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This issue's theme is perhaps best 
exemplified by Sharon Li's poem "the 
world was suddenly struck by something 
profound," in which the world has been 
knocked off its axis slightly. In all our 
stories, the narrators' lives have changed 
shape—the rains don't come as normal, 
a beloved person is gone, they're seeing 
things, their bodies have morphed. These 
writers may not turn the world upright 
again, but they are telling the truth about 
their tilted lives, and trying to make 
something beautiful in the process.

tilt
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The dry season has seared the mountainside grasses golden. Soon 
it’ll be October 4th when the Cordonazo de San Francisco occurs. 
With his flailing rope, Saint Francis of Assisi startles the clouds 
and forces them to shed the water they have hoarded all these past 
months. The seven-month rainy season will then begin in these 
equatorial Andes.

On Francis’ Day, the venerable saint blesses the animals, as is his 
calling. Then he removes his rope belt and thrashes it through the 
heavens. Thunder snaps and lightning sparks.

But the nebulous heights remain stubborn.

In my kitchen, ants amass, searching for crumbs – a sign a rain is to 
come. And surely, within a while (after the hormigas have departed), 
hard pings sound on the tin roof. I run outside to salvage drying 
clothes from the shower… only for it to stop and the sun re-emerge.

I await the bus home in the sol de aguas – that glaring “sun of 
waters” that always burns before a rain. I get off at my stop and 
quicken my pace in that last block to my door. Those large drops 
that foretell an afternoon rain soon fall. But then they flee…

Later thunder rumbles through the valley. The horizon is smudged 
with showers. But they do not arrive here…

Again a foggy dawn breaks, obscuring the mountains, creeping 
down cobblestone streets. Again ants scout my kitchen. Again 
thunder grumbles.

and the rain 
comes 

lorraine caputo

payton mccarty-simas, "wandering"
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Stop the sun on the tip of the hemlock
preserve the angle of shadows
on lawns
keep chill away from gardens
let laundry hang fragrant
hold warmth in upstairs rooms
let cats nap
close your eyes
raise your face to the west.

let afternoon 
linger
jan chronister

iris morales

But those storms remain elusive.

And finally when the Dead are welcomed on November’s premier 
day, the rain comes… and goes and comes throughout the afternoon, 
throughout the evening, lasting all the night, beginning again late 
morning, throughout the afternoon, all weekend long, into the next 
week…

This afternoon’s rain is ceasing (for a while, I suppose) with a 
rainbow arcing over the hills. The rainy season, it seems, has finally 
arrived. Up there somewhere, San Francisco is tying his rope belt 
around his waist, patting a wolf ’s head and heading off to tend to the 
animals.
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little gods
yamini singh

At night the jackals howl, so I bury my head under the pillow to 
make them stop.  The soft grandmother laughs and covers her 

mouth with her chunni and tells me they can’t hurt me. In the morn-
ing I check behind the villa, but the culprits are long gone—only the 
tall crows are left stalking the field. 

I play alone because I am often alone. The adults lounge around 
drinking chai in  the morning and scotch in the evening, smoking 
and watching Bollywood on the television. There is a button above 
the bed to call the servant if you get thirsty, but it makes my stomach 
hurt to push it. There is a nasty dog tied up in the yard named  Brute, 
but he frightens me less than the jackals, because I know where he is. 

“He has attacked Private Raj three times now,” the terrible grandfa-
ther boasts.  

I miss my father, but he hates this place.  

When the red phone rings the terrible grandfather jumps out of bed, 
curses the mujahidin, and gets into uniform. Then comes the sound 
of mortar fire. The soft grandmother will make tea and pray while 
my mother and her sister sit in the bathroom,  blowing cigarette 
smoke out the window into the night.  

