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Preface 
by Dr. John Todd 

 
From North Central Christian to Michigan Christian, 

We relied on God's providence to overcome 
adversity— 

On to Rochester College; now we're Rochester 
University. 

 
There were some who were not betting 

On liberal arts in a Christian setting, 
But here we are proud of our faith-based curriculum, 

sports, and our diversity. 
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Look-Out 
by Anna Stadnika 
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New Love 
by Emilie Belanger 
 
New love is for always, 
never glorifying in self, 
and overcoming difference. 
Long love conquers fear, 
doesn’t expect perfection, 
and rides on the heels of disagreement. 
 
Love is a decision to do the hard thing- 
a tired, ragged father dancing with his daughter before 

bed.  
It’s the decision to do all it takes 
to heal a sorry, withered heart. 
 
The choice to keep giving and seeing and yielding - 
as the lonely heart is forever fulfilled  
in the desire 
and yearning. 
 
Love floats on the thermals of dreams,  
replenishes the well of our hearts, 
and settles the longings of our souls.  
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A Michigan Classic 
by Ciana Taylor 
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Maybe Love 
by Ashmi Ranjan 
 
I think you belong with me.  
I really think you do. 
So many things I know about you, and still, it will 
always feel like nothing. 
Maybe a glimpse into your tragedy is enough. 
 
Our love is so unlike love. Not red, but blue. 
Not warm, more like room temperature. 
How singular, our love. 
All flat and bumpy, full and empty. 
I hold it so concentrated in my hands, 
then drop it into the ocean, and it melts like salt. 
I plant it in the earth, and come spring 
it will burst into a million petals of red and yellow and  

purple. 
 
You are so much love. 
In the winter it manifests in an abundance of snow. 
Falling like childhood. 
So quick and fast, then slow and soft, then not at all. 
Although never forgotten, each flake builds into a man.  
A living, breathing man.  
 
Love, maybe it will never be enough. 
The snow and the flowers. 
The ocean drains and is filled again. 
It will never be empty. 
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Rosebud 
by Katie Lynn 
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To Keep 
by Bella Andre 
 
Slowly the storm started to drum, 
I will sit and the rain shall pour. 
Fear what the garden will become, 
as the water rises more and more. 
And the plants began to uproot, 
I watched the repairs rack digits. 
For some time I’ll be in cahoots, 
I shall watch wide-eyed and fidget. 
Yet rains are the least of concern, 
For what will equal remembrance, 
of what happened or how it'll turn? 
From this, I will not get distance. 
For soon the rains will be asleep, 
for my peace and garden to keep. 
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Smokey Mountains 
by Morgan Smith 
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Filled to Nearly… 
by Grace Brackney 
 
Filled to nearly overflowing 
raging, rolling, and steam outpouring. 
Hear the roaring. 
Screams pierce through the air, 
although trapped, 
ready at last? 
Like a sudden switch, 
the boiling no longer lasts. 
The writhing water becomes a gentle tea, 
like a baby who fell asleep. 
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Ausable Lake 
by Samantha Sidorowicz 
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Jokes 
by Ashmi Ranjan 
 
You say “whatever you want”, 
How can I tell you I want nothing at all, with 
everything shoved inside? 
 
What I think I really want 
is for you to hold my limp hand. 
Guide me to the river. 
Tell me I am forgiven, tell the water and grass and sky  

and rocks to forgive me. 
Please, tell me I am good. Tell me with your eyes and  

hands. 
 
I think I want to see my sins flow down the river,  

carried by the current, to a great big sea. 
 
Oh, but this is the joke. 
The river pours into another river. This river into a  

pipe. 
The water from my tap is laced with guilt.  
All over again we are poisoned. 
 
When I cry, I will look out the window to my roses.  
I will remember how they grew from nothing, to  

something. 
How even the roses drink from the river.  
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Presque 
by Hannah Sporeman 
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What Lies Beyond the Sky 
by Ashmi Ranjan 
 
Does the fox in the snow wonder where the snow  

comes from? 
What lies beyond the sky? 
Does the fox ever wonder why she is here, 
Or what the point is to all this searching? 
 
Do you think the squirrel in the tree 
looks down on the earth 
and contemplates jumping? 
 
No, of course not. 
The squirrel does not jump. 
He knows not what happens under the grass and does  

not wonder. 
The squirrel does not jump. 
He might even be tempted, but existence means  

nothing, if he does not exist. 
 
The squirrel absolutely does not look at the moon and  

ponder the meaning of life. 
He goes home and sleeps. It is winter and he must  

survive; because this is it. 
 
The fox is cold and hungry 
but not even for a moment does she think to sit down  

and pity herself. 
She must prey on the rabbit. On the squirrel. 
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Butterfly 
by Katie Lynn 
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Smile 
by Anna Stadnika 
 
Throughout the night I often wept, 
scared of morning soon to come. 
But only joy arose; 
yet in the evening fear will come 
again a sleepless night. 
Still, the morning shows a smile, 
the cycle still repeats.  
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Just Visiting 
by Lena Jositas 
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Suburb 
by Emilie Belanger 
 
Everyone has their  
own separate peace; we all 
drive happy Buddhas. 
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Sunset Lake 
by Grace Freeman 
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Dramatic Monologue of a Murderer’s Accomplice 
to the Murderer 
by Grace Freeman 
 
You stole the pure and clean within my soul 
with whispers; darkness travels through the night  
and speaks of terror, deeds not gone unknown. 
And lest my death reside in vain, your strife 
will cause your wretched sword to pierce your heart. 
 
Your poisoned women’s heads with lies disguised 
as truth, and I, your starting victim, dies 
for nothing worth the death that comes with shame. 
I pray that God has mercy on my soul, 
and family lives a better life than those 
who’re plagued by your disgusting ways and lies. 
 
The joy you sparked within my heart is dead: 
it swings from rope that’s tied to gallows’ beam. 
You crafted nooses made of treach’rous sin, 
yet I will carry yours upon my neck 
so no one will be crushed in future time. 
And I shall, willing, hang for sins you sinned. 
 
