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The Kiss 
a work of adult historical fiction 

by Jason Mushinski !
“Oh Chad!” Becky moaned, rubbing the voluptuous contours of her 

sensuous body against the mighty Redwood tree of his legs. “Our forbidden 
romance should not be, but I feel like I’m falling in love with you!” 
 Chad Billington kissed her passionately on the neck. “Oh Becky!” 
he moaned, rubbing the voluptuous contours of his proudly chiseled lips 
against the mighty Redwood tree of Becky’s shapely neck. “I too have 
feelings of love for you, but I also have a dark secret that I may tell to no 
one!” 
 “What? A secret?” Becky paused in her sensual exploration of the 
mighty cityscape that was Chad’s deeply muscular back, her eyes tinged with 
confusion and love. “But Chad, there can be no secrets when a love is as 
pure and true as ours is! Surely you must be mistaken!” 
 “No Becky,” said Chad. He clasped his strong hands around her 
curvaceous shoulders and held her at arm’s length, the better to look intently 
into her gorgeous and shapely face. Overhead, the sun had already descended 
into its amber bed of sundown sky-darkness, and the black fingers of night 
began their hallowed procession across the great globe of the sky. Rays of 
darkness penetrated the densely knit branches of the mighty Redwood trees 
overhead, touching themselves upon the virginal pale of Becky’s long blond 
hair and gazing eyes. This was hard for Chad. His love for Becky, though 
forbidden, was as torrid and passionate as the fiery winds that sweep the 
surface of the planet Mars, and he suspected that he held true feelings in his 
deepest heart for her.  Nevertheless, he had to tell her.  She could be hurt.  
People had been hurt before. 
 Many people. 
 “Becky…” Chad said, rubbing his hands seriously up and down her 
intensely sexual forearms, “there’s something about me about which I 
haven’t been, with you, completely honest.” 
 Becky’s eyes widened. “Oh Chad! Surely you don’t mean…” 
 “But yes, Becky!  I do!  When I was young, I wandered into some 
woods alone. They were these very woods in which we are now talking and 
kissing. There, something terrible happened to me, and ever since I have…” 
 “No Chad!  I can’t bear to hear it!” Becky cried, wrenching herself 
from his tender embrace and turning away. Tears glistened like the tears of 
crying angels on the mighty Redwood trees of her cheeks. She clenched her 
very body, her very soul even, unwilling to accept that any part of the love 
she held could be tainted by the soulless machinations of the past. 
 “Becky! Listen to me!” Chad said, moving earnestly to take her 
again in his loving arms. “This changes nothing about us. We are still as in 
love as we have ever been. I just don’t want you to get hurt.” 
 At this expression of concern, Becky’s body softened again to Chad’s 
touch, and the ice she held in her eyes began to thaw. “Oh Chad… you don’t 
want me to get hurt?” she asked, bright rays of hope shining in every 
pulsation of her curvaceous and feminine vocal cords. 
 “Of course not, Becky!” Chad exclaimed, running a finger erotically 
over her tear-streaked face.  “Our love will be as strong and powerful as ever!  
Only, let me share my secret with you now…”
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 But it was too late. Fate, in her ivory tower somewhere far beyond 
the reaches of mortal perspective, had decided once again to intervene in 
Chad’s life. To turn all that he had once loved into nothing but a memory, a 
glass man made of dust that would crumble feebly at the soft but persistent 
touch of the lonely present. Too soon, all too soon, the sun had vanished 
from the glorious light-mosaic of the sky, to be replaced by the ebony face of 
the fully waxed moon. 
 That accursed moon! 
 Chad staggered back, writhing in visible pain as the slender beams 
of the moon’s moonbeams touched themselves on his skin and face. “Fuck! 
Not again!” he yelled. 
 Becky looked at him, aghast and in horror. “Chad! What the shit is 
this shit?” she whispered, terror evident in every whorl and grain of her 
frightened eyes.   

But it was too late. Already the moon had begun to work its terrible 
magic on Chad. His steeply chiseled body, which all those many years ago 
had wandered into the forest and been forever changed, began to change. 
Becky could see it happening, and as she looked on her heart grew weak. If 
only she had known… if only she had listened to him… 

“ASSSSSSSSSS!” Chad screamed profanely, doubling over in agony. 
Below the mighty Redwood tree of his belt, his skin writhed and bulged and 
grew hair. Becky was mercifully shielded from his transformation by the 
stylish leather pants he wore, but he knew it would only be a matter of time 
before even that would not be enough. 

It was that time again. 
From beneath the Army bunker of Chad’s fly, a horrific living 

construct of flesh and anger surged forth. At a distance, one could almost 
mistake it for his naughty parts (although of such a size that, although 
Chad’s true naughty parts weren’t exactly small themselves, and were loved 
by all women the world over, these would put them to eternal shame), but a 
closer look revealed that it was something else entirely. 

Something alive. 
Something evil. 
Some thing that was… 
“A WERE-PENIS!” Becky screamed, covering her mouth in horror. 
“Yes, Becky,” Chad said, crying tears of shame and pain. “I have 

been cursed by the spirits of the forest to change into THIS,” he gestured at 
his toothy and frightening member, “at every full moon. It hunts in the dead 
of night for human flesh, and there is nothing I can do to stop it in its 
quest.” 

