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Memoryhouse is a student-run literary magazine that encourages undergraduates, graduates, 
faculty, and staff  to share their first-person narratives with one another through writing. We feature 
creative nonfiction and poetry that present concrete narratives, as well as art and photography. 
Memoryhouse releases three issues per year and hosts a fully functional website with original content 
and an active blog. In addition to presenting written work, Memoryhouse also organizes quarterly 
events that range from treks to theaters, comedy clubs, and other performance spaces to interactive 
writing and art projects. 

Table of Contents

Volume 1, Number 1
Spring 2013
Founded Fall 2012 by
Alida Miranda-Wolff

chicagomemoryhouse.wordpress.com

First Reading  
W. L. Sims

  3

98 Rue Montorgueil  
Hannah Gold 

  4 - 5

Where I’m From 
Amelia Hawkins 

  6 -7

Caught in love [Letters] 
Eric Shoemaker

  8 - 9

Must I Speak? (for it is futile) 
Nicole Cherry

  10

Blanket Statements 
Miguel Andrade

  11

Nighttime Habits  
Michael Reinhard 

  12 - 13

Figs  
Jillian Schrager

  14

Nothing much to offer 
Nicole Cherry

  15

Bio  
Alida Miranda-Wolff

  16

SHE WHO, YOUR OLD  
Lauren Kelly-Jones

  17

MM



2 3

In our first-ever print issue, Memoryhouse presents a diverse compilation of  poems, 
essays, and artwork that have lovingly undergone the workshopping process, emerg-
ing as highly polishedexamples of  the memoir genre. Whether selected as first drafts 
or seventh drafts, thematicallyalike or dissimilar, each poem, essay, and artwork rep-
resents artist as real, vulnerable subjects, their memories and self-presentations de-
fining them. From stories of  homesickness and childhood nightmares to self-portraits 
written in verse and immortalized in paint, the works featured consist of  the submis-
sions deemed exemplary, the best of  the best. We hope they will move you, excite you, 
rattle you, and make you reflect on yourselves as both memoirists and individuals.

Alida Miranda-Wolff,
Founding Editor 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

all photography throughout the magazine by Lauren Kelly-Jones

Editor’s Note

I stepped onstage to boos
They were incredibly audible
And hard to hear

The crowd swarmed like scared ants
They weren’t here to see me
A skinny
Nervous
Unknown
Poet

Not when they had paid 
Ten easy-earned dollars
To see ‘Harry Chewbacca and the Suns of  
Africa’
Chicago’s premier
Reggae-punk
Accordion-based
Vegan-electro
Seven-piece

A bottle smashed at my feet
It looked like Old Style
But it’s hard to tell when it’s thrown straight 
at you
Flying end over end
Through the dim lights of  ‘El Cantina’
All you can do is duck and
Exit: Stage right

The next night. 
The same dim light.
The same diced limes in plastic trays.
The same glowing sign 
With the same burned-out ‘i’ 
Giving the neon a pessimistic denotation 
 
 

The door was flanked on both sides
“Old Style - $3; Well drinks - $5” on the left
Me, with a stack of  my poems on the right
And as they came in for the old style 
And to drink well
I pressed my body and soul 
Into each palm

It’s easy to hate a stranger
To hurl insults and bottles
And drag him down into the dirt

But if  he knows your fear
If  he has fought
Your fights
If  he lives 
How they once lived
If  he has bared his soul to the world
And felt it hurled back at him
And if  
Most importantly
He can make these bitter struggles 
Sweet, and almost noble
Then he is not so easy
To hate

I stepped onstage to cheers
I was no longer buried 
In the dirt beneath my shoes
For they knew my words 
And my world 
And my self

