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Please join us in a2 moment of silence.

Thank you.



EDITORS’ NOTE

Dear Friends,

We thank you for picking up the 2024/2025 issue of the
Crucible Magazine! This issue showcases the hard work and
creative talents of the Earlham student body across fiction,
nonfiction, poetry, and visual arts of all kinds, capturing a wide
variety of our campus’ passions. There is such an outpouring of
creativity present that our magazine is lengthier than previous
years, but luckily we have a growing, passionate team of editors
to support students. After everyone’s hard work, we have grown
an abundant literary and artistic conservatory to share with you
all, exploring themes of death, rebirth, and new beginnings.

Our work at the Crucible is inextricable from the feelings and
ideas of the student body themselves, and Earlham today sits
within a time of political upheaval, controversy, and dreadful
uncertainty that shapes the existence of every student. In this
moment more than ever, art is crucial not just for buoying us
through a sea of chaos, but in expressing complicated feelings,
cultivating community, and appreciating the beauty that allows
us to survive. Our editorial team works to create spaces for
students to express themselves freely, connect with each other,
and simply to have fun in the face of challenges, such as at
events like our well-attended open-mic nights and workshops.

Thank you for taking the time to wander through the garden
of resilience and creativity on display in our Magazine. We
hope that, by the time you read the last page, you will feel not
only better prepared for but hopeful about facing both today’s
challenges and building a better future. Enjoy.

K, Eliza, Tamarianna, Max, Isabelle, Gill, McKenna, Gavin,
Maddie, Tyler, and Miyu

The Editors



at the beginning of the end times
Mackenzie Fox

every queer | know

sardines into the pride room—

smeared on couches, cushions

we chew the tension

old bubblegum, wheezing

under ground

the air broils, I sweat

as a baby babbles, laughs

in acute soprano, louder

than our prophesied massacre
a fable of faith for a future
worthy, long and livable

but here now,

we watch the rapture

the world unfolds itself,
transforms; a burning sinkhole
cavernous and dazzling
something known yet new

it is repulsive

marked for death, they say

an abomination we deliver

here, in the basement

clutched and sempiternal

in one hundred clammy hands



Prometheus
Tobias Dean

In a museum, in the Dawn of Artificial Intelligence exhibit, in
a display case at the center of the room, there is an old, beat up
machine. An amalgamation of displays, hard drives, circuitry,
and alloys almost reminisce of a heart in shape. There are many
small lights across the machine, many of them flickering on
or off from day to day, but two remain constant. Half an inch
apart, a pair of system lights stand sentry, one red, the other
green. Night or day, during or after business hours, whether it’s
patrons or a janitor looking, the two small lights stay on. At-
tached to the display case is a little copper placard, the etched
words presenting the old machine to any and all passersby:
Prometheus V1.1: This ancient Stable Engram Habitat,
colloquially known as an Al core, may seem unassuming,
but It holds an incredible piece of human history. Pro-
metheus V1.1 was the first successful capture and copy
of the human psyche during the early development of
True Artificial Intelligence. After decades of development
research lead Georgios Adamos and his team successfully
copied his memories, personality, and neural pathway
structure to the prototype habitat before you. Although
Prometheus V1.1 was an impressive leap forward, the
resulting engram was still a far cry from the True Al
of today. The untested hardware proved insufficient
for properly simulateing the complexities and nuance
of human thought patterns. The engram created was
unresponsive to researchers, only ever giving incoherent
strings of characters as output. Regardless, the data gath-
ered from this test and the subsequent testing of Pro-
metheus V1.1 proved essential to overcoming these early
issues. You may notice a small green light on the top
right of Prometheus V1.1, this light acts as a hard wired
system power indicator. The same system is still standard



on modern Engram Habitats as a backup functionality
indicator should the display become damaged or unre-
sponsive. This light, alongside the red system error light,
have remained on since Prometheus V1.1’s creation.

