism only soldiers and priests can 

cultivate.

“I have a mansion, forget the price. Ain't never been there, they tell 

me it's nice. I live in hotels, tear out the walls. I have accountants…” 

Reggie and Joe were singing when the speakers fizzled out in a crackling 

series of pops.

“What the fuck, stupid piece of shit, I swear to god it’s a joke. The 

damn speakers will turn out that new robotic shit all night long, but 

when it’s time for a real man to listen to some real man’s music, that’s 

when they fucking break. I swear to god, what a fucking joke!” Reggie 
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got to his feet in a painful series of well-practiced spasms. The whiskey 

was just starting to hit him.

“Worst time for the fucking speakers to go out, all damn night 

without a drink and the mother-fuckers break now. I swear to fucking 

god, it’s a joke, a big fat fucking joke,” he mumbled as he stomped across 

the filthy barroom. The “One Night Stand,” was the picture of poverty-

stricken Hell’s Kitchen. It was located under sea level, thus, there was 

only one massive wall-sized porthole-like window in the bar’s main room, 

which cast a sickly green light on the small disgustingly cramped space, 

that consisted only of the bar itself and three sticky wooden tables.

The walls, aside from a plethora of holes and patches of visible 

black mold that Reggie infrequently squirted with a spray bottle of 

bleach, were bare, except for one picture in a dirty plastic frame that 

hung on the wall near the old speakers. It was of the person whom the 

bar was named in honor of. The tasteless and racy snapshot was of a 

small pudgy-faced oriental woman, who had been one of the only women 

Reggie had ever spent an evening with, a one-night stand from his glory 

days, whose name had been lost in the half empty beer can Sgt. Witticker 

called a brain. But the picture did nothing to capture her true beauty. 

And still even in his twilight years, her nameless face was like shining 

light, a bit of hope and love in a life of disappointments and death. 

The most unsettling and disturbing part of the dive’s bleak scenery 

was sitting just a few yards beyond the impromptu bay window. There 

had been, for as long as Reggie could remember, a man standing 

out there amongst the remains of old Manhattan. A person, like the 

remnants of an exploded aircraft carrier, sat dissolving under the waves 

of the overgrown Atlantic. Reggie had always hated the sight of the old 

barnacle, not because of the tragedy he represented but because he was 

like a permanent reminder of the hero’s death Reggie was cheated out of 

by “innovation”.

“Fucking shitty ass place, I swear to god it’s a joke! I hate every 
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freaking inch of this shit box, fucking dirty, fucking garbage, it’s 

all garbage, what a joke!” Reggie huffed and puffed as he bumped 

drunkenly against every piece of furniture in the room, yet even with 

all his teetering, his eyes never stopped staring out the window. For 

as many days as he could count, Reggie had opened and closed the bar 

staring at the hollow eyes of the dead man, who was for some reason 

he could never place, oddly familiar to him. In his more lucid moments, 

between bum rushes at the bar and his own intoxicated stupors he had 

devised endless wild and colorful stories explaining how the man had 

been so unlucky as to end up tangled in a ratty old shopping cart till 

kingdom come, but in actuality he had as much of a clue about the origin 

of the poor dead chump as he did about his own destiny. The bleached 

and mostly picked-over skeleton of the panhandler too unfortunate to 

escape the rising tides as they came to claim New York as another fallen 

bastion of humanity, was also another indicator to Reggie of how low he 

had fallen, and how pointless his existence had become. 

“God damn pieces of shit!” Reggie smacked the sides of the antique 

speakers, and a few cords of “Life’s Been Good’s” extra-long solo 

momentarily blared out of them before they fizzled out again with even 

more finality than before.

“Mother-fucker!” The Baboon’s patience began to waver. He wound 

up and slapped one of the speakers again, harder than he meant to, 

and this time his hand went through the thing’s worn plastic shell. 