And this skinny
Nervous
Poet
Was a stranger no more

First Reading 
 W.L. Sims

Alida Miranda-Wolff   Founding Editor

Amelia Hawkins   Managing Editor

Nicole Cherry   Design Editor

Angela Zhang   Blog Editor

Emma Dries   Social Media Editor

Eric Shoemaker   Performance Editor

Hannah Gold   Editor

Hadley Hauser   Editor

Katina Vradelis   Editor

Lauren Kelly-Jones   Staff Photographer



4 5

He was a bookstore placed alongside a church
where, like a mangy pigeon, I perched
for an hour, maybe two
to swipe a morsel of  verse
from a vender with no sock in his shoe.
And next I swept myself  onto the street
to bump into the people I could meet
and taste why a pastry is sweet—
why the window-sized view
of  people sitting as they’re passing you
is sumptuously complete.
It is a day like one I have thought up before,
the one that was bright or the one that poured,
the one through which I ambled along the 
Seine—
for it is no pleasure to remember now and then—
though I do think about that witty zinger
he presented to us all over starlit dinner,
along with the cobblestones that click and 
linger….
And here, on the bridge with a forgotten name
a small man shoots a docile flame
from one unassuming index finger.
With cigarette in mouth he sneers,
I wrote about him, and now he appears
in the singed flesh beneath prickly beard 
with his miserable stare and perfected frown,
like a single page that refuses to stay down.

if  I am content there is no taking away,
not now as Sun paints fresh day,
no taking away of—what is there to say?
It is long in my arms, the tongue-tied songs
of  a man with a guitar in his arms,
skilled at stealing a tune or two
who whips up nothing as he hazily strums,
making bumbling, stumbling hum.
Corner-of-the-eye man gently hovers,
whispering Michael Jackson covers—
a daze, a phase I hardly hear,
a bubble in my bronzing beer,

yet upon waking he is standing here—
no limping, no swaying, slurring his sayings—
a blur, the brightest background charm,
and though it is not him I hold in my arms—
though his sound is a desultory whim
caressing barstools and salted rims—
still my arms are full of  him.

        

And may I add that it is most sublime
to be nocturnal half  of  the time—
a scruffy owl slipping out of  her towel
into shoes she can barely climb.
Through rushing night I fly
hand around waist, him at my side
teetering on a five-inch high,
all the better to see whether
I am capable of  ruffling a few feathers.

We run through the tunnels together 
joining so quickly in points of  pleasure,
and ten minutes later, sipping Kirs by the hour
we read like many brief  encounters
as we play out night undercover, 
two streetlamp beams bouncing off  each other,
and yet what is most precious to discover,
what I nibble at with my beak, constantly seek,
are just the shadows my stilettos make.
No, it is the river curving in a shiver,
like a root under graying winter.
Still wrong, but wait!
It’s the feeling that there is no fate!
The man with the song, old Vesper’s date
is now dead to me
or actually better than dead—
he is the wink of  the river instead,
or a character in a book I read.
 
              
 
 
 

98 Rue Montorgueil
 Hannah Gold

Yet in bed, with a breathing chest beneath  
my head
sometimes I think about the dead.
How many eyes I met in assorted halls
that, bulging, gasping, held in thrall,
did splash about in my seeing straits 
and, briefly forgetful of  the mermaid call,
hooked themselves upon curious bait,
putting up a struggle that’s no struggle at all.
They were the living, the wriggling
and the surface light was coquettishly jiggling,
yet they knew full well that they were not free
and as they passed me,
the saddest forever that could ever be,
this is the moment we call ‘humanity,’
and like frightened fish they returned to the sea.

There, in a moment between him and me
he gave me a chocolate éclair
and the gooey cream filling got glopped in my 
hair,
yet how to make myself  care?
I was happier because of  it 
for who could not covet it?— 
the way it bravely clung there,
which brought up urges I did not dare satisfy,
such as dipping my nose, or my smallest toe
into a lightly sweating glass of  rosé
in a plainly lit café at midday,
while chatting away (perhaps into my wine)

about the day’s steady decline
my secret affair with time
and all the hours that were walking away.

