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About this issue
Begging my friends for their work is a weirdly durable inclination. This zine 
began in December 2014 and ran for nine issues under the name “Is That 
So?,” printed for free in black and white in the Colorado College library. 
Now we have a new name because we’re in color and this is totally not for 
free anymore, but the philosophy is the same: superb writing and art by 
people I know, with no theme. However, do note that this issue has lots of 
plant-related art, so consider that an “accidental overtone.” I would also like 
to introduce Christian Barroso, my friend and co-editor who is significantly 
smarter and more well read than I am. He has been integral to the high quality of 
this publication. Love you, Christian!

I hope you enjoy this, I guess.

~Catherine “Lucinda, Sultana of Fax” Sinow, September 2018
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Chronic debilitating illness
If you get early onset Alzheimer’s or something terrible like dementia or 
meningitis or a brain injury or random bacterial infection you’re allowed to 
pull the plug, easy. No one will blink an eye if you say you want to die. No 
one will get you to a therapist if you’re already on life support. They’ll just 
let you pull the plug. You can even crowdfund it! Your mom will be sad but 
there’s nothing she could have done to keep it from happening, although 
she will obsess about it for years and convince herself there was.

Freak accident
Like if you cross the street and get hit by an airplane. This one’s really fun 
because it’s fast and extra horrific. It’s a closed casket for you. You’ll be 
remembered in footage someone took of you probably the second before 
you died and /r/watchpeopledie will have a field day ogling your final 
moments. You’ll be immortalized in internet history. You might even go 
viral! And your mom will hopefully never find out about that, but she 
will obsess over why you were on that street anyways and why you had 
to cross it and why you didn’t notice the airplane to begin with, and then 
she’ll question her parenting and wonder where she went wrong and you’ll 
subject her to infinite pain.

Ways I’d 
Like to Die

Mass shooting
Since you’ll get a lot of community support (much like the illness). It’s not 
something anyone can prevent, especially if you’re in a big public place. 
Maybe you’re a martyr and you jumped in front of someone. Maybe you just 
didn’t get away fast enough. You never were good at gym. Your mom will 
become a militant gun control fanatic, obsessing over ways to stop shooters, 
maybe targeting violent video games. Anger is a coping mechanism, and she 
will learn it well.

Something completely your fault 
yet completely accidental, like 
overdosing on something 
because you’re forgetful and take too much of a drug with a really narrow 
therapeutic range like methyl xanthine so you go into v-fib trying to treat 
your asthma (sorry I’m a nursing student how ironic is that I’m learning 
how to save lives and thinking about ending my own) and before you can 
call 911 you’re dead. But it’s no one’s fault because you were alone and you 
made a little mistake and it’s mostly fine, because now maybe the FDA will 
increase restrictions. Your mom can sit back and not think it’s her fault. 
She’ll just be more careful when she takes drugs. Which is fine because 
she’s already a pharmacist.

Suicide
I think about this one a lot (obviously). It’s the scariest to me, since it feels 
the most intentional. If I killed myself people would see me as selfish, even 
evil. It’s not allowed in Judaism. One of my uncles did it almost twenty 
years ago and my mom still isn’t over it. I remember when she saw my self-
harm and gave me a big talk about how she was there for me and to not kill 
myself. To kill myself would be an act of complete disregard for the people 
around me. Then my mom might kill herself. Since I know she’d blame herself. 
Either way, she’ll never live it down. ❃

by Luisa Mandel



“Defining Internal Affairs”
by Sam Beeker

Roy and Julie had seen a few signs—political Facebook posts, pictures 
of protests, fewer and shorter calls home. But now that he was actually 
standing in the doorway, the change was obvious. Their son had come back 
from college in New York carrying only an old green duffel. His hair was 
longer than it had ever been, and he wore a black shirt with a seemingly 
intentional rip. He refused to hug them, and when Julie asked how he’d 
been, he said, “highlights, seriously?”

“What?”
“In your hair. You put highlights in.”
The highlights were part of a routine Julie called “keeping up,” though 

it was unclear who or what exactly she was keeping up with. It involved a 
lot of yoga, spin classes, and anti-various-things creams. She was keeping 
up, though. While her husband’s chins grew in number, his wrinkles got 
deeper, and his hairline receded ever-closer to the top of his head, Julie 
steadfastly retained the appearance of a young person about to look old. 
Granted, Roy’s white New Balance shoes and too-big, decade-old Cleveland 
Indians shirt didn’t help.