Sometimes we ride in the jeeps to the border. The adults bring a 
picnic of dal,  rice, and chapatis packed neatly in metal tiffins. I don’t 

When the vultures come tonight
to rip my carrion from bone,
they will choke on moonstone:

You did not have a word for the shimmer that kissed the surface of 
the stone now resting in my hand and told me it glowed instead.
I spent that night wondering why it did not illuminate my dark 
room like you said it would.
Now that I am older I have learned the sight of opalescence
that caught my eye in a barely-marked antique shop two days ago. In 
that shop I saw the riverbeds we sifted through looking for its soft 
glow, holding it up to light that refracted and returned

I yearn for the piece you found and gave me that has been long lost 
in the past three moves,
and I wonder if it is glowing like you said it would in whatever box of 
darkness has trapped it away from me, only returned now in a cos-
tume jewelry ring the shopkeeper gave me for almost free because 
moonstone is not that valuable or rare to the masses.
But I saw you from holding the ring to light 
and bought it anyways

so that when the vultures come tonight
to shred my flesh into ribbons
dragged across the night sky
in dripping red banners of my carrion
the stone will catch the moon’s light
in opalescence

lorraine caputo

flight of my carrion
soleil engin
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left on her!” the stupid, terrible grandfather says. 

My mother doesn’t say a word, only snatches me away and marches 
up the stairs with me in her arms. She locks the bedroom door and 
doesn’t let anyone in. The suitcases she hastily packs will be emptied 
after a dramatic reconciliation in the morning, but tonight it’s only 
the two of us, and I am allowed to cry. She gives me a hot bath and  
lets me have all the little gods in the water. The small idols of Shiva, 
Durga, Ganesh, and baby Krishna splash and play with me.  

“Don’t worry about that bloody dog. He won’t hurt you again,” she 
says, specks  of ash from her cigarette wafting into the water. “We’re 
going home soon anyway.” I am  confused—I thought this was her 
home.  

little gods

payton mccarty-simas, "the older i get"

the world was 
suddenly struck by 
something profound
sharon li

The world has suddenly turned over on one 
side
Much like a dog who has accidentally
Been overfed
Two dozen donuts in one sitting.
The world is lopsided, obtuse,
And a little overextended.
I noticed this three, maybe four days ago?
The world seeming a little more tilted than 
normal.
My peripherals seem to be oblong in view,
and my range of motion,
Just a bit more limited.
That’s okay, I guess —
When one bad thing happens,
A bunch happens all at once.
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And so,
I’ll whisper it over my shoulder,
In the hopes that it catches him before he
Drifts away into the space
That we often forget about:

“Come back,
but only if you want to.
The world is
A little tilted right now,
So I understand,
If you don’t.”

And so, the world being turned over,
Just one on side,
Was not as catastrophic
As perhaps my friend forgetting who he was for a 

little bit of time.
Or even when he
Got lost in the inbetween between,
The world and all the heavens.
I find the world being lopsided
To be a lot more tolerable,
Than seeing him
Float away towards something
I can’t see anymore.
I mean, I’ve heard the headlines,
“EARTH STRUCK BY METEOR, TILTS 45 

DEGREES,”
But I haven’t seen any about
My friend who has disappeared 
Into those dreams
That I can only see if I squint a little
And fill my eyes with
The paintings that reference only the most
Impressionistic of lakes and surrounding skies.
If I could,
I would write my own headline,
“TAKE CARE OF YOURSELF, I MISS YOU,”
But since the world has been shaking violently,
I find the pens and pencils harder to hold.

gabriel bates
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I still remember
the thrill of racing through the dark woods
our crackling energy, adrenaline
gasping breath from effort 
valiant attempts at silence, stealth.

We jump the shallow stream together 
then pause, glancing behind for followers.
You give the “all clear” 
we break into a full sprint
towards the open field.

Planted at the crest of the hill
silhouetted against the purple dusk
a small flag; branch pole held between two stones.
So close, nearly there 
last dash up the hill—

Like conquering Romans,
like the first astronauts landing on the moon
Victory—the flag is ours! 
laughing
we are giddy with our win.

Friends emerge from the shadows 
to congratulate the champions.
The game is over 
but the balmy summer night is magic
parents have not yet called us home.

So, remaining, we lay down 
on the still warm grass 

payton mccarty-simas, "please stand by—i like it here"
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noreen lace

days of 
rememberance

The June gloom has lifted and the sun is shining as I arrive at the 
old house on the lower east side of Cleveland at half past noon 

in hopes everyone is already seated in the back yard for the memo-
rial service. I sit in the car, try to gage the movements inside the 
house, but the raised foundation and high windows hinder me from 
sensing anything at all. A hum of funeral-like murmurs waft from the 
back of the house, so I slip in quietly through the kitchen only to find 
my mother fussing with prepackaged food and drinks. She’s avoid-
ing the stark reality of life without another family member. 