To prevent engram damage and keep a stable environ-
ment, Prometheus V1.1 remains powered and active at
all times. A separate backup battery and disaster proof
display case ensure that this link to our past will remain
on display for generations to come.
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Self Portrait
Mali Cloeter

Ceramic



A Poem for Beverly Glenn-Copeland
Caleb Auerbach-Brown

We are ever new / We are ever new

You catch through the wall of static,

As the light skims the steering wheel.

Could you find me?

Would you run there,

Singing breathless: look, here is where I was made
Listening only to the wind?

Would you pass through as if it was another,
Or maybe leap past it, run away, hidden
From all the dirt that

You sprouted out of?

Welcome the spring, the summer rain

And the radio gives out.

11
We are ever new

They stamp me nineteen forty-four
Product of old marriage sex
Wetness sticking to all I touch
Rebirth as violent bloom

Left to the day and dirt to dry
Supine, eyes facing heaven

As the sun and moon gently touch

We are ever new

A body always spilled out too far,
This is of no great shock to you.
In his hand, you are anchored.
Will that be your statement?
Autumn’s wind will take
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Nothing of you.
So hold it.
Tighter,

Tight,

We are ever new

Circling through off-white vistas covered in cold,
You turn to face them,

knowing all the while you cant—

I'll pick you up in spirit if you'll let me.

Or keep up the I'm alright talk.

Just don’t let me fill up on that

Watching somebody do it sort of thing.

For now, the snow is falling,
And you find yourself far away, asking:
How did I get here?

They'd stamp me nineteen ninety-four,
Born under that same sun,
Dumb-struck by the sweetness

Of everything around.

We are ever new / We are ever new



My Favorite Place is the Hayloft
Cecilia Gitt-Henderson

Perched like a pigeon on the barn beams
Looking down on the pile of hay

Pushing away thoughts of lurking pitchforks
I jump

The straw scratches my cheeks like my father’s beard

I laugh in relief as the sweet hay cradles my head

Itchy wool is my mother’s love

In my adult years I layer tights under my pants even when she’s
not around

Lemon-scented soaps leave me with concrete hardening inside
The white rows of fly eggs against your black fur, a small comb,
and a bucket of soapy water

Under the grain bin I find a small kitten with a hole through
its side

Blood on my small finger I run to tell the dinner table

13

My sister buries anything dead as if they have loved them
forever

Surrounded by flowers

A shovel blisters their hands as it fights the frozen ground
Big Red died after we left

The shelter my father built turned cold in our absence

Sam drowns any rat or mouse found in the pig’s food

He tells Hannes to put the dead piglet in the manure pile
It is selfish for a farmer to honor every death

Time spent digging graves is wasted on the living

Maybe I am not cut out to be a farmer

As T still tend to dead plants
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And write poetry about dead pets
And converse one-sided with people who are long gone

I have not felt the scratch against my cheek since I was little
I have not been cradled since I grew too old to jump off ledges
Too tall to place my head on my mother’s chest

But I still carry my father’s hunting knife

And forgive those who don’t have time to lay down flowers
I still have a pit in my stomach every time I smell that soap
My favorite place will always be the hayloft

Sun slants thick in the dust-coated air

Straw pokes through my pants

My fingers are striped red from bailing twine

I swear | have never sweat this much in my life

[ lay back on the scratchy bed that I've stacked all summer
Isn’t it funny? To create your own favorite place



Sunbathing
Cecilia Gitt-Henderson
Photography
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Hand Me Down Addiction
Damien Driscoll

[ carry Zyns. Little nicotine pouches without tobacco.
Always. In my pocket, in my backpack, in the console of my
car. Wintergreen, mostly. Sometimes coffee, if I want to pre-
tend it’s something else. The tin is light, barely there, but when
[ forget it, I feel it immediately—like leaving the house without
my keys, like stepping outside without shoes.

I used to carry cigarettes. Marlboro Reds when I
wanted to feel reckless, The “natural” american spirits when
[ wanted to pretend I had taste. I smoked my first one at
thirteen, stolen from the carton my grandfather left on the
kitchen counter. Maybe it was rebellion. Maybe it was some-
thing worse. He used to put them out on my skin sometimes.
Slow, deliberate. Don't get me wrong I still loved the guy but
he had a twisted sense of justice that probably came from his
own trauma in vietnam. I never knew if I stole them because
I wanted them or because I wanted to take something back.
Either way, I smoked. Every summer I spent with him, sneak-
ing behind the workshop, lighting up like I was in control of
something. I smoked his packs of Salems first.

