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A Note on the Space We Occupy

Dear Reader, 
Now is a strange time. Our sense of normalcy first ravaged 

by a global health crisis, in the past weeks long building tensions 
have erupted into a revolution; a revolt against persistent racist 
and anti-Black violence, police brutality, and the multitude 
ways the systems which govern life in this country have proven 
ruthlessly oppressive. Foothills stands in solidarity with the 
Black Lives Matter movement. 

In a fight against racism, those of us who have never 
experienced oppression based on the color of our skin must 
interrogate the implications of our bodies and the privileges 
they hold. The COVID-19 pandemic has pushed us into an 
increasingly online realm, making our bodies virtual as well 
as physical. As a virtually published magazine and as a social 
media presence, Foothills occupies online spaces. We seek to 
use our platform to highlight the artists and texts which inspire 
us and represent our community of undergraduate writers. 
Per our mission statement, we are dedicated to celebrating art 
that exists in and gains perspective from liminal spaces as a 
dynamic and ongoing process. 
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As a student organization physically based at the University 
of Denver, we also occupy a physical space. We would be 
remiss not to acknowledge that the University of Denver sits 
on land stolen from indigenous tribes. As such, the history of 
our university is one of genocide and bloodshed perpetrated 
by the historic “pioneers” who founded our school. A moral 
existence in this space is impossible without acknowledging this 
ugly history and contemplating the continued manifestations 
of this violence—not ignoring our own complicity in it. We pay 
respect to the people, past and present, of the Arapahoe and 
Cheyenne tribes. This is also an ongoing and dynamic process. 

As an organization and as individuals we are working to be 
responsible citizens in this complex social and artistic world. As 
you read this issue, we encourage you to consider the history 
of this and other artistic and educational spaces. We thank 
everyone who shared their art with us—for contributing their 
voice and perspective to this 2020 issue of Foothills. We hope 
you enjoy.

Sincerely,
Emelia Kamadulski

Editor-in-Chief
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In the spirit of healing and peace, the Foothills team acknowledges 
and honors the original owners of the land on which the University of 
Denver stands; we pay respect to the Arapaho and Cheyenne Tribes 

and all the indigenous peoples, past and present, from whom this land 
was taken.
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OLIVIA FARRAR
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No Hymns for Hyperrealities: 
“The Lost Dialect of the Thoroughfare Tongue”

Neon lights blink repeatedly-
Hoping the stray eyelash will fall out,

The red backlight of the marquis:
Irritated by the contact lens- the letters- they wore too long.

Thoroughfares: bodies, visages, structures doused in electric pink,
alien green,
and artificial, candy blue.

Shadows, not to be confused with darkness,
For newspaper clippings of yesterday combine 
both black print with white space,

A clipping sticks to your black-soled shoe,
and it splits into pieces the farther you go along,
and it arrives in the stagnant water
pooling at the agape mouth of the gutter.

These are the places where chewy wads of gum
mingle with clumps of matted leaves,
while all the while there are street signs
who don’t have the luxury of a blind eye,

Stories,
news, 
memories,
rendered fragments
as they are torn, decimated-
then subsequently illuminated.

The street you leave behind in your suburb-bound car:
The rendezvous between those who are discarded 
and the actions of discarding.
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CORINNE HERBST

A New Road
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CAITLIN HICKNEY

cobblestone beach - set to music

you’re a small shell in the heel of my palm
that i could crush between fingers of foam
and when i take you home
you sit on a shelf in my room
to remind me of cobblestones

preserved like a piece of time 
like a leaf in the bind of a book
that i keep on a similar shelf to yours
pebble beach that i’m floating across
and i’m seven and my father brought 
a tin bucket from home
to collect the cobblestones

you’re a striped shell in my palm
that i could watch in a moment of calm
and when i take you home
i can only think of cobblestones

i pack up a box full of trinkets and things
that i had forgotten
snow globes and pictures and dresses of 
cotton
and a shell on a rotten shelf 
from when i was another self

you’re an empty shell in my palm
one that i’ll crush up and sell to the dawn 
i’d rather not be reminded so much
of the beach



MAYA DURAN

“Our Father, who art in heaven, hallowed be thy name. Thy kingdom come. Give us this 
day our daily bread.”

“God, shut up, Mina. There’s no bread in here. Also, you skipped a part. Now get the 
fuck out so I can take a shit.”

Margarita swiped a hand across the back of her sister’s head, slender fingers swishing 
through a tight ponytail of sleek black hair. Mina was a vision of piety: nine years old, 
kneeling with her arms propped on the edge of a clean but poorly caulked and well-cracked 
bathtub, eyes shut and palms pressed together in prayer as a column of mid-afternoon light 
fell upon her from a tiny rectangle carved out of a high place on the wall above the shower. 
Mina was not put off by the intrusion. Infact, she barely seemed to notice. It was not 
becoming of a young girl to succumb to such a feeble human emotion as irritation. It would 
achieve naught but to distract her from God. Margarita, however, was losing patience at an 
expeditious rate. It was certainly justified--Mina was bogarting the quietest, most private 
corner of the house. And for what? The cult of Catholicism? Furthermore, it was a room 
with a very specific purpose.

“I’m serious, Mina, get out of here. I had like five tamales for lunch. It’s coming out.”
Margarita was whining, her voice bouncing up and down with her body as she grit her 

teeth and placed her hands over the back of her pants as if she were trying to keep an 
overfilled container from bursting and spewing its contents onto the bathroom tile. “Hurry.”

Mina winced at her older sister’s crass comments, but they were effective in expediting 
her departure from the only bathroom in the house so that Margarita could relieve herself. 
Margarita waited until the door was shut behind her and the little brass hook fastened in its 
eye to guarantee privacy before she took her phone out of her back pocket, dropped her 
pants, and positioned herself comfortably on the porcelain throne. 

Kalliste: Full moon tonight. Want to take some drinks and weed to the trees to 
celebrate our fair lady in the sky? I just got a new tarot deck. Dying to break it in. I 
can’t help but feel it’s an appropriate occasion.

“Fuck.” Her tone was regretful. Margarita glanced at the screen and placed her thumb 
nail between her teeth.

Margarita: Fuck. 
Margarita: That sounds so fun. 
Margarita: Supposed to be babysitting Mina tonight. I promised her that we would 
make hot chocolate and roast marshmallows for s’mores. 
Margarita: Not that she cares. She doesn’t seem invested in much lately if it’s not 
directly linked to God, the Church, or a pious guilt complex…
Margarita: Seriously though. I need to get the girl to eat and actually enjoy something. 
I worry about her sometimes.
Margarita: Honestly, most of the time. 

The sound of flushing filled the small chamber of the bathroom and a citrusy-sweet 
aroma wafted up as the suds spilling from the space between Margarita’s palms foamed 
and burst. She ceremoniously rubbed away the germs so that they would flow from the sink 
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basin down the drain to die in the septic tank. Margarita used to do this for seven 
minutes at a time until her mother caught her and told her that it was causing their 
water bill to spike. Margarita’s mother didn’t seem to take notice that the excessive 
hand washing was also causing the skin on the back of her daughter’s hands and the 
tops of her wrists to crack and bleed. 

Margarita checked her phone again after thoroughly drying her palms on a 
decorative towel that had been hand embroidered by someone’s grandmother. 

Kalliste: I know. I’m sorry :/ that sounds rough. You’re doing the best you can 
for her, though. I swear. 

Margarita scoffed as she stared at the screen and nudged the bottom of her chin 
with the heel of her hand to crack her neck. She wouldn’t give herself so much credit. 

Kalliste: Okay. So no to partying in the trees tonight. Don’t sweat it :)
Margarita drummed the tips of her nails against the rim of the sink. She had just 

gotten them manicured the day before with the tip money she made working at the 
Sonic Drive-In--a full acrylic set with a golden charm on the accent finger and all. It 
had been 66 dollars with a tip. Her father always harked on her for the amount of 
money she spent on such expressions of vanity, but was there not inherent value in 
physical beauty? The warmth and light that floods the space between the eyes and 
ears when your attention is captivated by something that pleases the senses to look 
at and receive. Life is a painting. It softens the heart and eases suffering. Beauty is 
merciful like that. 

Margarita: Wait.
Margarita: I think I can work something out. 
Margarita: Would you want to come here tonight? I wouldn’t get in trouble for 
having friends over while I’m watching Mina. And we can hang out with her 
but also find some time for ourselves. 
Margarita: How does weed, drinks, AND hot coacoa and roasted marshmallows 
sound? ;) 
Margarita: ...but we would have to be really REALLY careful about leaving no 
trace. And we definitely couldn’t bring that stuff around Mina. She would flip. 
And definitely snitch, because it’s the saintly thing to do or whatever. -eyeroll-
Margarita: Or does that sound lame?