“It is true, human child,” said the Were-Penis. Its urethra flapped 
open and closed like lips, and had teeth in it like the teeth a human mouth 
might have, except sharper. “You would have done well not to have fallen in 
love with this man, as every full moon he becomes my slave of mortal 
destruction!” 

“Oh… oh Chad…” Becky whispered, her eyes still fixed on the 
Eldritch bulge of his hellish meat-man. 

“Becky… I’m sorry,” said Chad. “This is what I was trying to warn 
you about when I was trying to tell you that I had a secret about which you 
didn’t know about. I understand if this means you don’t want to be in 
forbidden love with me any more.” 

“No, Chad!” said Becky. “That’s not what I don’t want to be at all!” 
“It isn’t?” Chad and his Were-Penis said together.

“No, Chad!” said Becky. “The torrid fires of our passion are as hot as 
the fiery winds that sweep the surface of the planet Mars, and we hold true 
feelings in our deepest hearts for each other! I will love you always, no matter 
what horror you have been cursed with ‘down there!’” 

“Oh Becky…” Chad murmured. His heart grew large and warm with 
the love he felt for this beautiful woman.  

“Human Chad, I too have something I would like to say,” said the 
Were-Penis. “I have long watched your two’s fiery and passionate romance 
from my throne in the dark worlds beyond, and I have realized that your 
being together in such a fiery and forbidden love is a power greater than the 
power of my hunger for human flesh. I shall allow you two to love one 
another forever, and shall never do anything to hurt you or your human love-
woman.” 

“Oh Were-Penis!” said Becky. 
“Oh Were-Penis!” said Chad. They did not say it together, but rather 

at different times. As one, both Chad and Becky embraced the Were-Penis, its 
hairy bulk warm and forgiving to their tender touch. It smiled, the teeth in 
its urethra showing all of the emotion that a human face would. 

Becky stood up and, slowly and demurely, kissed Chad on the mighty 
Redwood tree of his face. Chad reciprocated with a similarly passionate kiss of 
love, and soon the two of them were locked in a passionate embrace of lips, 
their teeth and tongues flowing cool and sensuous under the wan glow of the 
all-seeing moon. The Were-Penis looked on from Chad’s fly, content in the 
beauty of the love that it had brought into this fragile and fleeting world. All 
of a sudden, a voice spoke up from the clearing behind them! 

“Hey you groovy dudes!  What’s up, yo?” 
“Sonic the Hedgehog!” both Chad and Becky cried with delight, 

spinning around to face the voice. Sure enough, there stood Sonic the 
Hedgehog, his beautiful blue spines and fashionable red shoes glowing 
enticingly in the moonlit light of the moon.  Unable to control the passion 
that burned within them, Chad and Becky both moved toward Sonic, rubbing 
their hands over his muscular body and kissing their tongues on his proud 
and masculine face. All three began to kiss passionately, their mouths meeting 
in a perfect triangle of perfect and very forbidden romance, and their hands 
beginning to grope wildly along each other’s bodies. Soon Sonic began to 
breathe heavily, as did Chad and then Becky.  The Were-Penis too was carried 
away by the erotic power of the moment, and grew long and hard with the 
pent-up desire that accumulated within it. Then all four of them did it real 
nasty and then got married and had some kids because they screwed so much. 
 Finis ⎅
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A Guide to the Modern 
Vampire 

by Atticus Moorman !
 The vampires talk shop underneath the overpass, down by the 
creek. They drink blood out of Dixie cups, and, when the cops come 
around, they tell them that it's only Kool-Aid. The cops don't really 
bother the vampires too much because the cops don't know that the 
vampires are vampires. They just think that the vampires are people who 
don't have any other place to go other than beneath the overpass. The 
cops respect the right of the people to drink Kool-Aid anywhere they 
please. There's no clause in the cop handbook about drinking Kool-Aid 
under overpasses, so the cops just mark it down under unalienable rights 
and protect it.  
 During the day, the vampires spend their time in libraries. The 
fluorescent light, unlike the sun's rays, doesn't really bother vampires. In 
fact vampires bask in the fluorescence. The vampires go to the library to 
get out of the cold. They huddle against metal vents and breathe in the 
warm air of the library's furnace.  The librarians have no problems with 
the vampires. Vampires are quiet, dark, and sullen, and the librarians see 
a lot of themselves in the vampires. The cops never go to the library, 
since all they read is the constitution and their handbooks. They never 
see the vampires during the day.  
 Leather jackets and capes are never seen on a vampire's back. If 
a vampire dressed like a vampire, then folks would just point them out 
and say things like, “Look honey, a vampire”. Of course the response to 
this might just be, “No, that's just the Dietrichson's goddamn goth son. It's 
a goddamn shame seeing the youth of today.” The only problem is that 
vampires never look young, they've been around for centuries, they look 
old, so they dress like the elderly. Vampires wear two-toned windbreakers 
and white velcro sneakers. The sneakers tread without noise down 
alleyways and underneath overpasses. The nylon windbreakers rustle 
loudly as the vampires creep. They don't have fangs, their teeth have all 
fallen out of their heads as the decades have flowed by. The vampires are 
homeless and own nothing besides their windbreakers and white velcro 
sneakers. If they had food processors, juicers, or apple sauce, they would 
just use those to eat. They don't have these things though, so they drink 
blood.  
 The vampires are dying. Every time the cops come around the 
overpass to protect the rights of the Kool-Aid drinkers, they notice that 
there's less and less people down there. The cops just shrug and leave 
because it's none of their business what the people do. The vampires don't 
really mind that they're dying, they're so old at this point they have 
trouble thinking about a lot of things, especially death. Death is too 
abstract for the vampire's old brains. The real cause of the death of the 
modern vampire isn't modern vampire hunters, it isn't the sudden 
proliferation of garlic brought about by industrialized farming, and it 
most certainly isn't the cops. They're brains are old, far too old for brains 
to keep on working in the way that they're supposed to. Cylinders misfire, 
neurons shrivel, and memories fade away. They forget themselves, as they 
creep and rustle. They get lost in shopping malls. They starve in library