         
 
There is a spoon on a string
hanging from the window opposite his
with an almost daring sense of  serene
stirring up a melting kiss
on the second day of  spring.
So silver, then so suddenly gone
like shadow-man’s last song.
and though once I watched it tastefully turn
as I lay sprawled upon his floor
if  I were ever to return
it would be there no more.
There is no way back down the halls
that are lined with forgotten guitars
and the shells of  fallen stars,
no way to undo the unending crawl
or to erase the writing on the tunnel wall.
Still, these are the moments reflected in a spoon,
which shall not be leaving me soon,
and are sweeter to remember than not,
like the day I left on a finely timed clock
and realized I too had forgotten my sock.
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“That’s mine,” I say to Zach. I point to a brick 
neoclassical apartment building with an oxidized 
copper rooftop. It’s December in Chicago, and the 
sun set an hour ago. We link arms to stay warm, 
our puffed-up down coats, brushing against one 
another as we walk back from the coffee shop on 
47th Street to the apartment I share with two girls. 
”It’s perfect isn’t it?” I say. He laughs. 

“Yeah,” he replies. “Someday we’ll have a place 
just like that.” Since he graduated in June, this is 
the same conversation we have whenever he visits. 

 I can’t help but look up at the illuminated 
windows of  the Kenwood apartment buildings 
lining the street. I notice the crown moldings, the 
light fixtures, the divided windowpanes. They’re 
gems, glowing with radiant heat and gold light. 
The rows of  windows invite me in, if  only for a 
moment. And I am swept up in the fantasy that 
one of  those apartments belongs to me. 

I imagine it would look something like Paris in 
the 1970s – or at least what I think Paris looked 
like back then. After all, I’m only twenty. There is 
a white shag rug spread over the hardwood floors 
where my little brother and I sit and listen to records 
on my dad’s old ’67 Zenith turntable that stands 
opposite a bank of  French windows overlooking a 
quiet city street. Black and white posters of  fashion 
models line the walls, and painted ceramic lamps 
with barrel shades sit on vintage oak side tables. 
The cabinets in the white tile kitchen hold my 
mother’s wedding china and retro martini glasses 
from the Goodwill.  

This is the home I think of  every night before 
I fall asleep.    

My mom taught me how to daydream. I learned 
as I followed her through the St. Charles Home 
Depot, watching her fantasize about which one of  
the staged kitchens would be her’s someday, once 
she and dad finally settled down. I listened to her 
“ooh” and “ahh” at sink basins and toilet bowls and 
tile samples in the way only an architect who had 
put aside her own career for her husband’s could. 
By fifth grade, I had just as many apprehensions 
about stainless steel and faux stucco as I did about 
still loving my Barbie collection. I knew that with the 

right lighting and décor, even a company-assigned, 
temporary housing unit could be beautiful. In spite 
of  our life’s transiency, I inherited mom’s need for 
a home.  

I was born in a hospital in Braine l’Alleud, a 
town about an hour outside of  Brussels. It was an 
unusually humid July – even the white plaster walls 
of  the maternity ward were coated in a thin film 
of  sweat.  Mom lay beside my crib, turning onto 
her side so she could watch me sleep. I imagine it 
was peaceful in that little room, despite the crying 
from behind the cloth partition separating us from 
a nameless woman who wasn’t happy about being 
a new mother. 

 In the afternoon, my grandma visited us. She sat 
at the foot of  the bed, and finished off  the lunch 
of  cold beef  tongue and beer that mom couldn’t 
bring herself  to eat. “The beer brings in your milk,” 
grandma explained, “just try to sip on it.” Later, 
my dad would sneak her roast chicken and haricots 
verts that he picked up from the market after work.  

Dad’s promotion to the Caterpillar offices in 
Brussels meant he and mom had to move from their 
townhouse in the Chicago suburbs to a country 
whose language and culture they had only learned 
about in high school French class. They relocated 
during mom’s pregnancy to a farmhouse without a 
telephone. Dad’s latest assignment required him to 
travel to Spain and the Middle East for weeks at a 
time. So grandma left her home in South Omaha to 
care for mom. I like to think that the three of  them 
had been happy living among moving boxes in that 
house on Avenue Bel Air. I know I had been happy, 
even if  I can’t quite remember. I think of  our life in 
Belgium as this perfect moment suspended in time. 

