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Editor’s Note 
 
Dear All, 
 
 I am pleased to present to you the second issue of Seshat! Since the first issue was 
released, many writers from the first issue have given me incredible feedback about this 
literary magazine, which brought me hope about this issue and the ones to follow. This is 
also our first time having photographers in this magazine, and so I hope you find joy amidst 
the variety of pieces found here. So many of you have shared the first issue and expressed 
how much you enjoyed this magazine so far, and I sincerely believe that this new issue will 
continue to spread the joy all of you have shown with the first issue. 
 In this issue, you will find some amazing writers from different background who 
wished to share their pieces in this journal. They are going to be listed here alphabetically. 
Among our poets are: Trevor Abbud, Maria DePaul, Rosemarie Horvath Iwasa, Emmanuel 
Joseph, Emily Veltman, Dave Love X, Sanjida Yasmin, and Jennifer Zhou. Among our 
fiction writers are: Maya Carlsen, Stella Prince, and Jennifer Zhou. Among our non-fiction 
writers are: Luisa Kay Reyes and J.E. Soares. Among our artists are: Brian Michael Barbeito, 
Selah Joy, and Gwendolyn Joyce Mintz. I thank you all, once again, for trusting us with your 
submissions so that this second issue could be compiled and shared with all of you. 
 I would also like to extend an additional thanks to our cover artist, Selah Joy—a 
homeschooled photographer who let us use one of her photography pieces for the cover art.  
Thank you for letting us use one of your photographs for this issue’s cover art! 
 I hope you enjoy this issue, and the many issues to follow! 
 
Kind Regards, 
Maribel C. Pagan 
Founder and Editor-in-Chief 
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Maria DePaul 
La Lune De Printemps 

 
As flowers dance in Spring breezes 
Animals emerge at sunset 
The owl hoots at midnight 
When the Luna Moth emerges 
Bats take flight and coyotes howl 
Click beetles pulse 
Crickets chirp and cicadas hum 
The air is alive with 
The song of the nightingale 
All look to set their clocks 
Towards celestial rhythms 
Even rodents come out 
Followed by cats in hot pursuit 
With the moon as their guide 
The fauna will be free 
To follow cycles set 
Many generations ago 
In the goal of creating 
Generations to come 
Resurrecting this pattern of 
The past assures their future 
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Emmanuel Joseph 
Death on Trespass 

 
I've been here 
In this frozen foliage 
Feeding on the leaves of greenwood 
Savouring nature to nurture my soul 
I've been here 
On the shores of this lake 
Banking my heart beat 
On the lashing tale of nature 
I've been here 
On the peak of the mountains 
Inhaling air to nourish my soul 
I've been here just being a being 
Until you came 
Trespassing my realm 
Looting the greens 
Breaking my wings 
My soul you maimed 
my realm you trespassed 
At my door you left armageddon 
Now, a bottomless pit yawns 
with a beast torturing my soul 
my carcass floats looking for a place to rest 
In the shores of nothingness 
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Selah Joy 
Shading Red 

 
 
 

 
 
Artist’s Statement: Living in Hawaii, I am lucky enough to be surrounded by beauty at all 
times. The tree that you see is called the African tulip, and its blossoms are a striking tone of 
vermilion that provide a lovely contrast to the lush greenery. 
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Stella Prince 

California Dreaming 
 

Brooklyn-- 1982  

It was a melancholy day. 

The sunlight shined down, practically drowning all of us in its abominable yellow 
heat. I hurried into the front of our red, pint-sized Volkswagen, and felt a rush of hot tears 
coming on.  

“I’m goin’ to miss you, Natty.” I looked over my shoulder and smiled tearfully at my 
daughter. “I’ll miss you too, Ma, but I don't see any good reason to cry. We’ll see each other 
over Thanksgiving.” Silence. “I guess we will.” 

We drove on through many towns, crossroads and suburbs until finally reaching our 
destination. It was obvious that Natty looked truly troubled, but she wasn't the only one with 
an anxious feeling building up inside.  

“Don’t be worried, Nat. College is what you’ve always been dreaming of, right? 
You’ll love it here.” I stopped the car, and tried to put on a brave smile. Natty sighed and 
scowled deeply. “I’m not worried, okay? I don't know what I am-- curious maybe, fascinated 
possibly, but not worried!” I frowned and stared, looking at her short red hair stuck to her 
pale forehead and her somber, thoughtful eyes-- sea green, with gold rings around the pupil. 
I realized how much I would miss Natty’s face and everything about her.  

We gradually made our way out of the car, across the parking lot, and to the nearest 
building-- an undersized brick construction painted yellow and gray-- nothing fancy but 
certainly unique. I realized this was the place that Natty was supposed to check in-- and the 
area where I was supposed to leave her.  

“This is it, I guess.”  

We exchanged a stiff hug and Natty calmly departed, carrying her massive, stuffed- 

to-the-brim suitcase, which I had bought her for her 18th birthday back in May. It was 
terribly hard to watch my daughter leave, and walk into the first place she would ever live 
without me-- but it had to be done.  

“A cup of coffee, milk and sugar, and a banana muffin.” I had driven my VW to the 
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nearest drive-thru and soberly ordered breakfast to go. It wasn't the smartest idea to drown 
my sorrows at a greasy spoon, but I couldn't think of anything else to do before work called.  

Work for me was located in a modest, yet cramped brick building located in the heart 
of Brooklyn’s Park Slope, the extremely non-glamorous area of the city. Although the 
neighborhood was a bit dicey, I felt at home working at the same old office since 1965. For 
seventeen years I spent six days a week as a secretary for the CEO of a small clothing 
company, and didn't find the job at all difficult. Everyone knew me, and I had plenty of well-
mannered acquaintances. 

“Mornin’, Sheila.” “Good day, Mrs. Jerkins. How’s the baby?”  

“Fine. Just fine.”  

I smiled at Mrs. Jerkins cheerfully as I walked across the hallway and to my own 
section of the office, a mousy gray cubicle to which I named “Sheila’s-very-own- corner-of-
the-universe.” My desk was mostly filled with old chocolates, numerous pieces of Natty’s 
original artwork, and photographs-- particularly of Natty’s late grandma. We had lost her 
only four months previously, and it had been terribly difficult-- my mother had been an 
exquisite, elegant, inspirational being, and it was painful every day to realize her loss.  

I remember that day being unusually easy. I thought of my daughter frequently 
during my work, but it wasn't a deep, upsetting longing-- rather an occasional gentle mention 
of her, or a ludicrous memory. I chatted with Mrs. Jerkins about her children, Mr. Hunter 
about his wife, and so on-- but it wasn't until the very end of the day when I realized 
something was going on.  

“Mr. Jones? Please, I need a minute.”  

It was 5:30, time to leave-- the end of a long workday-- but I needed to talk with my 
boss.  

“Yes, Sheila? Is something the matter?”  

“That’s what I wanted to speak to you about.” Mr. Jones looked uncomfortable, and 
fiddled with his green striped necktie. “Is something wrong, Sheila? I don't have all night.” 
Silence. The massive wooden clock on the wall ticked furiously. “Is something wrong with 
me? I mean, the way I work?” Mr. Jones smiled. “Why would you say that, miss?” I shook 
my head, my hair getting in my eyes. “Well, you haven’t exactly been giving me a lot of work 
lately, you know. This week, I feel as if you’re letting me... take a break, or something, 
especially today.” “Ah hah.” Jones pursed his lips and scratched his shiny baldhead. “I 
wouldn't say we’re letting you take a break exactly.” I cleared my throat. “What are you 
saying then, Mr. Jones? I’ve been working here for seventeen years and have always been 
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given a respectable amount to do around here. I haven’t noticed my workload getting 
heavier ever either, like it ought to. What’s the matter?” Mr. Jones stamped his foot 
impatiently and began to loosen his necktie. “That’s just it, miss Sheila. That’s just it.” He 
paced the hallway, anxiously. “We have to let go of some people, as the business isn’t exactly 
spreading like we want it to. Understand?” There was nothing to say except, “You mean I’m 
let go?” Silence. “I guess so, miss. Sheila, you've been good to us, I won’t deny it. We are 
sure you’ll be able to find a great job somewhere else.” I felt hot tears stream down my 
burning red cheeks. This was just too much. “Mr. Jones, I’ve given you almost two decades 
of my life. You just can’t expect me to leave after... after everything. I just dropped my 
daughter off at college today for the first time! I need a job. I need money to pay off my 
loans. Please, you’ve got to keep me.” Jones smiled, showing off a set of pearly white teeth. 
“I’m sorry, Sheila, no can do. We are on our way to bankruptcy.” I felt faint, and clutched 
my purse. “No, Jones, no.” I whispered softly. Mr. Jones shrugged. “Sorry.” I felt an 
alarming wave of anger overwhelm me. “I’m fifty-six years old, god damn it, Jones. Who’s 
going to hire me?” “You’ll find your way! Now excuse me, I have to be on my way. Family 
calls!” I followed him into the elevator and to the lobby.  