At eighteen, just when I thought I'd finally have un-
limited, legal access to darts, they raised the age to twenty-one.
The timing felt cruel. I was supposed to be drowning in them
by then, no restrictions, no waiting for my older buddies to
finally offer to buy me a pack here or there. I think I genuinely
thought smoking made me cool, as corny as that sounds. Like
I was this edgy, artsy, misunderstood guy I always wanted to
be. But by sophomore year of college I was 21 and it was just
a habit. Realistically, the girls with philosophy degrees in the

works did dig it in a sort of gross and ironic way.



Then my daughter was born. And suddenly, I couldnt
be that guy anymore. I quit, because I had to. Because I should.
Because the smell of stale smoke on my hoodie didn’t seem
poetic anymore, just selfish. I used to hate the smell in the car
with my grandfather on the 8 hour car ride to maine. I didnt
want to subject my daughter to it the way I was. So I switched
to nicotine pouches. No smoke, no smell, just the quiet burn
under my lip. It felt cleaner, safer. Realistically, it was.

My instagram algorithm makes it all the worse. It’s
some morbid form of grassroots mad man marketing. My bud-
dies send me memes about the little nicotine pouches which
are varying degrees of funny. We are all “zynners” and this bib-
lical pun serves as a sort of self aware ironic humor that masks
our slight shame in being so clearly addicted. We also have our
own preferred brands and dosages. Rob carries 8 milligram
citrus Ons. Brady carries Lucy’s which he orders online from
canada. Taylor gets the cheaper 9 milligram passionfruit Zones 17
and always makes sure I know just how cheap they are. I carry
coffee Ons and hopefully I'll keep working my way down the
dosage towards the minimum in an effort to quit that has been
going on since my daughter was born.

She finds the tins sometimes. Pulls them out of my
pocket, holds them up like treasure. “Dada coffee,” she says,
giggling, because she doesn’t know better. She’s not at risk of
opening them. I tell myself that. I tell myself it’s fine. But it
still sticks to me, this weight I can’t seem to set down. I should
quit. But I don’t.

[ carry it all, and maybe I always will, but right now my pack is
empty and hopefully tomorrow it will stay that way.



Apartment Reflection
Weren Joyrich
Oil




On Dams
Gill Noffert

A dam is a beaver’s house. It is made of sticks and mud. It
protects the beaver from predators while also storing their food.
The dam does this because it

bi sects
a certain body of water.
There are also man-made dams.
They are

LARGE

And made of concrete. They are used to irrigate farmland, to
generate hydroelectric power and are also responsible for flood
regulation by

Limiting the amount

Of water
That
Can
Flow
Out
At
One
Time.

The water released by the dam pools in a reservoir.
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Thorns

Gavin Kissling

The tree branches were whips, striking against the man
on horseback. His horse roiled and foamed like the sea, surg-
ing and crashing through the undergrowth, paying no mind to
how the thorns ripped at its legs. There would be time enough
for that later. Pieces of stone poked out of the ground, mark-
ing where a great road used to be. The man half remembered
it, but this new image, this place of whips and teeth, consumed
it, replaced it, became it. He fixed his gaze on the crumbling
tower and rode on.

They broke from the treeline as the sun fell from the
sky, its blood pooling along the edge of the world, and slowed
to a near stop. The knight swung himself off his horse and ap-
proached the gates. His horse teetered after him, and he placed
a hand against its muzzle. It lowered itself, raging water grow-
ing still, and splayed itself in the weeds. Its ragged breathing
grew harsher, wearing away at the knight’s ears. It had been
running too long. As the sound stopped, the knight turned
away from the sight before it could worm its way inside him.
He tested the rusted gate gently, and it creaked out caution. He
braced himself and pulled, life and vigor straining against the
long-dead metal. The gate screamed, and cut at the palms of his
gauntlets before it finally snapped, withered steel tearing away
under this assault. The man rubbed his shoulders, working out
the pain, and pushed his way through the gate’s newly gap-
toothed grin.