Mom and Dad finally bought a house in 
Peoria, Illinois, near the company headquarters, 
the summer before my second year of  college. 
The house is an old duck-hunting lodge from 
the 1940s, sitting on Grandview Drive near the 
CEO’s residence. There was a sense of  finality in 
their relocation from Minnesota. Peoria is both 
the starting point and the finish line for employees 
turned executives. Old friends and neighbors from 
Europe and Asia and the Middle East end up here, 

Where I Am From 
  Amelia Hawkins

sharing a mutual sense of  displacement in the 
country they once called home.

As I walk down Prospect, the town’s main 
drag, I run into mom’s old friends who somehow 
remember me despite the passage of  many years. 
Our brief  memories of  one another affirm that the 
lives we led “overseas” were real, even if  we have 
no remnants of  them to share. 

Still, Peoria is still another company-mandated 
relocation. Expensive clothes and better Christmas 
gifts don’t make up for the fact that yet another 
piece of  my life was lost among moving boxes and 
bubble wrap. 

As a little girl, I was angry. I was angry with the 
company, and their black and yellow tractors that 
plow across the globe.. Somehow I wasn’t angry 
with Mom and Dad; “when they tell you to go, you 
go,” Mom always said. It was him – one of  those tall 
executives I had seen at company Christmas parties, 
who had to bend down to make my introduction – 
he decided how my life would be. And I hated him. 

I threw rocks at the “For Sale” sign outside our 
St. Charles house. I cried in secret when we gave 
away our dog, Tag, during the move from Geneva. 
I feigned sick to skip school while the movers 
packed up our Paris apartment because I couldn’t 
let them be the last people to see our home before 
the landlady locked it up. 

But I didn’t meet the relocation from Minnesota 
to Peoria with the same resistance – I knew better 
than to become attached to our life there. I 
surrendered to the reality that I had no control. I 
surrendered to the company.  

The eating disorders clinic of  the Peoria Order 
of  Saint Francis Medical Center is in a red brick 

building opposite the main hospital. There’s a 
fountain at the entrance, with a chipped concrete 
dolphin perched in the middle. It’s August, but 
black clumps of  autumn leaves have gathered at 
the bottom of  the basin. The odor of  fermentation 
from the Archer Daniel Midlands Plant across the 
river hangs in the air.  

Inside, it’s quiet. The doors to the group therapy 
rooms are shut, as are the white double doors to the 
emergency wing where they take the really screwed 
up kids. The white light beats on the scuffed white 
linoleum floors, and even though it’s a medical 
clinic, everything feels dirty. 

Dr. Burress talks at me in long, lingering 
sentences. “So, how do you think we can get you 
ready to go back to Chicago for another school 
year? How can we get you healthy?” She holds my 
food journal in her lap. She insisted I write down 
everything I eat, even though that kind of  behavior 
is what got me here in the first place – planning 
every bite I would take each week on whatever scrap 
of  paper I could find, and punishing myself  with 
extra miles on the treadmill if  I strayed.   

Her office is filled with magazine clippings and 
pictures of  smiling girls of  every size and color. 
There’s a scale by her desk, where she insists on 
weighing me. There are rows of  books lining the 
walls with sentimental titles about loving yourself  
just as you are. But I can tell she goes to the tanning 
salon and perms her fake blonde hair.   

I need to go back to whatever I kind of  home I 
made for myself  in Chicago.  I need to get out of  
that beautiful unpacked house filled with movers 
and renovators. That’s not the answer she’s looking 
for, but I have no other solution.
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To [Moving out, 
back home, [my Home again] 
I found two letters which I had not lost before 
pressed snugly into my oak desk 
from which the oak-paint peels, in shivers]

I know of  letters, 
and these letters, from you, 
are the best revisit [Home again]: 
(2010 was a round year to be birthed an adult 
but a round face in an embroidered blue polo, 
—with khakis— 
I sat on a green hillock in a monastery, unapologetically seeming contrived 
Not Speaking.

I [re]open the envelope crinkled at the corner by your tears, 
Smell of  “old things” I used to hate [home again] hits me- 
Can a literal wave of  nostalgia hit me [every time, again]? 
My name on the envelope in bright curls may be the only two words spelled correctly 
But I laugh(ed) at the first lines [again] 
And start(ed) to cry at the second.