“You’ll be sorry.” I cried, but he only waved and rushed out. I was then left to 
myself.  

It was one of those days where I contemplated my life’s choices-- I figured never 
going to college and having a child out of wedlock at age thirty-eight certainly wasn't going 
to earn me a prestigious position somewhere. I was lucky to have had this job. Now I didn't 
really know what to do.  

I had no idea what would happen to me.  

The next morning I called Natty at school.  

“Oh Ma, I love it here. It’s fantastic, really. All the girls here are great, and so are the 
teachers!” I felt my heart break slowly as Natty told me all of her exciting plans and multiple 
to-do’s. “I lost my job.” I broke out, and that stopped my daughter from talking 
immediately. “You didn't.” I sorrowfully burst into tears, not knowing what to say except, “I 
did.” Natty sounded truly upset. “I don't understand, Ma. How could you? You’ve been 
working there for almost two decades!” I wiped away my tears and breathed in, deeply. “I 
don't know what I’m going to do.” Silence. “You could move in with me!” “Nah,” I laughed. 
I felt grateful that Natty was so thoughtful, but I would just have to figure this one out on 
my own.  

It was 4:39. I had been staring at my bedroom clock for two hours. There was 
nothing to do. I didn't feel like finding a job the very next day after I had been fired, and 
certainly didn't want to do anything else. But I realized it had been hours since I had eaten 
anything, so I wandered solemnly over to my refrigerator, which was desperately in need of 
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repair. It had a great deal of peeling, old stuck on food, and Natty had drawn furiously on 
the inside of it when she was a child. It barely produced any cold, either; most mornings I 
woke up to spoiled milk (only bought the day before), or moldy cheese. Yet despite the fact 
that my fridge was practically useless, I kept it anyway.  

Once inhaling two stale almond granola bars and guzzling down half a jug of 
lukewarm apple cider, I noticed a brochure sticking out from under my Frigidaire. After 
examining it closely, I found it to be a pamphlet advertising a trip to California. It was 
terribly wrinkled and I sure wasn't surprised to find a few mouse droppings stuck to the 
cover, but even so I opened it. It made me think of the days when Natty and I dreamed 
about traveling the world, and how we ordered hoards of travel books and leaflets with our 
spare change. I wondered if I would ever have a chance to visit anywhere other than New 
York or the suburbs of New Jersey.  

Over the next month I spent most days searching for a reputable, high-paying 
secretary job close to home. It was impossible to find a position that I actually liked, so I 
rejected the few offers I received. For some peculiar reason, the only real thing I could think 
about was California-- it was so far off, so mystifying to me, that I wanted nothing more 
than to visit since finding that old pamphlet. But alas, it was a preposterous idea-- I barely 
had enough money to eat. I figured my dream of cross- country travel was hopeless.  

At the end of September, I suddenly heard from Natty after four days of 
disappearance.  

“Natty? Hon, where are you?” I was sitting in my pajamas, watching Casablanca for 
the third time, when I received a call.  

“Mom, I don’t know what to tell you.” I turned the film off and uneasily stood up. 
“What happened?” Silence. “I dropped out of school.” I wanted to scream. “You what?” 
The glass of red wine I was holding crashed to the ground, and immediately soaked into my 
prized Moroccan rug I had picked out at a local flea market five years previously.  

Natty breathed heavily. “Don’t get upset, okay? It’s for the best. I didn't like school!” 
I felt like crying. “You loved school! I just don't understand.” “I’m with Jeremy now, so you 
don’t need to feel worried.” I grabbed a towel from the kitchen and placed it on the stained-
with-wine rug. “Who’s Jeremy?” My voice sounded shrill. “Chill, mom. Jeremy’s cool, he’s 
my boyfriend.” Chill? This did not sound at all like Natty. I cleared my throat.  

“You’ve been in school one month. I finally managed to afford college tuition and 
now you throw it away? Remember how excited you were this summer to learn?” I heard 
Natty laugh, foolishly. “Don’t be uptight.” Silence.  

“I’m not uptight. I need to know if you’re okay.” “Oh, mom, your so 
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overprotective.”  

“Where are you? Tell me, Natalia, now.” “I’m with Jeremy.” “I know. I know! But 
where are you exactly?” “We left for Yuma last week. I couldn't call, we were driving.” 
“Where the hell is Yuma?” “It’s in Arizona.” “Arizona? Why? Why would you go?” “Jeremy 
found a job. I love him, Ma. I love him a whole lot.” “A job? You left New York for a guy 
and his stupid job?” “A good job, Mama-- he got an offer to be manager at a motel!”  

It was hard to process it all. So much work, so much time I managed to spend 
working so I could send my daughter to college, and she just threw it away-- as if it were an 
ice cream cone, melted from the sun after a drawn out beach day-- as if.  

But I understood that this didn’t have to be all bad. My adventures were just about 
to begin.  

I would find Natty in Yuma, and go on to something phenomenal from there-- I 
would visit California. Arizona wasn't too far away, and as long as I was driving all the way 
to Yuma, why not continue on for a little visit to Cali?  

I wasn't dreaming anymore-- this was real. I was going to embrace what would come 
next.  
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Trevor Abbud 
If I Had A Voice 

 
If I had a voice, I’d ask you to love me.  
Please, don’t let go.  
If I had a voice, I would ask you to continue to hold on.  
Please, stay with Her. I know it’s not easy.  
If I had a voice, I’d tell you to stay strong for Him.  
I know you are trying.   
If I had a voice, I would tell you not to be scared.  
I promise I’ll be good.  
We can all make it through this. 
I’m sorry that you fight so much because of me. 
If I had a voice, I’d tell you how much I love you both.  
Please keep me. 
If I had a voice, I would encourage you to carry on.  
Carry me.   
I want to be out of this dark place and in the shelter of your arms.  
I hope to see you soon Mommy and Daddy.   
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Jennifer Zhou 
Elegy for My Father 

 
You were a patriot. 
You made me write Chinese characters 
Every night when we moved to California. 
Gúo for country, ài for love 
Over and over until my hands seized up 
And my head rung with the words. 
Eventually I stopped trying to learn Mandarin 
And you swore and called me a stupid American 
Because I was forgetting your language. 
 
You were a patriot. 
You refused to let me wear my hockey uniform 
Because it had the stars and stripes on the back 
And you thought those were a lie— 
Red wasn’t the color of valor and sacrifice 
Red was the color of Marx, the color of the signs 
They hung on your father’s neck in the square, 
Heavy with shame, 
As they pelted both of you with stones. 
 
You were a patriot. 
You stood in the café counting foreign change 
With your spine held ramrod straight 
Like a general posing for a portrait. 
Your chin was in the air. I wonder, could you hear 
The cashier speaking in a garbled monkey’s voice? 
Or did you just pretend not to notice 
That he was mocking your accent? 
 
You were a patriot. 
You crossed the Pacific in a freight boat 
Without money, without papers 
Cast out from a country you loved, 
Borne helplessly towards another 
That was incapable of loving you. 
I wonder what you would say if you found out 
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That you were buried on American soil. 
And that all you left behind 
Were some sheets of calligraphy— 
 
Gúo for country, ài for love  
And kōng for the small space 
You left behind. 
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Jennifer Zhou 
Here Be Dragons 

 

When he was six, the boy found an old sketchbook in the attic. It was wrapped in a 
torn trash bag and stuffed into a box of old mementos—baby clothes and family albums, 
stuffed toys now encrusted with dirt, keepsakes too nostalgic to discard. The book was in 
poor condition, the front cover (self-made) bearing a long tear that yawned across the title—
Teddy’s Atlas of the World. When he opened it, the dust enamelling its brittle pages billowed up 
in a yellow cloud, a puff of stagnant time. 
  