“Gabe,” she said, “people do highlights. Relax, okay?”
Later, once Gabe had extricated himself from conversation and 

disappeared into his room, Julie tried to call up kindly from the bottom 
of the stairs, “Gabe, would you please come down and chat?” But he only 
shouted, “Relax, okay?”

She came upstairs and said to the closed door of his room, “Gabe, what 
is this? You’re in our house.” Julie could feel the eye-roll from the other side 
of the door before he said, “Yeah—and?”

Gabe flopped down on his bed and examined a list on in his little 
notebook. On it was written: “Finish Das Kapital. Photograph Hannah 
nude in L’s studio. Join anarchist group. Write thing abt connection btwn 
quantum physics and spirituality.” He added, “Don’t give up on parents.”

He began scrolling through the news on his phone, working himself 

The Radical
by Ethan Cutler



into a righteous fury. An article called Toward a Marxist Interpretation of the 
Constitution caught his eye, so he sent it to Hannah, who replied, “Dope.” 

For the next few days he slipped in and out of the house, never really 
answering when his parents asked him where he was going, and never 
granting his parents more than a five-word response to any question. 

On the evening of the fourth day, Julie chopped carrots with the biggest 
knife they had and silently fumed. Roy, wine in hand, had been listening to 
NPR and struggling with the Monday crossword at the kitchen table. He 
came over to Julie and said nothing, but rested a hand on her shoulder. Julie 
put her knife down loudly and shirked away from him. “I can’t do it,” she 
said. 

“Can’t do what?”
“I can’t sit down with him for one more fucking meal.” 
“Jules,” Roy pleaded, “he’s your son.”
“I can predict everything that’s gonna happen at that table, and so can 

you.”
“Sure, sure, yeah,” he said, but he kept telling himself resolutely, that’s 

our son.
“Why, don’t we try to actually talk to him this time?” Roy asked.
“Oh so you’re the diplomat now, huh?”
“Wow, all right. Never mind.” 
Roy, ever the diplomat, went back to the crossword and immediately 

called for help. “Okay, Jules, it’s ‘like the posture of humans,’ five letters: 
blank-R-blank-blank-T. Weird, right? Something must be wrong.”

“Come on, Roy.”
“What?”
“You’re really gonna make me say it?”
“Make you say it? I’m not quizzing you, Julie, jeez!”
“It’s ‘erect,’ Roy. It’s fucking erect.”
Gabe appeared in the kitchen at that moment, and Roy and Julie both 

caught their breath, awaiting some too-real, biting remark. But Gabe 
appeared not to have noticed what had just been said. Something on his 
phone was keeping him fully engrossed. 

At dinner, Roy suggested through mouthfuls of chili that everyone say 
one good thing about their day, to which Julie and Gabe both rolled their 
eyes way back—a habit they’d shared for years. Julie saw something she 
could call a smile cross Gabe’s face and she thought, this could be a good 
moment. This would be a good time to ask.

“Gabe,” she said, trying to figure out just how to ask this, “what…what 
are you?”

Gabe looked up with cooked carrots stuffed in his mouth. He almost 
chuckled. Swallowing, he saw how afraid his parents looked: backs straight, 
forks practically trembling, lines of concern crossing their foreheads.

“I told you. I’m a Marxist-Leninst-Maoist.”
Julie snorted, which truly was an accident. She covered her mouth and 

said, “Gabe, come on.” 
Elbows on the table, head in his hands, Roy rubbed his eyes. Gabe began 

to get up, so his dad said, “Gabe, Gabe, I’m sorry. We’re sorry.” 
“We are not sorry,” Julie said.
“Look, Dad, she can’t have a rational conversation. Seriously.” He got 

up to put his dish in the dishwasher. 
Roy had run his hands through his hair, so one gray tuft now stuck up 

ridiculously. He said, “Gabe, just meet us halfway.”
“Halfway? I flew to Ohio.” Gabe walked off.
“On our money,” Julie said to his back.  
Gabe turned around at the edge of the kitchen to glare. Roy picked at 

the edge of the table and saw something in Gabe’s eyes which he was sure 
his son hadn’t learned at home.