[Pause. Soft edge of  your quilt.]

I mov(ed) to some bushes- 
(I hid in the bushes to read the rest- and I cried 
at the Home I would never go back to) 
[Yet here I am, 
Moving Back Home again] 
 
 
 

Caught in love [Letters]
 Eric Shoemaker

The second letter, much the same 
Both so proud- 
So proud of  my embroidered polo and the round face 
hiding inside, But where have I gone [yet] and from where I have come? 
Is it knowing from where I/me came, 
  your backyards in the backwoods with shrapnel and miscarriage 
  and sleepy Graham Hill in a backwater town, with chickens, 
That gives you this sense 
That I will go and be something?

Is it your sense of  self-loss or vicarious beliefs that says I will go be More? 
Than you?

My weeping seems self-indulgent, and I don’t want [new] tears on these letters 
Just the originals, man and woman 
trapped in love and wide-ruled paper. 
No stamps. 
Hands.)

I refit them [home again] snugly in my ratty Pantone book 
and place that safely in my chest.

Back [Home] again.
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Like when I am cold 
 and no wood is to be found and
   no fire is to be made 
  and there is nothing but
blankets of  quilted patchwork’s love like
When it is dark
 and more light is needed until
   nothing can be found
  while my eyes adjust to
blankets of  a floodlight’s intensity like
 statements strung together of  little known words
 that do nothing to get to the truth of  the matter are like those 
blankets of  smallpox
   for those newly introduced
   minor characters in history’s play 
   announced by beards with armors and spears 
   that don’t need to be thrown and
   be lost to the lifeless body and
   that stays forever held by the playwright
   unless it’s taken from him
 or better rendered useless without the bullets
   you learn they shoot 
   from the bodies of  compatriots
   that serve as evidence.
But some of  us develop a tolerance
to the Blankets’ hidden aim and
We will live to 
 work for our fire
and sleep easy and tired
 while whatever love is burns
and shine lights too bright for dark
 as white as you made them
  who watch ants intently in midday’s sun
 before taking out the magnifying glass 
 received as a gift.
Yes, those seeds will do well that you put in my ground
that you send from my branches back to yours.
Right me,
 you self-assured Gods:
 my smile once forced
 is genuine
So cover me.

Blanket Statements
 Miguel Andrade



12 13

My bed time is a strict 8:30pm, and for some 
reason, neither Dad nor Mom ever breaks it. They 
make it seem like a maxim of  life: when you are 
eight, you go to bed in the hour of  eight. But rules 
are not always fast and steady with them. They 
say one thing and then another. When they do not 
give their permission, it is best to ask again later. 
Whenever I ask to go to a friend’s, Mom tells me to 
ask my father. Dad tells me to go ask Mom. They 
send me back and forth from one side of  the house 
to the other, until I beg them to just give me an 
answer. They never say no. They understand the 
value of  friends, or they understand the value of  
friends when one doesn’t have any. They cannot 
decide easily about scheduling play-dates, but 
when the clock strikes 8:29pm, they mechanically 
turn their heads and tell me to get off  the computer 
and go to bed.

Once in bed, Dad turns out the light and leaves 
the room. I do not usually sleep without it, but if  
it is turned off, I cannot turn it back on because I 
am not tall enough. There is something, something 
lurking underneath my bed; or perhaps, it sits 
waiting in the closet; or underneath the clown 
wallpaper. Maybe it is gaseous and waiting outside 
the window to seep in and suffocate me. What if  
mummies or vampires or zombies awaken in the 
night to harvest me as food? It is not unlikely!—
there is a rotting and abandoned Victorian 
mansion next door with its three spired windows. 
The street lamps near it don’t often light, and no 
one lives inside. It is pitched in utter darkness 
and accessorized with misty dew. The owner is 
some kind of  dissolute, aged trust-fund kid who 
bought the house and let the second floor splinter 
downward into the ball room. 