bathrooms, cheeks pressed against the tile floors, nostrils flaring in the 
ammonia. They forget about blood. They forget about the overpass. The 
cops find them, spread out on the ground all across the city, rule out foul 
play, and call the ambulance. 
 The ambulance drivers and the doctors in the morgues are 
always a little confused about the dead vampires. They cut open the 
bodies and look around inside and say things like: “Good God, what went 
wrong?” The vampires aren't that different, on a physiological level, but 
there's just something off about them. It's like they should have died a 
long time ago. The doctors prod the kidneys with forceps and wonder 
how this person didn't die two decades ago. They pull out the livers and 
weigh them, scratching their heads and their noses. “Wow,” they say to 
one another, “this guy should've been dead in the '70s.” It happens so 
often that it's ceased to be a real thing anymore. A couple of doctors and 
medical students have written about the phenomenon and been published 
in all kinds of medical and scientific journals. The general consensus is 
that modern industry has produced chemicals which damage and decay 
internal organs, but the people still manage to live out their lives because 
modern medical science has progressed inversely to the proliferation of 
toxins. They shrug and say that it's just a Catch-22 of living in the 
modern world. Some of the doctors say it's poetic, others say it's a shame, 
but they all agree that it's just the way of the world. The doctors and 
medical students all pat themselves on the back and congratulate one 
another with their tongues in their cheeks. “You see,” they tell one 
another, “We're doing a good thing. All these folks would have been dead 
in the '70s if it weren't for us and our medicine and machines.” 
 The vampires never learned how to drive. The concept of the 
automobile was just too much. It was out of their grasps. The horse and 
buggy was a marvel to them, cars a mystery, jet planes an unreality. 
Because of this, the vampires became sedentary. They couldn't move 
about like normal, everyday citizens do. It's funny, really. They're such 
timeless beings, but the modern world has immobilized them. They're 
stuck in more ways than one. Stuck in place and stuck in time. You 
almost feel sorry for them, but then you remember what they are and 
what they do and you decide it's probably a good thing that they've been 
outmoded.  
 A couple of them still have a grasp on the world, and they hate 
it. They just can't stand any of it because none of it makes sense. One or 
two have figured out how to use computers and the internet. The 
implications of the whole system terrifies them. “How do we cope?” they 
ask themselves. “How do we meet people and take their blood? Everyone's 
doing all their meeting and talking through these machines. These 
machines don't bleed.” The realization of this dramatic shift in 
communicative conceits stuns them and saddens them. They usually take 
the easy route and just give up. “What's the point,” they say, “everyone's 
already dead. What's left to kill?” They get up from the computers, zip up 
their windbreakers, and find a cool, dark storm drain to crawl into and 
starve to death. ⎅
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Lessons from a Public 8 Ball 
by Hayley Korman !

In 8th grade, I had my first boyfriend. I use that term loosely to mean 
that each Saturday, my mom would drop me off at his house and we would 
talk about our families and personal philosophies and aspirations and how 
fucking awesome Blink-182 was and then we’d retreat to the basement to 
make out for three hours. For the sake of the story he needs a name, and out 
of fear that any of you might actually know him, I will henceforth refer to 
him as Nick McSomething. 

Nick and I had a whirlwind romance of about a year, and we were in 
what I genuinely believe was real adult Love. So when we broke up, as you 
can imagine, I was devastated. Having exhausted my best friends with my 
despondency after a certain point, I turned to the internet (surprise!) to 
provide me with the consolation and assurance I craved. This did not come 
in the form of an anonymous post on a forum, or in an angsty teenage blog 
(thank God). Instead, I sought solidarity in the form of real, tangible 
answers. I turned to an online Magic 8 Ball (my search for my physical 
magic 8 Ball was fruitless—Nick probably still had it at his house, 
goddamnit). I asked the 8 Ball the question that had been plaguing me for 
the past two weeks: “does he still love me?” and eagerly awaited the reply as I 
submitted my query. To my dismay, I received the third-worst possible reply: 
“Don’t count on it.” Horrified, I asked again. “My sources say no.”  