Margarita twisted her mouth up as she waited for a response, her hand hovering 
over the door handle. Oh, the eternal burden of family. Though it didn’t feel like a 
burden, not really. It was more like Margarita was wedged between the crushing 
force of social anxiety and her duty to her sister--a duty which was warm, and felt 
like the natural and divine order of things that Margarita was more than happy to 
maintain. She examined her lip gloss in the mirror. It was Fenty Glow, an earthy 
shade described as “rose nude” by the official website. 

Kalliste texted back. 
Kalliste: For sure, babe. Not lame at all. Your company is all that I’m after on 
this fine evening ;*

Margarita smiled at her phone and locked the screen. The truth of the matter 
was, Margarita was not tarot’s biggest fan. Taking life advice from a deck of cards, 
no matter how much the reading was dependent upon interpretation and reflection 
that could ultimately be somewhat helpful, did not sit well with her. Especially when 
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the reader, i.e. Kalliste, often projected her own insecurities when conducting the 
“collaborative” interpretation. Margarita would rather stream-line the process and 
just make her decisions based on direct introspection, a skill which she prided herself 
on. However, the whimsical tradition of divination via the major and minor arcana 
was a significant aspect of Kalliste’s personal practice of spirituality. And that fact 
in and of itself made it a priority for Margarita, for it was important to her friend, ‘...
and you should honor your friends every chance that you get.’ It was a mantra that 
she had repeated to her little sister continuously over the years as Mina stumbled 
and unfurled out of toddler-hood and into preschool-age like a morning glory as the 
sun rises. 

When Mina found her sister again, Margarita was attentively rearranging some 
things in her closet-turned-bedroom. The atmosphere was buzzing with the quiet-
but-alive type of energy that can only come from a state of meditation. The recipient 
of her attention was an assortment of odd items on the top of a tall antique dresser, an 
I-Spy-esque scene that was sprawled over a cloth spread of pink velvet; the objects 
didn’t necessarily appear to be a collection and they had no obvious significance to 
each other outside of context, but they were placed together with such care that 
when viewed as a whole, were clearly part of a refined and intentionally curated 
aesthetic presentation. 

At the center  of the arrangement was an ornate bowl filled to just below the 
brim with rosewater, delicately adorned with a few petals and flakes of gold foil 
resting around the edges of the still surface. Mina often utilized the bowl and its 
contents as one would a basin of holy water, dipping her fingers into the liquid and 
dousing herself, her room, or her personal possessions as a form of blessing.

Among the other objects was a porcelain figurine of a white cat with a blushed 
tail and ears; fragments of broken china that Margarita had found scattered in 
the dirt on a walk through Dog Patch; a small glass vial of whole sea salt; a dish 
of crushed, silvery-white eyeshadow pigment; a short braid made from the dark 
brown and dirty blonde locks of her and her childhood best friend’s hair; a well worn 
corner of notebook paper from the same best friend that bore the words “Forever 
And Ever, Until We Die,” accompanied by a crude drawing of a heart; the scrap of 
ornate cardstock that Margarita had stolen from her mother’s scrapbooking supplies 
when she was eleven, which she had practiced making kiss prints on so that she 
could be like the older ballerinas in the dance company at the studio where she 
received lessons, who would forgo signatures and instead punctuate the end of 
their letters with lipstick stains; a larger glass vial containing blood and rust speckled 
razor blades, which was corked and sealed with red wax; hand drawn replicas of 
text conversations featuring significant sexts and heartbreaks; polaroid boudoir 
photographs of Margarita and an assortment of acquaintances in low lighting; a gold 
necklace in the shape of an envelope, containing a plate engraved with the phrase “I 
LOVE YOU” that Margarita had plundered from an old, neglected family chest; and 
last but not least, the pair of lace underwear that Margarita had been wearing on the 
eve that she had chosen to lose her virginity. 

This thoughtful gathering of objects was an altar--a tribute to Margarita’s patron 
goddess, Aphrodite. They were physical embodiments of Margarita’s conquests in 
lust and life, representations of her soul, artifacts of self-love, and beautiful things 
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of great softness and grace that she believed would please the goddess. Margarita 
looked after the altar every day, ensuring that it did not collect dust, and that the 
bowl of rose water was continually replenished. 

Mina was well aware of the altar and what it represented to her sister. It was a 
source of great anxiety for her, and Mina could not resist the urge to cross herself 
after every encounter with it. She used to perform this display of devout Catholicism 
in front of her older sister, but Mina quickly learned that this was quite the 
inflammatory action. ‘I let you practice your faith and respect your lifestyle choices, 
why can’t you return the favor? On God, I swear. I can’t do this anymore. You’re 
fucking brainwashed.’ Now, Mina had to wait until she was in a safe, dark place away 
from the exasperated and judgmental eyes of her sister to perform the tiny ritual and 
whisper a fervent prayer (or ten). The distress was significant enough to make Mina 
wary of entering beyond Margarita’s doorframe. Before Mina fell into prayer and 
Margarita into idolatry, it used to be a place that held quite a bit of joy for the young 
girl. The smallness of the room made it cozy and inviting, like a pillow fort with four 
walls. And older sisters always have the coolest stuff, like secrets and nail polish and 
cootie-catchers. 

“Mom called. She said that her and Dad aren’t coming home until really late. 
They’re going dancing with Rosa and Dave. She also said that if you order pizza and 
pay for it with your own money, she’ll pay you back in the morning.”

Margarita snapped her head in Mina’s direction, startled. Whenever Mina found 
her like this, Margarita assumed a facial expression and posture like she was caught 
in the act of something mildly shameful. Mina could not help but feel this was the 
case. Still, it was strange--possessing the ability to startle someone who was meant 
to be your protector. Mina perceived herself as a docile, soft-spoken, unimposing 
child. She aspired to be like a lamb. 

“There’s plenty of leftovers in the fridge. Rice and beans and pork. Why would 
we order delivery?” 

Mina shrugged and cast her glance down, twisting her mouth up. The sisters had 
that in common. After a beat of silence, she spoke again, non-threatening. So gentle 
that it was as if Mina was trying to make herself into negative space, a concave 
imprint in the shape of a person. 

“You don’t have to.” And then, for clarification, “Order pizza, I mean. I can eat rice 
and stuff.” 

Margarita nodded in agreement. Her gaze lingered on Mina’s face for a moment, 
the round cheeks and doe eyes. 

“And hot chocolate and roasted marshmallows,” Margarita added definitively. 
Mina nodded, of course. She was the most agreeable nine-year-old on the whole 
block, afterall. 

“Good.” Margarita finished. Then she hesitated, no longer looking at Mina. 
“Kalliste is coming over later. Mom and Dad are fine with it.” 

She hadn’t actually confirmed that it was okay with her parents, but there was 
no real reason to. Margarita knew what she could and couldn’t get away with. The 
words had just been an extra measure to put her sister at ease. 

“Okay.”
“Okay.” 
Then Mina left the room.

7

W H E N  I  W A S  O L D E R ,  W H E N  I  A M  Y O U N G E RM A Y A  D U R A N



8

KAYLEE SCHULER

Blame
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Surprisingly, Mina had never considered killing herself. She only felt like she was dying 
constantly, an impressive feat for a nine year old. It was the guilt that fed the fear, unending 
and relentless. 

“Now I lay me down to sleep, I pray the Lord my soul to keep. And should I die before 
I wake, I pray the Lord my soul to take.” 

This was a prayer that her mother had taught her, ‘...to ward off evil spirits, ok mijah? 
Now you say this every night before you go to bed, and God will keep you safe. Anytime 
you feel scared, you just whisper it out loud to yourself and you will be okay. I promise.’ 

Mina could hold that memory in her palm like a glass orb. It had been sometime around 
a year ago that the conversation took place. Her mother had kissed her gingerly on the top 
of her head before leaving the bedroom to turn in for the evening herself, walking with a 
distinct air of don’t-follow-me about her step. That was the night Mina’s parents had told 
her that she was no longer allowed to sleep in bed with them because she was getting too 
old. In actuality, it was a boundary that had been set less out of concern for Mina’s mental 
and emotional maturity and more because over the years, her body had gotten longer and 
larger (as children’s generally do) and she was taking up too much space on the Queen sized 
mattress. Her father was a morbidly obese man, and he had started to experience back 
problems, night sweats, and sleeplessness. This had led to a chronic case of disgruntled 
huffing and puffing over his breakfast eggs and toast, which led to an even more serious 
case of irritated-Mother-syndrome that the entire family felt the searing effects of. 