“Gabe,” Roy shouted, “I understand it looks different from your 
perspective.” 

Julie got up and started washing dishes. Carrying plates to the counter, 
Roy dropped a knife and tried to catch it on his foot. “Sorry, sorry. Idiot,” he 
muttered.

Julie turned off the faucet. “For fuck’s sake, Roy,” she said, “assert 
yourself in your own goddamn house.”

Back at school, Gabe couldn’t stay focused on classwork. He found the 
whole charade idiotic. 

“What charade?” asked Ben, a soon-to-be former friend. Gabe sighed, 
which is often how he responded to Ben. Gabe was spending a lot of time 
with Hannah, who also sighed a lot. 

“Have you ever wondered, like, at what point you would be spending 
too much time with her?” Ben asked once when the two of them were alone 
in their room.

“Are you trying to imply something, ‘cause you should just say it if you 
are. I don’t really have time for bullshitting.”

“No, no. Sorry I asked,” Ben said, and went back to his work.
Later, Gabe would tell Hannah that “Ben is the type of guy who 

high-fives people he doesn’t even know that well when he passes them on his 
scooter.” 

“Wait,” Hannah said, “he rides a scooter around the city?”
“Yeah. I mean he’s also the type of guy goes for ten-mile runs in short-

shorts, and he’s like, smiling the whole way.”
“Ugh,” Hannah grunted, “Painful.”
What Gabe didn’t tell Hannah is that he and Ben used to both be 

singularly weird. Just months ago, they were making trash-art at the 



dumpster and creating a sophisticated number-based language to text in. 
But Ben had watched a political transformation sweep over Gabe, so he 
knew exactly what was going on. Ben once told his girlfriend, Ali, “The day 
Hannah wore that short shirt that was kind of see-through, it was over.” 
Ben would often give Ali new details about Hannah: “She wrote ‘fuck the 
police’ on her Doc Martens. I mean come on!” Ali would laugh and laugh 
until Ben would say something like, “Ah, comedy. No better way to mask 
how totally sad this is!”

Ben couldn’t hope to compete with Hannah, and he knew it. Hannah 
knew about cool punk artists who did Tuvan throat-singing. Ben only knew 
about medieval history. Most importantly, unlike Hannah, Ben’s sex appeal 
was limited to the one night when Gabe had drunkenly said, “Dude, if you 
were a really hot woman, we’d have a time.” 

And then Gabe found Hannah, and they had a time. Hannah 
published dark, intense poems in tiny journals read solely by the people 
who contributed to those journals. She read Rolling Thunder and smoked 
American Spirits. Her hair had never been the same color twice, and she 
said things which might or might not be sarcastic—the point was that either 
way, they were over your head.

Still, Gabe and Hannah weren’t even close to dating. In fact, Gabe was 
beginning to think Hannah probably detested monogamy. She had once 
called monogamy “problematic,” though when Gabe asked why, she just 
narrowed her eyes and gave him the do I really need to explain this incredibly 
obvious thing to you? look. Still, they were hanging out and calling each other 
on their respective spots of political ignorance, which Hannah said was 
important. And when Gabe got back to school and came over to Hannah’s 
apartment to complain about his parents, she comforted him patiently, 
reminding him that “the nuclear family is a bourgeois construct. It’s just 
poisonous.” 

“Thanks,” Gabe muttered, and gave her an uncomfortable side-hug.
They went for a walk around Washington Square Park and Gabe tried to 

remember a quote. “Whoever wants to…wait, fuck.” Hannah was laughing 
at him and smoking. She knew the quote. Gabe said, “Whoever wants to be 
born must first destroy a world.”

“Hesse,” Hannah said. 
“Shit! Thought I had you.”
The next day, Hannah texted Gabe about a protest further downtown. 

Gabe bailed on lunch with Ben without a second thought. As they were 
walking down, Hannah was working herself into what she called “the mood 
that makes you really wanna punch a Nazi.” 

Gabe looked around at the pedestrians swarming in all directions. He 
noticed an impossibly old man with a walker trying to make his way across 
the street in time for the light; a girl shrieking at her mother, who was busy 

on her phone. There was this way people shuddered in their too-thin winter 
jackets; all the passing faces sunk in the same blank, bone-tired look. 