I live in Hallowell, the smallest city in Maine. It 
was incorporated before the Revolutionary War 
and was speculated to grow as big a trading port 
as New York City one day. Now, antique stores line 
the downtown riverside with brooches and worn 
fabrics. It is a gothic place to live with monsters 
stuffed deep in every crack of  the cobblestone 
sidewalks.

I push the blanket underneath my feet and curl 

my tiny fingers around the edges of  the quilt. I 
turn on one side and stuff  the quilt under my 
right hip. Then, I turn on the other side and 
stuff  it under the left. I pull it over my head and 
pulse breaths quickly in and out. Monsters cannot 
hurt you, if  you cannot be seen in the open. Our 
house is 150 years old, and its pipes and walls sigh 
with experience and make untraceable bangs. I 
hear these noises, and I know it is the patter of  
unraveling gauze, of  batting wings, and dragging 
clubbed feet. I jump out from underneath the 
covers towards my Nickelodeon radio. I turn it on 
and change the reception to 92 Moose. Pop radio 
music pours out from tinny cheap speakers. I jump 
back into bed and refold myself  into the blanket. 
I cannot hear the monsters, and they cannot see 
me. I worry that bits of  quilt grow untucked from 
underneath me, and I readjust myself  every three 
minutes or so until my tuckered body drifts…

The classroom is bright like the sun with no 
identifiable source of  light. I turn my head to 
shield my eyes from the full glint. Heart monitors 
line the walls and sound like metronomes. There 
is a chalkboard. I am sitting at a desk with fresh 
lined paper in front of  me. Sister Rachael enters 
the room, and writes upon the board: I will write 
in between the lines. She instructs me to copy the 
sentence many times over and over until the page 
is finished. Of  course, I am to write in between 
the lines. She tells me to put in my best effort and 
that she will teach me penmanship if  it is the last 
thing she does.

I write the sentence in blotted ink. A few strokes 
go outside of  the lines, and Sister Rachael in 
schoolmarm-form slaps the desk with a wooden 
ruler. It shatters, and splinters go everywhere. I 
understand the splinters and try harder to correct 
my pen. I write the second sentence with the side 
of  my face as a level upon the desk.  I observe 
the first slash of  the w, and then the second, the 
third, and the fourth. I can do an R without any 
trouble. It’s one of  the gifts of  being a Reinhard. I 
write slowly and with care, lest I be slapped on the 

Nighttime Habbits
  Michael Reinhard

hand and splinters sink deep into my pores. They 
would make scars as they entered the skin and 
became lost deep within the flesh. There would be 
painful twitches of  wood bound within the body 
as splinters drove further to its core. Following the 
rules is easier than rebuke. Ink bleeds where the 
pen stands still. The letters are between the lines. 
Sister Rachael nods and gives her ascent. I move 
to the third line and repeat the sentence. I feel the 
nod again and continue writing down the page. 
Sister Rachael goes to the materializing desk in 
the back right hand corner and sits. She trusts me 
to follow the rules alone. 

As I round the second page, I wonder what I’m 
writing. No reason was given, I was just thrust into 
the chair and given pen and ink—just instructed to 
write what was on the board. Anything could have 
been written there, and I would have to write it. I 
know the sentence is just coincidentally personal, 
that it could be any sentence, and it would have 
felt somehow personal. I want to be efficient. I 
write I on the first line of  the second page. I write 
I on the second line of  the second page, and then 
on the third line. I continue down the page until I 
have run out of  lines. I start back at the first line 
and write will and copy it down on each successive 
line. I have mastered the system. 

I imagine I could be a factory worker with this 
efficiency. When I finish the second side, it goes 
blank. Sister Rachael barks Just keep going. I 
repeat the system on the front side and then the 
backside until it again goes blank. I am angry and 
upset. I want to be done with writing, but why 
won’t Sister Rachael let me stop? Instead, she 
uses her magic to wipe the pages clean and make 
me continue. My penmanship is awful. I am not 
meant to be a writer, but I keep on writing, and 
I grow irritated at every slashing w I write. My 
mind wanders, and I protest… 

