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Kelly and Me and the Devil 
Makes Three

The devil talks to me. It suggests 
offhand that I look at Kelly as she writes 
thank-you notes that I never 
deliver, as she asks “How are you?”
and I ignore the reply. It waits 

for me like mice that chitter 
under floorboards as Kelly and I 
fall asleep, its voice slow 
but conversational
like the ceiling after dark.

The devil notices I bought 
cheap wine and rhinestone earrings 

with money Kelly saved for gifts.
The devil raises its eyebrow
when Kelly trips as I leave a room.
Watch, it encourages,

speaking just often enough
that I no longer need it to—
that I am already asking myself 
its questions.

KELLY MORGAN
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I was born to a strange tree

NYLA WHITE

I was born to a strange tree

Where fruit like me prune before they’re grown.

At home, we’re used to holding our breath and watching

As all elasticity

Leaves our lungs.

Our tongues shrivel and we wait as our skin browns and sours.

And there are the many hours I wonder,

“Will someone ever pick a little black girl like me?”
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A Secret Orthodoxy

MAGGIE MERRILL

I am not religious,
but I have still prayed—
from within brown polka dot sheets,
from the blue trundle,
from the back of the thumping volvo.

I have addressed God
with my eyes glued shut
and hands unclasped—
my asking always prefaced
with an unsaid please. 

In an imagined shrine, 
I make my own relics.
I cradle my fears
(let me wake up,
make her better,
make me look older,
please, please…).

Though I have never disclosed them to anyone,
I have prayed to you,
and I grasp onto my thanks:
I hold my end of the bargain.

I am not religious,
but I can sacrifice,
be sacrificed.
And, my god, I find myself praying,
still, in my own, numerical covenant,
blazing in my gold foil 
as I continue anointing myself with 
sweaty palms.
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LIO CHAN, ON THE WAY HOME
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LIO CHAN, ME AND MY OTHER HALF
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Amateur Cartography

C.G. COLEMAN

Numb and limp, animalized out of my refined passions, 
each epistolary fold smoothed into the evening’s red jaw. 
I saw a pinhole camera vision of us, the dinner table 
at Nottingham Street. It was unusable footage: microwave rice,
Michael Mann movies, the stitching around the neck 
of your maroon sweater, a fork to the wrists. 
Soft with artificial sleep and leftovers I begin
to wonder if there was a question, a ways back,
someone forgot to ask. 

If we resort to pulp and noble gasses, then of course,
we all hung around the First Avenue crowd. 
We cut up Tremont for scrap metal and 
choked on trains dining uphill. Here in the dark
we are not subject to maritime law, we are unfound, 
there are only hands and blue television and hands. 



14

MIDGE HARTSHORN, 1 NEPHI 14:3-11



15

Angelize

ALENA COLEMAN

after Francesca Woodman

A body cannot angelize 
without darkness, without shaft
of broken cola machine
deep in the pelvis. 
A body cannot angelize 
without hanging, cannot
hang without dying—
dying to self, I mean, dying
to self, to shirts 
of polyester-cotton mix,
to the curling iron
on, to the camera
on, to the wallpaper
on, cannot die without plasterizing,
without turning body 
into wood
and crinoline and light. 
I will not be your phone girl. 
I will not be your wasteland.
I will not be your kitchen cupboard 
 or your mudroom
 or your basement. 

I will eat the phone
before I let you talk to me 
like that again. I will pry open 
my own jaw—be boa 
and viper, gut and poison,
before I let you turn me doll. 

I will angelize
and my heart will never break
on linoleum and concrete. 
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Girldom Elegy

ALENA COLEMAN

after Mary Oliver

Come with me into the field of sunflowers, 
she told me once in the heat of ’08.
I laced my fingers over my lips
and blew bubbles through the sunflower seeds
crushed under my teeth. We sat,
her and I, on a bench made of melded pennies.
She unraveled her sweetgrass tongue and sang
the song the sunflowers were humming. 

I wish I still knew the prayers
she kissed into my cheek between those flowers,
but now all the seeds have sprouted
out my brain, and that old field burned
in cigarette-gasoline, and some man parks his busted cars
where once her finger swirled dirt into my name. 
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Last Supper

SONCERA BALL

vast windows hung like
portraits on your walls,
welcoming in the night sky and the sea.
you smiled- 
pointed out the moon.
we all looked at her for a moment
silent
noticing the way she leaned down to kiss the breakers.
my cheek rested on your granite countertop as you made dinner.



How big is the Milky Way galaxy? 
(space scares me, I don’t know how 
my sister is so fascinated by it)

MIA HUERTA

Do you think it can hold five-thousand planets in its starry bucket 
As it collects the broken shells of stars?
I’d like to think that somewhere in that unknowable
Black abyss of infinite ?’s 
There is an entire breathing city (the size of three whole heavens!)
With cosmos dangling from a black hole’s swirling chandelier.

And yet, a crumple of a wrapper,
A single slingshot aimed by a mighty solar ray…
Maybe that will be its downfall.

A sweet defeat into molten chocolate flooding the galaxy,
Freeing every nova, dwarf star, 
Sugared ring of Saturn and 
Astronaut lost to the enchanted, candied mansion of space.

- All is liberated back into the black. -

But with cursed curiosity we still float closer, 
Missing the sweetness of oblivion that comes with 
the reckless, childlike fascination in a chocolate bar galaxy. 

I can concede to this thought of decadent destruction:
My last moments smelling & tasting & burning & feeling & searing into 
me with the softness of cacao powder and the irony of it blending in 
perfectly with our ashes. 
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