Hannah was saying something about how to throw a punch. She 
noticed him moping and said, “Dude, what’s up? You look like a turd.”

“There’s just—look at these people,” he said. “They look so tired.”
“Yeah,” Hannah scoffed, “I’m looking.” But she began to see something 

was up, so she went into pep-talk mode. 
“Hey,” she grabbed his shoulder and stopped him on the sidewalk. 

“This is why we’re doing this, okay? People have to get up at six in the 
morning to work miserable jobs that turn them into idiot zombies. It 
doesn’t have to be like that. You know that. We know that.”

“Yeah, yeah,” Gabe started walking again, “right, you’re right. That’s 
why we’re doing this.” They kept walking, riling each other up until they 
were practically shouting. Hannah’s cheeks were flushed with adrenaline, 
and Gabe kept getting closer and closer to her. Eventually he was brushing 
against her shoulder, tucking his boner into his waistband. Hannah stopped 
him on a corner and said, “Alright, listen. I’ve been meaning to say, I know 
you want to fuck. That’s okay. But remember what comes first.”

“Of course,” Gabe said, and stuffed his hands in his pockets, “Of 
course.” So she kissed him furiously, stuck her tongue way down his throat, 
pulled away, and grinned. People were flooding toward the protest on all 
sides and someone shrieked, “Yee-aah!”

“Okay, good,” she said. Gabe pulled a strand of her neon-green hair out 
of his mouth in awe. They kept walking until they began to hear shouting, 
and then they started jogging. They came over a hill and saw a crowd of 
maybe two hundred people in a small park holding signs and being herded 
by scores of policemen in riot gear. 

“FUCK THE POLICE,” Hannah shouted to the air. Gabe was equal 
parts terrified and aroused. Hannah had brought a gas mask and Gabe 
had not. They joined the back of the crowd and stood there for a while, 
alternately chanting and grinning at each other. Gabe felt the warmth of 
Hannah on his left. There were strangers packed tight all around. The 
chants were easy to follow, and at some point the tall, lanky guy to his right 
put a huge hand on Gabe’s shoulder and let out a howl. He followed suit, 
and soon the whole crowd was howling. 

Gabe felt like he had finally arrived somewhere. He reminded himself 
to write that sentence down.

The cops began barking orders they knew no one was going to follow. 
All of Gabe’s thoughts were replaced with a clean, searing anger. He stood 
on his tip-toes and saw a woman at the front of the pack lightly kick a riot-
shield. The shield snapped back at her and another cop hit the woman in 
the shoulder with a baton. She fell back into the crowd, and people began 
shouting, “Whoa! What the fuck, dude?”



Some people were falling back and others were rushing forward. Hannah 
immediately pushed forward, shoving someone in front of her into the 
tangle of protesters. Gabe watched her for a moment, her green ponytail 
swinging from side to side like a weapon, as she dodged people who were 
trying to run the other way. Shuffling awkwardly in place, it occurred to 
Gabe that this was one of those Life-Deciding moments—one of those times 
when you either prove that you have balls or reveal yourself as a coward—
when someone shoved him from behind and he went stumbling forward, 
confused and shouting. 

Gabe found himself at the front now. He looked around and saw 
black bandanas, light glinting off of windows, a helicopter somewhere. 
Then someone shoved him and his hand hit the ground, hard. Broken, 
he thought, oh my god, it’s broken. There was no question of courage 
anymore. Gabe intended to get out of there as fast as possible, and he was 
willing to shove anyone he needed to shove in order to do so. But he was 
looking into a policeman’s eyes, and maybe the policeman saw the fear in 
his eyes, or maybe he didn’t—either way, the cop brought a baton down 
heavy on Gabe’s back as he turned to run. He crumpled, his back bending 
in on itself, and as he fell he saw Hannah maybe ten yards back, standing 
on some sort of platform in the middle of everything. She had given her 
gas mask away, and she looked beautiful now, cheeks flushed and blue eyes 
bright. There was smoke in the air, sunlight pouring through it. A tangle of 
black-clad limbs writhed beneath Hannah as she let out a truly convincing 
war cry. It was like some sort of Renaissance painting, Gabe thought. As he 
fell, turning to see Hannah, he couldn’t tell if she was horrified or proud. 
His head hit the asphalt.