Rules are not always the best. What is the point 
of  writing? Talking communicates faster and more 
neatly. Talking doesn’t become blotted ink. It is not 
nearly as bound by form.  I write upon this page 

with calm assurance: voice of  a generation, voice 
of  a generation, voice of  a generation. I hear the 
words spoken by my mother in my mind whose 
voice ushers me forward with chants of  Harvard, 
Harvard, Harvard. All of  these words swirl around 
in mindscape and act like needles on my skin, 
pressing deeper and deeper. I continue writing: 
voice of  a generation, voice of  a generation, voice 
of  a generation. My mother’s ghostly whisper is 
strong and definite, and I know that I must succeed 
at this task for her to be proud, for her to be right 
that I am superlative. I write my mother’s words 
upon the page. I have found the right way to fill 
the space. My mother continues her beckoning: 
voice of  a generation, voice of  a generation, voice 
of  a generation, and I look at cleverness being 
written upon the page. My mother’s voice swells 
into me as my heart beats with pride. I am my 
mother’s words.

Sister Rachael gets up, and she glides deftly to 
my desk. She sees the words upon the page and 
lets out a loud snort. She cackles VOICE OF 
A GENERATION. My face grows older as my 
lips begin to droop. I am wearing indigo jeans, 
and Sister Rachael explains it all. The voice of  a 
generation? How can you write with the voice of  
a generation, if  your penmanship is weak? You 
have no friends and your words are unfriendly 
and condescending. You have not learned to speak 
to others; you bury yourself  in denim pleats to 
escape questions from adults. You need to be both 
the writer and the reader of  your own writing. 
But you must make it a model, exhibit it to their 
gazes. Learn to be readable. Your intelligence is 
not natural, you must work, you must labor, you 
must reach your potential, but you do not have 
access to genius at your fingertips. Sister Rachael’s 
wrinkles begin to crawl around her face, and her 
habit disappears to reveal her ghastly hair. Her 
body turns to steam. She slaps another ruler down. 
She reminds me to stay in between the lines, to 
make my sentences communicable.
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Fig #1
We have had many conversations 

in the fog hours of  morning;

You lull me into the day, raconteur,

with stories of  the bitter, velvet wasps 

that sometimes burrow into your bulbous belly

and leave a limb behind

Fig #2
I have weathered the winter without 

your nubile flesh,

gravid with green astringency,

irrigation, Western dirt,

honeyed interior tendrils—

like the stamens of  honeysuckle 

I sucked as a child—

and I have missed you.  

Fig #3 

Acquiesce, darling:

Your thick velutinous skin,

a hottentot venus against my lips.

My teeth cut through you,

as through soft wax at first,

then as through warm marmalade. 

Figs
 Jillian Schrager

Nothing much to offer 
Nicole Cherry   
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It’s not
cancer
always multiplying
forming the jagged
scar a
zipper
closing and opening
the weak spinal cord
growing
new teeth
every time the old
zip fastener slides

it’s
not cirrhosis
slowly spreading
into inflamed nodes
ant hills releasing lines
of  acid-armored soldiers
drones carrying away
the healthy tissues
leaving behind
scars

it does not belong to
my father
it does not belong to
my mother
it belongs to me

it’s cysts
coloring
my  ovaries
little  white  speckles
turning my stomach
  swollen
in aching clusters
changing  my chemistry
 struggling  to
make
me fall  apart
appearing but then
  disappearing
giving me no excuse
  f o r  my 
 

there are vulgar lesions on my
face
and if  I could sew them
shut
I would thread my needle
straight and clean
through each and every one
and stop their screaming
silence their red inflammation

but it would not be enough
and it was not enough before

there are soft dimples on my
stomach
a vat of  porridge that if  I could
burn
I would light my match
straight and clean
and set the whole thing on fire
and halt its growth
kill the tumor

but it would not be enough
and it was not enough before

there are raw red marks on my
scalp
dry scars that if  I could
heal
I would take my bottle of  salve
straight and clean
and tenderly massage the
soreness
and mend the tearing
stop the breakage

but it would not be enough
and it was not enough before

I am disintegrating
like every body
if  only my
insides did not become outsides
and one exile did not become
another part of  my

too many times I have
broken my own heart
chasing after things that
do not want me

I have stopped myself
from expecting what
will not come
but I have not stopped
hoping for change

so my body still aches
after every diagnosis
my heart still breaks
after every prognosis

but somehow I am closer
because when I open
my eyes and see the world
that will not take me
I feel hands reaching for me

but it is still not enough
because I am inside a dark
room and the door I locked
I can’t

open.