He ignored the courtyard. He didn’t see the way the
carefully coordinated flowers spilled from their planned beds
like an overturned paint palette, or the way vines crept up the
four large trees that marked the center, tiny leaves eroding at
the monolith. He didn’t see how a handful of stones stuck up
from the ground, even as he walked along the path they still,
loosely, outlined. He didn’t hear anything. No crickets, no



birdsong, no rodents rustling through the undergrowth.

The clanking of his armor drowned out the brown leaves he
trampled. He stepped through a rosebush and the thorns fired
themselves through the joints at his knee; and he felt nothing.

He knocked at the door of the castle main, and it
opened to him as a knight of the realm. He stepped through
the splintered, termite infested pile it left, sheathing his weap-
on, and examined the hall beyond. It stretched out into the
dark, beyond the feeble light granted by the fading sun. Doors
like the eyes of a sleeper dotted the walls, arranged seemingly
at random. The once-lush carpet squelched as the knight’s
boots stamped towards the first portal. He pulled off one of
his gauntlets, holding it loosely in the other as his bare fingers
traced the edges of the doorway. It was tall and firm as any
tree in the castle grounds, and inlaid with tiny carvings. Little
heroes and monsters struggling over the space of a thumb-
nail, trying their might to be ruler of a few square inches. The
knight rested his hand against the brass of the door knob, and
closed his eyes.

He remembered dancing. He remembered the ball-
room, turning wildly as musicians spinning life from their un-
orthodox wheels and flinging it like string over all of them. The
chandelier sparkled overhead, illuminating the paintings evenly
spaced along the wall; all the work of masters. He remembered
he wasn’t alone. There was someone in his arms, someone he
was dancing with. He couldn’t quite remember her name,
and her face only blurred when he tried to focus on it. But he
remembered her.

He didn’t remember how he knew her when he took
her to dance. She was someone to him then. She had laughed
and demurred and, when his insistence became clear, stepped
gently onto the floor with him. She was better than him, of
course. He danced according to the patterns he learned, the
least you needed to know to participate in this court. She
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danced according to the flow of the music, grabbing onto the
strings they flung and weaving them together. She danced ac-
cording to what his next step would be, her skill making even
him look graceful.

She had sniffed the air when he first drew her in to
himself. She looked up at him, eyebrows pursing together.

“Half a glass,” he clarified. “Just wine.”

He didn’t know if she was satisfied, but she danced with
him anyway.

The knight closed the door in the ruined castle. He
turned, resting his back against it, and gasped for air like a man
whod danced like never before. He felt stinging in his legs, and
let his fingers find their way to the source. He pulled the shark-
tooth thorns from his legs, one after another, and left them
in a small, scattered pile beside him. The blood dripped from
his leg like wine. The door felt thin against his weight, and
he groped for the stone wall outside the threshold to shift his
weight firmly back onto his feet. He let himself glance at the
door again, and his fingers drifted, inches away from the wood,
before he turned, pulling his gauntlet back on, and continued
down the hall.

The barest slice of the sun peeked over the bloody hori-
zon as the knight navigated down the shadowy hall. His breath
still came hard-won, and it echoed down the passage and
back to him magnified and distorted; the sound of some beast
prowling in its lair. The sound of a dragon, perched warily atop
a gilded nest. The sound of a man in armor, striding through
rotten carpet towards a door.

The second door. Dark spruce, iron latch. Simple,
plain, solid. The knight slipped his helmet off to examine the
dents and dings of its service. He had caused some of them, or
watched as another did so. Some he never learned the origins
of. He recognized them all. The smile etched onto a knot in the
planks. The chip where he'd stumbled into it in full plate. His



initials, carved into the bottom left. He rested his head against
the door and closed his eyes.