Two months later, Hannah was waiting for Gabe to finish fucking her. Gabe 
seized under her, let out a pathetic little grunt, and collapsed. They checked 
their phones. 

“Ben and Ali wanna come over for a drink tonight,” Gabe said, knowing 
what was coming. 

Hannah growled, “Ben and Ali make me want to vomit and then throw 
my vomit at them,” and stuffed her face into the pillow. 

“Please,” Gabe said, “just treat it like a game or something.” 
“This is my place,” she said, “so if they come, I get to be an asshole.”
“Fine.”
As Gabe went around the apartment picking up cigarette butts, Hannah 

flopped down on the couch and said, “Actually, honestly, I can’t do it.”
“Can’t do what?”
“I can’t tolerate your idiot friends for one more awful fucking hour.”
“Hannah, please. They’re not that bad.”
“It’s just, I know exactly what’s gonna happen from the second they 

come to the second they leave.” 
“Oh yeah, what?” Gabe found himself in the mood to play this awful game.
“Okay, you want to know? They’re gonna come over with some cheap 

wine and Ben is going to ask you about football and you’re going to be 
uncomfortable because you know it’s a stupid sport designed to stir up 
irrational jingoism in idiots, but you’ll entertain him and kind of give me a 
knowing wink, and you’ll expect me to somehow talk to Ali—the queen of 
all vacuous bitches—because you think I’m a woman and she’s a woman so 
we must have something to talk about, and she’ll try so hard to come up 
with something, and I’ll talk back and we’ll all know that all of us would 
give a lot of money to not be in this room.”

Gabe had put down a broom and was leaning against the wall. He 
wanted to say something that would mess her up. He was thinking of 
saying, “You actually don’t give a single fuck about anyone else. I can’t 
believe I’m just now seeing that.” Instead, he said, “Yeah, okay. Why don’t 
you strip naked and fuck Ben if you want to mix it up?”

“Oh, eat a dick,” Hannah said.
“Wow, all right. Maybe I will.”
“What?”
“Whatever.” 
They sat there for a while. Hannah was waiting for the apology she 

knew would come. It took a minute, but there it was: “Alright,” Gabe said, 
“listen, I’m sorry. I’m sorry and I won’t do this again, but we’re in it now, so 
if we could just fake our way through this one night, that would be great.”

They heard Ben’s cheery knock on the door. “Ooh!” Hannah squealed, 
“our dearest guests are here!” 

For a while, they ate and drank and everything went as Hannah said 
it would, except they didn’t talk about football, there were longer silences 
than they expected, and every one of them would have given even more 
money than they had expected to not be in the room. 

But around eleven, once they had all drunkenly sunk into the couches, 
right in the middle of Ben’s sentence, Hannah turned to Gabe and said, “You 
know what, we should leave. We should just leave.”

Ben trailed off and everyone looked at Hannah, expecting something 
more. “Like, this room?” Ben asked. 

Hannah threw her head back and groaned, “Like this school, dude. Like 
this country. Like this place where we’re not actual people.” 

Ben and Ali said, “Mhmm” and sipped their lukewarm beers.
Gabe, surveying the room, felt trapped in his own skin. He noticed his 

toes were cold but thought he was beginning to sweat profusely. “Yeah,” 
he said, quiet at first, “yeah, you know what, we can do whatever we want. 
Like, the only thing keeping people from being free is that they don’t even 
realize that they could be free, right? Let’s leave. Hannah, let’s go. We’re 



leaving.” She looked at him with an eyebrow raised. “For real,” he said. 
Hannah stood up, swayed a bit, and raised her beer to him. “Gabriel 

Weinberg, you are finally not acting like a fuckin’ pussy.” She paused, “Not 
that pussy implies cowardice or anything. Dicks are the cowardly organ.”

Ben turned to Ali and whispered, “What…is happening?”
Hannah and Gabe packed their bags in a frenzy while Ben picked his 

arm hairs anxiously and Ali made we should really go eyes. As Gabe walked by 
with clothes in his arms, Ben said, “So, we’re gonna go, if that’s cool.” Gabe 
hardly heard him. He and Hannah were on the road in thirty minutes. They 
drove north for a few hours, singing along to all of Hannah’s favorite songs, 
and stopped at a little hotel in upstate New York at three in the morning. 