Mina had wanted to reach out and scream to stop her mother from walking out of the 
room. Tears welled in her eyes, but she couldn’t be caught crying. Her mother was tired. 
Her mother was a woman with needs and wants. She needed Mina to be a self sufficient 
girl who could shut up and go to sleep by herself. 

Mina couldn’t stop the wrongness though when it began to radiate from her skin. 
The terrible, low frequency that made her contort her muscles and roll around gracelessly 
beneath the sheets in an effort to return her physical body to a state of rest and calm. The 
red-white light that felt like it originated in the knot where her neck met her back, steadily 
creeping outwards to engulf the rest of her body. Every muscle felt out of place. Poison. It 
felt like poison.  She needed a mother. A prayer could not fix this feeling. Words could not 
fix this feeling. A God somewhere far away could not fix this feeling. Mina needed a warm, 
familiar body next to her own to see her through to the dawn, when sometimes the light 
and the birds chirping outside was enough to trick you into believing that everything was 
in it’s right place. But her mother had left. Mina was alone, holding an empty prayer in her 
tiny mouth like a sugar pill, and sleep did not enter the picture until the rest of the world 
began to stir and peer through crusted eyes. 

It went on like that for a while. The not falling asleep until it hardly counted for anything. 
Mina had said that prayer so many times by her ninth birthday that she caught it rolling off 
of her tongue in involuntary whispers during periods of silence or distraction. It was always 
playing there in the pit of her throat as if it were the tune of an infinitely wound music box. 
A lullaby for the faithful. 

What Hotels Are Good For
MAYA DURAN



W H A T  H O T E L S  A R E  G O O D  F O RM A Y A  D U R A N

For her party, Mina’s mother rented out a hotel room for her and three of her 
closest friends, if you could even call them close. 

There was Belle, who Mina had met on the playground in the first grade. Belle 
had been shovelling rocks into her underwear and asked Mina if she wanted to join 
in. It was unclear whether Belle meant join in on helping her shovel, or join in and 
shovel rocks into her own underwear. Mina politely declined, saying she didn’t want 
to get an infection. Belle shrugged and they swapped lunches later that day because 
Mina had a crunchy peanut butter sandwich and she only liked smooth peanut butter 
but Belle loved any kind of peanut butter at all, and Belle had some vegan bowl with 
hummus and rice and pita that her hippy-dippy mother had made her, but she hated 
hummus and she hated clean eating and wished they could just go back to mac and 
cheese and frozen pizzas. Mina was happy with the vegan bowl since whenever her 
parents bought hummus, they wouldn’t let her have any because it was from the 
“artisanal” section of the grocery store where everything was very expensive. It was 
a mutually beneficial relationship.

Then there was Arizona. Arizona wasn’t actually from Arizona, her mama just 
really liked the cactuses there, or so far as she could tell from the google image 
search results. Arizona had the prettiest eyes of any fourth grader in the whole 
world, and she never used them for evil, which Mina thought was very honorable of 
her. They were like pieces of seaglass with flecks of blue, green, and yellow. Mina and 
Arizona had been friends because Arizona’s mama was the hairdresser that Mina’s 
family went to, even before she had started renting a stall at a professional salon 
and was still doing cuts out of her kitchen. Their mothers had gotten pregnant at 
the same time and spent a great number of hours keeping off of their feet together 
and getting foot massages from their husbands. Mina and Arizona’s friendship was 
a contractual obligation determined by their mothers before they had even left the 
womb.

Growing up, Mina had learned that hotels were good for three things--pools, 
not having to live in the mess that you own back home for a blissful glimpse of time, 
and continental breakfast. However, by the occasion of her birthday, Mina felt very 
neutral towards hotels. She knew that hotels were a luxury, and so she would say 
thank you to her mother for spending the money on a suite, but the glamour had 
faded a short time ago. 

Mina had an affliction for overindulging herself on food. She never gained weight, 
but her mother was convinced that it was only a matter of time. Mina knew that she 
was a small girl. She knew this for a fact because she had spent a long time looking 
hard in the mirror on numerous occasions, scrutinizing her body to see if she could 
find what her mother saw. She also knew that the doctors insisted she was a healthy 
weight, no more than a measly three pounds over what was expected for a girl her 
age. Still, her mother persisted with the fad diets and the cruel comments and the 
lifestyle regulations. After several years, Mina had come to the conclusion that her 
mother was projecting and that her worst fear in the entire world was that she might 
raise a fat daughter, just like her mother had raised her before that. The easiest 
possible course of action was quiet compliance when her mother was looking. That 
was how Mina ended up standing at the edge of the deep end in an overly-modest 
swimsuit at eight am sharp the morning after her birthday. 
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Mina had been sent away from the continental breakfast earlier than the other 
girls, likely to prevent her from sneaking a second danish or attempting to serve 
herself a hefty plate of biscuits and gravy. Her mother had veiled the maneuver in 
a charitable voice and an exaggerated smile, suggesting to Mina as she ushered her 
out the door that she ‘go and get a head start, since it is your weekend after all,’ 
painting the situation like hotel pool rooms were as finite as birthday cake (which 
she had been given none of that year), and her mother was doing her the kindness of 
offering her the first slice. Instead, she stood there with a half unwrapped rice krispie 
treat fisted in one hand that she had bought with pocket change from the front desk 
on her way. Her swimsuit was the kind with a long skirt that hung heavy and rained 
puddles upon exiting the water. Mother insisted on it. There were certain clothes 
that ‘bigger little girls’ just couldn’t wear; apparently, the traditional one-piece was 
on that list. Mina looked on the water and exhaled as heavily as a newly turned nine 
year old girl could, filling the humid room with the sound of crinkling foil wrapper 
as she shoved the forbidden fruit of cereal and marshmallow into her mouth and 
gnashed down with her teeth. The scene was barren, and she might have considered 
it poetic, if Mina had cared about that kind of thing. She didn’t, though. Poetry was 
reserved for Margarita. Mina cared about consuming sugar and not upsetting their 
mother, mostly. She also cared about not crying, but almost always that could also 
be traced back to not upsetting their mother. 

The water lapped gently against the lip of concrete as the filter spit it out over 
and over. Mina dropped to a squat and listened to the lull beneath the sounds of her 
chewing. Crumbs descended from her mouth to the water’s surface and she stared. 
The whole thing was lacking in tact. 

The glass doors opened. 
“Do you think God cares if you’re fat?” 
Arizona and Belle were accustomed to Mina spewing such questions by that 

time, though it never did stop feeling ridiculous. 
“No, why would She?” Arizona answered. 
“I thought God was a man.” It wasn’t necessarily a challenge, Belle was just 

thinking out loud. 
“No,” Mina was still staring into the tepid chlorine depths. She had paused to eat 

the last bite of her rice krispie treat, holding the wrapper in a tight ball. “God is God.” 
The other two just stared at her. 
“I guess you’re right… Hey, do you want to get in the hot tub?” Belle muttered, 

throwing a thumb in that direction.
Mina crinkled up her nose. 
“Those things are cesspools.” 
Belle just blinked. 
“Whatever that means.” 
“It means I’m not getting in. But you should, if you want to. I just… don’t like 

it.” Mina thought about the germs. She thought about the bacteria and the disease 
and the piss and the fecal matter that had abandoned strangers’ bodies and made 
it’s new home in the glorified bath tub. Then she thought about it all clinging to her 
skin, clinging to her oversized swimsuit. She thought about the physicality of that 
swimsuit, of the burden of it. How she could never wring all of the excess liquid out 
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and how humiliating it was to leave a wet trail. A cocktail of bacteria and disease and 
piss and fecal matter pouring, pouring, pouring around and between her legs all the 
way down the hall, through the lobby, in the elevator, and down another several halls 
before finally arriving at her suite. She closed her eyes.
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CALLIE MILLER

When you wake up standing over the railing
Just outside of room 301
Your feet were taking you to Mother’s bedside
But the walls rejected your flesh memory.

I am trying to be here
Where nothing is placed where it is in my mind.
Three types of milk should be in the refrigerator
Two flights of stairs, newly hardwood floors
Eight pairs of shoes—everyone needs at least two under the bench
A bath drain of dog hair
Porch lights left on overnight.

