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Glasses

 “Cady, will you please tell him his hair looks sexy pushed back?” Cameron imitated, putting on her best 
Regina George.   
 There we were, watching Mean Girls… again, Cameron’s favorite. She always insisted on watching it when 
we had nothing better to do. We had just returned from Rich Albring’s house party and Cam was anything but tired, 
so we popped the movie in and took our usual spots: Cameron stomach down, leaning up on her elbows on my 
bed and me, curled up in a ball on my bean bag chair. Cam always gets my bed, hell Cam always gets anything she 
wants.
 That night I wasn’t paying attention to the screen, no I was watching her watch the movie; the way she 
silently mouthed the lines and loudly cackled when her favorite parts came on. I studied the way the streetlights 
beaming through my window’s blinds reflected on her hazel eyes and how her chest rose and fell as she inhaled 
steadily. I was enamored by her.
 I wasn’t just enamored with her in that moment, nope, I am in love with her and she knows it. I never came 
out and said it to her, but she knows and she totally takes advantage of it; she kisses me, flirts with me, play games 
with my head. Worst of all, I let it happen, hoping that she will one day feel the same way too. Of course, that is 
wishful thinking because Cameron reminds me almost daily that she is straight and who am I to tell her she’s not? 
Although I do tend to mention that maybe she is bisexual or at least bicurious, but everytime I bring up the topic 
she panics and mentions some boy who she plans on dating. I hate to label her because it frustrates me to no end 
when people do that to me, but I believe she is in denial. Regardless, for now Cameron and I are nothing but friends, 
friends who hook up a lot, but still just friends.
 Through my daze, I could barely hear her speak. She cleared her throat and repeated whatever she was say-
ing. I shook my head and regained consciousness to what was going on around me. “Sorry what did you say? I was 
too busy watching the movie.” I asked trying to save myself from an embarrassing encounter.
 “Oh really?” Cameron smirked without turning to acknowledge me, “What I said was, ‘didn’t your mother 
ever tell you it was rude to stare.’” Well shit, I was caught and turning redder by the moment. She giggled lightly 
then got up, lowered the television and proceeded to turn on my IPod. Low music filled the air as she walked back 
to the bed and gestured for me to join her.
 I sat on the edge of my bed, pretzel style, my knees hitting her inner arms as she regained her former posi-
tion. She lied there staring at me for what felt like hours looking like she had something to ask but not wanting to 
be the one to break the silence. So, because I always give her what she wants, I spoke first, “Cameron, are we in the 
middle of a staring contest?”
 She rolled her eyes, “Ha ha Natalie, very funny.” 
 “I’m not joking! We’ve been sitting her for minutes just staring at each other.  What do you want?” I whis-
pered the question softly, so she knew I wasn’t angry, just simply wondering what was on her mind.
 “Well, I was just… Ugh, you know never mind. It was a dumb question; I don’t want to ask it.” she sighed.
 “Oh come on, Cammy Bear, Camcorder, Camma Chameleon,” I teased, using all the silly nicknames I call 
her, “you know you can ask me anything. I won’t be mad.”
 Still looking hesitant, she asked anyway, “Fine. Nat, I was just wondering, um… how did you know?”
 Now I was the confused one, “How did I know what?”
 She gulped, “You know. How did you know that you’re gay?”
 Oh, okay, I was not expecting that one. “Where is this coming from?” I questioned, genuinely curious as to 
why she was thinking about this.
 Cameron ran her hand through her hair then looked me in the eyes, “I don’t know. It’s just tonight at the 
party, when you told off that guy who was trying to ‘straighten you out’ you were so confident. And then you were 
dancing will all those girls, those straight girls, and having the time of your life. You’re so sure of yourself and 
you’re so open about who you are. I admire that a lot, so I guess I was just wondering how you figured it out.” 
 I let this marinate for a little bit, Cameron admired me. Ah, be still my beating heart. After a moment of 
her waiting for me to continue I spoke a little unsure of what to say, “So, you admire me huh?” I really didn’t know 
what to say so I did what I know best: flirt.
 “Oh lord, I will never live this down will I, Little Miss Ego?” She laughed, slightly blushing. “But really, 
tell me how did you know?” 



 Cameron seemed a little desperate, so I stopped kidding and tried to gather my thoughts. “Okay well, I 
don’t know, I just knew. Ever since I was younger I liked girls how most girls liked boys and I didn’t even think it 
was weird because my brother liked girls so I just thought that everyone liked girls like that. Well, until like seventh 
grade when some of my friends started to get their first boyfriends, and I sort of realized, ‘Oh, okay not every girl 
likes girls the way I do’. At first I was a little nervous. I thought something was wrong with me so I immediately 
started to try and like boys. I’d go on dates with boys in my classes and they’d kiss me and our braces would scrape 
into each other and it was cute and wonderful, but …I just knew. I knew that I rather do all that with a girl.”
 I stopped to catch my breath, collect my thoughts and look at Cameron. She sat there, gazing up at me, still 
looking confused. “Yeah, but like how did you if you never had any experience with a girl?” she asked.
 “True. So the first girl I ever kissed was this girl named Margaret. I was fourteen and at a house party one 
of my cousin’s friends was having across town. I wasn’t drinking, but I could tell she was a little buzzed, just by the 
way she was moving. Everyone was dancing and pressed up against each other and she just grabbed onto my face 
and started to kiss me.” I smiled at the memory and continued, “Although I know it probably meant nothing to her, 
she confirmed to me that I am gay and…”
 Before I could finish my thought Cameron interjected, “I still don’t get it. How did you realize?”
 Her desperation made me think she wanted to know for reasons she wasn’t telling me. I sighed, “Okay, 
I’ll put this into a more metaphorical way. When I kissed boys it was as if my vision was blurry, but when I finally 
kissed a girl it was like I just put on a pair of glasses and my vision cleared up. I could see every detail perfectly and 
my senses came alive. And although I knew that by wearing the ‘glasses’”, I air quoted the word, “my life would be 
plagued with name calling like ‘four eyes’ and ‘nerd’, or you know in my case ‘dyke’ and ‘faggot’.” She and I both 
cringed at those words. “I, I just didn’t care because I knew that with the ‘glasses’ I could be the best me possible in 
the most comfortable way. Everything else just didn’t matter.”
 Cameron stayed quiet for a moment and I thought I could see some tears forming in her eyes, but if they 
were there they were quickly gone. She then said, “Wow, Natalie, I don’t know what to say that was beautiful.” Her 
voice was so sincere, I had to look away.
 “Oh stop it,” I grinned, “I’m corny.”
 “No! That was amazing, really.” Again I grinned like a fool. “Natalie, I see all those AP English classes 
taught you well.” she joked and poked my sides until I was snatching her hands away from me. When the mood was 
lightened, she swallowed and returned to her serious tone, “You got it all figured out.”
 I shook my head and rolled my eyes, ‘Oh yeah’, I thought, ‘I got it all figured out. I’m in love with my best 
friend who claims she is straight despite our frequent trysts and now I am laying out my heart to her. Yeah, I have 
got all the answers.’ Nevertheless, I let her praise wash over me. Her compliments always left me with butterflies 
floating around inside of me.
 We remained there for a little bit: she, still lying chest down and I, sitting cross-legged.  We listened to the 
low hum of the television and the soft music encapsulating my dimly lit room. She drew patterns on my kneecap 
with her finger and I twirled her hair around mine. 
After some time the comfortable silence was broken by something much more satisfying, more dangerous. She 
leaned up, moving her arms around my neck and I responded, bending down to meet her, hugging her body towards 
mine. Our lips met and I knew I should put a halt to our advances. But how could I? She was so gentle and caring 
and despite knowing it would probably hurt me in the long run, I needed her. Plus, the effort would have been futile; 
she always gets what she wants and of anyone I would be the one to give it to her.  So, we kissed for some time, 
lazily sprawled out on my bed.
 And in between a kiss I mumbled, “Yup, I got it all figured out.” 