On the first page were colourful crayon markings in a careless child’s scribble, 
uneven lines flying across the page and running over the edges, smudging, smearing, and 
eventually resolving themselves into misshapen blobs vaguely resembling the outlines of 
continents. The coast of England was ringed in giant jagged spikes so that it looked like the 
maw of some colossal earthen beast. The scribbled label at the top read: 
 

‘Here be dragons!’ 
 

The next page was a close-up of the maw, with more fictional structures scattered 
across and labelled with their mythical functions—triangles represented dragon dens, squares 
Viking villages, circles distant moors where, according to the attached scrawl, ‘darke mages 
gather to do their foul bidding!’ It was accompanied a small, smudged sketch of a skull. 
 

On and on the maps went—some depicted entire continents (Australia was a 
plantation for magical herbs, while Antarctica was a frigid wasteland traversed by ancient ice 
beasts) while others bore pictures of fantastical cities, wobbly dotted lines marking out 
coiling paths through enchanted rainforests in Peru or settlements of elves on the tip of 
Malaysia. The boy flipped through, engrossed. At one point the family tabby appeared in the 
attic—it prowled around him, hissing malevolently at the atlas, but was somewhat placated 
when he put the book down to scratch it behind its ears. 
 

‘Good Cat,’ said the boy. Neither he nor his mother had bothered to name the tabby 
when it turned up on their doorstep, so it was simply referred to as Cat. 
 

Later, at dinner, he asked his mother if she knew who the atlas belonged to. 
 

‘What atlas?’ She was smiling. He handed her the book, showed her the name on the 
inside cover and saw the smile wiped clean off her face. 
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‘Did you know him?’ He asked. ‘Teddy, I mean.’ 
 

She was still staring at the name. He thought he could see something shifting behind 
her eyes, a gradual coldness forming like chips of ice. Then she snapped the book shut. 
 

‘No,’ she said. ‘I didn’t know him at all.’ 
 

She took the atlas away after that. 
 

When he was eleven, he brought a note home from the Principal. It was Father’s 
Day next week, it said, and all the kids in his year were encouraged to bring their dads to 
school for show and tell, but since the school was aware of the boy’s—unfortunate 
circumstances—would his mother like to come instead? His mother was still looking for work 
then, and the house was empty when he got back from school. He put the note on her 
bedside table and, when ten o’clock passed and she had still not come back, left it there for 
her to find. 
 

The next day, he came home to find all the lights out and Cat scratching at the door 
and meowling piteously because no one had remembered to feed it. On the kitchen wall was 
tacked a list of job classifieds, every one of them now marked with an angry red X, and in 
the bedroom stood his mother in the dark. She was throwing open the drawers, pulling out 
the contents and flinging them, frantically, against the wall—her mouth was making a noise 
somewhere between a sob and a scream, as if she could not decide which was which. 
Around her bare feet shards of glass lay scattered around her discarded shoes. 
 

‘What’s wrong?’ His voice sounded small. 
 

And then: ‘Is this about the note?’ 
 

She opened the closet and hurled out the contents. There were piles of possessions 
on the ground, books and clothing and an embarrassing pile of underwear, all of it strewn 
haphazardly about and stained with her blood where the glass had cut her feet. She was still 
making the noise, and her face was dark and swollen with rage, and the boy started crying, 
and amongst all this—the crash of possessions being thrown about in fury, the boy’s 
whimpered sobs, the yowling of the cat, the half-sob half-scream jerking its way out of her 
chest—she wrenched the last drawer out of its socket and a sketchbook fell with a heavy 
thud onto the ground. 
 

It was the atlas. But someone had slashed sharp scissors across the pages, someone 
had gouged out the title and cut the maps into ribbons and stabbed again and again into the 
name written on the inside cover. He picked it up and the pages came to pieces inside his 
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trembling hands, the paper shredded, all the words and pictures and the stencilled cover 
pulverized, and his mother ran to him and wrenched the book away and grabbed his face in 
her hands and screamed at him to stop crying, the maps were fake, there were no dragons or 
elves or fantasy, no fairy tales, there was no one else. There was just them. Just them. 
 

When he was fourteen, the Cat died. 
 

The boy was already in middle school, but his time was rarely spent doing homework 
and even more rarely entertaining guests. He was not what would commonly be defined as 
sociable—since he was six he had grown tall and lanky, with wide, accusing eyes like a child’s 
and a mouth on which a smile could not have physically fit. 
 

By that time, Cat was a geriatric old animal who could no longer muster up the 
energy to hunt for its own food. As well as his homework and usual chores, the boy was 
now responsible for buying a bag of tuna-flavoured kibble from the corner deli every night 
and mashing it into Cat’s bowl. Cat would totter over on its arthritic legs; the boy sat beside 
the bowl for hours on end, stroking its fur as it ate, chewing and swallowing with visibly 
painful effort. 
 

On the last day of the term, the day the boy was dismissed late from school, it 
wandered into the middle of the road and did not quite manage to dodge an oncoming car. 
 

When the boy came home the Cat was not so much a Cat as a bag of blood-matted 
fur, its legs jerked back at an odd angle, its chest jerking up and down as its pulverized lungs 
struggled for air. It was already night and the road was dark and deserted; the boy sat with 
Cat’s head in his lap for a long time. He could not summon up the energy to feel sad; 
instead, he cradled Cat’s small soft head in his elbow and pressed his cheek to its scalp. Its 
mouth, still wheezing with breath, gaped open. Its laboured breath tickled warm against his 
cheek. The mass of its jagged teeth were speckled with blood, like the maw of some savage 
beast. 
 

Here be dragons, he thought suddenly. 
 

Then, without thinking at all, he jerked his arm back and snapped Cat’s neck cleanly 
in half. 
 

He never said anything about the matter to his mother; when she noticed that he had 
stopped buying kibble, he told her that Cat had run away. 
 

When the boy was eighteen, he got into his first fistfight. He had been losing a lot of 
sleep lately, lying awake at night thinking about the upcoming final exams he already knew 
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he was going to fail. Frequently, he dreamt that he was rushing at breakneck speed toward 
some dark and unassailable doorway, waking up in a cold sweat just before he reached it—he 
didn’t know which was worse, crashing into it or passing through into some great mysterious 
unknown. 
 

That was what he told the University Counsellor who came to speak to him. He 
didn’t know why she had even bothered to schedule an appointment—surely she’d been 
spoken to about him beforehand, warned that he was one of the problem kids—but every 
Wednesday he found himself returning to her stifling hot office to listen to her deliver the 
same depressing monologue about his future. She liked to tell him who he was—a ‘troubled 
child’ from a ‘turbulent home’ (he noticed that she gingerly tiptoed around the subject of his 
mother)—as if by slapping tags on his problems she could make them go away. 
 

In this particular meeting, she wanted to talk about jobs. Back he came to her airless 
little office, where she was sat in her chair, armed with a clipboard, like an interrogator 
waiting for his final testament. 
 

‘What are you planning on doing?’ She asked, making a note on her clipboard. 
 

He stayed silent. In the background sounded the ticking of the clock on the wall and 
the low drone of a solitary fan. 
 

‘I don’t know,’ he replied finally. The collar of his starchy uniform shirt was 
beginning to stick to his neck with sweat. 
 

‘You don’t know.’ She raised an eyebrow, clearly trying not to lose her temper. His 
shirt was suffocating him—he wondered if he might be able to surreptitiously loosen his tie 
while she was busy jotting away on her irritating little clipboard—but she had looked up 
again. 
 

‘What do you want to do?’ 
 

Again the silence festered between them. But this time he was at a loss for what to 
answer. What did he want to do? He had not the faintest idea of what he should say or think 
or want (and, indeed, the word ‘want’ seemed very foreign to him), but he had to answer 
something, because she was raising her eyebrows again, and bending down to scribble on her 
clipboard, and he was probably going to get detention if he didn’t say something soon. 
 