Clearly, I wasn’t supplying the 8 Ball with adequate enough 
information. “Does he still love me?” could be referring to anyone. So I 
adjusted my question. 

“Does Nick McSomething still love me?” 
“Concentrate and ask again.” 
“Does Nick McSomething still love me?” 
“My sources say no.” 
“Does Nick McSomething still love me?” 
    “Ask again later.” 
Frustrated, I resolved that perhaps the 8 Ball still wasn’t as informed as 

it needed to be. It should have all the facts to conjure a proper response. 
After what very little thinking, I arrived at the most precise question. 

“Does Nick McSomething still love me, Hayley Korman?” 
“Reply hazy, try again.” Oh, Magic 8 Ball. Gladly. 
“Does Nick McSomething still love me, Hayley Korman?” 
This cycle repeated itself somewhere between 30 and 40 times until I got 

the answer I wanted enough times to assure myself that, indeed, Nick 
McSomething still loved me. Satisfied, I closed my computer and forgot 
about this endeavor. !

About a month later, I got a phone call from my friend, who asked me if 
I’d Googled myself lately. 

Yeah. 
As it turns out, in all my confusion and heartbreak, I’d completely 

overlooked the fact that the website saves whatever the inquirers type in. And 
if the same phrase is typed enough times, it scores a higher place on Google’s 
search results page. 

I Googled my name to find the top search result, which everyone for the 
next four years would see when they Googled either the name of me or my 
ex-boyfriend: “Does Nick McSomething still love me, Hayley Korman?” And  
then smaller, next to that: “25+ items.” Over the course of high school, 
numerous people came up to me and asked something along the lines of, 
“Googled yourself lately?” to which I learned to reply,  

“Yes, I know, it sucks, and I’m working on getting rid of it.”

For a while, this meant that I was simply wishing it away—what else 
could I do? One day, though, finally having had enough, I garnered the 
courage to click on the link to see whether I could email the developer of the 
8 Ball website. There was a contact listed, but it had been four years, so I 
knew my chances of reaching anybody were pretty slim. Still, I had nothing 
to lose. I emailed the guy and told him my story, begging for him to remove 
the questions from the page altogether. 

A few days later, I received this reply verbatim, downright sexy in its 
simplicity: 

“done” 
    I kid you not: after this incident they added a “delete questions” 

button to prevent any further trauma for other unsuspecting youths. So 
really, I helped make the world a better place. So, if you want to know if He 
Still Loves You, just straight up ask—any possible response will be less 
emotionally taxing than what you just read. ⎅ !

!!!!!!
William Rushton, Fabled 

Overseer of the Uncanny 
Flashing Faces and 

Floating Potted Plants 
by the Sultan !

On the first day of Intro to Drawing, the students all sat on drawing 
benches arranged in a circle around a naked person. A short, baby-faced man 
entered our classroom and said: 

“Hey, if anyone wants ten dollars, I’m doing my thesis study where 
I see how art students recognize faces compared to non-art students.” The 
ripped-out lined notebook paper went around the drawing benches (actually 
called “horses,” if you care), and I wrote my name in the last spot, thinking, 
“Why not? Hell, I’m artistic!” !

The baby-face used his email like text messaging, and I only 
checked my email once a day at about 12:30 PM. So every day for a week, I 
would open up my Outlook to see a message from a “William Rushton” sent 
the previous day at 3:45, saying, “Can you do my study at 4?” Eventually we 
found a way to meet up, specifically, I started checking my email at different 
times. I went to the third floor of Tutt Science to the large classroom he had 
told me to go to. The room was empty, so I pressed my face against the 
window, where I could see Tutt Quad, Loomis, Palmer, Pike’s Peak, and 
some Yoshi’s Island-worthy cloudscapes. “Hey,” I heard a voice behind me. 

Nose still on the glass, I said, “How do you get work done in this



room?” 
“It’s a tough one,” he said. 
“So you’re the fabled William Rushton?” I said, making my way 

over to the table. I was now remembering his appearance from the drawing 
room all those days ago. 

“Sure am.” 
He guided me to the testing closet on the side of the classroom. 

There was a Dell desktop computer; three-inch thick padding covered the 
door, and the walls were either covered with egg crate foam or thick nude 
canvas. 

“Let me know when you’re done with each test,” he said. 
The first test had me look at 6 mugshot-like photographs next to 

each other for 20 seconds. Each person was wearing a beanie. Then the 
mugshots disappeared, and I had to answer questions. For each one I was 
presented with three faces—just the faces. No neck or hair or shoulders or 
even a hat. I had to press 1, 2, or 3 on the keyboard to signify which face was 
a member of the Mugshot Lineup. It wasn’t so hard, because most of the 
faces from the Lineup had a distinct vibration. One face was especially easy 
to recognize because he looked like Vince from ShamWow. I breezed 
through about forty questions, my patience burning away with every finger 
tap. The final portion of test #1 had me working with trichotomies once 
more, only each face was half-buzzed out with colored static. The kind you 
got when you turned your childhood TV to channel one. The faces grew into 
pure noise as my patience withered, and each click threw me farther into a 
maze of blind helplessness. Finally, there was a screen with no faces. THIS 
PORTION OF THE TEST IS COMPLETE. PLEASE SEE THE 
MONITOR FOR FURTHER INSTRUCTION. 