She glances up in surprise. Her eyes red, skin sallow. “What are you 
doing here?”  

“Thanks,” I slip into old habits.  

“You know what I mean. I thought you weren’t coming.” Her eye-
brows press down and release as she grabs for an unused bowl. 

When I heard about the remembrance, everything in me said, no, 
no, no, except the little part that liked my brother. I’d flown in from 
L.A. and, at the last possible moment, hopped in my Kia rental still 
not convinced I’d show. Had my cell rang, traffic slowed, or a soft 
rain begun, I would have spun around. Yet, it’s one of those perfect 

days. The sky is blue, the birds sing, and the roads are clear. 

“No one called me.” I mumble.  

She doesn’t respond but busies herself with things that don’t need 
to be done, wiping the silverware, cleaning unused glasses. 

“We need…” one of the sisters enters from the other room and stops 
speaking; she walks around the small, yellowed kitchen until she 
comes face to face with me. “Oh, surprise, surprise. What are you 
doing here?” 

She hits the “you” with a note so high it might have shattered glass. 
The Fixer. Her self-appointed role in family dynamics, except she 
isn’t very good at it, throwing up her hands before anything is ever 
resolved. She longs for the control she had in her youth but can’t 
manage it: The family. Her temper. Her weight.  

“Just came for my brother.” I take the stairs to the second floor.  
We’d changed bedrooms so many times growing up, sharing and 
unsharing, that they were never his or hers or theirs; we’d only ever 
referred to them by location, “the bedroom at the top of the stairs,” 
or “the back bedroom.” I curve into the one left of the stairs where 

sophia hartley, "alpine fog"
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days of rememberance cntd. 

my mother spends much of her time. A television, a hairbrush, and 
a drawer full of candy marks it as her room, even if she doesn’t call it 
that. 

I dally at her bureau, straightening the antique dresser scarf; an old 
jewelry box holds her wedding ring which she hasn’t worn in years, 
cracked band, and my grandmother’s old necklace with a broken 
clasp; the room is plain, just a lace doily here or there. 

“You made it?” My brother leans against the tall chest of drawers 
behind the door.  

“I did.” 

“Thought you weren’t coming.” 

“That’s the consensus.” I close the door, an attempt to negate fur-
ther discovery. I scan the room; where are pictures of the kids, 
grandparents, scattered birthday cards? Any proof a family lived 
here. 

“You came for me? I’m touched.”  

His trademark mocking humor inspires a half smile. “Yeah, I came 
for you.” 

“Sisters giving you a hard time?”  

“Yep.”  

“Which one?”  

My eyes settle on his for the first time.  

He chuckles. “All of ‘em? Well, Mom’s probably happy to see you.” 

I pinch my lips. “Hmmp.” 

“She is. You know she is.” 

“She doesn’t show it.” I stride around the bed, glance out the win-
dow to watch the people cluster and uncluster, some laugh loudly, 
others whisper softly. The youngest sister directs people to chairs, 
the in-between sister hovers near the drink table: the only person 
doing shots from the obviously spiked punch. 

“You know Mom never really shows her feelings.” 

“True. What do you think?” I try to change the subject and draw his 
attention toward the gathering downstairs.  

He waves his hand as if the memorial has no meaning to him.  
“You know why they give you a hard time, don’t you?” 

“Is that what it is? They’re just giving me a hard time? They didn’t 
even tell me about this memorial. I read about it on Facebook.” 



22 23

days of remeberance 

He shrugs his shoulders and bobs his head from side to side. He was 
an elephant in the rain, the drops rolling off while he did his thing.  

“Couldn’t have been easy being the only boy stuck with four little 
sisters.” Another attempt to change the focus.  

He pushes his thick hand through the air again as I withdraw from 
the window. Even though he and I are closest in age, as the lone 
brother he never had to deal with the girl-on-girl meanness. From 
morning to noon to night, who was mad at whom, and who had 
they recruited in their spitefulness to ignore, badger, or harass the 
other. Phone calls and short visits, which became shorter and short-
er, proved years and distance couldn’t stop the secrets, stories, and 
shifting allegiances that filled our childhood home.  