All I have is a week’s worth of clothing
And half used soap bottles.
The milk’s gone sour.
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CONNER SIMMONS

she had cancer
in one of her internal organs, probably
she left blood on her pillowcase,
and on the floor she left a part of her computer
she is a book up in Oregon, probably
I‘m a reader 3 airports away
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KAYLEE SCHULER
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this chasm

inscribed emptiness. scrape half away and cram into mold. forced vacancy placed beside 
exposed thrum of heartbeat. always “when,” “you will.” i shroud my head with floral 
bedsheets, shivering at inevitability. love love love cascades into wide-eyed resentment.

this chasm is

laughter no longer negates demand. existence framed as childish. smother belonging. “what 
caused” “when you” “how could” “but, really” the kindest snuffing out of worth. red string 
fastened tight around a child’s finger. stitch it to the skin when it slips: blood does not 
alarm. “go forth and—”

this chasm is you

strip my ribcage for that which i lack: explanation. potential for conformity. easy exit label 
(trauma). invisibility as inability to achieve intimacy without unease. “the right one” is a 
falsity. blame loneliness on chosen aloneness and not “broken” and “eventually.”

this chasm is your imposition

bury “precursor.” for once, see a destination.

After Justin Phillip Reed
Regarding Lack
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CORINNE HERBST

Winter Warmth
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MAYA DURAN

Fetish for Heartache (When David Left)

I love the wrong people on purpose, is the thing. 
I love the wrong people on purpose

and then proceed to blame it on shit happenstance
when it ends in a lull of grey fizz

like half-flat soda gone tepid 
sitting on the motel dresser.



MAYA DURAN

This morning

Phillip put in the groupchat that he is glad to be quarantined with me because I am 
“giddy and warm.” When it gets too hot and I feel sticky and on the verge of tears because 
every particle of dust or granule of Jen’s cat litter is inexplicably attracted to the bottom of 
my feet and other exposed patches of skin on my body

I seek refuge on his bed because he washes his sheets more often than I do and he 
is a boy with a clean aura and he has a standing fan. I never bought one because I didn’t 
think that this was a place worth investing in. That fan in his room, especially when set to 
oscillate on the medium-high setting, is like a god to me. 

We watch TikToks and the laughter eats the bad stuff from the inside out as a worm 
does to an apple. 

I like worms. They’re good guys, small.

We have a smart TV with a handful of free channels that we never watch. Sometimes 
when you turn it on and don’t click on an app fast enough, the TV will start to show 
you the news. This is unfortunate, as we all know that the current news programming is 
brimming with paranoia fuel and announcements of death. Not the usual faraway tragedy 
kind of death, but the death that is coming for each of us and our loved ones and rapidly 
encroaching. Disease Death. Universal Death. Now Death. I don’t feel these words as I am 
typing them because today has been good, today we watched TikToks and the worms did 
their job inside of the apple and today has been good but later I will feel these words and 
the apple flesh will regenerate like a tumor. 

And that isn’t fake deep. That is the truth. It is like a tumor. And I know you know what 
I mean. 

So I turn on the TV and as quickly as I can click away from the home screen to Netflix to 
Grey’s Anatomy. I’m at the part where all of the main characters are still alive so it doesn’t 
make me too sad or poke at the tumor. It does make me miss romance, though. I picture 
Derek Shepherd as the boy from Connecticut that I met through porn twitter. Their shared 
voice is so quiet and reassured. Needs closed captions at times, but it makes my blood 
pressure drop like nothing else. 

At least, that is how his voice exists in my head, David’s. As Derek Shepherd’s. I told 
him that I have a medical kink (fetish is a more poetic term but those aren’t interchangeable, 
kink and fetish, as much as people want them to be) and he said ‘just wait until I get my 
scrubs.’ Scrubs from his radiology tech program. It’s starting this summer, his classes, and 
he’s going to treat cancer. He’s going to learn how to disappear tumors. He told me he 
would fuck me in the scrubs if I wanted. I do, I do want. As I was laying in bed I thought 
to myself how funny it would be if I came down with cancer. How convenient it would 
be that I just happened to know my very own radiology tech. How David would have the 
opportunity to take excellent care of me. 
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And then I realized with a nonviolent shake that I was fantasizing about cancer. 
Not really fantasizing, just kind of rolling it around on my tongue, but still. Cancer. 
You don’t roll cancer around on your tongue. You spit it out, spit it out, you spit it 
out. You spit the cancer out. 

Even more upsetting is the fact that it wouldn’t be convenient at all. No, because 
porn boy (David) lives in Connecticut, and as it so happens My Body is in Colorado. 
To touch My Body, to fuck My Body, to treat My Body, to kill the cancer in My Body, 
it would be required that porn boy travel a great distance to Colorado where My 
Body is.

I wonder if he will bring his scrubs with him when he visits. If he will feel me up 
on the couch while I watch Grey’s Anatomy, the fan from Phillip’s room curing the 
sweat from our skin at thirty second intervals. 
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CAITLIN HICKNEY
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DIFFICULTY

to your difficulty,
i offer a breakfast
 and a thirty rack of Modelo
 stacked by your garage door
  as payment. 

i want you to Fuck Me with the lights off
or Not At All
 because i don’t want you asking questions 
 about the curves of my scars 
 or how they got there 

to my difficulty, 
you offer shavings 
and various violences 
 that choke my shower drain like hair
 
Once you’ve Come – 
and i haven’t –  
Leave your things on the counter 
 to remind me of dark little stains in my sheets 
and stains on my body 
like bruises 

After we Fuck, 
i cry 
and i mourn the thousandth piece of me 
that i’ve let die 

you’ve gone home and I 
wash my hands with soap and lye 
to my difficulty,
 I return.
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W(hole)
KAYLEE SCHULER



MARIA F.  ERIVES
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FOR WOMEN WHO ARE WITCHES

Knock, knock. Can you feel it,
the roots of the earth, entangling on each other’s thoughts?
And you merely pay attention to them.
You dance in the open to the chant of the wind. The wind,
Has always been here, your most intimate partner.
You dance and I can feel the soles of your feet beneath me.
The skies turn a hue of purple and pink and you wonder,
Whose turn it was to paint the sky that day,
Your wonders, your slender fingers or the intrusion of your
Own imagination?
No, it was the stranger beneath you. If both had eyes to look at each other, yours would be
my most precious possession. But one does not simply own what was never theirs. I, a
simple one, was not meant to touch, but rather admire and observe.
Knock, knock.
Are you there? With me? Or are you slowly fading away? Our roots breaking voluntarily.
Suddenly I cannot feel our bond. I stand up quickly in fear and to my surprise, there you are
looking at me.

Angry.
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CHARACTERS

ANNA – an artist who’s finally made it 

MARLENE – the best friend who can’t see what’s right in front of her

TIPS ON READING & PERFORMANCE
“ – ” is a moment where one character is being interrupted by another and the first character 
speaking stops once interrupted.

“ //  ” is a moment when one character is still talking and the other talks over them

“ >> ” is when a character’s thought continues until their next line and doesn’t stop while 
the other character talks over them until there is a final period. 

“ … “ is when a character’s line trails off or used as a ‘pause’ in speaking and conversation
 
The dialogue is quick and friendly. 

 
TIPS FOR DRAMATURGY 
This play is inspired by the life of Grandma Moses, and the haunting experiences created 
by Marlene Dumas. The story’s time period is ambiguous. The art made by the character of 
Marlene should mirror the techniques and looks of the artists that this character represents. 

TIPS FOR GALLERY WORK
The paintings on the wall should be the same size, and they should look as if they were just 
one painting but cut in fourths. The painting should be quite abstract. Use the image of two 
girls under a fort made of bedsheets for reference. 

In the instance that Marlene ad-libs on page 8 : the art pieces can be anything. Artistic 
freedom.

SCENE:

An art gallery. Four large canvas paintings hang on a white or light grey wall. Ceramic art pieces 
and other art mediums are up for show. 

Two women staring at the paintings, backs to audience. There’s a long pause. Let the audience 

ON THE WALL
MADALYNE HEIKEN
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also have a chance to try to figure out the painting. 

(Beat.)

ANNA: Do you see it? 

MARLENE: No. 

ANNA: You don’t?

MARLENE: I don’t see it.

ANNA: Are you even looking? 

MARLENE: Does it look like I’m looking?

ANNA: Maybe you’re not looking hard enough. 

MARLENE: What am I supposed to be seeing? 

ANNA: I can’t tell you that. 

(Long beat.)

ANNA: You really don’t see it? 

MARLENE: I don’t know what I’m supposed to be seeing. 

ANNA: It’s right there.

MARLENE: What is? 

ANNA: The thing you’re supposed to be seeing. 

MARLENE: Well what is it? 

ANNA: If you don’t see it, you don’t see it. I can’t see it for you. You have to see if 
for yourself. 

MARLENE: You’re making me think, and I don’t like that.

ANNA: You don’t like thinking?

MARLENE: Not about art. It’s supposed to be easy. I’m supposed to get it. 

ANNA: Art is a lot harder than you think. 



MARLENE: Says the artist. 

ANNA: Yes. Art is hard, says the artist.  

MARLENE: You make it look easy. I mean look at that.