I hope you know your soul will not be clean. 
Your head will roll for all to know and see, 
and those with justice-seeking hearts will scream 
and crave your head a place upon a pike. 
And shall you try evading destined fate, 
in hell, I’m here to close the rusty gate.  
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Wilting 
by Nurzahan Rahman 
 
We wander the volcanic land detached and lost 

Because of  
our unwillingness to let go, to feel love. your elite  
memories made me feel whole. our status from  
what we were, who we were, a year’s  
adventure of misty confusion wasn’t worth of  
the late-night heart aches, I would travel  
to you over the deep Mediterranean sea, for you have  
the sweetest smile stitched over your manipulative  

ways, but the stitches were already  
wilting, falling piece by piece-- as the fibers settled into  
your heap of empty words-- you promised to run when  

the days got short but suddenly your  
legs became weak, your heart weaker ; your tunnel  

vision too narrow to see (our) window  
  
with an energetic shrug, you walked into the abyss as I 
 crawled down to my seat on 
the ground, not even United Airlines,  
could cover the mental distance between us, when  
conversations became overwhelming; that's when the  
outbursts began because I could never be the girl  
with the big grey-blue eyes, sculpted face, and her  
innocent perfume with its hint of cluelessness—that 

her mother 
always bragged about-- and a toothache from her  

sweetness, when we arrive at  
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all the gatherings, your eyes instantly went to her and  
that's when your  

inconvenient choice became obvious. I was the outlier  
that now had to row  

herself to the roaring shores of regret, remember The  
midnight blue picnics that now fade on the sand where  

our feet once stepped. the girl,  
with the beauty won. looking over  
one last time at the boy who understood me when the  

world judged, at  
all our 3am conversations full of laughs but you  
were juggling two options, which tells  
a lot. my foolish mistake, it was always her 
  
she reminded you of your mother,  
who in her presence made you long for that 
 unconditional love, no. these are  
the stories that still keep you up-- but the woman who  

sweetly spoke to you as our  
instead of I, the woman whose lap was your seat,  
holding you tight as you both swung into the sunset at  

Van Cortlandt park but this  
wasn’t a fairytale, that mom is not  
the same anymore, what  
you had, you lost. leaving you lost and detached  

searching for that love, that face : I expected.  
  
but searching for your mom in a woman, is that The  
right thing to do? Would that have been your mother’s  

response  



 24 

to chase her into someone new when she left you so  
lost is barely  

an ounce of that “moving on” and “healing” lecture  
you give me. your advice seems in-Audible 

when it comes to you —I see,  
is what you’ll say when I call you out. then our convo  

will turn into a he says, she says.  
because denial is so comforting, so I’ll sit  
under the longing shades of “what ifs”, in  
this volcanic land-- our fire was hot to the  
touch, maybe your fire with hers was blue; I should’ve  

never put myself in the middle.  
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In a Land Far Away 
by Nurzahan Rahman 
 
the walls crumble in on my playroom 
clutching as people shove and run and scream and plea 
Baba holds my innocent frame closer to his heart 
shielding me from the debris polluted chaos that 
showers over us 
 

then he stops. 
And I hold on tight to his wool blouse  

that has more holes  
than the caged fences, snuggling closer 

my body frantically shaking no 
  

unclasping me with a sad smile and love in his eyes, 
he pushes me away 

and the building collapses. 
Baba! 

 
Who lies in front of me 

twisting and turning to escape the deathly 
weight of the building 

on top of him 
 
jumbo ears that still hear the deep 
laughs of Baba haunt me 
hooded eyes veiled with unexplainable pain 
in a crowd where my scars are drowned 
because we are the majority 
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the humming of new screams go in one ear 

the murmurs of the crying old babies go out the other  
Everyone scrambles for a new escape plan 

I scramble to the ground  
 
salty drops roll out my brown eyes,  
over my once round cheeks,  
down my dirty neck,  
to my weak heart.  
 

left empty without love, food, 
home, Baba. 

Come back please.  
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Weakness 
by Emilie Belanger 
 
Streams flow in one path; 
winds blow the trees another. 
Here, I surrender. 
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Letters To Him 
by Cassandra 
 
I only ever wrote letters 
to the ocean, the stars, and you. 
 
The ocean wrote back in waves- 
foamy words filling the empty spaces between 
the sand in my head. 
 
The stars wrote back with light, 
twinkling brightly in the dark spaces of my mind. 
 
But you were silent. 
 
And I remain 
alone, hidden, and still.  
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The Penguins Wish for Earmuffs 
by Cassandra 
 
The penguins wish for earmuffs, 
and the narwhals wear sweaters. 
The polar bears huddle with seals to stay warm. 
It can’t beat for being frozen, but still my heart. 
Wind chills above, but deep down, 
below the surface, below the sea, below the ocean floor 
the plankton and krill and anglerfish, 
the cold goes deeper still, 
turns to rock and tectonic plates 
and eventually becomes so deep 
and full of pressure 
that it turns to lava 
that waits for the slightest crack, 
the tiniest thaw, 
before shooting out again, 
thrusting upon the world and into the daylight 
and the snowmen 
through the sea 
until you make an island out of me.  
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The Aftermath 
by Cassandra 
 
Set me off like a thunderstorm. 
Kiss me like the rain, then crash into me like waves, 
covering me with bright flashes of your light. 
Cause ribbons of goose flesh to rise along my skin, 
fissures forming in my heart where your love gets in. 
Topple me with your hands, collarbones, wrists,  

thumbs. 
Let the crackling sounds escape you. 
Swirl around in my wind blown hair 
then wrap me in the aftermath of your arms.  
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Falling into Myself 
by Samantha Sidorowicz 
 
Distress.  
Hopeless, cry tears, 
anchoring my chest down; 
unbreakable chain so secure. 
Please help. 
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You Send Me in Circles 
by Samantha Sidorowicz 
 
Around my head;  
Through the wringer by heart-I quit. 
Around my head; 
Your words have my face left unread. 
I’m done; I say I won’t permit, 
anxiety, not to submit. 
Around my head.  
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Death for Two 
by Samantha Sidorowicz 
 
Jump down. 
Bodies kiss the earth; 
a funeral for two. 
In the end, the ground is bitter. 
Two graves.  
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Faded Memories 
by Nurzahan Rahman 

 
“Baba, I want to get my masters,” I begged both for his 

permission and acceptance. 
“A girl shouldn’t be so educated. What is education going 

to get you? Hmmm?” He asked.  
“I want to study business. Learn how to analyze and 

discover the patterns that build some businesses yet bury others. 
Master the whys, along with the how’s and the when’s of business 
Baba.”  