Pain erupted from the old man’s hand, but when he went to rip it back 

from the cracked electronic housing the pain tripled, and he saw that 

his thumb had gotten shish-kabobbed on a long sharp barb of broken 

plastic.

 “Stupid fucking bitch, Jesus fucking Christ! Little fucker!” The pain 

zoomed up his arm as a trickling stream of blood that pattered to the 

floor. He was suddenly brought back to a smoke-filled battlefield as the 

stench of blood came to his nostrils, and with it a calm resulting from 
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years of hard training kicked in and he was able to wrench his thumb off 

the spear and out from the broken speaker. He resisted the urge to rip 

the speakers from the wall and crush them into silicone dust and rushed 

over to the bar.

Instead of reaching for the emergency first aid kit, which he had 

never checked or even seen in his forty years as owner of the One Night 

Stand, he reached for a bottle of vodka off the highest of the dilapidated 

shelves behind the rotten bar. He pulled the bottles gnarled cork out 

with his canines and spat it across the room. He sloshed out half of the 

bottle’s contents over his thumb.

“Fuck, oh shit that hurts! Fucking joke! God damn it!” With some of 

the gore washed away, he was able to see that the cut was deep, and that 

he was losing more blood than he ought to.

“Are you fucking kidding me, 25-years of active duty and I don’t get 

a fucking scratch, then a fucking set of Bose gives me a mortal wound! 

What a motherfucking joke!” He administered a pain reliever to himself 

in the form of a long sip on the Neo-Russian import. He tasted the 

firewater and remarked its ever-relenting sting. Even after ten thousand 

sips it was still as bitter as the first, and it also tasted the same, no 

matter the spirit, like death. He looked down at his hand, shook his head, 

growled and at that moment, his outdated cellphone lens’ main menu 

flicked to life.

“I swear to god I would torch this whole fucking place down for the 

insurance money, but I bet the motherfucker wouldn’t even burn, god 

damn joke,” he said to himself as he scrolled through the phone’s preset 

contacts with a few blinks and eye twitches ‘til he got to the emergency 

service numbers. He clicked the one that said immediate medical aid, 

the number with a little skull and crossbones as its contact photo. After 

twenty minutes of making himself a band aid out of his shirt while he 

was waiting on hold for the robotic operator to connect him to a human 

being, a rude woman answered the phone, yelled his expected wait time 
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of three hours at him, then hung up before Reggie could even make his 

drunk lips form words other than, “what a fucking joke.”

“This is what I fought for all those years I see… nothing, it was all a 

lie, isn’t that right pal?” Reggie Witticker asked the dead man wading on 

the opposite side of the porthole a few hours and a couple dozen shots 

later. He was not actually looking at the dead man this time since his 

head, feeling like it was the anchor of a destroyer, was pressed into the 

splintering wood of the broken-down bar top, but he was still addressing 

him all the same, talking to him as if he was one of the friends the 

Baboon had lost on the battlefield.

“They said we would be kings when we got back, that they would 

treat us like royalty. But that was a lie, a fucking joke, it’s always been 

a joke. I bet they said the same fucking thing to the men in General 

Custard’s company. He tried to get to his feet without falling, which he 

only half succeeded in doing. He tumbled into one of the wooden tables, 

flipping it on its side and soaking it in bloody red palm prints from his 

still bleeding wound, yet he kept the bottle of mostly gone vodka he was 

clutching from dropping to the filthy floor. Soon he was up on his shaky 

feet feeling lightheaded from the loss of blood and the consumption of 

so much alcohol.

“They called me the Baboon, and for the first time they hadn’t been 

laughing at me, for the first time it had not been a joke. People had been 

proud of me, proud to be near me, but they took that away from me, 

replaced me with a machine and sent me back to this hell, for what?” he 

raged. He took another long glug of the vodka before he started walk-

falling from the bar to the huge glass window.

“I was the best damn one of them… the best damn soldier this 

country’s ever seen… I was like the angel of death, and like the song, 

life was good to me. But I just couldn’t see it then, that my life was just 

one big fuckin’ joke and I was just a livin’ punchline,” Reggie pressed 
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his bloody hand to the porthole for support and thudded his numb skull 

against the rounded glass.