I left the pressurized isolation chamber and went back into the 
classroom where the golden Pike’s Peak sunset casted over the tables. 

“How was it?” asked William Rushton. 
“One of the faces was easy to recognize, because it looked like Vince 

from Shamwow.” 
“I don’t know who that is, but if that’s true, that will skew the test 

results significantly,” he said, burying his hand in his wide right palm. !
We went back into the isolation room and William Rushton set up 

the second test. 
“Good luck!” he said, and left me to the chamber where I could 

hear my clicking tongue reverberate off the wall. In this test, the screen 
rapidly fired three images in a row:  

1. A plus sign, 
2. A top half of one face and a bottom half of another face, as if 

printed on index cards and put together, 
3. The same as #2, except, half the time, the top half of the face 

would be different. 
The screen would then go blank. If the second top-face had been the 

same as the first, I would press “S.” If the second top-face had been different, 
I would press “D.” 

The faces were grainy black-and-white photos that seemed 75% 
human and 25% flat, primitive drawings. One top-face, which would rapid-
fire every five questions or so, had a very small forehead and eyes going in 
opposite directions. There was no escape from this computer, this room, and 
my conscience, which didn’t let just me look away and press random keys.

Just faces violently flashing in my eyes, through my soul, my own pressing 
of the keys re-triggering this nightmare, over and over again. I imagined a 
universe where this was all there was. 

Eventually, I stopped noticing if I was pressing S or D. And then 
after ten minutes that felt like thirty: THIS PORTION OF THE TEST IS 
COMPLETE. PLEASE SEE THE MONITOR FOR FURTHER 
INSTRUCTION. 

I felt no relief, just Satanic chants reverberating into my skull. I 
emerged into the classroom, massaging my temples, feeling the fresh air 
circulating. William Rushton said, 

“How was it?” 
“Ummmhhhhhmmmm…” 
“I know, that one was pretty bad, yeah, I know, I’m sorry, I’m 

sorry.” !
The third test was also a three-pronged fire.  
1. A cartoon of a spookily generic living room, the centerpiece of 

which was a potted plant on a table, 
2. The same image as #1, except table was gone and the plant was 

floating in midair,  
3. The same image as #2, except the potted plant had either not 

moved, or moved slightly. I had to press “D” for “different” if the plant 
had moved, and “S” for “same,” if the plant had stayed levitating where 
it was from the second picture. I developed a rhythm for the three-
pronged rapid fire and my subsequent button-pressing: 

TABLE / NO TABLE / DID IT MOVE? / PRESS BUTTON 
Twenty rounds in, I had developed an entire Talking Heads song in 

my mind, David Byrne singing about a potted plant, brass and Tina 
Weymouth punctuating his voice. Finally,  

THIS PORTION OF THE TEST IS COMPLETE. PLEASE SEE 
THE MONITOR FOR FURTHER INSTRUCTION. !

“Come back in a month and we’ll do some more tests,” said William 
Rushton. I came back in a month. I was subjected to the exact same tests, 
flashing potted plants, crossed eyes and all. Finally, there was the survey 
about how “artistic” I was. It asked me about how many art classes I had 
taken, and how much time each had devoted to studying faces. I answered 
the truth: that each art class I had taken had spent less than 5% of 
instruction time observing faces. It was then I realized that I was the control 
group, and the so-called “artisticness” I had been flattered into coming here 
over was just a mirage. 

Back in the classroom, William Rushton handed me a ten dollar 
bill. 

“Okay, let me debrief you. That was a test to see if your experience 
with art affected your facial processing.” He said it with a sneaky smile, as if 
he couldn’t wait to see my reaction to this revelation. 

“You already said that in the art room when you first recruited me,” 
I said. 

“Yeah, but did I say processing? That was the key word.” 
“You said ‘recognize,’ I think. That’s basically the same thing,” I 

said.  
“No, it’s not…well…” he looked down at the table. 
“And what did the potted plant have to do with a face?” I said.
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“Oh!” he said, perking up, “That was just to throw you off.” 
I put the ten dollars in my wallet and left. 
“Have a good one!” he said. I walked to the second floor, found a 

water fountain, and popped three Advil. ⎅ 

!!!!!
If You Should See Me 

Wearing (Y)our Socks, We 
May Become Friends or 
Remain Mortal Enemies, 

Hardly Known By the Other 
by Grace Hunter !