“You can analyze and master the whys and the how’s and 
the when’s of your children. Hana,” he dragged, sipping his red tea 
with one hand, and flipping the roti we were supposed to have for 
lunch in midair. “Baba knows best. I want you to be happy and 
secure, not worrying over these graphs and charts; just be a good 
mom.”  

I stared at him. Put the ghee jar that I’ve been scrapping for 
the past fifteen minutes down and faced him. 

“I can do both,” I answered, folding my arms in a passive 
way. 

“You’ll use your degree as an excuse to not get married, 
you’re not getting younger.” 

“I’m only 23,” I answered, titling my head in an angle to 
show him my growing annoyance. Of course, I couldn't voice my 
irritation, I didn't want to add fuel to the blazing conversation. 

“Exactly, you’re old. By this time your grandma was 
married with three children.” 

“I’m not grandma, Baba.” 
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“You should be. I know I sound stern, but I only love you 
Hana. Remember that.” That was the end of that conversation 
until a month later I paid my grad programs acceptance fee. The 
next two years I finished my masters under Baba’s watchful 
disappointing eyes. Murmurs of ‘women shouldn’t be independent 
or too educated’ lingered in the air. But when I graduated Baba 
was the first to tell everyone his daughter had a master’s degree. 
Ironic, isn't it? 
  

**** 
  

That was the tall muscular man with sun kissed 
skin and creamy hazel eyes that melted under the 
evening rays, stronger than the Hulk-- and he still was-- 
but softer than a feather when it came to me. That was 
Baba twenty years ago, the Baba in front of me was 76 
with no memory of who I was.  
  "Here, I made you red tea with cinnamon and 
cardamom like you’ve always liked," I said, putting the 
tea in a spill proof cup in his shaky hands.  

"This is amazing. Why can't the other nurse be as 
good as you?" He asked, continuing to drink the tea, and 
breaking my heart every time he thought I was a nurse.  
  

**** 
  

“Hana, did you eat my kalo jam chutney?” Baba 
interrogated. 

“Why would I eat your bitter achar?” I asked, scrunching 
my face in disgust. 
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“I can’t find it, I swear one second I had it with me and 
now I can’t find it,” He asked puzzled. I shrugged, he most likely 
ate it all and was trying to be funny. A few days later I found his 
kala jaam achar in the garage being feasted by all the flies in our 
street. 

“Babaaaa,” I shrieked a murderous scream, and he came 
running to the garage. First, looking at me then following my finger 
to what I was pointing at. 

“There it is! How did it get there?” he inquired, scratching 
his hairless chin. 
  A few weeks later, while ordering on Amazon he asked 
me for our address. 

“Baba, we’ve lived in the same house since I was one week 
old. Stop joking around,” I answered with skeptical narrowed eyes. 

“I’m serious Hana, I can’t remember,” he said, annoyed 
both at me for not taking him seriously and at him for being so 
forgetful lately. 

“You should just save our address on the website,” I said, 
punching the keyboard keys as I typed it on Amazon. 

“We’ll get hacked!” 
“We won’t get hacked Baba.”  
That was just the beginning, forgetting where he placed his 

food turned to forgetting to take his daily medicine, which began to 
make him weak. Forgetting his address turned to forgetting how to 
drive back home to the house he lived in for the past forty years 
because he couldn’t remember how it looked. Baba was starting to 
lose the already loose grasp on his memory day by day, until the 
day of reckoning happened. When he was 65, and I was 32, Baba 
started to forget me. 
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**** 
  

Eight years later, at 73, we sold our big two-story 
house for a smaller one near my job. With more projects 
herding in, I spent more time reading data graphs than 
with Baba-- so during the day while I was at work, I got 
him a nurse.  
  "Do you want to build a house?" I asked tucking 
the little white hair on his spotted skull behind his ears. 
The once mischievous eyes full of love and adventure 
were watered down and exhausted like his wilting 
memory.  

"My house?" He asked looking at the yellow Lego 
near my hand. Your house was on 3554 Canterburry 
road Baba. The house with the backyard that you used 
to chase me in. The house with the swing that we spent 
the long summer days and chilly scarlet autumn nights 
looking for the big dipper, remember? Your house was 
there, your home was me. Remember Baba? 

"Yes, your house." A tear threatened to drop as I 
rubbed my cotton sleeve over my sniffling nose-- a habit 
when I denied my tears. With excitement he put his cup 
of tea down on the dining room floor and grabbed the 
yellow Lego. A heavy bottled-up sigh later, I wandered 
away from Baba.  
  The living room was a creamy orange, like butter 
chicken, with emerald green palm leaf wallpaper lining 
the tall ceilings. A big window stood tall in the center of 
the room providing all the light, capturing the world in 
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an innocent hue back to a time where illnesses weren’t a 
thought and old age wasn’t on the horizon.  

To the left was Baba’s narrow room. The massive 
bed hugging the ground so he wouldn’t trip. I hoovered 
my hand over the rows of medicine lined up neatly on 
his dresser. There were pictures of me plastered all over 
his walls: me on a pony, at a strawberry farm, and crying 
in front of a scarecrow in a corn maze. I couldn’t 
remember the days, but I knew they held happy 
moments except for the picture on the wall across his 
bed; I was chasing Baba with a bucket in my hand, I 
looked so angry. 
  

**** 
 

 “Baba!” I shrieked being playfully drenched in the cool 
metallic stenched water.  

“It’s cold,” I whined. He continued to spray me with the 
hose on the 98° summer day as the sweat beads that decorated my 
face, now mixed with water, ran down my neck. 
            “What?” he asked clueless with his heavy shoulder rising 
enough to touch his small ears in a shrug. Shaking my head as I 
squeezed the water out of my dress. For someone who was 54, he 
acted like a 15-year-old. Barley milking the last ounce of water, 
when, 
            “Babaaaa” I bellowed as he splashed me with the hose 
again. 

“That’s it," I grabbed the two feet bucket full of suds to the 
brim, tucked the bottom of my skirt into the hem, and ran after 
him. 
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“Hanaaaa, wait," he said warningly. "I’m your dad, 
where's the respect? I didn’t raise you like this!” he said running 
in circles trying to slow me down from my attack, and when that 
didn’t work, he tried spraying my face to fog up my glasses.  

There we were running after each other with our watery 
weapons as our laughs echoed throughout our backyard. I was 21 
then.  
  