The old wooden door swings on its hinges with force; the youngest 
sister makes eye contact, then grabs the hairbrush in pretense before 
turning to me. She’s a chihuahua, little and mean. Used to so much 
attention in childhood that didn’t follow her into adulthood, she 
tries to demand it. 

“I heard you were here. A little too little, a little too late, wouldn’t 
you say?!” 

“I’m just here to….” I don’t want the hurtling insults or verbal abuse 
she usually serves.  

“I heard you talking to yourself like a lunatic. If you’re coming, get 

 cntd. 

downstairs; don’t hide up here like a baby.” 

I glance over at my brother who plops down on the bed, lifts his 
arms; his gesture to indicate he’s staying out of it. A pounding on 
the steps tells me the in-between sister has learned of my presence. 
Born between the fixer sister and the little sister, she used to be the 
cute one; now she’s taller, wider, louder. The baby of the family for 
five long years before the little one came along and stole the spot-
light: she’s angry nearly all the time at everyone. 

“What are you doing here? He didn’t care about you. You don’t be-
long here. You never belonged here.” 

I nod in agreement. I never felt I belonged in this den of madness, 
even before I got out into the world and understood that not all 
families behave like this.   

The little one ushers her away while she repeats, “he didn’t care 
about you. You don’t belong here.” 

My brother stands and gives the door a shove behind them.  I sigh, 
regretting my decision to come.  

“They miss you.”  

“Hah!” My throat closes around the chortle and releases a seal bark. 
He laughs so hard spittle dribbles from his mouth. When he stops, 
the whole world is still. “They probably do though.” 
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days of remeberance  cntd. 

And the world spins again.  

“I just wanted to come and say goodbye, pay respects.” 

He bobs his head and the mop of curly hair catches air, making his 
head seem bigger than usual; my smile breaks through for a mo-
ment.  

“You’re the one who left,” he says softly. “That’s what they always 
say.” 

“When they’re dishing gossip, is that what they say?” 

He nods. “Sooner or later. One of ‘em says it. The others agree.” 
“What was I supposed to do? Not go to college? Not get a life? The 
things they’ve done…” 

“The things you all did – as children.” 

“But I grew up!” I defend myself, then fall silent – I didn’t come to 
argue with him of all people. 

We both drop our gazes to the floor. The old brown shag carpet is 
covered in spots of beige from the peeling paint in the corners of 
the room. I shake my head; my mother never gets anything fixed or 
replaced. Nothing ever changes here. Even the old smell wads in my 
throat as I tamp down deep sadness, dust, stale cigarettes, a cat still 
lives here somewhere.  

It’s hard to be who I am out in the world, feel so confident and 
self-assured, then come back here and be thrown into childhood 
squabbles, filled with immature emotions, and surrounded by unre-
solved conflicts.  

I study the tall brass urn on the dresser behind the door where my 
brother once again leans. It’s almost swan-like with a swooping 
flourish at the top and a small, detailed cross on the thin neck. One 
of the sisters chose it. Or all of them did. No one asked me, informed 
me. They kept me as far away as they could during the whole pro-
cess. I didn’t even get a say, even though I’m not sure I wanted one, 
when they made the decision.  

“Where’s Dad?” I swivel, my gaze jumping from each empty surface. 
He points, “closet.”  

I flip on the light and push aside old clothes. In the back corner sits 
the same cardboard container his cremains came in. “Still in the 
box.” 

My brother shrugs. He’s tall like my father in his prime. But lighter 
hair, darker eyes. Thick shoulders, sometimes sloped with loss of 
presence. 

“We’re not waiting.” The little sister calls up the steps.  

“No one wants you here. You can just get the hell out.” The in-be-
tween sister joins her. 
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emilie faracci

days of remeberance  cntd. 

I hear a discussion. Perhaps the fixer sister has joined them. They’re 
waiting for me to answer, to call down a nasty response, to start a 
fight at the memorial. They’d enjoy the drama. Add it to their tall 
tales of the prodigal sister. But that’s not me anymore. Had I still 
been that child, the other animal in the den fighting for whatever 
we were fighting about way back when, then maybe; but getting out 
into the world has taught me there is much more than anger and 
aggression. There is beauty and serenity and higher roads.   