 When this shmuck I called Babe moved to Cuba, he left me a crate 
of stuff. He was rather fond of crates, stacking, filling, toppling crates. So 
much so he had accrued 200 by the time he left. The arrogance of persona 
overwhelmed him, and his final days on campus he grew worried that his 
crate dreams would be imitated and he would no longer be accredited with 
the title of Crate King. He asked that I take them. All. And just sit on them. 
I was trusted to do things like this, things like nothing. But I didn’t want 
crates. I don’t like things. I don’t like things that hold things. I don’t want to 
be the holder of things that hold things, solely for the purpose of protecting 
a soon-to-be-ex’s ego. So he took the time to sell them in small clusters to 
different milkmen across this slightly urban sprawl. And perhaps Babe 
resented me for not taking on his plastic waste. Perhaps Babe resented me 
for increasing his time in sales, decreasing his time in me. It worked out; 
Babe still got his nut, as did I, sans crates. !

There is one crate left. And it will be kept because Babe, I loved 
him. The last crate is much different from the other 199. The last crate is 
full on the kitchen table, because I do not have a desk. It waits for me there, 
in the cold, and when I open the door, it greets me and says, “Look, I am 
full of love for you.” It doesn’t make these words with its mouth, because it 
doesn’t have a mouth, it’s a crate. But it says it just the same. When it is 
quiet evening and I am still, in my bones, I will sit with a glass of water and 
a small snack, like a banana. Methodically (read: gently, nostalgically, 
deliberately) I will remove each item from the crate and place it, in its right 
place, on the table. I will arrange and rearrange these things. Some things 
are fine, though I cannot stress how much I dislike the thingness of a thing. 
These things I like, because they span years of who we were. I will curate 
our relationship in physical objects against the background of the maple 
tabletop. And when I am unsettled in the spaces between things, I will pause

and drink from my little glass.  !
Babe had filled the crate with all sorts of things, like love, and 

slipped it into the trunk of a car. The last day. Me, Babe’s Pal, and Babe all 
drove to the airport together and I struggled the most to cry but was wincing 
sincerely. They sobbed. We all hugged, and Babe grabbed my breasts in the 
middle of it, which Babe’s Pal didn’t seem to mind. In fact, through the 
tears, his expression seemed to read, “I do love breasts.” Me too, Pal, me too. 
Then we split. Babe and Pal had a soft talk and deep embrace and then it 
was my turn, at which point I began to spill. Spilling all over the place, and 
he was trying to wipe me up and I was just letting him spill because that’s 
what we both thought the other needed. I love Babe. It is sad to say goodbye 
to someone who has ruined your life in so many ways. I’m sure he’d tell you 
the same.  !

It was not a full four years. You have to subtract a chunk of that, in 
months, when we fucked other humans and didn’t talk. Hardly. Babe was 
really angry and I was really tired of being really angry. Fair enough, I 
thought, and think, looking back. During our emotional sabbatical, I slept 
with my friend and broke his heart and he killed himself. I avoided the 
emotional fallout by falling in with another. It also ended poorly, but he is 
alive and that is very good. However, we are no longer friends. Babe managed 
to sleep with thirteen girls and he only broke two of their hearts. His studies 
show those numbers indicate Babe as a better person.  !
 My Dead Lover did not kill himself because of me. That is what 
everyone says. Even without mention of the guilt.* Once we were lying in his 
bed, talking with words and he brought up his big love. Said he always goes 
back to Her. And then I brought up my big love, Babe, and I said, “Yes, 
Dead Lover, Babe always wins. Always will.” And we nodded on the bed, as if 
to the same silent song, while we thought about who the other person wasn’t. 
I wasn’t Her and he wasn’t Babe. In the long run, Babe won, he lost, She 
lost, I lost, because the Dead Lover is his name now.  !

Babe wins, won, always. And I win for him, always. When we were 
younger, the other birdies didn’t bother me, drunk chirping in his ear and 
ruffling their feathers, because I knew it was going to be me, always. Never 
doubted, that at the end of he night, I was going to be loved and not them. 
They would be cold in their stockings waiting for the school police to take 
them home. Babe on the other hand, was born jealous. It was in his mother’s 
breast milk. It cost me a friendship or two.  

But things change, like me. I lost my arrogance when Babe and I 
took a break and he returned to his first girlfriend and the loose groupies of 
the art department. I became quite jealous. I became Babe-ish. I did awful 
things. But he was an awful thing. Babe fucked a couple of my friends. One 
of my close friends. He would do things like this and then tell me about 
them the next day. Would tell me about how he made the good ones 
breakfast the next morning. So, we stopped talking, for a bit.  !

When the reality of the expiration date on our pain games set in, I 
left my friend-lover and he left all his birdies and we spent a final month !!
*My mother tells me it’s arrogant to feel guilty about something like death. I do not disagree. But I still feel awful.
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the long run, I won. Or maybe she would think, scary girl, why are you 
wearing my socks? Or maybe she would feel badly, real awful for almost 
coming between me and Babe and she’d want to be friends. Or not feel 
anything at all, just notice and say, “I used to have socks like that.” And then 
I would say, “They are the best.” And she would say, “Divine.” And then I 
would laugh, but I would show all of my teeth, because that’s what chimps 
do when asserting dominance. And she would laugh too. And I would make 
a joke and from then on we would run into each other every couple of days. 
And I would always be wearing the socks. And then finally we would be at a 
party, and we would both be so relieved to see the other. It would come out 
that I loved Babe and Babe loved me. And she would grow wide eyed and we 
would laugh, because then she would know that I always knew. And we 
would be friends.  
 She would have really good taste in art and hate guinea pigs. We 
would bond over what a psycho Babe could be when he was angry. 
Sometimes I would tell her things she didn’t know, and she would tell me 
about how Babe and her only slept together a couple of times but he always 
did that weird thing with his teeth when he was excited. And then we would 
do impressions of him. We would talk to each other with a strange affect to 
Maybe she’d become too comfortable in our matching lifestyles, but I’d never 
tell her because I’ve always wanted to coordinate outfits with somebody. 
  