“You know what… I think you were the lucky one at the end of the 

day, guy. Least you didn’t live to see the fuckin’ joke this world has…” 

Reggie was saying to the dead man, when he saw that the corpse he 

was speaking to was not there. It was gone. He furrowed his brow in 

confusion, closed his eyes and rubbed them with his good hand. When he 

opened them his heart sank, for he did see the man this time, but he was 

not tangled in the rust-eaten grocery cart like he had been for as long as 

Reggie could remember. No, he was standing just a few feet away from 

the porthole. And he was waving.

Reggie pinwheeled back, flinging the vodka bottle as the back of his 

head hit the floor, but never losing sight of the waving man. When he 

fell, he flipped another table, sending empty beer bottles and ashtrays 

flying. They crashed with the vodka bottle to the floor and exploded, 

rattling his nerves even further. He reached for some handle for which 

to pry himself from the ground, but he found none, and his bloody 

appendage flailed about uselessly. He pushed down on the ground, 

looking away from the window for the briefest of seconds. But the thing 

behind it must have vanished in that split instant, because when he 

looked again all he saw was the eerie green of the sea.

He moved faster then, as with a new element of danger came his 

old training, even if he was three sheets to the wind. There was no more 

cursing, no more loudmouth, hard-assed buffoonery, there was only 

Reggie Witticker, the Baboon. He got across the crowded bar to the 

countertop faster than he remembered himself moving in decades, and 

he retrieved from underneath the register his Colt Xenon, 66 caliber, 

plasma action, double chambered revolver, which he had illegally loaded 

with nuclear waste slugs. He flicked the safety off with his non-shooting 

hand and awkwardly brought the hefty gun up to the window, but the 

dead man still wasn't there. He stood for what felt like an eternity 
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staring, aiming, dripping blood and glaring at the glass, waiting for the 

somehow animate cadaver to burst through the window.

But nothing came. There was no motion in the bar besides the heavy 

labored breathing of his lungs and the intense thrumming of his own old 

and chemically abused heart. He waited till the joints in his arm ached 

with the effort of holding the immense weapon. He waited a few minutes 

longer and only felt that much stupider when he finally gave up.

“Fuckin’ crazy old man, stupid bastard! What are you afraid of 

ghosts now?” The haggard bartender scalded himself as he finally 

dropped his weapon and looked away from the porthole.

 "You dumb mother-fucker, how many men have you killed and 

you’re afraid of ghosts now?" He asked, berating himself like a school 

yard bully. Then he sat back at the stool, placed his gun on the counter, 

and picked up his chipped coffee mug. He wondered if he was going 

crazy with age, loss of blood, or if his booze-sapped brain had just finally 

given out. Then he kicked back another strong smelling, sharp tasting 

swig of death before he took a final cursory glance at the porthole.

The decayed face was pressed up against the opposite end of 

the glass. What was left of his putrid grey flesh was flapping off his 

alabaster skull in the unseen marine currents. Its mouth hung open in 

an endless and unheard screech. But the look from the dark holes in his 

face where his eyes had been were colder than the icy waters they sat in. 

They yawned with a blackness new and alien to that of any horror the 

veteran had ever conceived.

He grabbed for the gun with his good hand, not daring to look away 

from the abomination behind the glass. He fumbled with it in his left 

hand till he got it leveled at the waving nightmare. He fired three well-

aimed  shots, one targeted at the demon’s head and two at its chest. The 

first two rounds hammered against the glass, cracking it before they 

sent out little sprays of fluorescent green nuclear waste, but the third 

one rammed all the way through, and whammed into the man’s sunken 

chest. 
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Foul, low-tide-reeking water poured in from the fist-sized hole the 

slug had punched into the window, but the bullet did not even seem to 

faze the man. For he stopped waving and started prying at the broken 

edges of the newly formed hole. It was a horrifying sight to behold. The 

Baboon flipped another switch on the side of the gun and shot two more 

times, this time having activated the weapon’s twin barrel mode. The gun 

bucked twice as hard and sent four rounds hurtling at the monstrosity 

clawing its way in from the depths.