- Jennifer Galati
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The Illicit Earth

-Prologue-
Smoke erupted from a lone alley. It smothered the pale sky in short bursts, knocking at the windows of rusty high-rises as it 
shot up. Mosses grew onto its walls, sucking, leeching onto the cracks and crevices in odd patterns. The city was alive with 
crawlers of the night: roaches, centipedes, and spiders of all ranges and sizes. In some ways it was dead, drains filled with 
remains of parts that resembled something that were once human, and the dark sky. The night sky stretched for miles and miles; 
it had been ages since we had seen the sun.

 Ripped out garbage cans and wilted flowers. I longed for those nights. Nights where the cold was reluctant to lash at 
my sickly skin and the flowers were alive enough to wither, of their own accord. I used to sleep on the sidewalks of the past 
world. Any existence was better than living here now. The men had been separated and sent off to a camp away from us all. 
Women were waiting in two long queues stretching outward from the glassy building. They were being led in individually by 
strange winged creatures. It was almost my turn.  
 
There was a large metallic NOTICE on the wall facing us:  
 
TO ALL HUMAN XX DOMINANT-GENDERTYPES:
YOU WILL BE CUFFED FROM THIS WHITE LINE
YOU WILL BE CHECKED FOR WEAPONS OF ALL FORMS AGAIN AND SCANNED FOR ANY INTRAVENOUS SUB-
STANCES 
SPEAK ONLY IF SPOKEN TO OR COMMANDED TO
 
I took a few steps in and the metallic doors slid shut behind me. I was in a transitory chamber. A faint dripping sound resonated 
in my ears as my eyes followed a trail of a dark glittery liquid in the dim orange light. It pooled near the entrance of another set 
of silver doors. 

A hoarse whisper commanded us to move forward. We neared the dark liquid and the second set of sliding doors opened. There 
were thousands of giant spiders forming unique webs around the high ceilings of the antechamber. These were complex figures 
of human allocations, anatomical diagrams, world maps and maps of all sorts concocted from spun silvery thread. They filled 
up the entire room. But the dripping wasn’t from the spiders themselves; it was oozing from four gigantic beakers that were 
in the corners of this laboratory-like room. There was a faded set of letters on one of the beakers and “sapien” was all I could 
discern. Thousands of thin tubes sprouting from each beaker extended across the ceiling and through the tops of a metallic cube. 

I could not help but feel that something more was amiss. Strange whispers in another tongue. These spider-like creatures were 
certainly scientists but they were not communicating with us. Our instructions were emanating from the speakers on the cuffs 
and on the blinking notices as we followed the paved pathway to the strange cube. A shiver crawled up my arm and I finally 
looked up at the creature staring back at me as the room was fogging up of its own accord. Then all fell silent as I collapsed into 
blackness. 

-(Whispers of the other tongue)-
The outline of a twisted figure shifted in the shadows.
 “Where have you kept it?”
The illuminated other remained silent.
 “The Sclareion”
His fingers were drumming on the antique table now.
“I-I don’t know what you’re talking about,” as the slime on his tongue moved back and forth, and he rocked on his pseudo-feet.
“I won’t ask again. I gave you a task, you failed it. Now, how many times have I told them not to send me the weaklings. Inca-
pable –”
“I don’t know, I-I’ll do anything. Please.”
In one stroke he pulled out a silvery weapon, and locked his arm in place. The stranger was shivering, his translucent wings in 
mid-flight.
“– I do not require your assistance anymore. Plus, I’m sure your families won’t have anything to complain about,” he smirked, 
“how disappointing.”  
The room was in complete darkness now. Slime was melting into a puddle at the centre of the room. Dusty smoke arose from 
it, with a faint rotten stink. Masa Enken›s membranous wings stretched out gracefully at his thorax - they spanned his entire 
length. Stepping out of the window, his leathery back rippled in response as the cold air hit his feelers. And he plunged his body 
into the folds of the night.  



-In Vitro-
I was aglow.  My parents were there too, standing a in a strangely linear fashion with my best friends and their families. There 
were tears in their eyes. Mom was weeping, making faint sobbing noises at the very left. Then they moved forward and en-
circled me in a loving embrace. I could feel the hint of a giggle on my shoulder and all their scents intertwined in our confined 
space. Gone. 
I was hugging empty space. Then there were those flashes of a giant ball of fire engulfing the earth. Its orange flames erupting 
on the surface as it cracked into thousands of little blazing domes that settled onto homes, office buildings, playgrounds, and 
parkways. I watched them burn through my oval window. I could see Mom crying and running in the opposite direction. Come 
back! This way! She was lit and swallowed by the flames. Mom! Mom. Mom. I chanted as my eyes blurred.
Mom.
The haze lifted. My eyes slid into focus as I controlled the urge to sit up and scream my lungs out. But I didn’t. I was in a hospi-
tal of some sort with bland white sheets and a certain sterile smell that consumed the air. 
Lost.   

I couldn’t scream even if I wished to. The muscles controlling my voice box had been administered a relaxant. Pseudo-arms 
were projecting from the bipedal insects to check my vital signs. He or she or whatever it was, removed a strange tube from my 
uterus. 

“The fertilization and transfer processes have been completed,” a cool voice spoke from my white collar. Suddenly my muscles 
came to life as I felt the blood rushing to my extremities. Before I could plan my escape I blacked out. I woke in another room. 
This time, I lifted up my arms into the air – checking, testing until I reached my chest – my breasts were heavier now. Strange. 
My eyes seemed to prop open. My dark curly hair was drenched in my own sweat, and something strange had happened to my 
body. Its once shapely outline had a large bump. “I’m pregnant,” I choked out aloud. 