‘Whatever the hell I feel like.’ 
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She inhaled sharply, pretending not to be mortified. It was really unbearably hot, he 
thought. He had no idea why he had to be subjected to this extended torture week after 
week. She wrote something down on her clipboard. He thought it probably looked like 
basket case. 
  

‘Well, your father was an artist, right?’ She said. 
 

There was a long, ugly pause. 
 

‘I have no idea who my father was.’ 
 

‘Well, that’s what your teacher told me, anyway…’ She shuffled her notes 
uncomfortably. Her pen scratch, scratch, scratched on her clipboard. Had it grown hotter 
somehow? He reached up to loosen his tie but before his fumbling fingers had even 
approached the knot she put down her board and said: 
 

‘Right, Theodore, the artist. Does that ring a bell? What about—’ 
 

A frisson of electricity surged between them. There was something, he thought, 
something huge that he was missing, because he didn’t know why his heart was suddenly 
pounding in his chest, and he didn’t know why his tie felt like a noose or why his lungs had 
shrunk to the size of straws or why he desperately did not want her to finish her sentence. 
 

‘—Teddy?’ 
 

His mouth opened without noise. For a split second—so quickly that you might 
have missed it if you blinked—some dark emotion seemed to gape from behind his shocked-
white face. 
 

Then he set his mouth into a tight line. 
 

‘No,’ he said. ‘I don’t know who that is at all.’ 
  

That night, he didn’t sleep a minute. The house was excruciatingly quiet—even his 
mother had turned off the TV and fallen asleep on the couch, and in the awful silence every 
noise he made sounded like an explosion. 
 

The next day, a boy in his class made a snide comment about the dark circles under 
his eyes and, without blinking, the boy punched him as hard as he could in the face. 
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There was a violent ringing in his ears and he did not hear the other boy cry out in 
shock, did not see the blood already gushing from his nose, did not feel the retaliating fist 
connecting with his own cheek. A teacher was sprinting towards them and it was funny how 
time could slow down, stretch out like some viscous substance, so that the boy stood there 
for what seemed like an eternity with his cheek smarting and his mouth pulled back into a 
snarl. It was funny how he already knew he was the one who’d get in trouble, that it was his 
fault, that no one would ever look sympathetically on the boy with no friends and no father. 
And it was funny how for some inexplicable reason he thought about home, about the 
unwashed dishes and the unmade bed, about his mother probably still curled upon the 
couch watching television, about Cat’s old kibble bowl that no one had bothered to throw 
out sitting in the corner gathering dust, and finally about the atlas, lying hidden in his 
mother’s bedroom, a memory too painful to discard. He thought about the cluttered pages, 
the clumsy scribbles of all the magic and the adventure and the dragons, the clumsy looping 
handwriting—his father’s handwriting—making everything into something more magical 
than it really was, and how he had held it in his hands when he was six, utterly engrossed, 
sitting in the warm attic flipping through the worn pages with his eyes full of wonder. 
 

He’d never finished reading the atlas, he realized. He wondered if among the pages, 
among the yellowing paper and fading illustrations of faraway lands, he might’ve found a 
map back to who he was. Who he had been. 
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Sanjida Yasmin 
limenitis archippus 

 
a viceroy sits on your barren  
porch, winks at you; very next moment, 
it flies away: me.  
 
1st flew from Mirpur, Dhaka  
to Manhattan, New York in 1997- 
when all the streets were covered  
with golden leaves & crooked-teeth  
pumpkins on spooky porches.    
 

frightened at 1st but then became  
one with the terror. one with the howls,  
one with the chuckles, one with the misfits.   
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Dave Love X 
Along the Soundless Shore 

 
Along the soundless shore 
Time drips, freezes 
The surrounding air droops 
Cooling the hot rocks 
 
Wavy lines hover, puzzled 
 
Along the soundless shore 
Thoughts voice themselves without vessels, 
Leaning into each other, washing grudges away 
Learning completion through opposites 
 
Along the soundless shore 
It is the sand that moves in and out 
It is the water being eroded 
Its support system slowly peeling away 
 
Along the soundless shore 
Green life sings the blues 
When the orange sun collapses 
 
The soundless shore is home 
and longing, a hidden lock that needs turning 
But first needs to be found 
 
The ocean swells at its own funeral 
The soundless shore says nothing   



	 24	

Luisa Kay Reyes 
Back to ’Bama 

 
 The hot summer Texas sun shone relentlessly down upon our repossessed RV.  With 
no sign of a tree of any size anywhere around to relieve us from the stifling heat by 
providing us with even the slightest bit of shade.  It might have been bearable.  Except that 
to make matters even worse, due to it not being connected to any kind of a power source, 
the air conditioning in what had once been “our” RV wasn’t working.   
 

Gasping for some air that didn’t scorch my throat with every breath that I took, once 
I finished my task of cleaning out my belongings from my makeshift room to the right of the 
main door of what was no longer our RV, I longed for a moment’s rest.  The heat was 
debilitating and I was dripping with perspiration. Having had no means with which to make 
breakfast, I was also feeling hungry and exhausted.  The day before, the neighbor lady in our 
RV park had noticed our suddenly vacant lot and graciously invited us to spend the night in 
her small abode.  It was an offer we readily accepted.  But with all of the unexpected 
upheaval from coming home the previous day after going shopping for groceries, only to 
find some strong men pulling our RV away with a big and powerful looking pickup truck, I 
hadn’t slept a wink during the night.   
 
 My mother was still sorting through some items in the other end of the RV, but 
since I was so weak from the overpowering heat, I felt the need for a brief respite.  It was far 
too suffocatingly hot inside the RV with no cool air coming from the vents.  So I reasoned 
that even with the hot sun blazing fiercely outside, I’d stand a better chance of being able to 
relax by lying down on the road out-of-doors.  I pulled my pillow out of our car and with 
one of our kitty kats tied up beside me with some water we had set out for him, I collapsed 
onto the asphalt for a mid-afternoon nap.   
 
 It was difficult not to indulge in some form of self-pity with slumber beginning to 
overtake me.  I had recently been laid off from my level two technical support contractor 
position after filling in for a Portuguese lady who was on pregnancy leave.  And not until the 
two muscular men appeared out of nowhere to haul off our RV, did we learn my brother 
hadn’t made the payments on it as he promised in a full year.  He had run into some 
financial difficulties, so it was understandable.  We were just unaware of this development.  
And in this case, ignorance was not bliss.  It seemed like the cards were stacked against my 
mother and me for the time being.  And I gratefully yielded to the calm serenity that sleep at 
last offered to me.  
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“Arms up!”  “What is going on here?” Suddenly sounded from a deep authoritative 
voice that sounded like it belonged to a woman, but barely.  Leading to me abruptly sitting 
up and putting an end to my shut-eye escape.  Unabashedly waking me up from my 
heretofore peaceful slumber, a very “take no prisoners” minded  police officer proceeded to 
examine me and eye me most suspiciously.  Having not the slightest notion of what was 
going on, all I could tell was that contrary to her slender physique, this blonde lady didn’t 
mince words.  She was one tough cookie who clearly meant business. I smiled out of habit 
and explained that I had simply been taking a nap, a fact which was clearly met with 
suspicious incredulity on her part.  She continued scrutinizing me and then noticed some 
stains that were on my arms.  She accusingly asked me if I had recently been in the hospital.  
I hadn’t.  But once I saw what she was looking at, I blinked twice.  For I clearly had stains on 
my arms that looked like needle marks.  Thankfully, they rubbed off easily with some 
rubbing and some saliva.  Being the result of dust off the side-street. And I was able to 
breathe a sigh of relief.     

 
Still making sure she didn’t overlook a single thing, the formidably attired police 

officer proceeded to frisk me from top to bottom.  Quickly spotting the bulge in my pockets 
where my keys were, but eventually ending up satisfied that I wasn’t armed.  Although, I had 
no need to frisk her to notice that she was definitely packing heat.  Before it was all over 
with, four police officers arrived upon the scene and questioned my mother and me, 
separately, and at opposite ends of our former RV.  Judging from their solicitousness 
regarding my appearance, I soon surmised that I looked simply awful.  However, to their 
credit, once the police realized that contrary to the call they had received, I was not a threat 
to myself nor to others; they were quite helpful.  Albeit, openly stunned, that we had 
nowhere to go.  After all, we no longer had family in town.   