 The bullets hit the demon, covering it in a radioactive bath as it 

forced its way fully into the One Night Stand, which illuminated the 

thing more exposing its true face to Reggie. He saw that the thing was 

not a man at all, it was the shambling remains of a woman, and not just 

any woman, but the one in the dirty plastic picture frame that hung 

beside the speakers. He was shocked to see she was nothing like the 

bright memory that had been one of the only things in the world that 

had stopped Reggie from putting the barrel of his Colt in his own mouth 

years ago. She was the picture of decay, the merciless visage of death. 

Reggie had thought he had seen horrors in war, but he had never seen 

anything like her. 

She moved with the awful quickness of something not meant to 

exist in this world. She was in and across the bar in seconds, moving 

on the Baboon with the speed and deadly intentions of an infantry man 

with a bayonet. Reggie lunged backwards, knocking the coffee mug of 

whiskey on its side as he dropped the colt that only held one more bullet. 

He was horrified for the first time since he was a child. 

But he was not just seized with mortal terror by the abomination, 

but by what it represented. For the dead specter of the woman who he 

had always remembered with a fond tenderness was so terrible because 

whatever it was, along with bringing the realization that there was more 

to the world than he could ever comprehend, it brought with it another 

twisted punchline in the running joke that was his life. It was like even 
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god himself wouldn’t give the Baboon a break. Nothing would be sacred 

for him, and in the last moments of his life he would be forced to face 

how much of a joke his life really was. 

Instead of going to the end in a state of wide-eyed panic however, 

Reggie decided to do the opposite. As he felt the cold, wet and fishy 

monster grab hold of him with its slimy, hooked and razor-sharp talons, 

he closed his eyes, took a deep breath, and remembered the face of the 

woman, untainted, beautiful, like a ray of shimmering moon light. He 

smiled then, waiting for the final blow, but it never came. After a few 

minutes of standing there with a stupid grin on his face, waiting to be 

murdered, he felt the cold sting of seawater soak through the bottoms 

of his worn hole-ridden boots, and he opened his eyes. The dead version 

of the woman was gone again. There was only him standing alone in his 

ruined bar as toxic seawater poured in from old New York. 

“Stupid fuckin’ asshole!” he bellowed as he realized what had 

happened. His mind must have been playing tricks on him, there was no 

woman, no dead body coming to kill him, no danger at all aside from his 

bleeding thumb. The loss of blood and the liquor were finally getting to 

him and he was cracking. He picked the Xenon revolver off the ground 

before he turned to survey the damage. All the tables in the place were 

toppled, broken, and floating, along with all the chairs and glassware. 

There was also close to three feet of dirty green water flooding the One 

Night Stand, with more spilling in from the hole that he had blown in 

the window every second. Reggie roared and trudged over to a big metal 

lever next to the porthole. He pulled it so hard the thing almost came out 

of the wall, and a metal safety hatch cover came down and cut off the 

torrent of water.

“Stupid fuckin’ old man, I knew you should have just killed yourself 

years ago. You Should have done it the day you got discharged, before 

you turned into a scared little bitch afraid of ghosts, what a…” He 

stopped. He had turned to walk back to his bar to drink, and suddenly 
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he was face to face with the corpse of the dead woman again. This time 

he screamed, and all his years of military training fell away as a wild 

animal-like panic and a need to get away filled him.

He leaped over one of the broken and bloodied tables scrambling 

to get away from the monster, which had gone back to standing and 

waving at the disheveled barkeep. Reggie was not waiting for it to come 

at him this time, instead he was across the bar and to the exit as fast as 

his drunk and weakened legs could carry him. He had to look away from 

the abomination in the center of the bar for a second, so when he looked 

back, she was gone. He looked around crazily searching for the specter 

for a couple seconds before he went to open the door. After he unlocked 

the door’s many deadbolts, a loud hammering came from the opposite 

end of the doorway. 