I looked for anything, anything that I could just strike my growing womb with. It was alarming how fast it had grown, or had I 
been knocked out for longer than I remembered? Wasn’t it just yesterday when I was injected? Then I saw it from the corner of 
my eye, the silvery cadaver was gleaming. I inched toward it when, suddenly the arm-like projections were back again, slam-
ming my back onto the human tray. I wouldn’t give up that easy. My legs were rigid, forming sloppy kicks to their chests, my 
arms billowing through the air grabbing at everything. 
The cadaver was still at its position on the table. I waddled through the arms, stretching, pushing at them, my hand was so close. 

One more inch and I was there. Half an inch now. Breathe. In. Out.

 One strong kick and it was in my hands. I wonder what my face looked like at that moment – my eyes gone black with mad-
ness and a faint smile on my lips. I stabbed at everything I could reach, black liquid pouring profusely from all directions. It 
licked at my face. Wet with disgust, but I was unable to stop the liquid fury. I kissed my weapon of choice and stood free for a 
moment, before I collapsed into a heap on the ground. At least my attackers were left in a puddle of their own blood. I looked at 
my state – my very rotund state and contemplated ways of ending the growing being inside. How could I so easily kill off oth-
ers and struggle to kill one of my own? I kept my fingers lightly treading the sides of the walls and walked to the sliding doors. 
There was no plan of escape. I was stuck yet again.  

The scattered lighting stung my eyes. I had somehow wedged my now sizable body into a channel in their large piping system. 
Braille-like bumps formed the outsides of these pipes. I traced them slowly, then pulled back. What if these bumps could sense 
life? Had I given myself away? I walked deeper into the tangle of giant pipes. I had to use my arms and my fingers to prevent 
myself from falling in the quickly diminishing light. I stepped under a pipe, then swung my legs one by one atop of another, 
until finally I found a ladder to go higher up. Hoping that this wouldn’t be the end of my adventure, I climbed. I had to use my 
entire body weight to turn the mechanical wheel door above me. 
Finally, the light streamed in.

-Scales-
The whip of the silent wind on his wings. Enken was floating through the skies. His destination was near – the giant dome hov-
ering over the entire city. He skillfully maneuvered his wings to tilt sharply. 

Now he was moving toward the rectangular opening at the base of the dome. He folded his large mass and was sucked upwards 
into a room. Home at last. But his sleeproom was filled with remnants of his work as well. His main component of the mission 
to earth was to uncover ‘The Sclarieion’ – a book of great knowledge. It was filled with the stories and wisdom of the Sclares 
– an ancient race of the Sclarmarion people that resided on Earth. But that was all they all knew. It was a legend brought down 
from each family head to their children for thousands of years. The Book held the answer to the end of their race – to the begin-



ning of a new world order. 

There was no real evidence of its existence but he knew there had to be, his feelers were tingling already. It is said that the book 
of knowledge was passed on from the highest female order to her first female child and sent along history until the passing of 
the giant reptiles when the entire earth was wiped out. The few of his kind that managed to survive were forced to leave to the 
nearest planet – Saturn. Here for millions of years they had resided, forced to use other forms of survival with horrible repercus-
sions – loss of fertility, inefficient respiration, lack of food and shelter. They had to re-build everything. The towers, the cities, 
all gone. With each uneasy breath, they re-created what they could of their homes. 
But, that was not the worst of it. Cannibalism was. The females worried for their children on the coldest nights when the 
Myuekami tribes would encircle random village-towns and eat the people raw. Horrific. One slice across the thorax and they 
would suck the liquid out like demonic vampires. Then the children were torn limb by limb and gobbled up. Madmen. 

They needed ‘the Sclareion’. 

He was back at the office again. For the ninth time that week, there was a memo dripping in spider silk that was stuck onto his 
mahogany desk. Another lead. Another useless lead. These ‘worker bees’ were useless. He needed better evidence. He needed 
a concrete location. Enken took the elevator to their large library. His eyes skimmed through strange numbers and letters on the 
shelves and chose to step through the third row. Then moving his fingers in sync with his eyes, and softly mumbling as he went 
across each section, he finally came to a stop. A whole section on the history of the scales. He picked off the more reasonable 
sounding titles, opening the contents and finally collected a satisfying amount of books before heading back to his office. 
 
Hours had passed as he poured through sections and sections of things like “The scale Ryoku Eiki - shadow of the moon was 
known for his strength. He hunted in the shadows of the moon; hence he was named after the 19th – the time when he first killed 
a giant reptile” and long passages upon passages of the wars between the tribes of the ancient peoples. He slammed the books 
shut. There was nothing. He was sitting on a red desk with a red chair without the answers while his race was slowly dying 
away. I can’t give up now. Not when we’re so close. He picked up the next book and set to work again. He was past the three 
hundred page margin before he found a mention of ‘The Sclareion’. It didn’t register at first, he had to re-read it multiple times 
before it became clear what the book was saying. 

“The Sclareion – known to be the book of knowledge was once passed down through matriarchal succession in the main tribe. 
If a boy was born first of the female, she would keep it until a female child was born. If none were birthed, then the boy’s first 
mate would be given charge until the birth of her female child. It was a precise cycle with importance given to the women of 
the home as they held the key to the fertility and the eternal existence of the race. It is said that the ancients predicted the end 
of their time on Earth and sent their children to the planet of Saturn. They buried the book in the centre of their kingdom and 
burned with the giant birds, sea and land creatures.”

And he knew it. He finally knew it. They had read about the kingdom of the ancients thousands of times as children and then 
an adults as he poured over ancient texts. It was easy now. Why had it taken so long to make the connection between the two? 
It was his turn to send a memo to his sticky friends. Masa needed backup and now. The forest was a mere flight away and his 
intuition had never failed him yet – he gathered his belongings and left for home. There was one more thing needed to be done.  

-Harbinger-
I lurched. The room was starting to spin. The urge to vomit was coming in greater and greater strides. My hands were on the 
table now. Clutching the edges. Then I ran to the window, and with great difficulty pulled it open. Once my face was out, I ex-
uded all the clustered bits of stomach down on the road. Still sick but satisfied, I slid to the ground. But, my stomach continued 
to lurch. 
The pain was growing. My breath coming in gasps. Sweat was trickling down my back. There was a kick, and I slid down fur-
ther. Sharp pains everywhere, I was soon lost with the overflow of sharp sensations. 

Gasping more. 

A trail of the same black liquid was dripping from my womb and pooling on the floor. Another kick and I thought it was the 
end. Then strangely enough all I could think of were prayers that I sung at church in my childhood. I whispered them in hope 
for the first time in years. And then the most agonizing pain of all, left me screaming and screaming and it felt as if my lungs 
were bursting. 
My eyes were spewing liquid and I clutched the smooth floor with my arms. Until, it popped out. The head of a strange crea-
ture, and then the rest of its insect-like body. I stopped breathing momentarily. Holding in my breath longer. It fell to the 
ground, and wiggled in a child-like manner. I breathed out and breathed in. 