They bought a room, fiddled with the key in the lock for a full minute, 
and eventually flopped down on the thin bed side-by-side.

“Well!” Gabe said.
“Well,” Hannah said.
“Here we are,” he said.
“Here we are,” she said, “on the road.”
“Yep. It’s been…” he checked his phone, “four hours and twelve 

minutes since we left.”
“Seems like longer,” Hannah said, rolling over to face Gabe.
“Nope.”
“It’s funny, how many people are just doing—this—all over the world.”
“Doing what?” he asked.
“Just, I don’t know, totally bailing on their lives.”
“Yeah, I guess.”
“And they all leave thinking it’s gonna be great, but probably most of 

those fucks just go back to their awful lives after a few days. It’s like, kind of 
sad.” Hannah was looking up at the white ceiling now.

“Oh come on,” he said, “Yeah, people suck. Big news.”
“No, no, I just mean, we’re not doing anything original or whatever.” 

Hannah sat up and held a thin pillow to her chest.
“Yeah, okay, what’s new? We also finally actually left!”
“Yeah, it just feels weird, like this isn’t really that different.” 
“You know what Hannah, why are you being like this? We’re just 

getting going here, tomorrow we’ll go to a lake or something. We’ll camp 
out there and we won’t have to worry about friends or being part of this 
gross system or anything. We can basically not worry about anyone!” He 
waited for a response, but Hannah just stared up at the ceiling. Desperate 
for a reaction now, Gabe said, “Least of all, the fucks who just go back to 
their lives!” 

Hannah kept staring at the ceiling, and Gabe could see her getting 
teary-eyed now. He wanted to either leave the room or lean in and hug her, 
but he thought either would piss her off—he’d never seen her in a mood 

anything like this one.
“I just have this image of myself,” she said to the ceiling, or to herself. 

“And I don’t know who it is. And I don’t know what I’m doing.” Fast, 
ugly tears began to fall down the sides of her face. “I don’t actually know 
anything about anything,” she said. 

She was really crying now, and had her hands over her eyes. “And I just 
feel like,” she coughed and wiped her nose on the pillow, “like I took you 
along and you—I mean come on—you know what I mean, right?” 

She looked at Gabe and all he could think was that Hannah’s face was 
so scrunched and red and gross. She turned out to be a surprisingly ugly crier.

“Um, I think so?” he said. 
She sat up on the bed and fell awkwardly into Gabe’s arms. Through 

gross, sub-human sobs she said, “I just feel like I’m a fraud.”
“You’re…not a fraud,” he said. This was weird, he thought—this was 

truly weird, but it also felt good to have her in his arms, and to know she 
wasn’t anywhere near invincible. Trying to sound like someone to whom 
this was actually happening, he said, “Everything’s gonna be okay.”

Hannah snapped, lept up from the bed, and wiped her eyes. “Yeah, 
obviously, I know,” she said. “Ugh. Now I’m just your hysterical girl figure 
to comfort and look down on.”

“Hannah, yo, it’s not like that.”
“Yo? Yo? Who the fuck are you?” She put her hands over her eyes and 

breathed in deeply. “Sorry,” she said. “I’m sorry.”
She came back onto the bed and crumpled into Gabe. Hugging her 

uncomfortably, feeling her tears spread on his shirt, Gabe was thinking that 
maybe he wasn’t a good feminist after all, though he also thought, I’m trying 
really hard right now.

When Gabe, puffy-eyed, shouldered open the door to his room the next 
morning, Ben was reading a trashy science fiction novel at his desk.

“Hey,” Ben said without looking up.
“Hey?”
“Yeah, hey.” Ben sat up on his bed. “It’s what you say when someone 

walks into a room.”
“It’s me, coming back. Me who had left. This isn’t surprising to you—at all?”
“Not really, dude.”
“Got it. Great,” Gabe said, and threw his duffel on the floor.
He pulled out one of many old paperbacks from his shelf, got under his 

covers, and began reading. 
“Warriors of Ultramar?” Ben asked.
“Yeah.”
“Good book,” Ben said. 
After a few minutes of silence, Gabe asked, “Ben, do you ever feel like a fraud?”



“Like have I ever committed fraud? As in financially? Or as in am I like 
faking it all the time?”