 She would cross the line, and post a picture of us at a party 
together, a soiree, but a really fun one, the most fun soiree ever to happen in 
the entirety of the Midwest. And Babe would contact me with an angry 
email. I’ve already received a few. He would want know why I was turning 
lesbian for his birdies, and I wouldn’t say anything because that’s not what 
this is. We’re just friends, Babe. Frigid footed friends. ⎅ ! !!!!!
Breaking News: Art Professor Bogdan Swider 

Announced as CC’s New Head Counselor 
by the Sultan !

With the retirement of Bill Dove, Colorado College has selected Bogdan Swider, art 
professor, to be the new head counselor at Boettcher Counseling Center.  

“Not many people know this, but Bogdan has been practicing therapy along with his 
painting and professorial careers for over forty years,” commented CC administration. “We chose 
him because of his approach to therapy that mirrors his unforgiving, but spot-on, criticism in 
the classroom. Bogdan commented,  

“Life is art, and art is life. When a young crying girl comes in to my office, it doesn’t do 
any good to pat her on the head and tell her everything’s gonna be all right. There are things 
people like her just need to improve on—hell, she’s not fine ‘just the way she is,’ if I need to give 
her a two plus redo on her attitude, so be it.” 

Art studio major Kyle Rasmussen commented, “Bogey’s made me cry a few times during 
painting class, but he’s really helped me improve, and now, according to him, I’m a barely 
passable artist. I am really looking forward to experiencing the same discipline while on a chaise 
lounge, talking about my social anxiety.” ⎅

together. It was a filthy paradise. And we laughed, and drank, and danced, 
and spit, and watched the clock move, and watched it stop, and drove to the 
airport and kissed goodbye. !

I waited two weeks before sorting through the crate. I let it greet me 
for days. I’d tap it on the side when I walked through the kitchen. A love 
pat. I’d look at it and feel thankful and relieved. Strange feelings that I 
didn’t bother to make sense of, just kept walking to my room. My room void 
of things. I’d sit on my small bed and look at the empty walls. I’d make-out 
with my pillow and do my work and listen to songs my mother loved. This 
past Saturday, after a couple drinks too early to be evening, I whistled myself 
home. Seven blocks of resolve, I entered the house and sat before the crate. 
Motherfucker. “Alright,” I said right back to it, “I loved you too.” And the 
crate blew me a kiss. That’s all it took, all it ever takes for someone like me, 
and we began to let it all out, from the crate.  !
 I sorted: books of mine from sophomore year, love notes of his, 
drawings and a statuette we’d stolen in a different city, a knife, a ring from 
one of those 25 cent gumball machines. There were little gifts from him and 
bits of me. As I was growing soft in my head and heart and eye sockets, I 
picked up a pair of my socks. He was always stealing my socks. And then I 
picked up a pair of not my socks. !

Oops. “Babe, you dodo,” I said aloud, to no one at all. The crate was 
very silent. I scratched my eyebrow. I stopped once a few hairs fell onto my 
cheek, hair for tears. I stood up. I walked away from the museum of us. I 
walked outside and let it sit. I walked to a house with candles lit in the 
window and let myself in. Babe’s Pal, who was also my Pal, had a way with 
words and fire. He wasn’t home though, so I blew out the candles and left 
him some sweet words. Letting myself back into my house, I worked out the 
next obvious step: poop in the socks and post something online about how I 
found these socks and if you’d like to reclaim them, they will be on the curb 
in front of my house in a small crate.  !

The socks were, are, very nice. Nicer than any sock I’d ever known. 
They were cashmere, or something luxurious and unknown to the feet of 
(most) mortals. They were silk/cashmere/alpaca/700 thread count/kobe/
premium/ gold standard with a nice pattern and a small insignia on the side. 
Initials I didn’t recognize. There was no way to figure if they belonged to girl 
#2 or #9 and so I was stuck. I was stuck and I was very cold. This sprawl is 
full of cold. It does not snow in Cuba. I was alone. My feet were shockingly 
bare, anyone would have told you, but as mentioned, I was alone, so it’s just 
me who will tell you. Bare feet and a cold wood floor. What was I to do? If 
we could share a penis we could share some socks.  !