It looked up at me finally. Its little wings slowly forming a lovely heart at its back. Its large beady black eyes felt like they were 
staring into my soul.  
I blacked out. Again. 

-Heir-
The little creature was staring up at her.
“Mommy will you come home with us?” 
 
Her voice was gone. Her tongue was sticking to the ceiling of her mouth.  
 
“Please” 
 
She looked at her new hands again. And twisted her neck to see the vibrating wings sewn onto her back.  
 
“No” 
 
These things were not real, that that thing she had held was unreal. There had to be a way to turn back. There had to be. Its eyes 
were slowly filling with liquid. 
 
“I – ” 
 
“Don’t speak another word. I don’t want to hear anything you or your people have to say. Get lost” 
 
Her face was twisting now. Her entire life’s purpose was to lead up to this point? To change into one of these disgusting gi-
ant insects and then what? That stupid child. They were all right, it was the fetus that had poisoned her. The child was the 
reason why she had nothing left to live for anymore. She looked at the innocent child again. No, it wasn’t his fault. But she 
still couldn’t possibly take care of him with the complete change in her outward appearance. If her outward appearance had 
changed, how would she know it hadn’t altered her conscious existence as well?  
 
Masa Enken stepped in at that moment. “Ah, I see you’ve brought our heir” 
 
“Yes, I have completed your task. Now, please turn me back to normal. You swore you would.” 
 
“I did no such thing. Your life was the only thing we both bargained for. Never your metamorphosis.” 
 
“H-how dare you! You twisted, evil git. I could have left it anywhere on the streets and your race would not have had an heir to 
lead you anymore. The least you could do is turn me right.” 
 
“Haha, you are quite funny Ms. Areansa. ‘The least’ I could do? Haha. The least I could do and have done is saved your life. 
And there is no cure anyway. Not yet.” 
 
“And what about those other women who will be tested like I was? Will they have to endure this as well?” 
 
“Now, this is where it becomes interesting. You are the only known survivor of this fetus inflicted disease. The rest did not even 
have the chance to transform. Now in this case I would send you to be experimented upon by my lovely web-loving friends but 
I gave you my word. You are free to go.”
 
Enken ushered the little creature through the sliding doors. The child, her child looked back one last time with pleading eyes. 
And before she could step in to protest, he was gone. 

-Nagma Kapoor
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Roaring Monster

I love motorcycling. I rode a motor cycle the first time when I was 14 years old. I can still remember racing 
flashily through the streets. The sunshine shining warmly on my cheeks, I blasted the horn at pedestrians and yell at 
them to stay away.  My motorcycle rushed out of the city. I kept accelerating; and finally, I could hear nothing but 
the wind.  I felt like I was flying. 

Memory is an interesting thing. It suddenly appears in front of you like an uninvited spirit. It takes you to a 
dream world and induces you to believe it’s true. But, later, you find yourself back in the cold real world again and 
feel even more desperate.  Memory is a cruel trick we play on ourselves. 

I was thinking about motorcycle when the doctor mentioned cancer. I wish I could be fourteen forever and 
never wake up facing late stage stomach cancer by myself. 

If my wife were still here, she would have already burst into tears. 
I loved my wife.  I was glancing at the crowd near the entrance to Mills Hall, like I always did during class 

break. A girl dressed in light blue jeans and a white T-shirt caught my eye. Suddenly the world went quiet; I was 
fascinated by the creature. I tried to calm myself down and walked over towards her. I didn’t know what to say re-
ally. When she saw me, I just asked her, “Where is the Room 203?” That was our first meeting.  Our last was in this 
hospital. 

I hate hospitals and I hate doctors. The doctor proceeds. He talks emotionlessly, like a judge, reading the 
death penalty sentence. No pity, no change in pitch, just the normal ritual doctors usually do before telling you are 
going to die.  He told me I could die anytime or three months later. Finally, for god’s sake, he stopped. He glanced 
at me, stood up, patted on my shoulders and said, “Take care.”  

I walked out of the hospital with the diagnosis in my hand. It’s typical Britain winter, freezing and damp. 
My thoughts charges wildly. What am I going to do? I don’t even want to tell my children. I have two very success-
ful children I should be proud of. I couldn’t remember the last time we had dinner together. Maybe because I am an 
old man. At least they know my birthday. They call couple of times a year.   “Happy birthday to you, happy birthday 
to you, happy birthday dear father, dear grandfather. We will call you next year.”

Death, oh death! I hate Walt Whitman. Death is not a strange word to me. I watched my grandfather die 
when I was 10 years old. I saw a smile on his face. My father died of a heart attack when I was 30. I wasn’t there. I 
watched my wife die when I was 70 years old. I swear not to touch those memories again. 

I come back home, if you want to call it that, and take off my coat. I walk onto the balcony and light a ciga-
rette. I look blankly into the gloomy sky. I have no clue, now and the next three months. 

What are people going to say about me when I die? I’ve been an ordinary person my whole life. I was not 
talked about very much when I was alive, and I will not be talked about when I am dead. Eighty years. Not bad for 
a stubborn old man like me. What I have done in that long time? Went to the best schools, got admitted to a not bad 
college and got my degree, found a decent job with a decent salary, bought a small apartment in the city and married 
a girl both my parents had seen before. Had two children and died of stomach cancer like one million other people. 
They could summarize my whole life for my tombstone in less 50 words. 

What I have lived for? It is a ridiculous question for an 80-year- old man with cancer to ask himself. It’s 
dark outside as dark as my soul.  I sigh and throw the butt off the balcony. I go inside and sit on the sofa.  Looking 
at the clock on the wall, I start to feel sorry for myself. I am like waiting anxiously for a train. I fall asleep. I think of 
working on my will and my autobiography. 

The roar of motor cycle engines disturbs the silence. I wake up. Bunch of young men were racing along the 
shore.  I even rode on the motor with my wife. 

I rush downstairs to the garage without my coat. I turned on the light. Dust flew when I open the rolling 
door. After 30 years, both the motor cycle and I are dinosaurs. I could leave my competitors in the dust. My fingers 
are running on the cool metal. I poured a gallon of gas into the tank and I jumped onto the saddle. Then I kicked the 
starter. I could feel the pulse in its metal body. Motorcycles never grow old. An engine is hard to stop, once you start 
it. 

I am almost about to set out, what I am going to do after the short trip. Go back home, spend whole day 
staring at the clock, waiting for my last gasp, like what a dying old man is supposed to do?�Or something extraor-�Or something extraor-Or something extraor-
dinary-a longer trip. I chill out a little bit and go upstairs for a better sleep. I need a conscious mind to make a deci-
sion, maybe the last decision in my life.  

It is another sleepless night. The city experiences a storm actually. 
6 o’clock in the morning. While I am heading to south along the shore, I almost start to regret how many 

beautiful sunrises I have missed. After the storm, the air is moist and chilling. I breathe the cold salty air greed-
ily. It’s the smell of life. I am now like a Marlboro man riding on the horse, released from the burden and charging 
wildly.  Cancer, go to the hell, so do the memories. It doesn’t matter where I come from, It doesn’t matter where I 
am going; it matters that I will never return. 