Reggie shuddered audibly as the hammering persisted, and then 

got louder, more urgent. He knew it was her, taunting him, letting him 

know that he would never escape whatever cruel joke life had made him 

the butt of. So, he was tired of it.  He was tired of Hell’s Kitchen, tired of 

Reggie Witticker, tired of the Baboon. He was tired of it all. Slowly he 

walked over to the photo of the woman, tore the picture from the wall 

and looked solemnly at her face, then he smiled one last time before he 

thrust the barrel of the Colt to his temple and squeezed the trigger.  

 Everything that he’d ever known, loved, or felt was blown out 

of Reggie’s skull the same instant a paramedic drone and a team of 

trauma surgeons broke down the front door to the One Night Stand. The 

immediate medical attention had arrived an hour late. Had they gotten 

there just a few moments earlier they might have been able to save the 

delusional, alcohol-poisoned man. But they had arrived just as it was 

too late for them to help, which Reggie would have laughed at. Because 

despite the circumstances of his life and the manner in which he died, 

Reggie was always one for a good fucking joke, even if he was the 

punchline.  
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Nadine Younan

Exodus:

from read be to poem
 right
left to
(after Marwa Helal)

cord a with world the into conceived
neck my around wrapped
language first the was leaving
with mastered i
veins my on pressed palms growing vines

suffocate to how learned i
blue womb her of out came i said mama
death with smushed face
me in life of sign any barely
myself untying still am i later years 21

languages two have i now but 
body this occupying equally
creating me from tongue native any stripping
bad gone flowers with vase empty an

mother my am i
come to yet still is that death a grieving
memory past a of ashes the holding
grow to yet still is that body of a bones the

know not did i womb a 
borders its between in life hold could 
tongue my ties that language a speak i
foreign too feels that another with think and
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memory a into walking am i
happens is as it unmaking
anymore here not am i
absence own my in gone am i
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Nadine Younan

A Poem that Should Have Been 
in Arabic

I am jumping in a sea where vast bodies of water
pour their insides into each other. Here 
exists no borders, nobody strip searches us. TSA officers don’t
uncurl my hair to look for weapons
or maybe bombs and
they don’t search for products lying at the narrow
opening of my thighs. My boyfriend
does not get detained at the airport. I’m not scared
every minute that he will be deported, 
booted out. My father
does not have the cops called on him 
because he looks suspicious. 

We are swimming in the sea,
nothing is stopping us. 
When our family died they were buried in our presence here
in the same water that contains us
they were not in another continent and 
our immigration papers were not lost and 
had to be reapplied for and
we were able to attend their funerals and
watch as their bodies sank in deeper. 

Nobody is scared here. 
Glistering words curl out of our curved lips and we speak
in tongues we are comfortable with. 
I write this poem and sing it in Arabic that stretches
out to pull people into the currents with me where
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we become one together. The water fills me. 
I have fins now and 
I can breathe. 
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Zachary Zolud

Essence of Towniehood Part XI

The high school sweethearts
soured with the rest of the clique, 
all swaying back and forth
through the cigarette smoke,
Still singing the chorus
of Soco Amaretto Lime,
Not knowing the world
continued without them
the whole time.
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Nikki Chancey is an English literature major with an Asian studies minor. 

Although she primarily writes fiction, she wants to delve more into other areas 

of writing, such as poetry. By expanding her horizons, she looks to improve her 

writing both technically and emotionally.

Kaliisha Cole is an English major with a creative writing concentration. She is 

currently a freshman at UMass Lowell. She is a writer for The Connector  and has 

two published poems. She writes for self-love and for the LGBTQ+ community. She 

hopes to publish a novel in the coming years.