“Divine,” my feet said that. Out loud. And then the crate agreed, it 
said, “It’s the logical thing to do.” I know, trust me, I know. At first I just 
wore them around the house. Wore them to bed, and in the kitchen when I 
was pulling together breakfast. Then I wore them in the car. Driving to get 
gas. Driving to pick up scrap metal. On one of the car rides home, I thought, 
I could wear them everywhere. All over campus, it was going to be cold for a 
long while. And perhaps, the little hussy would run into me and my stone 
face and notice my ankles. And then she would know. She would know, in
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“It smells like a tanning salon,” Tara scrunched up her nose. 
“Someone should tell them!” Sue protested. The two women paused. 

They felt a certain distance. All those people at the diner who had come for 
the same reasons, good food and better company, simultaneously existed in 
distinct worlds. The two women stared at the teenage girls as though divided 
by glass at a zoo.  

“Someone should slap them,” Tara finally said, “Ain’t gonna be 
me.” On that note, the women turned back to their food, mourning the loss 
of a generation.  !

They stood up from their table and paid their check at the counter 
decorated with colorful packs of gum, mints and candy. They parted ways 
with the friendly-faced staff all the while knowing they would be back, same 
time, same place next Sunday. So the women hugged each other lovingly. 
When they parted out opposite jingle-doors, a thirteen-year-old girl turned to 
her best friend who was adjusting her eyeliner in the camera of her iPhone 
and said, “Claire, I hope we are like that someday.” Claire smiled, and the 
two hugged. They then turned back to their gossip about boys and their 
families and munched away on their cheese fries with gravy. ⎅

A Truly Jersey Lesson 
by Mollie Wodenshek !

 The diner hummed with Sunday morning casualties. The Brady 
Bunch sat in the far corner with their post-church pancakes, while high-
school aged girls stumbled in, hungover from the intoxication of their own 
angst. The lonely old men at the counter slurped their coffee through 
withered lips with the newspaper at the tips of their noses. The waiters 
danced around, coffee pot in one hand, menus in the other, notepads in the 
third.  

In the center of the chaos sat two cheery, plump women; Jersey 
born and raised. Sue carefully tore her Splenda packet and emptied half the 
contents into her mug, letting the other half scatter on the wood table. Her 
dyed red hair, complimented by her manicured red nails and painted red 
lips, bounced atop her head with the rhythm of her consistent head nods. 
“Ya…ya…uh huh…yep…ya,” she responded to the musings of her closest 
friend, Tara Lee. Tara was breaking down her latest family drama: “And 
then Bobby, you won’t believe what he said, he said, ‘Tara, you need to start 
eating better. I don’t like seeing you like this.’ I said Robert Michael, you 
have no right, no right! No place and no right. But it got me thinking I 
should get to the gym.” And so it went on Sunday mornings at Suburban 
Diner; Sue was used to it. 

 “Ya, ya, Tara. Would you please stop yapping about your body?” Sue 
pleaded. “All you do it make it worse for yourself. Ya know my Cousin 
Linda? You know the crazy one from Lodi? Ya, well—” 

“You mean the one with the red hair?” 
“Ya, the one with the cats. Anywa—” 
“Wait, the one with no kids?”  
“Jesus, Mary and Joseph, Tara, you met her last week at Tommy’s 

barbecue!”  
“Oh! Haha, Linda…right, right. What a funny lady.” 
“Doesn’t matta. Anyhow, she posted this Facebook message thing, ya 

know, to her wall-line thingy. So it was this article about your body. Okay? 
So she’s a chaplain right—” 

“OH! That Linda, she’s such a saint—” 
“Tara, good lord! Do you retain any sort of information up in that 

head of yous? I swear, it’s those perms you’ve been getting…your brainwaves 
are all screwed up now or something. Well, the freaking article was about 
how most women’s dying wish, their biggest regret on their death bed, is to 
have cherished their freaking bodies more!” 

“Alright, alright, I’ll stop complaining about it. I get it,” Tara rolled 
her eyes and stabbed her mozzarella cheese fry and dunked it forcefully into 
her brown gravy. Yum. 

“I’m just saying,” Sue continued, “All these girls these days stand 
sideways, staring in the mirror, for hours on hours, trying to decipher the 
perfect circumference for their belly.”  

“True!” Tara said with her mouth full. “Those little girls with their 
spray-on abs…” she shook her head. 

“Just look around you, look at these children.” The two women 
looked up from their food for a brief moment. Their jaws dropped, shocked 
by the reality of the situation. Those girls standing around in crop tees and 
exposed belly rings.



Cape Perpetua 
by Hannah Fleming !

His friends call the cape 
The vagina of the Oregon coast— 
A rocky trap where  
Softness escapes in wists of mist 
And tourists line the shore !
They are hoping to find treasures  
They will bring home toothbrushes stuck in cracks and 
A million mussel memories !
I sit above the mess of slosh and slip 
My sweater over my head while  
The sunset sears pastels to a place beyond vision 
And wind creeps underneath the surface of skin !
There’s a mother shaking 
The bed-sheet waves 
She folds them over sleeping creatures 
They have comforts 
Of a muted world under covers  !
I want to crawl in the spaces between 
Where the tide-pools are spools of thread 
Knit by barnacles  
Where the layers of foam are soft and warm !
And rock myself to sleep

This issue is dedicated to the Preserve mac and cheese bar