 
The repo man ended up being very kind to us after the police came and examined us.  

He figured out how to connect some extension cords to the RV, allowing us to have some 
most welcome air conditioning for a couple of days.  And with our circumstances made so 
much pleasanter with the arrival of cool air, by the end of the week we managed to 
completely clean out the RV.  Fully packing up our car with our kitty kats wondering what 
we were up to.  We had moved to Austin, Texas two years before with high hopes, but were 
now returning to ‘Bama completely empty-handed. Filling the remaining space in our car 
with the determination to fight the apprehension of not knowing what the future held in 
store for us.  After our encounter with the police due to my sleeping out on the road in the 
sun, we were most eager for the opportunity to start over.  So taking one last look at what 
had once been our home, we prepared ourselves for the long drive back to Sweet Home 
Alabama.   

 
 

 
 



	 26	

Gwendolyn Joyce Mintz 
juxtaposed 
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Gwendolyn Joyce Mintz 
shop 
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Rosemarie Horvath Iwasa 
Intrepid 

 
She is like her great-grandmother, 
who, with two neighbor girls, 
gathered their skirts and shawls about themselves,  
sailed for America a hundred years ago. 
 
She lives like a pebble on the beach 
weathered, salty, on the west coast 
eking out an existence among the rugged,  
defying the dangers around her.   
 
  



	 29	

Maya Carlsen 
Lucruri Fragile 

 

Latis Chicoski was the newest member of a small community that took him in and 
helped him make a store. He sold clocks to remake his life, far from his burnt home. 
Business was slow at first, but when his clocks filled the store window and his mechanical 
toys framed his work, children and artisans began to come in, steadily at first, but soon, Latis 
was a well-known name throughout the town.  

Latis was overcome when children and their parents marveled at his work, watching 
people cooing sparking a sense of pride. Chicoski pushed himself to make more intricate 
works; dolls made of porcelain that danced around each other, clocks shaped like animals 
that slept during late hours of night and rose to bark the hour, trees of life that moved and 
showed different seasons and different holidays over time, filling his shop with marvels, all 
of different shapes and sizes.  

Still, Latis was not fully adapted to his place. The groups of children who would 
watch him as he made his works weighed his heart. Every small head that popped up beside 
his work table reminded him of his boy, his boy who was nothing but charred bones. Every 
child who asked to hold a newly made toy or tried to make their own left him struggling to 
hold back tears. He couldn’t take it without help.  

Thus he drank. It numbed him from the thoughts of his son’s smile or the last night 
when his son hugged him tight before going to bed. He prayed to forget, begged and cried 
and wailed alone in his room. He was afraid of what life without his son would be, how he 
was slowly dying internally. But he didn’t want to be kept in this darkness.  

His son was never allowed to dwell on his mother. He would never let his boy 
drown in sorrow like this. That’s how his son became his apprentice, how he grew to love 
gears and creating toys for himself and their store. It's how his store began to sell such 
complex automatons. His son helped him develop and master their shared craft. He didn’t 
have anyone to bring him out of this stupor though. Chicoski just lets out a sigh as he 
poured another glass, trying to not focus on how the color matched his son’s eyes or how 
the burn was a fraction of the heat of flames. But that burn was the same as a hand against a 
steam engine, the scotch was the same shade as bronze gears. Gears that matched the 
automaton seated next to him. 

 It was a small toy, a boy who could fish out a coin from a well. He slipped a quarter 
into it, much like any child who saw it would and watched as the boy picked up a bucket 
with a chain, turned slowly, and dropped the bucket into the glass well. The doll swings the 
bucket until it feels a weight and then the doll goes rigid. The doll stands up with a jolt and 
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the arms move with the entirety of the gears, open to the world, turning at full speed. That’s 
when Chicoski knew how to grow out of this. He knew what he could make. He knew what 
would drive away this fear, this pain. He pushed away his drink and hurried to find a pencil 
and print sheet.  

Latis took months away from talking to others after his store closed. He kept himself 
up through long periods of time, sculpting porcelain limbs and reworking the design of the 
torso and the chest cavity, how the pistons would function and how the knuckles would 
bend accurately. It took him four months to make a design that moved fluidly, seven months 
to sculpt, wield, and construct the pieces, and two to fully assemble and attempt to run the 
machine as a whole. The automaton was a half head shorter, five foot four exactly, with a 
head of shockingly bright copper hair that falls to its shut eyelids. The seams of the neck and 
face were almost invisible, save the trace of shadow where they met. He still needed to paint 
him, skin a sickly white. He would be freckled and have warm cheeks. But there was still 
assembly to be done. 

He was cautious putting the limbs together socket by socket, careful to ensure the 
mechanics were still aligned. He laid the doll on a couch near his bed. It took him two weeks 
to paint the freckles on him and multiple tests. Every time he rose his creation, it couldn’t 
open its eyes or move. The most he got it to do in those first few days was open and close 
triggers sporadically firing without any focus. His heart sank every time a garbled jumble of 
words came from the soft lips or the doll jerked in pain, lost and afraid, conscious but 
confused. He held the doll tight as he turned its key, killing it to start again.  

On the 86th try, he promised himself to burn the doll if it failed again. He swore if 
he couldn’t achieve his salvation on this last turn of the key, it would never come to him. He 
repositioned everything, oiled and shined its gears until it was blinding in the light, even 
thinned the porcelain to make it lighter. He clothed him in a loose dress shirt and trousers 
and filled his stomach with water and coals for steam. He gave into the bottle from stress, 
taking swigs of the once untouched flask as he tied its collar and took its key with shaking 
hands. The lock was hidden understands of glowing hair covering the nape of its neck, 
golden and black against soft peach porcelain. He closed his eyes as he slid the key in, 
hugging the doll from behind before he placed a light kiss on his shoulder. He needed this, 
so desperately. He turned the key with a soft prayer and let go.  

He waited two minutes before he felt the chest rise slowly against his hand. The 
steam had built up enough to move the mechanics and it was pushing out excess power. He 
could hear a soft whir and looked down to see the doll’s fingers curl and stretch before 
turning. The doll was looking down at itself, trying to understand what it was, like a child 
examining a puzzle. Latis had never seen its eyes move so exactly, watching with awe as it 
brought fingers up to its eye level and picked at his nail. It was curious.  
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  Latis let go of the doll’s waist and it gasped, pure and soft, turning quickly to look at 
the man it somehow didn’t register. Maybe he needed to make stronger reaction triggers for 
it.  

 “Who… Who? Who are you?” 

Latis could weep. The noise was so soft it would break with a touch, every word a 
soft breath, shaky and new. The doll could speak. It had never spoken. Chicoski’s view was 
blurred with tears as he hugged the doll’s head to his shoulder. He called for his son as he 
petted his masterpiece, fingers dragging through silky hair. The doll was stiff, but it radiated 
warmth from its steaming belly, feeling human and malleable in his hand. Latis fought to 
keep from covering him in hands and soft kisses, knowing it would overload the poor thing 
and make him frightened. It was a newborn babe, after all. It would take time for it to learn, 
no matter how old he looked.  

It was painful to see the fear on the doll face, but his heart filled with pride as he 
thought of the months of effort it took to get those brown eyes to read so much. He held 
out his hands to the machine, watching it examine his blue veins and his pulse lines with as 
much interest as an archaeologist slowly uncovering bone.  

“Do you know what a father is?” 

The doll jerked his head back to Latis’ face, eyes filled with confusion and longing. 
Chicoski wondered how well the doll could act with such emotional eyes. He almost forgot 
painting them. 

The machine nodded slowly as if it was processing the word as it moved. It would 
speed up over time, everything in the world just needed time to get where it should be. 
Making it had taken more time than anything Latis could’ve fathomed, and now, he took the 
hand of his creation, felt warm porcelain shake and bend around his skin. It was so familiar, 
so close to what he’d lost. He could cry before it and feel no remorse, only joy.  