**** 
  

I touched the thin gold lining of the frame, to help 
feel closer to that memory. Closer to when Baba 
remembered me. I wandered into the dining room, 
which was also connected to the living room. A small 
table sat in the middle with four chairs, two always 
collecting dust. Piled on top were stacks of paper, folders 
and books-- I have to clean that today.  I mentally told 
myself. 

I found Baba sitting delicately on the ground in 
criss cross applesauce. I joined him on the floor sitting 
in front of him.  

“I’m so proud of you.”  
“What?” I asked.  
“I’m proud of you. A woman should be 

independent and have a career, she should be her own 
person. I’m sure you made your parents proud” he said 
with a smile. Baba’s smile reminded me of his youth; you 
would always find him smiling and fighting through all 
the struggles life poured on him.   
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I knew he was speaking unconsciously, as proud as 
it made him to speak of a daughter with a master’s 
degree, it was always more complex. The eyes always 
miss the storm that brews underneath. Baba may have 
boasted about my degree, but his eyes never felt shy to 
show his disappointment, I should have been married by 
then with a family and a purpose. If that Baba was still 
here, he would’ve been disappointed seeing me unwed 
at 43 taking care of him when I should have been taking 
care of my husband and kids. But I understood why, he 
loved me and just wanted me to be happy and secure, to 
be under the care of someone else when he was gone. 
Lucky for him, his disappointment gave me a thick skin 
drawing me closer to him instead of farther away, but I 
wouldn't want it any other way. Just Baba and me. Even 
if he never knew the pain his words, his eyes, caused I 
would give anything for him to remember me again. 
Remember Hana, Baba?  
  "It's time for your medicine," I said with a feeble 
smile handing him his simvastatin, metformin, and 
aspirin, while holding his other hand.  
  His hands were shaking even in his favorite plaid 
shirt from Aeropostale and wool black sweater, as if he 
was always eternally cold. His face was chubby and 
hanging, a compilation of wrinkles with each added year. 
Then his eyes, a creamy hazel like coffee with too much 
milk with spotty eyelashes that went from black to white 
and back to black. His wizened eyes looked into my 
bumble bee yellow ones with so much unfamiliarity, so 
much uncertainty and distrust. There was no love, no 
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sparkle, no warmth but cold eyes that matched his 
puzzled eyebrows. I was a stranger; I wasn’t his Hana. A 
tear threatened to fall from my miserable eyes, I let go 
of his creased hands and got up to leave. But he reached 
into his pocket and pulled out a picture. 

"This is my daughter Hana. Isn't she beautiful?" he 
asked. It was my 19th birthday, August 12th. I stood 
behind my burgundy cheesecake with the tacky silver 
Happy Birthday banner we always got from the nearby 
dollar store. I was laughing ear to ear as I stared at Baba 
with half his face in white icing pointing my finger at his 
nose. He smiled just as wide pointing one finger at my 
icing covered face and the other at his bald head full of 
confetti. We were both laughing completely unaware of 
time, living in that moment of icing glory.  
  "You remind me so much of her," he said with a 
smile. Tears began to fall one by one forming a stream 
from my round cheeks to my collarbone. 

"Do you think she has kids? I hope she's happy. I 
miss her."  

I'm right here Baba.  
"I wish she would visit me every day like you do. 

Can you find her and tell her to come home? Tell her 
I'm sorry. That I knew I was always stern, but I loved 
her. I love you Hana, remember that" he sighed looking 
into my unfamiliar bumblebee eyes as his own began to 
fog up with tears. 

"She loves you too." I brought his hands closer to 
my tear-soaked checks. I love you Baba, always and 
forever.   
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Antithesis of a Mortician 
by Samantha Sidorowicz 
 
 Charlotte sighed audibly and rolled her crimson 
eyes at the distressed woman in front of her. After this 
busy day, she had about enough of the living and the 
dead, which is saying something. This ignorant woman 
was blocking her way to blissful freedom. In response to 
this, Charlotte could not help but feel deeply agitated. 
The bags under her eyes felt as heavy as her feet, aching 
from the glamorous heels she wore at a service earlier in 
the day. Humans different from her do not understand 
what it is like to spend all day breathing in the chemicals 
that keep their dead ones preserved in a stupid box in a 
stupid hole in the stupid ground.  

“Listen, Ma’am,” Charlotte responded, her voice 
obviously hinting at the sleep under her eyes and the 
ache in her feet, “I’ve been here all day. We can schedule 
an appointment for another day. My watch is telling me 
it is time to depart.” 

The distraught woman was uptight, and would 
not take no for an answer. Her grey, deep-set eyes were 
puffy and glistened melancholily as the marigold rays 
bounced off of them. Evidence of upset was marked as 
the makeup had been cleansed in stripes down her face 
from endlessly racing tears. 

“No, you listen, Ms. M! I need to get my son 
buried right away! As a mortician, you should have the 
sympathy to understand the emotions that the wringer 
of God is throwing me through!” 
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Charlotte scoffed. “I have bent myself backward 
for others today, lady…” she calmly boasted, moving a 
ghostly hand to her pale lips in order to cover an 
overdramatic yawn. “I do not wish to do anything for 
anyone but myself for the rest of the day...” She raised 
her thin, black eyebrows and fluttered her straight 
eyelashes at the woman.  

“A quizzical, foul lady you are!” the woman 
responded with her hands on her hips and tears birthing 
from the corners of her eyes. “My ignorance of your 
cruel nature has defied me into thinking you might spare 
some empathy towards me!” 

By now, Charlotte was twirling strings of her 
silky black hair between her sharp-pointed fingers. 
Tapping her heels on the pavement, an echo drummed 
through the empty parking lot. She gave another sigh 
under her breath. 

“What did I say?” Charlotte commanded the 
woman to repeat. “My life as a mortician is a busy one. 
I am done with my duties for today. Your name is not 
written anywhere on the face of my watch. Now 
shoo…” 

The woman’s eyes were desperate, and the tears 
began to flow as if rain clouds were embedded in them, 
and her cries rolled like thunder. She was now on her 
knees on the solid ground, grasping at Charlotte’s black 
knee-high socks. 

“You have to do this for me, Ms. M! I really 
don’t think you understand…” 
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Charlotte had about just enough. This despicable 
woman was wasting the precious time she had left before 
she had to come back and work all over again the next 
day. However, the amusement she got out of the woman 
begging on her knees as if she were some high and 
mighty goddess was a lustful delight to her self-
appointed grandiose. So, she continued to let the woman 
beg.  