ANNA: Yes, but you don’t see it, so it’s not doing what it’s supposed to do, which 
means I didn’t do what I was supposed to do as an artist. 

MARLENE: But it’s beautiful.

ANNA: But it didn’t fulfill its purpose. 

MARLENE: But it’s beautiful.

ANNA: Thank you, but you can’t even see it.

MARLENE: No, no, I see the colors and the strokes and –

ANNA: Then what is it? 

MARLENE: Uhm, well, it’s…it’s…I mean obviously it’s…Wow, Anna! Can you believe 
that you’re in a gallery? How crazy is that? Five years ago, you were painting away in 
our dorm room and now here you are!

(Small beat.)

(MARLENE smiles waiting for ANNA to give in.) 

ANNA: (Brushing off MARLENE’s comment) You can’t fool me with your stupid flattery, 
Mar. 

MARLENE: Come on, Anna. This is BIG! You’re like a real artist now // in a super cool 
gallery - 

ANNA: Oh, then what was I before? 

MARLENE: What?

ANNA: You said “now” I’m a “real” artist. Wasn’t I one before being here? 

MARLENE: A, you know that’s not what I meant. 

(ANNA suddenly turns silent and begins to look at the other art featured in the gallery. 
MARLENE tries to change the subject.) 
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(Tense beat.) 

MARLENE: What, um, what inspired you?

ANNA: Nothing.

MARLENE: Anna – 

ANNA: It’s just nothing. 

(Beat.) 

MARLENE: Come on, Anna. (Beat.) This is your big night. I didn’t want to or mean to 
ruin it. I’m sorry. 

(When MARLENE and ANNA say sorry, they mean it.) 

(Beat.) 

ANNA: My grandma. 

MARLENE: What?

ANNA: My grandma told me about this painter who was found by some super rich 
guy who wanted four paintings in, like, a week or something. Anyways, it was a 
ridiculous request, so the painter took one of the works she was already focused on, 
and she just made three equal cuts. 

MARLENE: Four paintings.

ANNA: Yeah, four paintings. Anyways, that’s how this came to be. 

(Beat. It’s still kind of awkward.) 

MARLENE: Who’s the painter? 

ANNA: Moses. // Grandma >>

MARLENE: Like from the Bible?

ANNA: No, Grandma Moses. 

MARLENE: What a great fake name. Why’d she choose that, you think?

ANNA: I think she was given the name because of her age – she started painting 
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when she was fairly old. 

MARLENE: Adds up. What about the Moses part?

ANNA: (smiling) Because she split that painting like Moses split the sea.

MARLENE: The sea... (thinking) is that what it is?  

ANNA: Nope, you’re freezing. 

MARLENE: Shoot…

(Long beat.)

(MARLENE goes back to looking at the four paintings. ANNA roams around the gallery.) 

MARLENE: Is it supposed to be a feeling?

ANNA: Kind of. In a way. 

MARLENE: (Pondering) An emotion? 

ANNA: That’s the same thing as a feeling. 

MARLENE: No, feeling is more about the heart. Emotion is more about the head and 
the body. 

ANNA: It’s kind of both. 

MARLENE: (To self, thinking) Kind of both…

(Beat.) 

ANNA: It’s okay if you don’t >> 

MARLENE: – no! I want to see it. Maybe if // I get closer…

ANNA: We should probably leave because we open soon, and >>

(MARLENE moves closer to one of the paintings) 

ANNA: for the love of God, please don’t >>  

(MARLENE touches the painting) 

ANNA: touch it. Jesus Christ, Mar! (Crossing toward MARLENE, smacking her hand) 
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You can’t just touch art like that.

MARLENE: You let me do it back at the apartment. 

(MARLENE touches the painting again. ANNA hits MARLENE’s hand.) 

ANNA: That’s at home. You can’t just go around touching a bunch of art in a gallery - 

(ANNA is cut off by a gallery viewer entering. MARLENE is touching the painting again; 
ANNA is silently freaking out.) 

ANNA: (quieter) Would you stop that?! 

(ANNA hits MARLENE’s hand each time MARLENE tries to touch the painting.) 

ANNA: I swear to God, Marlene, I will drag you out by your hair if you don’t sto– 

(ANNA locks eyes with the gallery viewer who has been watching her hit MARLENE.)  

ANNA: (defensive, to the viewer) I’m the artist – it’s – we’re friends; she’s okay, we’re 
fine. (smiles awkwardly) 

(Gallery viewer exits into next room.) 

ANNA: (smacks MARLENE’s hand one last time) Would you stop?! They’re already 
showing up. 

MARLENE: I thought you // said-

ANNA: Nope. We need to go because people are coming and I don’t want to // be 
here – 

MARLENE: Oh, come on! Let’s pretend to be gallery walkers, huh? 

ANNA: No, I don’t want to watch everyone judge it. I want to go before anyone else 
shows up, okay?  I don’t want to hear what they’re going to say about it.  Because 
what if they say it’s bad and this is the only gallery I’ll ever be in because everyone 
hates what I make? What then, huh? 

MARLENE: No one is going to say anything bad about it, A. They are going to love it. 

ANNA: No, no, no. I really just want to go. You said you’d leave with me. Can we 
please go back to the apartment? I want to go home. I think we forgot to feed the 
cat? Did you feed him? I didn’t fee–  

MARLENE: Hey, hey, hey. Nigel is fine if we feed him a little late. He’s fat anyways. 
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Let’s just pretend to be other people for a little bit and look at all the other art, okay? 
(ANNA nods.) We’ll be so good at this, watch. 

(MARLENE takes ANNA’s hand and leads her through the gallery space. MARLENE ad-libs 
making up stories about each art piece. It’s obvious she knows nothing about art and that 
she is just trying to make ANNA feel better. As they walk around, they each try to pull the 
other person in the opposite direction.) 

ANNA: Marlene – 

(ANNA is cut off by the same gallery viewer walking back through. ANNA quickly lets go of 
MARLENE’s hand. Silence as ANNA and MARLENE watch the gallery viewer exit.) 

MARLENE: You’re so fricken awkward, A. 

ANNA: Come on, can we go yet? 

MARLENE: Nope! 

ANNA: (begging) Please, Mar. 

MARLENE: We can’t go because, (singing tone) I know what it is. 

ANNA: No, you don’t. 

MARLENE: Yes, I do! 

ANNA: Then tell me what you see.

MARLENE: It’s two people.

ANNA: Okay, you’re getting warmer. 

MARLENE: Two people and something like bed sheets. 

ANNA: Warmer.

MARLENE: (Enjoying the game she’s playing) Two people and bed sheets and laughter.

ANNA: Warmer. 

MARLENE: (Considering) Two people. Bed sheets. Laughter. And heat. 

ANNA: Heat?

MARLENE: Yeah, like lovemaking.
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ANNA: Like sex?

MARLENE: No, like pure, blissful love. It’s not physical, it’s all about the heart. The 
soul. 

ANNA: (Considering for a moment) Warmer. 

MARLENE: That’s all I got right now. 

ANNA: At least you’re closer.

(Beat.) 

MARLENE: (Suddenly remembering) I have something for you.

ANNA: Really?

MARLENE: (Exiting offstage to go get the gift) Yeah, of course! It’s your big night, and 
I thought that it would be fun to make you something. But, now, where did I put it. 
(Beat.) Do you see it out there?

(The present is pre-set in a spot that only the audience can see.) 

ANNA: (Looking) What should I be looking for? 

MARLENE: (Offstage) It’s like…it’s like in the shape of a square, and it’s wrapped in 
red paper. I don’t really know what happened to it. I thought I brought it in. Maybe 
it’s still in the car. Should I go out to the car? Maybe I’ll just go out and check the – 

ANNA: (Still looking, high and low) Marlene!

MARLENE: (Offstage) Yeah?! 

ANNA: I can’t find it! 

MARLENE: (Offstage) Me neither! 

ANNA: (Not hearing Marlene) MARLENE! 

MARLENE: YEAH? 

ANNA: I can’t find it. 

MARLENE: (returning) Me neither. 
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ANNA: That was nice of you to make something for me. 

MARLENE: You’re welcome, sorry I can’t – (Remembering) Wait! I know. (Awkwardly 
looks around an finds the gift) There we go! Lost, now found. (Handing it to ANNA) Here 
you go! 

(Beat. ANNA analyzes the wrapped present.) 

MARLENE: Open it! // Open it! Open it! 

ANNA: Okay, okay, okay!

(ANNA starts unwrapping the present quite slowly.)

MARLENE: Faster! Faster! (Beat.) God, have you never unwrapped anything? Here 
let me do it for you. 

(MARLENE takes the present and quickly unwraps it. The audience can’t see it until 
directed otherwise.) 