“I am your father, as in I made you. I’ll care for you and keep you safe. Safe from 
everything outside.” 

  “Out. Side? What is outside?” 

It was learning, fast as the spinning gears in its skull.  

Latis gave it a soft smile and lead it to the wide window of his bedroom, the one that 
faced the woods that he’d stumbled out from so long ago. “The outside is everything around 
this house. This home will keep you safe from it. You are a very fragile thing and going out 
there means death for you, undoubtedly.” 

The doll’s eyes didn’t change in the glass. He was observing every blade of grass that 
trembled in the wind, ever dew drop that slid to the grass, every twittering night bird that 
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called from afar. He wondered what the wind felt like and if it was cold like the hands that 
held him back or warm like the pulse in his stomach.  

 “Why will it hurt?” 

Latis thought for a moment. He wasn’t sure how much the doll knew already.  

“Do you know what Death means?” 

The doll nodded. He’d died many times. He knew the feeling of it. The silence and 
stillness. He was always warm against his neck when he died. He thumbed his neck softly, 
hoping that he wouldn’t be given a demonstration again.  

“Well, if you break or if you are stolen, you are nothing but dead. If those gears that 
turn and clink inside are exposed without proper care, they will rust and you will forever be 
paralyzed. If that fair skin of yours is cracked or you fall and break, I can never make you the 
same again. Even if the crack is small and does little, you would be in too much risk to keep 
it on. And if you were taken by a man who knew not of your engineering or complexity as I, 
you will be left in shambles with no way of return. That is why we stay inside. Because the 
outside is harsh for fragile things.” 

The doll trembled as he spoke, almost rattling the spokes out of place. Still, Latis felt 
no pain saying such things. Words like that kept his son from breaking down or losing faith 
in their family. Words of protection and fear would keep his machine from leaving his side. 
It was a necessity for the doll’s safety, regardless of the unease. The doll cleared its throat, 
whether uncomfortable or trying to strengthen itself, Latis wasn’t sure.  

“D-... Do I have to stay in this home forever?” 

He rubbed the doll’s shoulder, seeing the fear in his eyes. 

“I’m sorry, but you must. You’ll be safe inside, where no one will see you or hurt 
you. You shall be left alone during the day so you can create and enjoy yourself and every 
night I will teach you and help you protect yourself. When you can take care of yourself we 
can go outside. It won’t take too long.” 

Latis was glad the doll wasn’t looking at him. He wasn’t a convincing liar. In fact, he 
was sure the fire in his eye made his words feel extremely disingenuous. Why would his 
creation want to go to that world of filth? His ire was tinged by the knowledge of his naivety, 
but it hurt to think that his creation was so eager to fall to the flames. So willing to be 
overtaken by the evils of the world. But nothing would get it here. His Protus wouldn't be 
taken from him. Never again. 

Slim mechanical fingers wrapped around his wrist, squeezing softly. Fiu would do the 
same thing to grab his attention while he worked.  

  “I’ll be safe. I'll be patient.” 
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Latis pulled back and flashed him a warm smile.  

“Then, my Protus, I'll wake early so we can start learning, but as of now, dawn isn't 
far and I will have to leave you soon. Are you tired?” 

      Protus shook its head, rubbing its neck again. It was already forming nervous habits. 
What a wonder. Latis let out a humored hum as he glanced up at the clock. The doll looked 
confused from where the sound came from.  

“Well, that's a shame, I'm far too tired to entertain you and work tomorrow. Rest if 
you can, the night gets to me very easily in my age and I may be working once you rise.” 

Protus watched with intrigue as the man stretched and clamored under white bed 
sheets. He didn't want to rest, he had been for ages already. He let himself absorb the 
bedroom to pass time. The red walls were warmed by the fireplace the couch was in front of. 
Every fabric had a pattern on it, all a warm cream with bronze embroidery. The desk and 
walls were coated with large papers covered in sketches. He traced his face on the paper, 
eyes closed and even the construction of his lashes shown next to it. Graphite stained his 
finger like a scorch and he rubbed it aware. He went over to the desk and fought to pick up 
the small toys that covered the desk, siblings of a sort he should assume. He looked into a 
small dog, turning the key until it wagged its tail and lifted its ears. He couldn’t fight the 
small chuckle from his chest. 

He cradled the dog to his sternum, turning to the pictures again. The detailed 
instruction all over the paper had so many words he could begin to understand and every 
image detailed how he was made. He was so many complex parts, a mess of wires and gears 
that he could feel move harshly and solidly in his chest, but he was somehow more secure in 
his construction. He had been turned off so many times because he was not an accident. 
Every trial was a rebirth. That didn’t make it hurt any less.  

  He looked out the window, trying to draw himself away from his thoughts, nervously 
rubbing the soft cotton of his shirt as he felt smaller than the dog in his hand. The dawn 
came at a slow crawl and for a while, he thought he was still frozen in place like he always 
was. He just absorbed, staring at the night sky as the dark, gold-flecked blue slowly purpled.  

His eyes lit up as he saw colors that warmed his skin. The small stars began to fade 
and the clouds that had been cloaked took up the pink and orange sunlight. He'd never seen 
something so spectacular in every sense of the word.  

He knew he didn't know everything but just seeing the clouds spread like brush 
strokes made him feel aware of himself in a way he never felt. He knew he was made 
differently than those clouds, made in kilns instead of air. He was different. He smiled down 
at his jointed fingers and toes, giggling as he watched them as they moved, even though it 
was nothing like the wind through the trees. He leaned against the glass, turned rigid by the 
cold plane almost covered in dew.  
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He closed his eyes, ignoring the shifting in the sheets next to him almost breaking his 
focus on the chill, but the morning felt so inviting and new. He loved feeling something 
different than the cold. He ignored the sound of his father chuckling behind him and the 
stretch of bones and joints making him go rigid. The door closed softly, like a parent trying 
not to wake a child. Protus sighed, his stomach already feeling empty and lukewarm at best. 
He didn’t want to sleep, but staying up would lose his steam. He sat on the couch, letting a 
steady stream of steam through his lips until he felt empty and lost consciousness again.    

The doll stroked the green velvet that hid the jarring seam of his neck. It matched 
the cummerbund and accented the salmon vest he begged his father to let him wear. He 
didn’t know why he was so hesitant about letting him wear the clothes he’d found in a trunk 
hidden away in his basement. Still, the outfit he’d chosen for himself was as warm and 
radiant as he felt, and he couldn’t bear to wear anything else. Protus could hardly contain 
himself as he turned from the bedroom mirror to face the curtain that hid away his room 
from the store. He was going to be let out. 

 After so much begging and crying to see outside his room, he’d finally broken 
through his father’s defenses. He could hear jingling coins and bright voices clamoring over 
the thought of seeing a singing doll. He used to press his ear to the floor and listen to small 
children swoon over him. They have always had that unquenchable need to see a new toy, to 
know if the rumors were true. He was proud of himself for getting their attention, standing 
in the window and showing off his gears and his lined joints. He grinned as his father griped 
and groaned about the children who kept begging and coming back to ask to see him. It only 
took a couple weeks to break the promise of hiding him away without him even asking.  

 He struggled not to speak, even when his father slipped through the curtain and he 
heard a soft gasp ring out from behind it. His father lets out a sigh, brushing a long curtain 
of bangs away from the grinning doll’s face.  

 “Is it almost time?” 

His father gave him a worried smile, but the glow coming from the doll was so close 
to his son’s that he couldn’t say no to his creation. Protus clapped happily, almost bouncing 
before he took its shoulder and stilled it. 

“Protus, you have to be calm. They want you to perform for them, I’ll leave that for 
you, but you must keep calm. If you get too emotional, you’ll boil over.”  

The doll nodded, wringing its hands softly. It was trying to figure out what it wanted 
to do. The doll was very good at mapping out plans with steps and branching actions, but he 
didn’t know how it would act around children, humans it wasn’t familiar with. He closed his 
eyes as he pulled back the curtain that kept the children from seeing him.  