“Just go.” My mother’s voice is whispery and soft. “People are wait-
ing.” There’s no power to her tone. She’s not demanding or even 
asking for their retreat; she’s distracting them. Never the main road 
for her, always the side street. I didn’t understand it when I was a 
child. 

I move back to the window. It’s stuck shut. The room is stuffy. More 
uncomfortable now that everyone knows I’m here. The yard isn’t 
fully green. Brown patches, dried grass, near dead bushes underlie 
the silent scene. The youngest sister moves toward the front to 
begin speaking. Her love of attention is the only love she feels since 
my father passed. The in-between one who resorted to fits of anger 
from the withdrawn attention, drunkenly gestures in one of the 
front seats, pointing to the window, and the fixer sister who so much 
desires to control the situation motions to calm her. When they see 
me at the window, they turn in unison and salute me with their mid-
dle fingers. A lifetime ago of uncertainty and anxiety well up inside 
of me. The childhood bullying bubbles and my insides creep and 
crawl before they shake. 

“Why in the hell are they so resentful? I can’t take it.” I turn to go, 
once again deciding to leave and never look back.  

My fingers grip the cool brass urn as I slide undetected through the 
kitchen. My mother stands outside the patio door, waiting for any 
excuse to slip back in the house, away from the reality of what is 
happening out there. I pause, wishing I could take her too, but she 
languishes in the thicket of instinct to protect herself and her babies 
from the unknown.  

The car shimmies to a start and I race down the driveway.  

“Is this really what you want to do?” 

“I’m so tired of them acting like I did something wrong for leaving.” 
“They’re grieving too.” 

I want to slam on the brakes so we pulse forward, but I don’t. “Like 
I don’t know that? Do they have to act out in such terrible ways? 
Not even telling me what happened? Not inviting me to the service. 
That’s not grief. That’s evil.” 

“Everyone grieves in their own way.” 

I speed down the blacktopped road toward the freeway. “Why are 
you defending them?”  

“Am I? Am I even here?”
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days of remeberance  cntd. 

I slow the little car. Take deep breaths. Clear my mind.  

“Why’d you come?” he asks quietly.  

“For you. To say goodbye.” The dam of anger releases and tears well, 
trickle down my cheeks.  

“Maybe they’re grieving you too. Maybe they never really got over 
how you moved away, made a better life for yourself.” 

“Became a better person?!” I attempt acrimony, but the words limp 
out with irony as I glance at the brass vessel fastened in the seatbelt.
  
“Is this what you want to do?” 

I shake my head slowly from side to side as the car rolls to a stop. 
“No. I don’t want to hurt them. I just don’t want the drama any-
more.” 

The day is bright and sunny. The air is sweet and cool. It doesn’t 
seem like a day for a memorial. Days of remembrance should be 
overcast with intermittent rain to threaten any unwanted humidity. 
Those are the days when everyone cries, when everyone is sad for 
the ending and join in prayer to mourn their loss together.  
I place the urn on the step where they’ll see it. 

My brother’s hair bleaches in the sun, he becomes thinner, younger; 
he is the man he always tried to be. He leans over, his hands on the 
car door.

“Is this how you’re going to leave me?” He chuckles. 

“Don’t worry.” I see my mother’s face in the window, hold a wave 
stiff in the air. “They’ll be out in a minute.”  

This will give them another few years’ worth of inspiration for their 
tall tales. When I hear the story recollected, someday in some way, 
it’ll be nearly unrecognizable. And my brother won’t be there to 
tamp down the fiction, to moderate the truth.  

“I’m going to miss you,” he steps back from the car. 

“I’m going to miss you, brother.”  
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dreams of 
dysmorphia 
darya foroohar

cw: eating disorders



32 33



34 35



36 37

akbar reid, "growing sole"
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always reboot
ethel khanis

I imagine myself as an older, chunky, ten-pound laptop. One of those 
that takes ten minutes to just wake up, another five to get to the 
login screen, and then has an impromptu update that blocks any 
functioning for another twenty minutes. The one with that rough 
trackpad that has a delay between request and action. Where click-
ing on an icon sometimes opens the wanted program, but frequent-
ly, confusingly, opens solitaire in the middle of a game that was never 
actually started.  