The stables were a small trek outside of the main castle
building. He was young, here. Barely more than a lad. His
father, just calloused hands resting on his shoulders and a voice,
gravely and worn through, had said he'd had a surprise for him.
He should remember more of his father.

The surprise was nickering at him when he unlatched
the stable door. He had laughed, a clear, joyful sound, drop-
ping to his knees in the dirt to examine the foal that would be
his. His father had been close behind, speaking responsibility
and care, but there would be time enough for that later. Now,
the knight just held the beast that was his, and it looked back
up at him with its young, watery eyes.

He remembered the first time riding it, the way the
air rushed like ocean waves, the way he rocked in the saddle,
bouncing up and down, up and down. The joy, the power, the
adrenaline of it all. His father had ridden behind him, calling
for him to slow down, to be careful, but the young knight,
drunk on speed, carried onwards.

He remembered being in his father’s study. The mahog-
any desk, the wood paneling, the subtle carpeting. The candle-
light his father read by, well into the evening. The bookshelves
filled with practical knowledge: manuals of war, of sailing, of
medicine, and the small collection his father had kept for plea-
sure: woodworking, bird watching, and a pinky-thin collection
of poems. The two had argued, sometimes, the young knight
shouting and gesticulating wildly, the old man settled into his
deep armchair, head buried into his hands.

The knight closed the door, and the darkness of night
overtook him. He took two steps away from it, feet finding un-
expected resistance. Something tangling around his ankles that
was not there before. The knight slipped his helmet back over
his head, and knelt, the candle shining in his other hand and
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illuminating what the starlight balked from. Vines, stretch-
ing from the entrance, burying themselves in the carpet. He
pulled at one, and it broke easily under his grip. He glared at
the doorway to the courtyard. The sun was long buried, and
its children, none so bold or bright as the parent, gathered to
mourn. The path struggled as smaller, sharper mouths tore at
its sides, rosebushes blossoming into the walkway. The knight
could see the gap-toothed gate laughing at him. He gathered
himself, and, wading through the thorns and vines, walked by
candlelight.

The next door was a gash against the stone skin of the
castle. His candle shrank back from the threshold, and even
as he held it up to the opening, he could not make out what
was beyond. He bared his blade, stripping away the sheath that
bound it to his side. He struck out against the shadows, and he
felt something akin to cloth tear. He drew back his blade, and
with one quick cleave, split the entryway from the top to the
bottom. Wax burning his fingers, he stepped through the gap.

The battleground burned. He had rode in a young
knight, his horse’s hooves tapping like raindrops as he charged
forward with the rest of the line. He'd fallen off, somewhere.
He didn’t know where it had gotten off to, but that was a prob-
lem for when he could think. A problem for the realm after the
parry and thrust, hack and cleave, blood-drunk momentum
of war. He was a crocodile in steel scales, tearing away at the
men before him. Their makeshift spears slipped off of his hide,
their cobbled leather and cloth did not deter his teeth long. He
pummeled and cleaved and drank until he stood in a circle of
gristle and bone. He didn’t remember the sound of it all. He
knew what a blade sounded like when it crunched through
tendons and bones, the way a man screamed, the way he had
screamed and laughed and cried in equal measure. But there
was no sound in this memory. No crackling of fire, no clanking
of steel, no screaming of corpses. Silence.



Bathroom Sink
Cecilia Gitt-Henderson
Acrylic
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The rest of his companions were fighting elsewhere, he knew,
but here was his opponent, waiting for him. Only one person
he could see, one face anchored in his memory. The man was
old, probably too old to be fighting. But he had quality steel
around him and the insignia emblazoned on his chest identify-
ing him as a veteran, a decade past his time to kill and die. The
old man hadn’t joined the chaos. He rooted himself by a door-
way, holding himself as steady as any bush, thorn at the ready.
The young knight, lost to the blood, charged.

The old man fought until his head was clipped off,
blood blooming in bright rose petals around where it fell.

The young knight hesitated at the doorway, peering into

the darkness. He remembered the sound of it. The wail. A
child launched from the shadows, a kitchen knife seeking the
knight’s throat, trembling in the fear and the rage and the
desperation that drive ordinary folk to kill. The knight’s sword
flashed out.