Protus blinked at the group of round faces staring up at him. There had to have been 
over a dozen small children in the workshop, all crowded around him. He stepped into the 
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center of them, watching as they scurried around him like a rock in a river until children 
encircled him at every angle. One of the children took his finger and he flashed her a smile, 
shocking the small girl to let out a gasp. He pulled away gently and froze up as his eyes met 
the windows. 

 So many parents and older children were conversing and pressed against the glass 
that it was hard to see the sunlight or the other businesses. They weren’t harassing him or 
confused but fixed on him, some people even shrinking away as his eyes met theirs. He 
fought a pang of hurt as he saw a woman raise up a book his father read to him from. It was 
a very important text, and holding it up was supposed to ward off bad things. Why did she 
think he was bad? He looked back to the kids, still waiting for him to do something. He 
worked up his smile once a boy smiled back. He wasn’t bad, she was just scared. He was 
new. When things are new their off-putting. That’s why father had to leave home in the first 
place. He would get used to it, and soon that woman would know he meant no harm. It 
would just take time.  

“What shall I do for you all?”  

He revealed in the collective gasp that was loud enough to hear through the glass. 
Almost none of the children reacted so shockingly, they all just turned to each other and 
gave a curt nod before facing him again, grins wide and small hands balled into fists with 
excitement. The response of ‘Sing!’ was so instantaneous, it almost struck a chord. Protus bit 
back a laugh before closing his eyes and singing. 

The money that people were willing to give to see the doll was enough to have built 
a new mansion and thirteen dolls in Protus’ image. It took seconds after the doll gave its 
bow and hugged him behind the curtain for the flood of people who had been watching 
from the window to come in and clamor to see it. Latis almost lead them to it right away. 
But humans attacked each other. They brought in his clocks and toys all the time for him to 
fix their abuse. They shattered and scratched and tarnished and burned. They’d burn his son 
again. He couldn't lose the closest thing he'll ever have to his home.   

He refused to let Protus out of its room after that. It hurt to see its eyes well with 
tears, but it was easy to get rid of the water pumps against its irises when it slept. He began 
to ignore it at night, hoping it would be easier to let the doll suffer growing pains when the 
alternative was his only solace being stripped away by the mob it so loved to over itself up 
to. His creation was an ever-loving lamb who sought to sleep in wolves’ mouths, but he 
refused to let it near such beasts. Still, the hurt in its eyes and the wails it let out only grew 
louder as it’s imprisonment lengthened, to the point where the neighbors asked if anyone 
was hurt in the night as constantly as they asked to see his creation. He knew why the doll 
wept, it longed for freedom like his son.  

All Fiu wanted before he died was to raise enough to take the family business out of 
Romania. He thought they should be in a land of artists like Switzerland or Britain, where 
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he’d be appreciated and make new machinery. Maybe create a new field of mechanics. Fiu 
was a genius, no way around that, but his dreams were far and fanciful. Perhaps making a 
duplicate of Fiu meant the doll dreamed the same. It was a master craftsman but still found 
no solace in its innovations. Everything he did, besides stand before humans, weakened his 
heart. And keeping his canary caged inside of a mine instead of the light was slowly killing it.  

He could normally make compromises with his son, he remembered. When Fiu was 
upset he tried as hard as he could to find an alternative, even if he couldn’t give the boy what 
he wanted. Now though, he had forgotten he treasured his son. The doll would never be 
him, but he must know what he had done wasn’t what a father should do. He sighed to 
himself as he continued working on his toys. He’d do something for Protus. Something to 
make it happier. He’d be a better father. The machine deserved at least that. 

When he let Protus out of his room, heads turned to the sound of an excited tune 
coming from the silent home. The droid was standing in the display window, already waving 
to a group of children who had spotted the commotion in the early morning. It was a mess 
to get up, but the decals Latis had worked through the night to make framed the droid 
perfectly.  

     Behold, The New Anatomical Being! 

  The Singing Droid, Protus! 

The automaton looked as if it could weep as it opened a latch with a screen, his voice 
ring out into the square. He clutched a hand to his chest and swayed as he turned his own 
music box, towering over his shoulder next to him. He had an entire stage in the display 
window and he would take every ounce of acknowledgment he was given. He could almost 
forget being left in the cold again. He could forget being put away in his room and losing his 
tears. He was finally freed and he could sing. Sing where he could be heard and loved. 

The crowd was massive, practically every living thing was drawn to him like a flame. 
He beamed, the weight that he'd been drowning in gone, and his voice louder than any crash 
or cry a human could sound against him. He revealed in the stares, even the people who 
jeered and threw insults at him. He grimaced right back before flashing a smile to the kids 
around him. It was everything he needed. Everything he loved was in that window box. 
Where he could reach outside without being shattered. He’d be safe and free and happy, just 
like he needed. 

He couldn’t see his father searching for any fault in this compromise. Anyway, his 
creation would be harmed or endangered or corroded, but it seemed infallible. The window 
was hidden and the back was locked with the same key as Protus’, and no one would ever 
take that from him. He was certain. Still, by the end of the performance, when Latis pulled 
the curtains closed, he couldn’t think of anything remote to an issue that could be raised. 
Protus was enamored, fighting back cheers as it took its father into its arms. 
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“Are you feeling better?” 

Protus nodded, nuzzling his shoulder out of wear. His face was warm, almost 
steaming. 

“Yes, very much. And I can do this again?” 

“Every day if it helps.” 

Protus stood up, straight as a rod. “You mean that?” 

Latis nodded, letting it stand on its own. “If it helps.” 

He knew Protus would weep if it still had tears. He held it tight as its shoulders 
shook. Even when the doll hugged him tight he was still worried about how long that 
promise could last. The glass wasn’t unbreakable and even here he wasn’t adored. He just 
had to hope.  

By the time it could stand and play its music for a full day and still bring in enough 
money to purchase all of the mechanics he needed to keep up the product just from the 
window, the fear of losing Protus had turned to nothing but a nightmare. Letting it play was 
just part of work at this point, waking up the droid early so it could play to the sunrise and 
call out customers. Sometimes people would even pay large sums to see Protus after it 
played, he was used to people asking similar things of his son but he made sure no one 
attempted anything on his creation, save a few innuendos he was certain it wouldn’t 
understand. Over time he got used to the fact that this doll was bringing in customers and 
money, especially since the doll seemed to enjoy his performance, almost constantly grinning 
when asked and quick to assure its happiness. 

He grew numb to the thought that anything would happen to his creation and by the 
time the anniversary of its inception came around, he was seeing it less and less and focused 
much more on renovating his shop and the doll to its utmost form. Protus was everything he 
needed to keep afloat. Kids came and stood outside to watch him while parents came in and 
asked about its creation and bought gifts for holidays. It was a very rewarding cycle.  

Sometimes, diplomats and travelers from away even came out to watch the droid 
that captivated the town. It was so rewarding, over literal decades of time wasted in his old 
shop turned to fame over a simple creation made after years of pain to turn everything 
around for himself. All with a singing droid. It was easy to forget the pain making it when he 
saw everything it gave him.  

Course there were some strange reactions to the droid. First, the old woman who 
came to spout verses at him and tell him how abominable it was to keep his creation out for 
children. Then came the myriad of older students practically begging to have time alone with 
it, as if the creation had caught their hearts. It didn’t hurt much to watch the unknowing doll 
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lead them on and glow in its admiration. It gave it ideas for music too. But the redhead who 
was standing before him asking to see his design was not a child.  

The man was well dressed, in a warm olive suit that matched the near end of spring 
and matched his eyes of a starlit forest, but everything about him was disheveled and 
disconnected from normality. His hair was a mess of curling and sporadic flames and his suit 
were wrinkled with a blouse underneath stained with dirt, grease and, likely, blood on the 
breast and cuffs. It was as if he’d taken multiple nasty tumbles before scurrying into the 
store. Not to mention his breathless flood of words that were drawing many eyes and even 
prompted one of the customers to quietly count between his breathes. The young man was 
named Domn Ronald, and, allegedly, he was in great need of understanding his creation, as 
if he would die without knowing how the doll was made.  