-Mengqi Wan
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At the DMV

I thought I saw J. Alfred Prufrock,

Down at the DMV

He checked my papers and barely looked at me.

He slid the stack across the counter,

And said, “Sign here to pay”.

Yes, I’m fairly certain I saw J. Alfred today. 

He processed my documents in that line to Hell

I then signed away my fate,

For J. Alfred forgot to mention the two hour wait.

-Daniel Simmons

Lights in the Darkness

The car bumped over the rough ground,
and stopped in the tall grass.

We stepped out basked in the light of the distant Midway
The lights from the ancient Ferris Wheel,

Illuminated the last moments of childhood,
Under the flashing bulbs and fireworks

I became an adult.
Summer Age 18,

The glow of fireworks 
Lights in the Darkness
Guidance in the night. 

And we kiss the moonlight,
Embrace the darkness before the dawn,

Lost and Found
Lights in the Darkness 

Supple blankets and laughing voices
Tall grass and memories
Lights in the Darkness

-Daniel Simmons

View from the REXL

Church Steeples 
So Proud,
So true,

Pierce this skyline
Like Jagged teeth against the night

In the darkest hours,
That precede the dawn,

They remind us,
Of the light,

Soon to come. 

-Daniel Simmons
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Believe,

that there’s more 

than little lambs engorged 

with pungent blackberries.

I am asleep inside

the walls of your bones

where mice scurry between your rib cage. 

Sweat, undressed,

Spits snake scales 

into tongues of calloused violins.

 

This is what it means

to untie knots

with your seething elbows.

Bones knitting slabs of soap

Into dead fishermen’s spines

The rock just under your left ear

Utters the scream

Of bleeding milk.

I sit in the linen of your skin,

Where whistling dark moths

Resurrect the singed eyelashes

Of dissipating wolves.

How do I free the jaguars?

They are dust

In the small of your back

Singing with sardines

In indigo mountains

A song of desert tangerines.

-Michelle Moncayo

Dancing on Oyster Tongues 
 (a Surrealist poem)
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6 Billion Ordered Pairs in the World, All You Need is One

It’s simple. Everyone worries about the issue of compatibility in relationships. We worry about how we look 
together, how we act together, how our traits add up. We all say it’s difficult to find that one person, but I figured out 
a way to calculate relationships and compatibility, a way to find who I am meant to be with. You’ll be able to calcu-
late your relationship with my simple system. I guarantee.

Out of all the millions and millions of ordered pairs and equations in the world, I need to find the one that 
will create a graph where our lines coincide. More than beautiful wedding pictures, I want a beautiful graphical 
representation of us, composed of lines, points, and variables. I want our picture to look like this:

 
where we are infinitely intersecting, the only solution for each other. All our individual parts are equivalent 

and all our values the same. 2 lines, I mean lives, merged as one. 
Easy, right? When you break love down into a simple equation, it becomes easier to find that perfect person 

whom you are meant to be with. All you have to do is keep track of every little detail of that person, and you will 
surely find your solution, just like that. I guarantee.

Tom and I started out as two equations working together at the same time, hoping that our lines would coin-
cide. He was x+y=5, where x was his contrived smile and 5, his conservative nature, and I was y=3-x, where y was 
my unmasked emotions and 3, my rampant sense of adventure. Our individual eccentricities became our equations. 
How would we look on a graph? My friends all worried about how they would look together in prom pictures, but 
being completely honest, that is nothing compared to graphical appearances. I worried about how our lines would 
look together on graph paper.  He didn’t want any kids; I wanted 3. His idea of fun was watching people on televi-
sion; mine was going out and interacting with people. We never agreed on anything. We met, but our lines never 
crossed. We were inconsistent. There was no solution to us; no amount of ordered pairs could make us true.

Needless to say, our pictures were hideous. We were just never meant to be. I couldn’t see it in person, but 
reality struck when I looked at the graph. We looked like this

.  
Two parallel lines that were not meant to meet.
 I thought I would be luckier with Jacob. He loved kids, he loved the outdoors, his crooked smile echoed my 

crooked smile. We both ate dinner time beginning with ice cream and ending in the main course. He loved concerts 
just as much as I did. We started out as two distant lines, and somewhere in the middle, we met. I believed this to be 
the perfect picture, the one I would show my kids when they grew up, and the one I would show off to my friends 
that would sprout envy in them.  This, was us.

 Y
et I didn’t realize that although we met at one point, we did not stay together for the rest of the graph. Our 

lines met and then split once again. Jacob slowly became more interested in exploring the boundless territory of 
other lines, I mean girls. He was more interested in going to the gym than sitting in the park reading. I realized that



the little details, like the order in which we ate dinner and the fact that we both loved concerts, really meant nothing 
in the long run. We were two independent equations that didn’t need each other to survive. Our slight similarities 
weren’t enough. This snapshot of our relationship provided me with false hope that we would last, but we couldn’t, 
and never would. 

What I wanted was our lives to merge like those beautiful, long, clean, elegant lines on the graph. What I
the little details, like the order in which we ate dinner and the fact that we both loved concerts, really meant 

nothing in the long run. We were two independent equations that didn’t need each other to survive. Our slight simi-
larities weren’t enough. This snapshot of our relationship provided me with false hope that we would last, but we 
couldn’t, and never would. 

What I wanted was our lives to merge like those beautiful, long, clean, elegant lines on the graph. What I 
still want is the perfect wedding picture, the perfect equation, the perfect combination: 

.

With my formula, it should be simple right? Only millions and millions of lines, equations, ordered pairs, 
and variables to work with. Only millions of people out there. Only billions of ordered pairs in the world. All I have 
to do is find that one.

Maybe I’m just scared to see what’s in front of me. Maybe I stall in a relationship that I know is dead end 
by consulting the formula. Maybe I rely on math too much. Maybe I believe it will always pull me through. 

It’s simple. I guarantee. Use my formula, and your relationship history, too, will be reduced to a mess of 
snapshots of linear equations.

-Michelle Moncayo
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Down

No resistance; it pushes me when I’m up

Deep down in the ocean floor

And as I try to gasp for air

It holds me back

For more.

Down 

Inside 

Myself, I 

Reach within

My soul; too late

To try to run away, I’m

Against drifting on my own.

No resistance, nothing to stop the

Ups and Downs

Of life.

-Mihir Rastogi

Freefall

When her eyes 

Locked onto mine,

I could have died

Happy.

How can I begin 

To describe,

The feeling that words 

Have failed,

For so long?

Well, it’s like…

You know that feeling you get

When you jump fifty stories,

Fall into the skyline,

And out of your head,

Only to bounce back up, 

And fly into the heavens?

That’s sort of what it’s like.