MARLENE: Ta-da! (Beat.) What do you think?

ANNA: (Takes the painting, confused but trying not to show it.) It’s, uh, it’s really cool. 

MARLENE: Do you not like it?

ANNA: No, no, no. I like it. I’m just…uhm, what is it? 

MARLENE: You don’t see it? 

ANNA: I never said…

MARLENE: You can’t see it, can you? 

(ANNA places the painting in a spot where the audience can see. She continues to guess.)

ANNA: Is it…a dog? (Beat.) A cat? 

MARLENE: Nope.

ANNA: A person?

MARLENE: You’re closer.

ANNA: Uhm, well, it kind of looks like me? 
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MARLENE: Yes! It is you! 

ANNA: Oh.

MARLENE: Do you not like it? You don’t like it, huh? I knew you wouldn’t like it. 

ANNA: No, no, it’s really cool! I like it because you made it.

MARLENE: But you don’t like it. 

ANNA: Do I have to “like” art to appreciate it? 

MARLENE: Well – 

ANNA: I mean think about it. You hated Little Women, but you loved the 
cinematography. You appreciated the effort and work and time it took in creating it. 
So, you don’t necessarily have to like the art to appreciate it. 

MARLENE: (Defeated) Yeah. 

(Beat.) 

ANNA: I’m sorry. 

(She means it.)

MARLENE: It’s okay. 

ANNA: I appreciate you. 

MARLENE: Yeah…

(Beat.) 

(ANNA recognizes she hurt MARLENE, trying to cheer her up.) 

ANNA: I bet I can make you feel better.

MARLENE: (Exaggerating) I doubt it. Nothing can make me feel like you didn’t just 
crush everything I worked on for the past week. 

ANNA: You’re dramatic. 

MARLENE: Fine. You can try, I guess.

ANNA: Wait here.
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(ANNA exits offstage in the opposite direction that MARLENE went earlier.) 

(MARLENE goes back to staring at the paintings on the wall.) 

(Long beat.) 

MARLENE: Anna! Anna! Annaaaaa!

(ANNA returns with a ceramic sculpture in the shape of a heart; she’s trying to hide 
behind her back.) 

ANNA: What? What! What?! 

MARLENE: I see it! 

ANNA: You do?! 

MARLENE: I know what it is!

ANNA: Tell me what you see. 

MARLENE: It’s us! 

ANNA: Warmer…

MARLENE: It’s us under bed sheets >>

ANNA: Warmer.

MARLENE: and it looks like one of those canopies, no, no, no, those forts >> 

ANNA: Hotter.

MARLENE: those forts we made as kids, >> 

ANNA: Hotter. 

MARLENE: it’s us in a fort made of bedsheets and our hearts are beating. 

ANNA: Our hearts? 

MARLENE: Are beating. 

ANNA: Yes?
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MARLENE: That’s the feeling.

ANNA: The feeling?

MARLENE: The feeling of the painting. Beating hearts. 

ANNA: (smiling) Beating hearts. 

MARLENE: It’s beautiful.

ANNA: You see it. 

MARLENE: That’s it, isn’t it? 

ANNA: Not quite. You’re hotter, but not burning.

MARLENE: There’s more?

ANNA: There’s always more. It’s - 

MARLENE: It’s art, I know.  

(Beat.)

(MARLENE goes back to looking at the painting, ANNA stands beside her, same position 
as opening.)

ANNA: (Stepping toward MARLENE) We can leave and come back, maybe you’ll get it 
then. Let’s go back to the apartment, and we can come ba– (ANNA suddenly trips over 
her own feet. MARLENE catches her.) 

(The sound of beating hearts is heard.) 

MARLENE: You okay?

(ANNA and MARLENE are close. They’ve been close, but this is a new kind of close for 
them. It feels different. MARLENE goes in for a kiss, but ANNA stands up too quickly. They 
miss each other. Somehow the ceramic heart transfers from ANNA to MARLENE.)  

ANNA: Ooooh, my goodness, I’m sorry for that. I don’t really know what happened. 
My feet got in the way. (to self) Oh. My. God. (To MARLENE) I’m really sorry that I did 
that. My body is like totally acting against me right now. I’ve fallen like five times this 
week, and just the other day I – 

(Suddenly, MARLENE is kissing ANNA on the lips. They fall into each other. It’s tender. 
Pure. They pull apart from each other. MARLENE still hasn’t noticed the ceramic heart in 
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her hands.) 

(Beat.) 

(They smile at each other. They kiss again, then they fall into a hug.) 

(Beat.)

(They start to pull away, and MARLENE catches a glimpse of the paintings on the wall.) 

MARLENE: Wait! Anna, I really do see it now. (Beat.) Oh, it’s beautiful. It’s red and 
warm. 

ANNA: You see it! 

MARLENE: I do. (Beat. Admiring the paintings.) I’m speechless. They’re so…they’re 
so… (unable to find a different word for it). They’re so beautiful. 

ANNA: (Smiles) You didn’t notice yet. 

MARLENE: Notice what? 

(A quickening heartbeat is heard.) 

ANNA: It’s in your hands. 

MARLENE: What…?

ANNA: My heart. It’s is in your hands.

MARLENE: It is…?

ANNA: Yeah, so you better not break it. (Beat.) Come on, let’s go play gallery walkers. 

(As ANNA and MARLENE exit, the quickening heartbeat slows and synchronizes with 
another.) 

(The heartbeats crescendo. Lights gently fade to black out.)

End of play
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Venus



WAHAB ALMARI

A full moon shining its misty teal light over an evergreen mountain. An old man with his 
grandchildren sitting by a bonfire, illuminating them in the colors of roses and rubies. The 
old man telling stories from his bulky and vast book. A book of the colors of the earths, 
and words of the heavens. He recited to his grandchildren from it while stroking his thin 
silver beard. Their faces are of innocence and delight, and their hearts are of joy and 
passion. They sat there in their eternal happiness, undisturbed, unbroken, unhurt.
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CALLIE MILLER

My mother was the one to patch me up as a child. 
Kneeing cement stairs 
Flying over handlebars 
Playing with Grandpa’s old pocketknife. 
She was a back-pocket Neosporin 
Band-Aids and gauze. 
Soaking up the blood. 

We all become pro blood teasers before learning to drive 
The caretakers, the cut menders, the blood stoppers. 
We soak sheets and clothing in the substance 
Like it's our personality. 
We’ve dedicated years to the deep red
I am just another woman familiar with this hue. 
Prepared for the hurt. 

It’s my mother’s birthday today 
And she is immune to the copper tinge. 
I am aware one day it will be my turn. 
I am yet another human suture.
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I would bet that as you’re reading this, you can hardly remember what it was like to wander 
through life entirely dependent on the actions of someone else, unable to think about life’s 
big questions, or perform even the simplest household task. Can you recall the time in your 
life when you literally didn’t eat unless something edible was put down in front of you? You 
just cried and hoped that somebody understood your needs and then cared enough to do 
something about it. Eventually you learn to speak but even before that, your mind learns to 
ask questions. As a child we’re told a great number of things whether it be from our parents, 
older siblings, grandparents or just the people who happened to be around while we were 
young and curious. 
 “In a few years you’ll understand this.”
  “Once you’re older you’ll be able to do that.” 
 “These are grown up conversations.”
These are the statements that instilled a deep-rooted desire to excel, to build myself in 
body and mind. This is where the inescapable allure of maturity was revealed. These are 
the statements that forced me to wish my childhood away. I wanted to grow up strong. 
Now I am burdened with heavy loads. I wanted to grow up smart. Now I am tasked with 
complex problems. I wanted to grow up happy. Now I am constantly exposed to tragedy 
and injustice. 
I wanted to grow up. You can imagine how eager I was after being told repeatedly that I’d 
be able to do anything I set my mind to. Not understanding the ways in which this pathetic 
cliché would frame my world view, I saw life through rose tinted lenses. No, worse. I walked 
through a thick rose-tinted façade of my own creation that I chose to perceive as reality, 
never having heard and I mean really heard the phrase: “Ignorance is bliss.” 
I learned at a very early age, simply, that I belong to certain groups. I am this, not that. I 
learned to fill out the forms in the waiting rooms, to check the boxes, reinforcing social 
boundaries I didn’t even know existed. I learned that I was white. I have European ancestors 
both Christian and Jewish. I am a male. I am American. I am young. I am not allergic to any 
medications, only cats and dogs. I am this, not that. 
Nationality: American
“All who come here are given fair opportunities.”
Race: Caucasian 
 “Racism happened but that’s all in the past.”
Age: 
 “Respect your elders. Kids are just young and foolish”
Sex: Male
 “Sexism happened, but now men and women are all treated as equals.”
Gender: Male
 “Gender is a spectrum and a choice and society grants everyone the same amount of 
respect.”
Only once I was somewhat grown did I really begin to understand what the process of 
growing up entails. Time passes. The rosey façade crumbles away, some pieces larger than 