Bio Alida Miranda-Wolff 
Biorgan Biology Biography

This is a New York love story. It’s not a love story 
set in New York, although it is, and it’s not about 
New Yorkers. It’s also not about New York food or 
Village music, Alphabet City streets or city-never-
sleeps sounds, although they navigated all of  those 
things together while they lived there. This is a New 
York love story. Get with it. 

It starts in winter at the Opera, on a night when 
you’d really want to be at the Opera. The gloaming 
lights were going low and the orchestra was playing 
those first few slow notes like a deep humming, 
closing the room to the cold outside, when two men 
blew in late like a snowstorm. She was already there, 
sitting silently with a date who’d borrowed his hair-
do for the occasion, a coat folded neatly on the chair 
beside her. Our guy slid in next to her because it 
was his seat, and she moved her coat.   

I’m late, he said, had to come all the way from 
Brooklyn. 

Hi, she whispered. And smiled.
He asked her to dinner, knowing she wasn’t 

single. She was new to the city and lost in her own 
independence and said a tentative yes but a yes all 
the same. She looked at the man she’d come with 
to the Opera – he was a seat cover, a Sunday night 
when there’s nothing on TV, a re-run you’d once 
liked but couldn’t remember why you had. 

So the next week she went out with the boy who 
was late. He was nervous. 

In a diner in a booth she told him in a low voice 
about the boy near Sydney she’d been engaged to 
and walked out on. New York was a fresh start, a new 
version of  herself. She was quiet, kind, intelligent in 
a way that made her seem vulnerable. Over dessert, 
and she loves dessert, she told him about the school-
house her parents owned in Australia, with the sheep, 
the roses, the cast-iron bath tubs. She missed it. 

And when it was his turn, he didn’t know how 
to frame himself. He told her that he worked in a 
bank. His parents were Midwestern teenagers from 
a Midwestern town. He’d escaped, gone to college, 
spent his early twenties working his way around 
Austrian farms until his German could pass for fluent 
in financial interviews, and moved to New York with 
crippling student loans and one shirt. She sat back. 

One? she asked.
One, he said, because it was true. It was a shirt he 

washed every night in the basin in his little apartment 
to wear to the ten hours he spent in a cubicle every 
day. She decided then that she liked him, and they 
laughed as night spilled into the restaurant. 

And he stopped laughing. Because he’d forgotten 
his wallet, the Brooklyn Boy, surely the end. And 
because she was wealthy, and she didn’t think about 
her money impacting his opinion of  her worth, 
and because she was developing crush, she paid for 
dinner. “Best investment I ever made,” she says now 
when you ask her about it, hands wrapped around 
the memory. 

And then. 
She invited him to Vermont to ski. They kissed 

in the snow in the woods, all tangled up in each 
other in a white movie-set under tree branches that 
looked like long, black hands holding other hands. 
On the long drive back to the city they told all of  it, 
all the secrets and stories, and then met for picnic 
lunches lunch in Central Park, argued sometimes 
about which art-house movies to see, and made 
gravy from scratch beside each other at the misty 
stove-top. She moved in. 

She liked custard, dark green, and Van Morrison. 
He liked German grammar, cooking, and being 
right. They were New York because nothing about 
them worked perfectly – there’s a grittyness, a 
dirtyness in that love that grew out of  a silent night 
at the Opera, out of  a mischance. But there’s a 
beautiful phosphorescence to what they built. 

She Who Must Be Obeyed is what he calls her 
now, still laughing. 

Your Old Man, your Brooklyn boy.

SHE WHO, YOUR OLD Lauren Kelly-Jones 
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What do you know about quantum entanglement?
 Nicole Cherry   