She’s your safety net, harness,

Your double-knotted shoelace.

She’ll be there to break your fall, 

Provided she falls

Directly into you.

-Mihir Rastogi
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Passing the Time

 In his room he kept an iron clock. Where it had come from he didn’t know. A gift? Perhaps, but from who? 
It was a strange thing, thick and blocky and shaped like an old time radio. He had never seen an old time radio. He 
had also never heard an old time radio. He had heard the clock though. Heard it  millions of times. Tens of millions. 
 He was not a young man; he might have heard it tick a billion times. The ticks were hard. Cold. Implacable. 
Iron, like the clock. Around and around the intricate little hands swept. 
 Surely it had not been a billion- he wasn’t home all the time. But he could hear it all through his house and 
sometimes even fancied at work or outdoors too, when things grew quiet. Tick. Tock. Another few seconds. Soon 
the minute hand would move again. The noise of that was always crisp. Sudden. Jarring. There was no sound to 
mark days, weeks, months, or years. How many of those hadn’t he heard? Just how long had he had the clock? Just 
how long had he heard it?
 And how much longer would he hear that fell clicking? It was there in the morning when he woke. While 
he checked his e-mail, of which there was never enough. When he showered too, for he could hear the ticks over the 
water. It was with him while he toweled off and brushed his teeth. Dentists recommended he spend one hundred and 
twenty iron ticks staring at his forced grin in the mirror and trying not to drool that froth of mint and saliva every 
morning. Every evening too. That made two hundred and forty, a staggering sum. If the dentists had their way, he 
suspected he would never leave the mirror, never put down the toothbrush. Never escape the ticking. Well, not quite 
never. 
 And it was the first and only thing to greet him when he returned from a long day of convincing himself 
he was too far away to hear it. Tick. Tock. When he turned off the lights and pulled off his threadbare socks and 
turned off his computer and the television it was back again. Assuming it had left him alone at all that evening. 
Some nights the ticks seemed deafening, even when he pulled the pillow over his head and hid under the blankets 
so he couldn’t see the gleaming shadow on the wall. Those nights he couldn’t sleep. If only the ticking would stop 
for a moment. He was so very tired. But the ticking never stopped. His mind would drift off, but never far enough to 
escape.
 Other nights it was the realization that even if he DID fall asleep, the ticking would continue that kept him 
awake. 

There were a lot of ticks in a sleepless night. Thirty thousand or so. He wasn’t sure if he’d looked that up 
somewhere, crunched out the numbers, or actually counted one night. He suspected the latter. 

By the next morning he was too foggy to think and didn’t even notice the noise anymore. But some time 
later when his head would suddenly clear- maybe while he was brushing his teeth- there it would be again, and he 
knew it had never stopped. Tick. Tock.
 This day was not the first he had thought of silencing the clock and he was despairingly sure that it would 
not be the last. Nothing ever came of such thoughts, but still he glowered at the iron box and thought them anyway. 
In his distorted, grey reflection he could see his eyes smoldering and savage- clack- the minute hand swept onto one. 
His face distorted momentarily in fury such as he never felt  toward another man; the bottomless rage of the utterly 
impotent. He almost tried to will the hand backwards. He half felt he had the power to do it too.
 He wanted to seize the iron clock, dig his hands against it so hard they found purchase even on the steely 
surface, and then RIP IT OFF THE WALL! He would hurl it onto the ground in a shower of plaster and STAMP 
upon it till it was dented and crumpled. He was strong! He was big! He had mass and could impel it to motion! He 
would rip it down, he would stamp it, then slavering like an animal he’d grab it and tear it to bits. He’d start with 
those infernal hands. He would grab them and pry them off. The iron hands would cut him, tick though his fingers. 
Flesh was soft and weak. But he had bones beneath and bones endure! He would tear the dreadful things loose and 
break them! The ticking wouldn’t stop then but neither would he! There were cracks between the iron plates and 
his fingernails would find them. The flimsy things would break, but he would stamp upon the clock again. Smash 
it. SMASH IT! He’d smash it to atoms if he could. Break it open and rip out its metal, ticking guts. Spray the dusty 
floor with tiny gears and whatever else the clock ran on. They would clink and roll and he would pant as he caught 
his no longer young breath. And then there would be silence.

Clack! A minute staring at it while it ticked away! Shuddering, he put on his coat and hurried out. 
Tick tock.

-Matthew Hartman
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I don’t remember being born.

When you wake up this morning,

please look through my things; 

read my diary and figure me out.

 
Let all the world

say what they may,

speak of me as you find.

 
The time I burned my life

was like a sacrifice;

total peace after death

was the best hope I had.

 
I wasn’t afraid of death; 

I needed it for my art.

You sacrifice the things you love.

 
Life

isn’t

nearly

as

sacred

as

the

appreciation

of

passion.

On stage I made love

to twenty thousand people, 

but I wasn’t put here to sing;

I’m worse at what I do best.

 
I can’t talk about the hereafter;

I’m inside of it.

There’s good in all of us.

 
Let all the world

say what they may

speak of me as you find.

 
We’re trying to make a third world;

I’m so happy

We’re trying to make a third world;

Today I’ve found my friends

We’re trying to make a third world;

The sun is gone,

but I’ve found a light.

(Source: quotes from members of the ‘27 Club’: Jimi 
Hendrix, Janis Joplin, Jim Morrison, Amy Winehouse, 

Kurt Cobain)

-Michelle Moncayo

Welcome to the Club
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For Pretty Things

Ashlyn is traveling with her friend Dryden to the city in a post-apocalyptic wasteland. They are searching for a girl 
infected with the zombie virus when they come across a broken hallway…