“Sir, you don’t seem to understand the fact that this sideshow attraction you’ve 
made,” he pointed, grinning and clearly exuberated, “is one, if not the, most advanced and 
wondrous creation of autonomy in the country, possibly the world! Do you not understand 
how he could change the world? He can create his own art, what else-other than humans- 
can ever make such complexities? Does he not speak clearly and show raw emotion, can he 
not perform and act as well, perhaps even better, then our most distinguished actors and 
songstresses? You’ve created something that we’ve never seen as a species, and you let it sing 
in an elaborate store display! Sir, if we could create feeling mechanics, imagine what our 
future could be like, our societal dissonance could even be healed, if in the right hands. You 
must seek to put him into right hands, how el-” 

That’s when Latis broke him from his ramble with a laugh. The jerk of his head was 
so sudden that heads who had forgotten him turned to see the confusion on his face. 

“I can’t do that, dear lad. You see, no matter how much you believe that spout, you 
don’t know the right hands either. He stays with me and his creation dies with me. Now, 
please, leave my store.” 

The man looked like a frightened boy as he recoiled back. He gaped for a moment 
but he just nodded slowly, hugging his shoulders as he walked out, barely showing anything 
but confusion on his face. Latis watched him go until he stopped, staring clearly at the doll 
as he leaned forward to speak to Protus. He went to the back of the window and pulled back 
a small slit in the wood he covered to keep eye on his creation while he worked. He couldn’t 
make out most of their discussion, he came in too late. The boy was just praising the doll, 
voice more soft and solid than his vapid spiel. He closed the slot, certain his doll had just 
found a new muse. He let them be, knowing the man wouldn’t risk breaking the doll, he’d 
just keep him under tight lock and key tonight. It was only a precaution, the kind he hadn’t 
need since he was paranoid.  

If he listened only a moment longer, he might’ve heard the Lord whispering about 
the outside. He might’ve listened to the Doll questioning what he wanted, where they would 
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go. He could’ve grasped the soft whisper of reassurance that came from the man as he told 
Protus he’d take him outside and make sure he would be understood and take him 
somewhere where he could be safe. But he didn’t listen, and in the morning when his doll 
was gone, he had no preparation. Even the door was still locked, but his key was gone and 
so was his Protus.  
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J.E. Soares 
When Night Wings Fly 

 

I rolled my window all the way down so as to fully enjoy the breeze of the deepening 
twilight after the oppressing humidity of the day. The gravel crunched as Dad turned the car 
onto the main road. Gaining speed, we passed the old graveyard, bewitched into life by the 
moon’s dancing rays. The shadows played, flitting among the cracked headstones like silent 
ghosts, while the wind sang mournfully through the silver leaves. Night’s velvet feet crept 
silently over the grass. Buried dreams joined in chorus with the wailing wind. An unshaped 
presence, the ghost of Yesterday’s shadows, crept ghoul-like among the graves. All soft 
moonlight, all ghostly whispers, all quiet mist and extinguished love. No sun, no joy; only 
dead hopes and failed life. Yet my feet longed to dance with the ghosts and shadows of that 
spellbound graveyard. 

But our car sped onwards, passing tall dark cornfields with gold-green tops turned 
silver by the moon and ruby by the fading sun. The trees, like dark sentinels, rose against the 
sky, enveloped by the magic of twilight caught in the stars’ web. Coyotes howled to the 
moon, their voices echoing off the dusky sky, while crickets sang their never-ending 
melodies. Fireflies, the stars on earth, peeped from beneath the forest’s eaves, hidden in a 
veil of secrecy and covered by a cloak of mystery which only the stars can decipher. The air 
was damp with mist, and smelled of fresh earth and corn. A faint tinge of cattle, horses and 
new-cut hay was carried upon the breeze.  

The world was waiting, waiting for its rulers of old to once again roam upon its face. 
Such were the wise and merry elves, fair of hair and manner, whose eyes of washed sapphire 
glowed like white flames in the forest depths. Alongside them ruled the dwarves, who delved 
to the very core of the earth, seeking its fruit and pruning its stone as if it were a tree. In 
many wars and against numerous evil and powerful foes these rulers fought. The elves, with 
their bows and long knives, and the dwarves, with their trusty axes, scythed the ranks of the 
enemy. Dancing the dangerous dance of death, the warriors joyfully watched as their blades 
grew red with the blood of the foe which they had gleefully spilt. These two nations have 
now faded into legend; yet the beauty which they fought to save still lingers in the twilight 
hours and in the little ferny hollows of unpeopled forests.  

The night was saturated with that beauty, and I sat in awe of it, drinking it in like a 
bottomless cave drinks in a glittering waterfall. The twilight’s wild glory appealed to 
something wild and glorious within my soul. 

“Where are you?” Dad’s voice echoed from the mundane place which I had left 
behind. “Earth to Jayde…” But I would not come back from the world I’d entered; and the 
car sped onwards. 
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Far past the lakes of corn and shaven wheat, over the dark forest and above the 
gold-pink glow of the setting sun, hung the moon, a silver swing for the lingering sunlight. 
Black against her shimmering face, their fur a blurry shadow, bats swooped on twilight 
wings, catching the uncatchables and seeing the no-see-ums.  

Whoever said night was an evil thing? Oh, it can be, yes, evil and bewitched by the 
moon’s spell, and turned devilish by the wailing wind; but not this night. Not any night for 
me. Night is my friend. Oh, how I welcome its secretive darkness, the only time when one 
can disappear into dreamland and sail magic seas. Worlds can be entered, mysteries unveiled, 
but only when night wings fly. 
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Brian Michael Barbeito 
Artwork 

	
	

	
 
Artist’s Statement: These visuals are from green spaces, forests, and fields in Southern, 
Ontario. The areas where I walk are full of both labyrinthine pathways and open spaces. I 
am enchanted and entranced by the local flora and fauna and how the scenery changes 
throughout the four seasons that the Province experiences.  
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Emily Veltman 
Wild Freedom 

 
The sky is stony grey and the wind is cold. 
Wind frightens horses, or so I’ve been told. 

Maybe it’s true, cuz you won’t stand still.  
You wanna run, pony, over field and hill. 

Steady there, pony, 
Whoaback, pony, 

Listen to me, not the wind so shrill. 
 

You’re spooking, you’re prancing, you’re kicking as well. 
But I’ll grin and sit tight with a cowgirl yell. 

If I ride you right, I know, you and I, 
We can rival the wind; you will heed me, and fly. 

Hey there pony, 
Settle down, pony, 

You know you can’t throw me, although you may try. 
 

I know when to turn you, when you should be spurred, 
And when all you need is a gentle word. 

I know what will make you yield to my hand, 
I know how to make you understand. 

That’s the way, pony,  
Come along, pony, 

Let’s fly away to another land. 
Your hooves tear the dirt as I give you the word,  

At a shift of my hips you spiral and turn. 
Who needs reins? We leave tracks in the clay, 
As one being, forgetting the cares of the day. 

Yee-haw, pony! 
Faster, my pony. 

Carry me farther, take me away. 
 

Wind, you are swift, but my pony is swifter. 
Sea, you are wild, but my pony is wilder. 

Put me on his back and the powerful thing 
Becomes one with me, and he is my wings. 

Giddy-up, pony! 
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Attaboy, pony; 
Hear the song of wild freedom that the wind sings. 
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Emily Veltman 
Fearless 

 
The glint in the dark wolf’s onyx eye, 

The talons of a falcon soaring in the sky, 
The glimmer of raindrops falling on high, 

All resound with the Fearless. 
 

The sound of a hunting eagles shriek, 
The coyotes’ howl on a mountain peak, 

The battle-horn blowing in air cold and bleak, 
Resound with the heart of the Fearless. 

 
The ring of a sword drawn from its sheath, 
The song of an arrow shot with great speed, 

The footsteps of warriors eager to lead, 
Resound with the heart of the Fearless. 

 
Yet bravery is not lack of fear, 

Nor courage clinging to what we hold dear. 
The one who holds hope that victory is near, 

He is the one who is Fearless. 
 

The one who fears darkness, yet steps into night,  
The one who fears mountains, yet climbs a great height, 

To fulfill his quest and put all to right, 
He is the one who is Fearless. 

And when his tale is told, it will never grow old,  
For it will hold the heart of the Fearless. 
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