“Go on…” Charlotte’s voice whispered down to 
the woman, being monotonous like the rest of her 
words. 
“My son…” the woman cried, “was just a baby…”. 
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The Cat Burglar 
by Morgan Smith 
 
 I have done way too much running for a master 
thief as of today. I am known far and wide throughout 
the world as: “The Cat Burglar,” as everyone should 
know by now. People in my neighborhood started 
calling me that a while ago, and I thought it was a catchy 
name so I decided that I was going to keep it. Everyday 
I hear men on the streets talking about how sneaky I am. 
They say that I am like a rodent, that no one could 
possibly hear. I also hear women on the streets swooning 
over me, as they are impressed how I took their fine 
jewelry in the dead of night while they were off on their 
less impressive dates, with less impressive men. I see 
children pretending to be like me, and act as if I get 
beaten up by the police. I never saw the end of those 
playful skits, as they are distracted by some other heroes 
that they admire or their parents calling them in for 
dinner and such. However, I know that everyone all over 
the world now knows and fears, “The Cat Burglar.”  
 Unfortunately, I could never have predicted that 
over the time, everyone in the neighborhood started to 
get their own guard dogs. And one particular night lead 
to both humiliation and greatness. Getting inside the 
house of my next target was easy enough, since these 
fools never learn to lock their windows. I entered from 
the first floor, and made my way up the stairs to the 
bedroom, where I stealthily made my way to the jewelry 
box. I knew the house well enough already as I have been 
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in it more than a dozen times. The owner of the house, 
Bridget, is obviously head over heels for me. She looked 
at me in the eyes at one point, and they were definitely 
the eyes of a woman who was in love. However, she 
hasn’t gotten the nerve to ask me out yet, so I let her 
know that I understand how she feels by sneaking into 
her room, and leaving my scent all over it. She definitely 
noticed, as she talked about it a lot with her friends, and 
invited a few people in blue outfits to come check it out. 
At first I was concerned since they were all men, but the 
fact that she left her jewelry box with her favorite pearls 
out in the open for me to take showed me that she was 
completely devoted to me. I pulled out the long 
necklace, and the pearls glowed in the moonlight as if 
they were dozens of moons themselves. This was 
definitely a gift from my lover. However, I didn’t get to 
admire them for very long as she had woken up 
somehow, and started screaming. I realized my presence 
was too much for her at the moment, which was likely 
also the reason why she hadn’t approached me yet. So, I 
decided to spare her anymore embarrassment, and 
jumped through her bedroom window. I landed 
gracefully on my feet, but soon realized that Bridget’s 
screaming had woken up the dog that stayed in the weird 
tiny shed in her backyard for some reason, and it started 
barking and running at me. Not interested in fighting 
something that I could kill with ease, I crashed through 
the fence and ran.    
 The mutt was barking like I was a squirrel, and 
climbing up a tree in effort to get away from it probably 
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didn’t do me any justice. Especially since I was still 
holding the pearls that I had taken from Bridget's house 
in my mouth to keep both hands free. I was up that tree 
for a full 30 minutes before some of the neighbors, 
including Bridget, started to come out. I let them all bask 
in my glory, as I waited for Bridget to beat the stupid dog 
to death to show her love and devotion to me, and for 
having the audacity to chase me up a tree. But instead, a 
few black cars came to a stop close to my tree with men 
in blue coming out of them, similar to the people that 
Bridget had invited to her house, along with a big red 
truck with men in yellow suits coming out of them. I was 
dazzled by all of the pretty flashing lights that I almost 
forgot about my predicament and I didn’t notice the 
people in the red truck used the giant step stool on their 
vehicle, and had one of them climb on it to escort me 
down.  
 However, I realized how it would look to my 
adoring fans and Bridget if I had to be helped out of the 
tree. So when the man reached out to me, I started to 
fight back. I hit and scratched at him and yelled as loud 
as I could, not caring about the fact that I lost the pearls. 
In the end, I climbed over him, and tried to sprint away 
from him, only to get caught by one of the men, and 
tossed me into the back of one of the black cars. Could 
it be? Could this be one of those limousines that I have 
heard famous people use? Am I being escorted to a place 
where people will recognize my wonderful nature and 
reward me for it? Perhaps I am being taken to the 
president himself! Finally, he sent someone to find me 
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and take me to where I belong. However, when we meet 
I will have to tell him to fire those people who handle 
their guest so roughly. This had to be what Bridget had 
invited though men over for. She was informing them 
about my brilliance, and was convincing them to finally 
take me! The next time I see her, I will propose, and we 
will get that happily ever after, just like in a fairytale. I 
heard some of the men in blue talk about how they were 
relieved that they had finally caught me, but wished that 
they did not want to look at me because of my ugliness. 
The audacity of it all! Foolish idiots, they don’t even 
know who they were sent to escort to the president’s 
office! It matters not, as they will be fired due to my 
request, as will a few others when the president is 
allowed to meet me. Maybe I’ll finally be able to get some 
good catnip instead of the trash I’ve been using every 
night.   
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The Stone of Heka 
by Tiffany Engelmann 
 