I’m the old laptop with the thick plastic border around the pixelated 
screen. The one that needs to be plugged in at all times. The laptop 
that can’t be on a lap at all because it gets so hot it hurts, that needs 
its own deafening fan to keep cool. The one that overheats and shuts 
down before any work is saved. The laptop with a perpetually out-
dated operating system, restarting for unknown reasons at the most 
inopportune moments. 

When music is on and someone tries to talk to me, but only one 
process is available at a time. As I recline on the couch knitting, the 
focus required leads to a system overheat, a rest against my will – a 
reboot no matter what. I dress down in shorts and tanks in 5o-de-
gree weather to cool my own system down with velcroed ice packs 

around my neck and stuffed in my pockets. My processor can’t find 
the words I need, memories aren’t saved, and the time lag increas-
es with use. As the need for multitasking mounts, all applications 
freeze, and the time between what I want and can do slows to a 
crawl. I am mid-update, stuck between function and dysfunction, 
waiting for the array of tremors, pain, nausea, fatigue, and other 
useless symptoms to subside. I am waiting, waiting, waiting for the 
silicon brain to give access to the plastic body. 

I used to have 50 tabs open, instant access to a thesaurus and a 
dictionary: a central filing system well organized. But a virus snuck 
in on the back end of a message, tore up the control panel and dis-
rupted synapses. It came in through a familiar route, like breathing 
through the world, disseminating disruption and disease in its wake. 
As the technician rebuilds the laptop, so too do I rebuild my systems, 
bolstered with medication and flushed with therapies. Where a new 
hard drive is installed, I have prescriptions, and where a factory reset 
is initiated, I have exercises and compression socks. We two, hi-
jacked by a now gone virus, are forever marked by its legacy, like hot 
tea across a keyboard.
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Gabriel Bates is a cartoonist living in Tiffin, Ohio. His work has 
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him at facebook.com/gabrieljbates. 
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writer. Her works appear in over 300 journals on six continents; and 
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2022). She also authors travel narratives, articles and guidebooks. 
Her writing has been honored by the Parliamentary Poet Laureate 
of Canada (2011) and nominated for the Best of the Net. Caputo has 
done literary readings from Alaska to the Patagonia. She journeys 
through Latin America, listening to the voices of the pueblos and 
Earth. Follow her travels at https://latinamericawanderer.wordpress.
com. 

Soleil Engin is a fourth-year undergraduate at the University of 
Chicago studying Public Policy and Human Rights. She has been 
writing poetry for three years, as well as writing music for her band, 
Puddlejumper.

Darya Foroohar is a third-year student at the University of Chi-
cago studying creative writing and urban studies. She is interested 
in journalism, graphic novels, and poetry; her work is featured in 
outlets such as ABC News, Our Town Downtown, Quimby’s, and 
First Aid Comics. Outside of her work, Darya is interested in local 
politics, climate justice, and ultimate frisbee. She is a recipient of the 
2022 Seidel Scholars grant and will use these funds to write a graph-
ic adaptation of the Persian epic poem The Shahnameh this summer.

Sophia Hartley is a photographer based in Chicago.

contributor bios Ethel Khanis is a high school chemistry teacher and scientist, and 
is currently experiencing chronic illness as a result of long Covid-19. 
As a first-generation American of Jewish refugees from the Sovi-
et Bloc, she has experienced the world through many lenses. She 
currently calls NYC home. Ethel has a BS in chemistry and earned 
two masters, in education and conservation science, along with two 
teaching fellowships. When not playing with her dog or crossword-
ing with her wife, she enjoys sourdough baking, knitting, drawing 
greeting cards, and collecting fun animal facts. 

Noreen Lace earned her MFA from California State University, 
where she now teaches. She has published over 60 short fiction, 
memoir, and poetry pieces in journals such as The Chicago Tri-
bune's Printers Row Journal, The Maine Review, and The Oleander 
Review, among others. Our Gentle Sins is her first novel (June 2022). 
Find more of her work at www.NoreenLace.com.

Sharon Li is a fourth-year majoring in Creative Writing and minor-
ing in Education & Society at UChicago. When not thinking about 
words, you can usually find her amongst friends and cats in a land 
far, far away. Hailing from New York City, a love for love and feelings 
consumes her, and she hopes to one day write many books about 
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