Chunks
GRANT GOLDSTEIN
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others. Whoever first told you “Life isn’t fair,” was looking out for your best interest. I 
learned to read not the words on the page but the ideas which laid restless between 
them. The things I didn’t understand but admired, one by one revealed their inner 
truths. The knowledge I once held in absolutely esoteric regard became the vivid 
nightmares of the waking world. The independence I worked tirelessly to obtain 
became the monotonous responsibility of daily life. The ambition I once had for 
institutional validation was diluted. I began to understand why I was turned away 
from the grownup conversations, why I once felt so comfortable in my own lack of 
understanding.
I began to examine the parts they, for whatever reason, decided to leave out of the 
story:
They excluded the part where capitalism and the industrial complex left humanity 
on a downward spiraling path toward our own self destruction, a quest for progress. 
Our footprints no longer resting in the sand but drifting out into the water and 
rising into the air, yet here we sit on the beachy oasis of our personal incompetence, 
deciding what to caption our latest post in a hopeless attempt to outrun our own 
insignificance or to change somebody else’s mind. 
They didn’t tell me that the entire historical foundation of this country was built 
upon injustice and systematic cruelty toward “others,” Or that I owe my life to men 
and women whose names don’t appear in our history books and probably never will.
 They didn’t come right out and tell me that my ability to “do anything I set my mind 
to” rested comfortably upon the fact that I’m a young, able bodied, upper-middle 
class, American, English speaking, white, Judeo-Christian, heterosexual male. They 
didn’t tell me that these groups I belong to are what people would use to build their 
little mental images of my persona. They didn’t tell me that in today’s highly social 
world, an identity is understood as something that we as individuals belong to, rather 
than something that belongs to us. I can’t help but feel reluctantly fortunate to be 
the person I am and to have the opportunities I do in today’s incredibly unjust world.
They didn’t prepare me for emotional labor, “the management of one's emotions 
in order to present oneself and interact with other people in a certain way.” They 
didn’t talk about the constant need we have to maintain order in the public setting. 
Nobody warned me for the conversations I have no desire to participate in, the small 
talk with the people I don’t even know. The people I really do want to know but 
just can’t seem to reach. We’re forbidden from breaking the unwritten rules. Even 
when we want to scream and cause a scene, we sit silent, and wait until we feel just 
comfortable enough to let ourselves be. 
Throughout the process of chasing the person I want to become I steadily lose 
chunks of the person I once was. Some I miss more than others. Many I intentionally 
throw out or decide to remold into something new. But others drift away more 
subtly and vanish long before I even come to realize their significance. I’m unsure of 
precisely where I lost them, but these chunks are surely lost forever.
As children we’d experience emotion in its purest form, before it has a chance to 
be contaminated by societal expectations and value systems we will undoubtedly 
develop. We were overjoyed by the sight of our favorite toy or a silly face. We threw 
ourselves on the floor in tears when some little thing broke our heart. We felt things. 
Nobody warned me to hold onto this chunk. Now desensitized to the horrors (and 



some of the vices) of the modern world, almost nothing is able to pull me from this 
static, neutral state of mind. To be overjoyed requires truly miraculous news, but 
don't hold your breath. To be heartbroken requires devastating tragedy, which is 
increasingly difficult to see when it’s broadcasted every other night. 
I wish both to change and to remain exactly the same. The passage of time and the 
inevitable process of my own development has left my brain to work against itself, 
the rope still tense in the circular tug of war between my future self and the chunks 
that still remain.
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Our father 
I don’t go to church anymore 
I’ve become an Easter/Christmas Eve worshipper, showing up out of obligation and some 

abstracted sense of debt to the community that raised me 
 Cross over my door made of palm, make a new one every year, don’t forget 

Hallelujah, amen
Who art in heaven 
I don’t pray 
Unless I’m desperate, unless there’s nothing else left I can do
 Rosary draped on a frame, on my neck, between my fingers 

Hallelujah, amen
Hallowed be thy name 
I don’t make distinctions
I fuck with girls, I fuck with boys, maybe one day I’ll let someone slip silver on my hand and 

we’ll make a mockery of marriage together 
 White dress in a box, wish it would fit, maybe someday it’ll be mine

Hallelujah, amen
Thy kingdom come
I don’t find anything to redeem you with
I don’t try to justify the atrocities you’ve committed against your children anymore 

Ashes on my forehead, communion on my tongue
Hallelujah, amen

Thy will be done 
I don’t care if I go to hell
A god who punishes for the weakness they wove into me is not just, is not fair, and I would 

rather burn with human sinners than exist forever with you and your shameless saints
On my knees in a chapel, on cold tile floors

Submerged in an ocean, baptism by saltwater 
Forehead, chest, shoulder, shoulder/father, son, holy ghost

Whispering prayers like lifelines, clutching cross necklace, eyes closed tears streaming
Thank god, sweet jesus, dear lord almighty

Hallelujah, amen

Sacrilege and Easter Sunday
ANONYMOUS
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On earth, as it is in heaven 
I don’t believe in you 
Don’t know if I even want to 

But I can’t stop praying you’ll save me
Hallelujah, amen

Give us this day, our daily bread 
And forgive us our debts, as we forgive our debtors 
And lead us not into temptation, but deliver us from evil 
For thine is the kingdom, and the power, and the glory forever
Amen 

Hallelujah, amen

I walk to the altar 
Wearing marks from a fallen angel’s unholy kisses draped across my shoulders
A necklace of transgressions 

I kneel at the foot of the cross 
Covered in remnants of gin and sweat and sex and boy(hunger)
Dripping with sticky salty sweetness and a refusal to repent 

How can you blame me
When God is nowhere to be found 
But this being made in His image lingers so near
waiting to be devoured
  -Good Friday/Easter Weekend pt. 1 



Soft pages flutter through my fingertips 
The heavy hardcover sinks deep into my palms, whispering of stories and agonies 

and comforts I once thought long forgotten 
Smoke rises in my throat, reaches my eyes, threatens to fall, snap the traitor shut 
I never understood how anyone could find peace in this weight
It has always terrified me
One wrong turn and you find yourself thrown from salvation to eternal damnation 
Even the tenderness of a gentle savior is tainted and haunted by endless lists of 

potential trespasses, just waiting to be committed, some already done, already 
written in your marrow,

So you can come crawling back, begging for mercy, with much weeping and gnashing 
of teeth you cry for forgiveness for your human flesh, for daring to exist imperfectly 
in the sight of a self-righteous god, the greatest sin of all 

Heavy in my hands, heavier in my heart 
This tome that offers unending paradise
Just might drag me down into the pits of Hell
  -A Dusty Bible at Home/Easter Weekend pt. 2 

Sitting in a hard-back pew
Instead of listening for the voice of God
I keep hearing yours 
And the profane becomes holy 
*
This particular Sunday morning is bleeding pastels 
We trade Friday’s ring of thorns for sparkling crowns 
He is risen (he is risen, indeed)

Hymns destined for drudgery 
Manufactured confessions spilling into clasped palms and folded fingers 
How can there be salvation in words that aren’t mine? 

Stone me with the ruffians and the scoundrels 
More at home with the sinners, the prostitutes and wenches, the dirt on your crisp 

white shoes 
I’d rather die myself than live a shattered reflection of the unreachable 
  -Easter Sunday/Easter Weekend pt. 3
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KAYLEE SCHULER

Being alone has never been less acceptable.
Suffocating behind museum glass
  I learned all the words except if.
Childishness persists in the soul that never 
Grew beyond friendship, that uninspired blueprint.
  I deserve a life without dread.
Abandoned stairways decay in silence.

Crush me beneath the pulsating threat
Of some well-intentioned heart
  I don’t need a savior.
As this is just the preface to ordinary life.

Repulsion unrolls, consumes, buries. 
  Poetry is always about romance and sex.
Words that should delight only choke
The throat tightening with a grimace of congratulation.
  I never see myself anywhere outside my mirror.
Stench of severed flowers permeates an emptiness.

Stifle growth as you see fit
Mangle the body until it almost mimics absence.
  I am not half.
The enigma of contentment remains, somehow,
Despite gouged-out deficiency.
  This is not a fault.

I will not poison myself to avoid becoming            a stereotype
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We, in the audience, watch as Andrew carries a small coffin across the stage. He places it on a 
table, resting his hand on the top. He pulls himself away and exits the stage.
Andrew returns holding a large portrait of a squirrel, looking directly into the camera. Above the 
image: “In Loving Memory.” Below: “RIP Mr. Squirrel.”
Andrew places the portrait centerstage. He crosses to the podium and addresses us directly.