“Well, the second one, I guess. I mean, you don’t have to—”
“No,” Ben cleared his throat, “It’s fine. I guess when I’m like trying to 

be a certain way around you and Hannah, that kind of makes me feel like a fraud.”
That stung, he thought, but it wasn’t really the question. “What about 

like right now?” Gabe asked.
“Not really, no.” He paused and, as he opened the book again, tried to 

not sound nervous. He started picking his arm-hairs. “Are you faking it?” 
“Like right now?” Gabe asked.
“Yeah, I guess,” Ben said. 
Far off, an ambulance’s siren rose to a scream and faded.
Gabe tucked his knees into his chest and said, “I don’t know. Kind of.”
“Jeez, dude.”
Gabe said, “It’s not a big deal,” and they went back to their books.
Two months later, school was over and Gabe’s summer plans had fallen 

apart. When his parents called and asked what he was going to do for the 
summer, he hoped they’d realize that he had no plans and would then ask 
him to come home. They did, and he consented after a show of reluctance.

When Gabe got home, he was wearing sweatpants, sneakers and an old 
little-league shirt that had been too big for five years. At the door, he kept 
looking left and right, as if someone could catch him. Roy answered the 
door, looked him up and down, and said, taken aback, “Gabe…hi?”

“Um, hi.” 
Julie punched Roy from behind and said, “Hi, Gabe. Come in already.”
Gabe hugged his parents and retreated to his room. Soon, they all sat 

down for dinner. None of them had any idea what was going to happen. Out 
of sheer nervousness, Roy started talking about work.

“Betsy,” he said, “you know, from corporate? She came to the office 
today and told Todd he had made an error in the monthly spreadsheet. But 
she said it in front of everyone. Kind of rude, right? It was like some sort of 
weird shaming ritual.”

Julie wasn’t paying attention.
Gabe looked up from his food, to his mom, then to his dad, and said, 

“Yeah, that sounds shitty. Maybe you could tell that guy it’s not a big deal. 
Might make him feel better.”

Roy and Julie looked to each other for a long moment, trying to make 
sure they weren’t missing some sarcasm in Gabe’s remark.

“Yeah,” Roy said, “that’s a good idea.” ❃



I was sick and tired of everything
When I called you last night from Glasgow;

The texture of the poplar trees reflected
The moonlight of my own sorrow,

Suggesting in the margins of my eyesight:
“Give to her now, when you’re 24 and growing,

and you will come around
to the voyage of a new breath

dressed in the blood of the Nekuia.”
My knife stood still at the neck of the sheep.

Birch and Sycamore hung in silhouettes,
decorating the stillness of night.

And what we have in common with the flowers spoke thus:
“You will careen. You will wake up
with the women of the long bridges
twenty-five years from now, on the 

crystal sands of a black shore,
rent in pieces and longing for pardon.”

What could I say? Your kisses sing
the transports of a new suffering

and you wear the skin of my childhood, too,
the sorrowful hull of same and self,

which only shows beneath your dress
in darkest night, beneath the trees.

untitled poem by Will Brown



“inheritance”
by penelope moskowitz

oh I can’t look
an ocean is behind your teeth
and when you bare
a swell
all that’s in me is
a leak
 
I have to choke
back down my throat
into a pitch-black privacy
is it given or
received and
who could hold
such grief
 
sinking teeth back in
that ocean
toward a name
that’s calling me



Griffen Dempsey / Blood on the Leaves / film photograph

Amy Truong / Tea Without a Cup Looks A Lot Like Love / digital photograph

George Washington U Libraries via Archive.org / Hydrotherapy 
Bathroom in Psychiatric Division / film photograph

Paige Talerico / Untitled / woodcut print

Mario Torres / Common Unrest / ink on paper

Christian Barroso / Pink Flowers / acrylic on paper

Mindy Kral / Moon Rabbits / woodcut print

Griffen Dempsey / Chasing the Flock / film photogrpah

Griffen Dempsey / Aloft / film photograph

Aidan Hendrickson / Mark 11:21 / algorithmically 
generated digital image

Catherine Sinow / Pulling Over to the Side of the Road Just to Take a 
Photo of these Balloons / film photograph

Art in this issue

This journal is named for my friend Timothy Day, a writer who 
imparts everything he does with a soft artistry and eccentricity. 
I think he embodies the spirit of this journal.



Timothy