“Hey, Brady, another one of these” said Wes 
O’Connor, tilting his glass. The bartender poured Wes 
another drink. Being seen here in this bar tonight would 
be the perfect alibi. He was eavesdropping on a 
conversation between two regulars seated next to him 
about the new Egyptian exhibit at the Bedford Museum. 
Once his tab was paid, Wes went out and got in his car; 
he had a short drive ahead. After driving for about a half-
hour, he rounded the last block and could see the glow 
of cast lighting illuminate the outside of the museum-like 
a royal palace. Once the headlights were he pulled slowly 
around to the darkened service drive behind the 
building. Opening a black backpack, he put on his mask, 
did a quick run-through of the tools inside before 
zipping it up, and headed toward the rear entrance; 
taking great care to avoid the security cameras. Wes had 
spent months mapping out the museum and this exhibit, 
he was not taking any chances. Carefully entering the 
security code with black gloves and disarming a series of 
cameras, he now had safe passage to the Egyptian 
exhibit. Reflecting on the rare and magnificent pieces he 
had collected through the years Wes never thought of 
himself as a thief per-say. He preferred to think of 
himself as an entrepreneurial collector of antiquities. 
Buyers in the underground markets knew of his skills 
and this last job, the greatest trophy, this would be his 
legacy.  Carefully navigating through several hallways, 
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the exhibit was in sight. The marquee that hung above it 
was dimly lit. Golden tapestries with detailed 
hieroglyphics flowed luxuriously on both sides. There in 
the middle on a stone pillar was a glass box. The feeling 
of excitement heightened as he walked toward the 
display, locked inside a glass box was the Stone of Heka. 
Behind the display stood two tall stone-like statues 
which he vaguely recognized. Their markings were faint 
and there were inscriptions that Wes could not make out. 
All that he could tell was that they must have been placed 
in the tomb as sentinel guardians and brought here to 
continue their duty. These statues held little interest; he 
was here for the stone. The thick black rope surrounding 
the exhibit was held by two security alarms which he was 
able to skillfully slip beneath. The light was luminous 
beneath the box which gave the stone an enchanting 
glow. Wes took out a small kit and a black leather case 
from inside his backpack and carefully began to work the 
locking mechanism when suddenly he felt a cool breeze 
drifting lightly in front of him. He looked up at the 
sentinels with their perpetual stares and a shiver ran 
down his spine. Not believing in ancient folklore he 
continued to work and soon the small glass door opened 
with a click. Breathing a sigh of relief, he opened the 
black case and gently spread out the velvety fabric inside. 
With a steady hand, he reached carefully inside the box 
to remove the stone. Another ice-cold blast came over 
him, undeniably stronger than the first as an invisible 
force threw him back to the cold marble floor.  
Perplexed, he tried to stand realizing he could not.  
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 As the icy-cold breeze began to take over his 
body. Wes sat helplessly frozen in fear while darkness 
replaced logic and reality began to slowly slip away into 
nothing more than a dark, shadowy abyss. 
 The sound of muffled chatter and footsteps 
roused him and though foggy, he slowly began to regain 
focus. Museum guards and the local police surrounded 
the exhibit. His backpack and tools were scattered, and 
he listened as they discussed their theory of a robbery 
gone wrong. Wes figured he must have passed out 
somewhere out of sight but was unable to make sense of 
what had happened. At that moment he realized that 
although he could see and hear the world around him, 
he was not able to take a step. With a frightened gaze, he 
surveyed the room where he stood, but as hard as he 
tried, he could not make a move. It was as if he was 
trapped somewhere or in something, something as hard 
as stone. Wes felt the blood running cold through his 
veins yet he could not tell if his heart was still beating 
inside his chest. Taking in a long breath, the feeling of 
dead air filled his lungs and all the life he knew had been 
stripped away. Knowing he could not be dead, what had 
become of him? Undead? Someplace in between? As he 
continued to watch the officials wrap up their 
investigation and take away his personal belongings in 
yellow evidence bags, Wes began shouting desperately 
for help, but it was no use, no one would ever hear him, 
for he realized where he was. Trapped inside one of the 
sentinel statues.  
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 Watching helplessly as the scene cleared and the 
silence surrounding the exhibit returned, terror and 
regret filled Wes as he began to recall the legends of the 
Stone and the magic it contained. It was not really a tale 
after all, and he should have believed the lore of an 
ancient curse. He would now have eternity to remain a 
part of its’ secrets. 
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Art in the Moment 
by Faith Borowy 
 

There are moments I wish I could capture with 
my eye. Sometimes I squint to create my own depth and 
focus. I live for those moments when art is so 
encapsulated yet freed in our existence. It is the sun’s 
rays on the kitchen wall, the perspective from a stance 
that you will never recreate, or the glassiness of the bath 
water that allows the steam to delicately rise, dancing in 
the shadows of the candlelight that I wish I could snap 
with a camera or bottle up to keep. The thing is, these 
miracle moments would not exist if they were captured. 
The sun is not done justice by the iPhone. Stance cannot 
be replicated. Movement disrupts. It is in our very 
attempt to preserve these works of art, that we destroy 
them. I think that is why I am taken away by these 
glimpses- they beg to be noticed, even if just for a 
moment. As I sit and write this, I can physically feel the 
near anger in this reality, but I smile at the fact that it is 
a gift to have such wonder. My ever-creating, over-
romanticizing self loves to play this game of asking what 
in my life can be beautiful today? It is not to create a 
toxic positivity, “every day is great” mentality, but rather 
it’s this deep conviction that we truly have the ability to 
see, taste, hear, touch, and smell, manifested art if we are 
willing to open ourselves to it.  

My fascination with beauty and aesthetics has 
increased with the years. In extreme contradiction to 
stereotyped adulthood and the death of childhood, my 
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yearning for creating and cultivating beauty has 
exponentially grown alongside me. I dare say it is my 
fight against the ways the world wants me to walk 
through this life. “There comes a time where you must 
play rather than work,” they say. The words, “You can’t 
do that for the rest of your life” echo throughout my 
mind. I honor order, but not at the sacrifice of creativity. 
I respect work, but not if it consumes my rest. There is 
good found in the planning and preparing, but oh how I 
pray we never forget that God created with His breath 
and that too, was good. To stay afloat in our driven 
society, I will “snap back to reality,” but I will always 
believe that, in reality, there is art. To stand in solidarity 
with the colors of life swirling in my mind, I will 
continue to hold the steaming coffee mug in front of the 
morning light. I will always pause and admire the 
detailing when I am perfectly positioned within 
architecture. I will close my eyes when the breeze 
brushes past my curtain and across my cheek. I will 
always notice these glimpses- even if just for a moment.   
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Psychosomatic Hell 
by Grace Freeman 
 