ANDREW
They say the good die young... What they should say is, the best die young. Mr. Squirrel... 
you little rascal... I didn’t know you when you danced on earth’s luscious grass, but I feel 
as though I’ve known you all my life. I can see it in your eyes, when I look at your picture 
-- even though you lie still, I can hear your little claws scampering about the trees, clawing 
at an acorn that you wish to take home, to save for later. I heard somewhere, 80% of the 
food squirrels save for later, they end up losing... Was that true for you, Mr. Squirrel? Is that 
a universal rule, or does it vary from squirrel to squirrel? … I guess it doesn’t matter now, 
does it?
It’s funny -- You squirrels remind me of myself, when I was just a kid: in the cafeteria, 
grasping at my Fruit Roll-Up packets left in my Thomas the Tank Engine lunch box by my 
mother -- I always had to peel off the little sticky note messages she left, to get to the good 
stuff.
 “Have a great day, sweetheart.” “Hugs & Kisses, honey bunny.” “Make a new friend today!” 
“Andrew, you can’t be like this forever, you can’t write off any and all human connection, 
it’s not natural, you need to put yourself out there, god damn it, put yourself OUT THERE 
FOR CHRIST’S SAKE, GET OUT OF YOUR ROOM NOW, UNLOCK YOUR DOOR, IT KILLS 
ME TO SEE YOU LIKE THIS.”
I hoarded the fruit roll-ups for snack time later. All the other kids were jealous. They wished 
they had snacks as cool as mine. That’s probably why they didn’t talk to me. Felt too bad 
about their inferior Nutter Butters and Ritz Cheese Crackers. Back then, we all scampered 
about, a bunch of little critters without a care in the world: climbing trees, stuffing our faces 
with goodies. We were all so carefree, so full of joy, such untainted bliss... before we got 
old, self-aware, self-conscious, it was so easy then, just squirreling around... before I could 
even realize I was the odd one out...
Mr. Squirrel, I bet you had a hundred squirrel friends. Maybe even a little squirrel wife, 
who kissed you when you got home from work and cuddled with you when you watched 
tv. Maybe you had some squirrel kids, too... a little boy and girl, who you spoiled with gifts 
every time you got home from a business trip, because even though you were never home 
for long, they were always on your mind, always, and you wished you could bring them with 
you on those trips, you desperately wanted to, but your little squirrel wife said “oh, no, 
he’ll get airsick, he’s a very sensitive boy, he has enough trouble leaving the house to go 
to school, let alone leave the state, or the country... you just have to go, forget about him, 
keep sending us money and we’re doing fine, we’re always doing fine, we don’t need you 
here, we don’t NEED YOU.”
No, Mrs. Squirrel would never say that. She loved you, because people love before they 

In Loving Memory     
(Eulogy for an Unlikely 

Friend)
KEVIN DOUGLAS
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hate, they love unconditionally for as long as they can, as long as they’re willing. As 
long as they have the energy for it -- where do you get all that energy, Mr. Squirrel? 
How do you do it? Climbing the trees, gathering food, having friends, a family, a 
home... all the things that make someone happy, they take so much effort, so much 
time... how do you do it? How? HOW?
I bet Mrs. Squirrel never even got sick of you, huh? Your love was always new, always 
fresh. I bet she never screamed at you, or threw a curling iron at your head while 
your little squirrel kids watched from outside the sliding glass door, because you told 
her you didn’t want to stay -- you always wanted to stay because you loved her, and 
you loved your kids, and you’d never leave them behind with nothing but a pat on the 
back and a hand-me-down suit that they’ll never grow into because your shoes were 
always too big to fill, so big you couldn’t fill them yourself... no, Mr. Squirrel, your 
shoes fit perfectly, and you wouldn’t leave your squirrel family because they were 
enough. They made you happy. And what more could you ask for?
Were you happy? Was that life -- the nuclear option, the white-picket fence and 
the catalog wife and kids -- was it enough for you, Mr. Squirrel? Is that really all life 
is? We’re born... we scurry... we gather... we mate... we scurry, we gather, we mate, 
scurry, gather, mate... succeed... fail... then we’re hit by a car. All that scurrying, 
gathering, mating, succeeding, failing... it’s all over, in the blink of an eye. Sure, it 
varies from tree to tree, but it always starts and ends the same way... why even 
bother?
ANDREW crosses to the casket. He lays a hand on the lid. He gently opens it, peeking at 
the squirrel.
You’re still smiling. I can see your little teeth. You really were happy, weren’t you?
Is that the point, then? Is that why we play along with God’s cruel game of repetition? 
Because of those moments of joy, the happiness we can salvage from the wreck of 
life?
Is it a gift, to die happy? To die unexpected, ignorant -- is it a gift, or a curse? Your 
unknown demise, you didn’t realize that when you crossed the street it’d be your last 
time... so you never got to say goodbye, you never got to say what you felt. All your 
secrets, bound up forever. But they’re bound up behind a smiling face. Are you glad 
you died like that, Mr. Squirrel?
Why did you have to die so happy, while the rest of us have to live so miserable? 
Why does something that appreciates life, have it taken away -- while those too 
scared to get rid of theirs, those who hate living, have to keep going, keep moving 
like we don’t mind the loneliness, like we don’t mind the judgement from our peers, 
like we don’t mind the stares in the cafeteria and the quiet nights alone at home with 
your mother in her room sobbing and your father nowhere to be found -- while those 
who get so distracted behind the wheel because their vision is shrouded by tears, 
end up crushing an innocent, joyous creature just trying to get back to his family by 
dinner-time -- why am I the taker of life? Why am I the monster who has to live with 
the guilt! Why am I so fucking miserable but I still have to wake up in the morning and 
deal with it, when Mr. Squirrel, who loved life and everything in it, is getting stuck in 
the fucking ground!? WHY? WHY!? WHY!
He knocks over the casket, which falls to the ground. The squirrel’s corpse rolls out of the 
casket. ANDREW turns away from the audience.



Absolve me of my guilt. Absolve me of my misery.
He looks to the sky.
Is there even anyone up there?
ANDREW turns around. He looks at the squirrel’s body.
A SILENCE.
He moves to the squirrel’s body and gingerly picks it up, placing it back in the casket. He 
returns the casket to its rightful place. This can take some time.
ANDREW turns back to the audience. He composes himself and returns to the podium, 
clearing his throat.
There is a reception in the lobby. Please leave enough for me to take home. I’m 
saving them for later.
He exits the theatre through the door the audience entered.
The lights should come up, indicating the end of the funeral.
In the lobby, there should be tables set up with snacks -- Fruit Roll-ups and Acorns.
ANDREW should be in the nearest restroom, sobbing audibly.
END OF PLAY.
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i want to write a sestina about you 

I am choosing simple words and colors 
To describe the golden yellow of the sun. 
Flowers lazily sprawl out towards the light
Tree branches snap and twist backwards 
to keep their bristles safe and close. 
I’m going to write a sestina about you 

When we play tag, it's impossible to catch you. 
Running through the tall evergreen-colored
Tree maze, arms stretched out. Too close
for discomfort. Tiny feet pound on the sun-
speckled dirt. Shrieks of laughter bounce backwards
and forwards like white streaks of light. 

Now I’m falling quickly. Closed eyes, harsh red light;
Knotted brown roots trick me into listening: “You
are capable of moving towards something.” A backwards
process and things are mixed up. Blurs of colors 
Flash by the car window. Feet hang out and the sun 
Beats down on my ankle. I turn, only to be close

to your back. My fingertips reach out and you close
the window. The pink sky accents red brake lights
Making both of our faces glow, and as the sun 
Melts behind the mountains you
say you prefer to see me in your periphery. Colors 
are blurred in the periphery. This feels like a step backwards. 

I am confused. Can you tell? Water flows backwards
And branches get stuck upstream. Simply close
the tap and breathe. Try adding some colors. 
Everybody knows when water is mixed with light
It is clear. But what if that light is you 
And water is me and we become the sun?

It can be hard to realize that the sun
Is merely a reflection of a backwards
and twisted version of what I want you 
to be. My fingers latch onto yours and close 
when a spark leaps out of the fire and burns me. Light
blue birds sing about a garden with all the colors.



The sun destroys everything that gets too close
Step backwards, sprint away from the golden light

I want to see you in every color. 
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Hunting for shadows,
We turned our backs to the light
Dusted off the colors 
of every beautiful butterfly 
Look what we've done
We blemished the Earth 
To hold a piece of sky 
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