 I don’t like the look of this hallway at all. It’s not dark exactly, what with the daylight coming in through the 
broken ceiling, but it looks sort of deserted. Still, Dryden’s started climbing over bits of rubble, and I’ll be damned 
if I’m scared of anything he’s that casual about, the little bastard. I start over to it too.
 Right off the bat I see this is gonna be a little tough. The bits of marble are huge and Dryden’s legs are a 
lot longer than mine. I hoist myself up over the first stone with my arms, but I don’t think I can do that more than a 
few times. Two stones down and I’m already breathing a bit hard. The footing’s getting rougher because every stone 
seems to be on top of another one, but Dryden doesn’t seem to care at all, just keeps going. “Dryden,” I say, trying 
not to pant.
 “What?” he calls. He sounds irritated. He turns back to look at me and sighs. “I know this is tough, but 
you’ll have to make do. I have a hunch this hallway’s where she’d go.”
 I shrug and keep going, trying to play it off like it’s all cool. In my head I’m punching his pretty little face 
in. I don’t see what’s so important about warning some little zombiekind not to get all excitable about shit. She’s not 
exactly likely to survive her condition anyway, why not let her tell her friends the disease isn’t airborne? Whether 
they get hunted down now or after they’re part of the Mind hardly makes a difference, as far as I can tell. Still, I 
pick my way over the next pile of collapsed rooftop. He’s not getting anywhere without me.
 He rounds a corner. The last little bits of his hair swoosh out behind him as he turns and then lets out what 
I can only assume is a happy noise. I sigh and try to hurry it up—I can hear voices murmuring and can’t stand the 
idea of missing something important.
 By the time I catch up to Dryden, he’s sitting happily on the ground talking to a little boy. He doesn’t look 
like zombiekind, but I don’t even know anymore. Either way, he’s definitely not Lena. Dryden looks like a little kid. 
I can’t believe him. I thought we were here for some work thing, and here he is dicking around with someone who 
isn’t even the person we got distracted by in the first place!
 “I’m second in command,” the boy’s saying. “Nobody gets through me!”
 “You sure you’re zombiekind?” Dryden asks.
 The boy nods. “I’ve lived with Lena and the others for years.”
 Dryden’s insistent though. He’s always got to meddle. “Did you ever actually get bitten?”
 I clear my throat. “Don’t you think you’re getting distracted?”
 “He knows where Lena is,” Dryden explains.
 I roll my eyes. “So have him tell her everything instead. I thought you were gonna show me how you work 
and this is just a big waste of time.”
 With a sigh, Dryden unfolds his legs and stands up. “I guess you’re right, Ash,” he admits. He turns to the 
boy apologetically. “Well, you already know. Please pass the message on, Ken,” he says apologetically. “I’ll check 
in on you guys on my way back, if you like.” The boy nods, grinning, and stands. He disappears into the cracks 
between the fallen stones.
 Dryden looks at me with half a smile on his face. “Well, I’ve got to be at the stadium in a few hours. I can 
show up early or we can try recruiting. Any preference?”

What does Ashlyn say?

a) “Let’s go to the stadium. I want to see the Magpie at work!”
b) “Let’s go to the stadium. I want to look around!”
c) “I want to watch you recruiting!”
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Adalhard’s Saga

 Adalhard has returned to Kyros, the far-famed warrior school from which he fled weeks ago after being wrongly ac-
cused of murdering Master Sedacles. He hopes to warn his former schoolmates of what he fears may be a conspiracy against 
them before returning to destroying it.
 There was so much to do and so little time! The lowish, cyclopean walls of Kyros and the buildings within were on the 
horizon. There was the storehouse, there was the barracks. He felt no nostalgia, for it had never been home.

So much to do, but so little by him; he was as helpless at sailing as when he’d first stowed away. The crew were doing 
many strange things: adjusting the sails, stockpiling buckets of wat- ah ha! How to sail a ship he had no idea, but on Kyros he’d 
learned how to sink or defend one.

It was easier to think while being useful than standing helplessly. He didn’t like his plan: sending out a messenger 
to anonymously request his friend Eusebios come aboard; it was cowardly. “Keep the ship well out of firing range. I’ll row in 
myself and speak to them,” he’d proposed first.

“Hey!” Bowline had walked by and jumped in, “No! That’s too fucking dangerous, Adalhard! They’ll shoot you fuck-
ing full of arrows!”

His proposal of flying a flag of truce from his rowboat changed no minds, “Even if no one fired after they recognized 
you, you’d surely be captured once you landed. Really, Adalhard, if you’re still trying to get yourself killed over some mis-
placed sense of guilt, then at least be honest about it. I won’t stop you, but I imagine the Jutar would be quite disappointed in 
you- particularly considering how much they must have paid to have you schooled here. And the Silent Man will be merry 
indeed. I’ve a ship to captain and no time for your insanity. What shall we really do?

How had the captain convinced him that bravery was selfish and cowardice his duty? There had to be something 
wrong with that reasoning, but even now as he hauled in one of the last firebuckets and squinted against the sun, he couldn’t for 
the life of him figure out what.

“Hey!” gleaming like sweaty bronze with the heat, Bowline clapped him on the shoulder in passing, “The Captain says 
‘Get off the damn deck, before they fucking see you!’” Noting Adalhard’s surprise, he corrected, “I may have paraphrased a 
little.” 

For an instant, Bowline had sounded completely different. But that reckless ebullience returned immediately, “So get 
in the hold before I whack you with an oar again!” Bowline gave the much bigger northerner an ineffectual push. Adalhard nod-
ded and headed down. Wait, again? Then it had been Bowline who’d-   

Oh, nevermind. There were stranger things to think about today. Like why he was hiding in the dim and smelly hold 
instead of facing his accusers like a warri- Adalhard had to scramble back as Bowline, who never went slower than a jog, sud-
denly ran back and jumped in too. “Hey!”

It would still be a few minutes before any sentries would be in hailing range. The silence- except of course for the 
dull slap of waves and the occasional slide of an unsecured box- down below was deafening. Long moments passed. Abruptly, 
Adalhard said, “I apologize.”

Bowline nodded and gave his baseline smile. After some consideration, he finally responded, “For what?”
A surprisingly difficult question. “I suppose it was… three days ago. You invited me into Kallistos with you. I refused 

brusquely. I’m sorry. Also,” continuing was easier than starting, “I didn’t properly thank you for your help in Nosos. I thought 
you were just there on the captain’s orders.”

“Damn it, Adalhard! Is THIS what you’ve been stewing over all this time? You just wanted to apologize for… for not 
being as fucking polite as you always are one time? I thought it was all those people who died in Nosos!” Bowline must have 
seen Adalhard wince at that because he shut up immediately. Adalhard would never forget that dock and the bloody sailors ly-
ing on it. The Silent Man would pay.

“Anyway. Not sure how to say it, but I’m the one that thwacked you over the head that night in Rinth. Believe it or not, 
I never knocked anyone out before. Sorry if I… did it wrong,” he shrugged helplessly, but was back to his beaming grin almost 
before he finished, “Call it even?”

Adalhard nodded, smiling for the first time in a long time.

Eusebios came aboard without question. One moment Adalhard heard the clunk of oars in a rowboat; the next his old 
friend was curiously looking around the ship. Seeing him again, Adalhard realized the dour young man vaguely resembled 
someone he couldn’t quite place. He looked just like any of the islanders really: shortish and olive-skinned with dark hair, 
but…. Well, no time to think about that now.

Between blinks in the glare as he clambered out onto the deck, Adalhard saw Eusebios’s shock. But the Kyrosian’s 
hand never strayed to the xiphos at his side, much to the relief of both Adalhard and Xenophon’s sailors. “Hail and well met, I 
hope” Adalhard stopped awkwardly.

“Well met indeed.” Eusebios was just as halting, “I hope you haven’t come to turn yourself in. I doubt I could convince 
them to hear you out. Blaming you has proven a lot easier than trying to find out who actually killed the old man,” Eusebios 
added a rueful twist to his frown.