Breathing in but your lungs not filling is one of 
the most terrifying experiences a person could go 
through, even if it happens every day. Each time it 
happens, the same fear occupies my soul. The worst part 
is that you never get used to it, despite its repeated daily 
occurrences. My lungs always feel like they’re at 50% 
capacity, and that space is taken up by what feels like tar. 
It’s dark, burning, and toxic. 
 It’s not just in my lungs, though. It flows through 
my bloodstream, towards my brain one way and towards 
my stomach the other. In the stomach, the tar builds up 
and lithifies, burning any sort of nutrients and storing 
any form of waste. It pushes stomach acid to the surface 
and out of my mouth. As I throw up, I shake. 
 In the brain, the tar flows through channels 
between grey matter, collecting in the vesicles and 
hardening between the cerebellum. It burns neurons, 
killing any mode of transportation for dopamine and 
norepinephrine. The synapses are dried up, the 
myelinated sheaths burned by the burning sludge. The 
only signals that work are in the amygdala, and my Id 
takes over. The tar starts burning my motor cortex, and 
I start to shake. I try to breathe, but there’s shit in my 
lungs. My shaking heats up the tar and it starts flowing 
quicker and burning hotter. It fills behind my eyes, and 
it burns them shut. It starts seeping through the cracks, 
burning my cheeks as it runs down my face. It fills my 
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ears, burning my eardrums and falling onto my 
shoulders. I shake harder, and the tar in my stomach 
melts and rises through my throat, burning my tongue 
and falling out of my mouth. I keep shaking, and I can’t 
stop. But don’t worry, this happens every day. But so 
does the fear. 
 I don’t always know where the tar comes from. 
Sometimes people pour it down my throat by the bucket, 
holding me down with their words and prying my mouth 
open with their stares. Other times it falls on me like rain 
from a cloud, and the toxic fumes force their way into 
my nose. Sometimes, I cannot deduce where it comes 
from or how I encountered it. I suspect that my body 
sometimes produces it on its own. Even though the tar 
comes from somewhere and a lot of it goes away (not 
without burning me, though), there is always a pool of it 
inside of me. Every time I go glassy-eyed in a class 
because of an instructor’s incessant droning, every time 
my brain wanders as it hears the things I don’t care about 
being repeated over and over again by people in the halls, 
the tar grows and pushes on my spine. It crawls up to 
my brain, and I struggle to keep it inside me. And it 
hurts. But don’t worry, I’ve befriended the pain.  

However, the fear never goes away. The fear that 
I can’t contain the tar, that it might burn somebody else, 
keeps me awake at night. Then, my amygdala lights up 
and the shaking starts again. Sometimes the only way the 
shaking stops is if another person helps me. There used 
to be a lot, but now not many are left because the tar that 
burns me happens to burn them too. My fear of my 
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sludge hurting others has come true, and my greater fear 
of loneliness is starting to come to fruition. I don’t want 
the goup to be my only friend left. 
I understand that people leave. I understand that my tar 
pushes them away. I understand my tar, and my tar 
understands me. Most other people do not understand 
it, but they pretend that they do. They pretend that they 
understand the intense burning inside my veins. They 
pretend that they understand the tar pulling my brain 
apart. They pretend that they understand how it clouds 
my perception of reality and causes me to dissociate. 
They pretend they understand the levels of toxicity 
burning inside of me. They pretend they understand the 
exhaustion that the tar brings, and they pretend that they 
understand the feeling of joy being burned by something 
that you cannot get out of your system. And, when they 
pretend to understand, they wind up pouring tar down 
my throat. Those who pretend they understand are the 
ones I am the most scared for: my tar will surely burn 
them, and I will surely like it. 
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Deeper Still 
by Faith Borowy 
 

We are encapsulated by our own existence. 
Every word we speak, to-do list we make and place we 
go is infiltrated with our own desires, beliefs, and 
motives. This is something that I find fascinating. I am 
so consumed by myself, that it requires a great deal of 
effort to seperate myself from this tangible world. It 
took a trip to a local coffee shop for me to realize there 
is a story to be told beyond our senses: For surely, 
between the coffee pours, the story goes deeper still. 
 I sat at my tucked away table, sipping my latte- 
slightly watered down but the Lord forgives- as I 
observed the people around me. Directly across the shop 
was a woman. Her broken-in beanie suggested she was 
in her early twenties. She sat alone, as she was 
accompanied by neither people nor laptop. She sat 
glancing out the window. At first, my brain was amazed 
by her introspection. “Surely, I could never sit alone, 
empty-handed in public,” my mind whispered. I took 
another sip of my drink to push away my own agenda. I 
sat wondering, is that cup of coffee the only thing 
holding her together? She looks sad. Maybe she is 
looking for inspiration, much like myself? “No, not 
again. This is not about me. What’s her story?” My 
attention was stolen by a young man, similar in age to 
the woman, sitting with an elderly man. I began to 
wonder how the two knew each other. My initial 
impression was that the older man was his grandfather; 
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every grandpa needs some one-on-one time with his 
grandson. That could not be the case, for I heard the 
younger man explaining where he went to school. They 
were new to each other. Perhaps the young man is 
conducting an interview for school. I could envision his 
teacher telling the class to interview someone in their 
future career, or a local professional. “Those 
assignments are the worst.” Again, I wash down my 
inner dialogue with a sip.  

The bell above the door rings violently as a 
woman disrupts the coffee shop's stillness. Her heels 
click rapidly across the tiled floor. She rambles off an 
order that only God could remember and tosses her bag 
down at the table next to me. “She’s one of those 
people,” my mind groans. I take a sip of my latte; I am 
going to need the extra patience. I watched as the 
woman gathered her straw, sugar packets, and napkins, 
so that she was thoroughly prepared for when the barista 
called her order. Her heels echo back to the counter, and 
she returns with a sigh as she sits six feet in front of me. 
The sigh sounded tired- hollow even. “God forgive me 
for judging her,” I silently pray. I allow myself to hold 
this space. 

For the next thirty minutes, my focus shifts from 
the man landscaping across the street, paying much 
attention to the small patch of grass to which he was 
assigned, to the moms boasting about their children a 
few tables over, to the gentleman on a zoom call with 
the volume turned excessively high. I wondered what 
story each person had to tell. Why were they here? How 
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do they feel? Did they have a hard day at work? Maybe 
they do not work? I realized that I will never know the 
stranger walking past me. I could learn their name, but I 
will never really know them. I do not understand his 
quirks, or why she conducts herself in that way, but I 
want to. I want a heart that thinks less of myself and 
yearns to think more of my neighbor. I want to follow 
the whisper that calls me deeper into the lives of the 
people around me; I know it is there.  
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Review: James Matthew Wilson, The Strangeness of 
the Good. Brooklyn, NY: Angelico Press, 2020. 
Pp. 118. ISBN: 978-1-62138-633-9. $22. 
by Shawn Phillip Cooper 
 
James Matthew Wilson, one of the foremost Catholic 
poets of the twenty-first century, traces the thread of 
faith through affecting meditations and personal 
experiences in this collection, his follow-up to the well-
regarded The Hanging God (2018). 
 