Evelis Cruz is a first-generation student attending UMass Lowell. She is majoring 

in journalism and professional writing with a minor in art history. She is thankful 

to her professors, close friends, and family for their constant encouragement, love, 

and support as she pursues her passion of writing.

Brittany Dauphinais is a student at UMass Lowell and is currently completing a 

bachelor’s degree through the university’s English program with a concentration in 

creative writing along with a minor in business. She thanks her friends and family 

for their constant encouragement and support in her writing.C.G. Graham is a 

junior in UML's online English program. 

Alexander Eden completed his undergraduate studies in biology in 2018 with a 

minor in STEM teaching. He is a current graduate student in biology department 

as well as a full-time teacher at Greater Lowell Technical High School. While he 

enjoys exploring the nature of science, he also enjoys exploring the world through 

other lenses such as through traveling, reading, or writing. He is grateful for all the 

opportunities he has been offered and the plethora of support he has received from 

his friends, family, and the UMass Lowell community as it inspires him daily to 

strive for new goals. 

Amelia Fantasia  is a junior majoring in creative writing and minoring in history. 

She likes being alone and writing poetry. One day she hopes to publish a collection 

of her work.

Emma Geller is a senior at UMass Lowell, majoring in English with a minor in 

art history. An aspiring poet and artist, “broken boughs” is her first poem to be 

published. Emma's work reflects themes of nature, spirituality, and the human 

experience. She plans to continue exploring these elements of life in her many 

forms of creative expression. 
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Chase Kafeero is a student at UMass Lowell and is currently completing a 

bachelor’s degree through the university’s political science program. His work 

reflects what he believes is just one part of the journey of life. He thanks his friends 

and family for their constant encouragement and support in doing what he loves.

Reid Kapala is a UML alumnus with a bachelor’s in English and triple minor in 

history, German and digital media. He now works retail full time.

Erin Kerr is a freshman at UMass Lowell majoring in graphic design. Her work is 

reflective of her childhood and inspired by feelings of nostalgia. This is her first 

published poem and she could not be more excited! She thanks her friends and 

family for their support.

Christina Laderoute is a senior majoring in liberal arts with focuses in literature 

and psychology. She is the president of the student-run record label, Seven Six 

Records. Laderoute hopes to one day be a professional music photographer and 

travel the world. 

Ciara Lanman is a junior pursuing a BA in English with a concentration 

in journalism. She has previously been published in two other literary 

journals: Richland Northeast High School's Psyche and Armstrong State 

University's Calliope. Writing offers her an outlet to explore her complex emotions 

and reflect upon her past.

Jenn Luceyis a senior BLA major who concentrates in writing and history. Her 

passion for writing has grown more during her time at UMass Lowell than at 

any other time in her life. She hopes to complete a coming-of-age novel, along 

with continuing to write pieces on issues such as mental health and farm animal 

treatment.

Jay Monteiro is a sophomore majoring in English with a concentration in creative 

writing at UMass Lowell. Jay enjoys all art forms including music, writing, and 

painting. Often times they use these art forms as a creative outlet and a platform 

to discuss topics that hold great importance to them. Jay would like to thank 

their family, friends, and peers for pushing them to explore their passions and 

hopes to make them proud by continuing to pursue the things that enhance their 

understanding of the world.

Gareth Murphy-Bulpett is a freshman currently majoring in computer science. 
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His work is meant to reflect the unique beauty of the Scottish Highlands, beyond 

the typical tourist destinations. He is extremely grateful for his family, friends, 

and former teachers who taught him how to photograph, and supported him as he 

improved.

Michael Parke is a sophomore at UMass Lowell majoring in English with a 

journalism and professional writing concentration. He is currently a staff writer 

for The Connector. He hopes to get his photographs recognized alongside his 

journalistic works and thanks his friends and family for their support.

Jordyn Rego is a junior seeking a bachelor’s degree in creative writing and is 

planning to select a minor in art history. She hopes to one day complete and 

publish a novel.