Mad though he knew they were, Adalhard had indeed entertained some wild thoughts about convincing all the students 
of his innocence in person. “I suppose just telling them I found the murderer wouldn’t be much use without real proof. But 
found him I did.” Eusebios looked about to interrupt, but Adalhard- suddenly conscious that he might not be too far off to be 
recognized- continued, “He’s a Kyrosian, Eusebios. I know he is; he fights like one of us. And I’m sure I saw his face some-
where before. What’s more, he’s got allies: a whole, shadowy ring of thugs and assassins and pirates. I don’t yet know what 



they really want, but -you remember Leontios of course?” The question was absurd. Sedacles had lectured them almost 
daily about how they’d never be as good as Leontios or his other favorite student, Nikomedes.

“Some of the sub-masters sent out an envoy to try to find him a week ago. Kyros is a mess now; no one knows who 
should be the master. A lot of people are out looking for you,” Eusebios sounded urgent, but Adalhard just shook his blonde 
head and continued.

“He’s dead. They killed him. I was going to talk to him, but they killed him just before I got there. An archer ambushed 
him in his own house. And I’ve heard Nikomedes disappeared months ago. I think they’re targeting Kyrosians, Eusebios.”

“Leontios? Dead?”
“Yes, he’s dead!” Suddenly the whole conversation seemed absurd, “He’s dead and so are many others. It’s like a war 

out there, Eusebios. And worse is coming, I’m sure of it.” Somehow the growing dread he’d felt for weeks sounded like proph-
ecy now that he spoke it at last, “We’re in the shadow of a storm now. And when the clouds break, there’s no telling what will 
be swept away. 

Shaken and with no idea how to reply, Eusebios nodded nervously and made his way toward the little skiff he’d come 
in on, “I’ll warn them. I’ll get everyone I can to… elsewhere. I still don’t know why I believe every word that comes out of 
your mouth, Adalhard, but I always have.”

Adalhard didn’t mean to break things off so abruptly, but somehow he didn’t know what to say to his old friend any-
more. It was like he was living in a different world than he had been a month ago. That was training. This was battle.  Still, he 
was glad when Eusebios paused with one foot over the side. “You said the murderer was a Kyrosian? What did he look like? 
Exactly?”

Anaxagoras. He’d been one of the students completing his training when Adalhard had come to the island at only 
7 years of age. Good prospects, very skilled. It explained why Adalhard vaguely remembered the face but not the man. And 
all the other details Eusebios had given had matched perfectly. Now his enemy had a name. Anaxagoras, not the Silent Man. 
Where was he hiding now? That Adalhard still didn’t know, but he doubted it was Kallistos. Still, it was not his place to ques-
tion why the captain had gone here next.

The northerner had barely given the ring–shaped city a second glance when first he’d seen it five days ago, but he 
found it striking now. Like all cities, it was a filthy heap of disordered hovels crammed together into far too small a space. Un-
like the rest, this one looked as though it might have once been quite pretty nonetheless. Some of the heaps of rubble had once 
been gleaming manses and palaces on the hilltops and the central lagoon was a beautiful sapphire shade.

Any of that majesty was lost while actually walking alongside Xenophon through the dirty, downcast crowds though. 
“Not that I mind, Captain, but is there a reason you keep bringing me into town instead of one of your sailors? I don’t think I’m 
much help.”

“Fortunately, no you haven’t been yet. I started taking precautions when you told me Captain Heron was in league 
with the Silent Man. I doubt the rest of their friends will take kindly to me helping you, and every honest man on the water is 
an enemy of Heron’s ilk. So you’re along as my bodyguard, boy.” Xenophon never needed to hesitate or check their direction; 
he seemed to know every street in the city by long experience. “If you must know though, there is another reason I brought you 
along this particular time. Ah, here we are.” The captain stopped in front of a stinking tannery. Before Adalhard could ask why, 
a pair of men –leatherworkers he presumed- approached from inside. 

They bore the finest suit of armor he’d ever seen. It was a full cuirass of glinting, bronze scales over leather backing 
with a matching, boar tusk-adorned helmet. There were even thigh guards and thick pauldrons of the same make, as well as an 
enormous, bronze-rimmed shield.

The men were, Adalhard now realized, mainlanders. The islanders had no such armorers that he’d heard of. How even 
Captain Xenophon could afford this was beyond him. “Begging your pardon, Captain,” Adalhard whispered, “But just staying 
aboard your ship would be both cheaper and safer than wearing harness, even as fine as that.”

“No doubt it would, Adalhard. But this armor isn’t for me. Nor is it from me. And the extraordinarily generous man 
who gave it to you wishes to remain anonymous. The Silent Man’s allies are powerful. But so are yours.” Adalhard was in a 
daze while the captain spoke and the men slowly approached with his new armor, “He won’t stand a chance now.”

He was still stunned when he returned to the Sea-Foam hours later. He’d never imagined he would see in his life as 
much wealth as he was now wearing. His people had nothing like this. Nor did anyone anywhere, save the very richest com-
manders. The sailors looked at him with an awe that reminded him of when they’d first learned he was a Kyros student. Impul-
sively, he’d washed his clothes and trimmed his fair hair even and neat from the scraggly mess it had been, no doubt he looked 
like a different man.
And he felt like one too. Taller, bigger, stronger, braver. Not Adalhard the fugitive, the callow boy out of place in a foreign land. 
He was Adalhard the warrior now, a man before whom Heron, Anaxagoras, and all the rest of them would tremble with fright.

And where Adalhard the fugitive was lost and confused, Adalhard the warrior knew just what to say when Captain Xenophon 
asked where they should sail now:
 A) Argios, to find Nikomedes or what became of him and unravel the plot against Kyros.
 B) Thorinth, to find Sub-master Philokrates before Anaxagoras does.
 C) Back to Nosos to pick up the trail of The Big Man and his accomplices
 D) After Captain Heron, to bring him to justice and squeeze everything he knows out of him. 22



Reader,

 I married him.

  The Imaginate

for real:

Dear Subscribblers,

 When this magazine was born, one year ago, what did you Imaginate to become? Defi-
nitely not this many typos, terrible puns, unfulfilled expectations, and evil twists of fate. But 
more importantly, what was learned? Can you find out what wasn’t learned? What is finding 
out? What is learning? What’s it good for? Who cares about a stupid magazine and its pro-
gression? Haven’t you been tortured enough already? 

 The Stranger, a staircase in the Hill Center, wasabi, Audre Lorde, the stacks, Tao Te 
Ching, The Gleaners & I, violins, Mitch Hedberg, entymology, In Advance of the Broken Arm, 
MBTI. Was that a list of (awesome) things? Or did a movie just flash through your mind’s 
eye? Open your heart to the ubiquitous realities of fragrant colors, luminous shadows, and 
blatant subtleties. Maybe this magazine will transform you. Maybe you will transform it. 
Believe in life’s ebb and flow, and all hail your imagination.

With voices and knuckles cracking, yours truly ’til the twisted now,

The Imaginate