In 2018, when Dana Gioia wrote the foreword 
to The Hanging God, it served only to further reinforce a 
conclusion that would already have been clear to those 
familiar with the work of James Matthew Wilson: a 
master poet’s well-deserved public recognition that 
Wilson had established himself in the field. Since that 
volume was released, the age of Covid and quarantines, 
of lockdowns and virtuality, seems to have changed 
everything. Thankfully, Wilson’s prodigious talent has 
been spared the withering blast, even as “Quarantine 
Notebook”, a journal-like section “included” as the third 
of four parts of The Strangeness of the Good, directly 
engages with the early days of the global pandemic. 

A volume that begins with epigraphs from 
Darwin, Yeats, and St. Thérèse of Lisieux might be 
expected to thread its way through the contradictory—
or, at least, the superficially contradictory. The first 
poem, “After the Ice Storm,” demonstrates a Melvillean 
willingness to accept, rather than resolve, complications. 
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Opening with cracking tree limbs and a blacked-out 
village, the storm moves to encompass the speaker, who 
is soon “Burned with the dry burn of the ice”. The 
seeming juxtaposition of burning and ice serves only as 
a preface to deeper paradoxes which lie beneath: the tree 
boughs that claw “the anguished air / To plead some 
hopeless case of yearning” suggest a Nature striving 
against itself, but insofar as it is anguished, it is also 
oblivious and implacable, even mute, as the final lines 
show the speaker listening “to wind void of song” and 
feeling “cold’s unintended sting.” And, in a line 
reminiscent of Frost’s sorrowful “Home Burial” (“Three 
foggy mornings and one rainy day / Will rot the best 
birch fence a man can build”), the painstaking works of 
men crumble hopelessly in the background: “One night 
was all it took to give / What men had built back to the 
earth.” But here, the events of mankind are not merely 
playing out on Nature’s stage; rather it is the natural 
events which are foregrounded, and mankind is scarcely 
a footnote as ice and tree, wind and branch, contest 
amongst themselves like giants ignorant of whom and 
what they tread underfoot. 

If the frosty (and perhaps Frostian) opening 
suggests an inclination towards a poetics of nature, the 
second poem in the volume, “Those Days of Weighted 
Solitude”, with its personal interiority and its focus upon 
the speaker’s experience with his church and the 
Eucharist, charts a far different course. The natural 
world gives way to the speaker’s experience with “the 
inner chapel’s darkness” and his thoughts of “the 
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apostles in their room, / Locked away with a wound of 
fear and failure” leads to the Eucharist, with its “dry 
taste”. The dumb, unthinking railing of the wind against 
the void seems at first to contrast with the almost 
claustrophobic interior of the speaker’s memories and 
thoughts about his faith. But the speaker is reticent, 
wondering if there will “come a time / I’d speak with 
golden tongue” and reflecting that “prayer came forth in 
one clean line of words / That carried nothing with it 
but its meaning”. Like the wind, there is a muteness in 
the utterance—but unlike the wind, the speaker has the 
opportunity for reflection. “We do not always know 
when we’ve been blessed,” he concludes, suggesting that 
even the ice storm’s tumult might deserve reassessment. 
But as with the first poem, the result is not a tidy one: 
there is no neat resolution, for the moral-like conclusion 
leaves the reader only with an axiomatic 
acknowledgement of possibilities: a truism, perhaps, but 
only that. 

In “All Your Life”, possibilities give way to 
assured conclusions personalised to the reader with the 
insistent “you” drawn from the title. The speaker, jaded 
almost to the point of despair, avers that every effort of 
the reader will come to unhap: “You’ll earn less than you 
feel you’re worth, / Retire in debt” it begins, moving 
swiftly from fiscal insecurity to marital strife as, “friends 
forget your failings soon, / But not your wife, / Who 
carries them like an old tune— / Or sharpened knife.” 
When the inevitable conclusion arrives and the reader's 
life (and the poem) “Ends with you dead”, it is expected, 
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as it should be for a poem which relies throughout upon 
a sense of implacable determinism. By this point, the 
exhausted cynicism of the speaker is so weighty that the 
mortal conclusion of the poem seems a relief—and the 
poem’s metre, alternating iambic tetrameter and dimeter 
in four-line stanzas rhyming ABAB, ensures that the 
short lines with their stressed rhymes read with the 
heaviest of treads. The experience is of a point being 
hammered home, both in content and form, which 
agreeably mirrors the way in which the described 
experiences serve as a life-long memento mori, but here 
as a promise of release instead of a threatened oblivion. 

Although it is not possible, for reasons of space, 
to address every poem in Wilson’s volume, no review of 
The Strangeness of the Good would be complete without 
mentioning the “Quarantine Notebook”, which serves 
as the third section of the book. Poem titles here give 
way to dates, and the poems chart the slow development 
of the Covid-19 pandemic, in entries running from 15 
March to 17 May of 2020. In the entry “March 25, 2020”, 
the focus is upon dashed expectations, and a sense of 
almost absurd futility: as “The virus / Is spreading 
through New York. A friend of mine, / Holed up in his 
apartment in Manhattan, / Sends photos out of cans of 
beans and franks” effortlessly juxtaposing the absolute 
seriousness of the circumstances with the tongue-in-
cheek means that human beings find to cope with the 
mortally dreadful: so many medieval saints cheekily 
winking at scythe-bearing, emaciated Death. 
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 “I’d thought that looking back upon this time, / 
I’d view it as the winter without snow” the speaker 
notes, before observing, “We do not always read the 
hour rightly” in what seems to be an echo of the 
conclusion to “Those Days of Weighted Solitude”. In 
Wilson’s poems, there are no easy, self-assured 
conclusions. Instead, there is a willingness to accept the 
inability to understand which gives his verses not merely 
a sense of humility but a perceptive honesty about the 
human condition.  It proves to be a surprising find in a 
collection of quarantine verse, where one expects 
something more news-focused, unworthy, and 
ephemeral—limericked headlines, perhaps? But “It is—
oh, yes—Annunciation Day. / How little we expect the 
news we hear, / Until it comes upon us, brilliant, blazing, 
/ Commanding we not feel the fear we feel.” The gospel 
truth, panacæa for the spirit, strange and good indeed. 
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