Ashley Rivera is a freshman majoring in creative writing. She is the current 

assistant news editor for The Connector  and mentor for the money management 

mentors. She hopes to write her own book one day. 

David Rosario is a writer and creative. He is working on a non-fiction piece based 

on the prison system and a dear friend, which he is hoping to share with people 

soon! Before attending UMass Lowell, he was a fiction editor at Dead River Review. 

He plans to graduate next year and would like to give special thanks to Maureen 

Stanton, Melissa Pennell, and Katharine Webster. 

Chloe Sherwood is currently a sophomore at UMass Lowell. They are an English 

major, with a focus in creative writing. Chloe’s work often deals with the depth of 

human emotion, queer love, and politics. They are currently an Assistant Stage 

Manager for the UMass Lowell production of Caryl Churchill’s “Cloud Nine”. They 

would like to thank all of their loved ones for their unconditional support and 

enthusiasm regarding their work. 

Julianne Sylva is a current senior majoring in psychology with hopes to complete a 

master’s degree here at UML. She hopes to one day work as an ASL interpreter, but 

in the interim she plans to pursue additional degrees while parenting a dynamic 

and intelligent young man who inspires her every day to work hard and better 

herself. Her son Louis was the inspiration for the piece she submitted and she feels 

truly blessed to write about the impact he has had on her life.
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John J. Vasquez is a junior majoring in creative writing. He is a part time student 

and full-time actor and writer. This is his second time being published in The 
Offering. His story “Bottoms Up” is not only a commentary on the pointlessness of 

war, but a reflection on a time in his life where alcohol was his only friend. Now he 

thanks his family and friends for sticking by his side and helping him achieve such 

wonderful things. He is currently editing his first novel, Nowhere Man, a science 

fiction-thriller that he hopes to have published by the time he graduates.

A. David Wunsch is Professor Emeritus in the Electrical and Computer 

Engineering Dept at UMass Lowell.  He studied photography with Minor White 

in the summer of 1966 and has remained in close touch with several of his 

classmates. 

Nadine Younan is an Egyptian American student, currently finishing her last 

year of her bachelor's in psychology and English, with a concentration in creative 

writing. Her work reflects her experiences in life through themes about: love, 

death, loss, beauty, pain, family, immigration and political ideologies. She loves to 

challenge both the Egyptian and American current political climates, and reflects 

that through her writing. Currently, she’s co-coaching Lowell’s poetry slam team 

for the upcoming Mass LEAP’s Annual Youth Poetry Festival: Wicked Loud, in 

which she participated in as a slam poet herself for the year 2016-2017. She was 

also a feature poet for the Untitled Open Mic in February 2020 at Lowell's Brew'd 

Awakening Coffeehaus. 

Zachary Zolud is an alumnus of UMass Lowell, where he earned a Bachelor of 

Arts in professional writing and psychology and a master’s degree in Innovation 

and Technological Entrepreneurship. He is currently a Lead Technical Writer for 

the Life Sciences Division of GE. Zachary enjoys writing music on any of his 8 

instruments (mostly his 12-string guitar), homemade pierogi with his Babci, and 

proper usage of the Oxford comma. He would like to thank his family, friends, and 

fans for all of their love and support throughout his academic and professional 

careers.

116 The Offering





In This Issue

Kaliisha Cole • Nicole Chancey • Evelis Cruz • 
Brittany Dauphinais • Alexander Eden •Amelia 
Fantasia • Emma Geller • Chase Kafeero • Reid 
Kapala • Erin Kerr • Christina Laderoute • Ciara 
Lanman • Jennifer Lucey • Jay Monteiro • Gareth 
Murphy-Bulpett • Michael Park • Jordyn Rego • 
Ashley Rivera • Aaron Robinson • David Rosario 
• Chloe Sherwood • Julianne Sylva • John J. 
Vasquez • A. David Wunsch • Nadine Younan • 
Zachary Zolud •

Cover photo: 
A. David Wunsch/Holyoke, MA