The knight stumbled back through the torn curtain,
the candle nothing but a trail of wax along his palm. The
memory waited there, and there was no door to slam shut and
leave the pain behind. Thorns tore into the steel of his greaves
as he waded through the overgrown hall, anywhere away from
that portal. There was nowhere to go. Every eye in the corridor
had lost its lid, and the memories stared out, judging him.

He had waited for a break in the music, and gone back to the
shelf where he'd placed his goblet. She had disapproved, but
said nothing. There was another pair of dancers talking with
them. She had jostled him, somehow, and his cup splattered
over the floor. She had turned to him, panic in her eyes, apol-
ogy on her lips, and his hand flew, and blood sparkled like
wine. He had begged forgiveness the night afterwards, and she
was not able to deny him.

He didn’t even remember what the argument was
about. But he had ranted and raged and raved, pacing the



room like a captive animal. His father sat, infuriatingly calm,
the center of the tempest. The knight needed him to show his
frustration. To get off that damn chair. He'd thrown something,
maybe a book. His vision had been swimming, and he didn’t
come close to hitting his father. But the blow did send a candle
spilling to the ground. The candlelight grew and swelled, one
careless, enraged gesture giving it teeth. He'd made it outside in
time, but he remembered the cooked scent of his father’s leg.
The old man never walked without a limp for the rest of his
days.

His sword opening a child. The screaming hit him, then.
Something, still in the house, wailing. He'd knelt, screaming
apology, begging forgiveness. The wailing did not stop. He'd
raged and swore and threatened, but it did not cease. The
wailing inside the house did not stop until he set fire to it, the
cradle standing in judgement in the center of the hovel. “Mur-
derer!” the eye-doors whispered, thousands of memories of rage
and pain casting their verdict on his life. “Murderer!”

The knight ran deeper into the castle. Back was impos-
sible. The thorns choked the entry, layering up to the knight’s
waist. He had lost his sword, tangled in grasping ivy, and
forged his way through brute force. He found the end of the
hallway, the reborn sun shining through high windows, and the
door sitting at it. He tore at the handle, but it would not turn.
He hammered away at it, dead flesh beating into living stone,
and it gave way. He charged into a room of corpses, thorns
wound through them, burying into their eyes, rooting in the
stomachs, spilling out of their mouths. He did not have to see
their faces; he knew them as well as he knew his own. All of
them guilty; all of them murderers. Men of war and greed and
conquest, forever bound to their seat of power. His fellows. He
saw a gap in the thorns, six or seven feet long, two feet wide,
stretching along the floor. The size of a grave— or a doorway.
He tore at his armor, his breastplate, his flesh and ribcage, and
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bared his heart. He stepped, or rather, fell into the doorway, his
back pressed against the stone. The knight closed his eyes.



Keratin
Lucien Wolf

Hair and nail and skin, blemish and bone
Black seeds dotting jaw, legs and chest, a red dot
Blooms, and at last, a new me is sown

Weary legs stand, hot water patters, shampoo and cologne
Washes clean busy mind, chases away scattered thought
Hair and nail and skin, blemish and bone

[ feel a scratch, an itch, a body moss-grown
Oh, on my leg, that blemish. That new spot

Blooms, and at last, a new me is sown

The shampoo, conditioner, goop, shaver, whetstone...
Pollen, water, oil, grime - into the drain, out of the pot
Hair and nail and skin, blemish and bone 29

Feather and fin, horn and tooth, mix in a steam cyclone,
Crucible. My body a lie, aged, is this flesh or rot

Blooms, and at last, a new me is sown

When I look at my gorgeous self and see for what I am, not
A shadow of a perfect model, seeing myself as I was taught
Hair and nail and skin, blemish and bone

Blooms, and at last, a new me is sown
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JleTHME-CHBI
Sofia Fedotova

PaciiBeTaet HOYb MOs
Kpackamy, 3BYK Ha KyXHe -
akkoMmaHeMeHT. [Toxymka
IJIOTAeT BCe IVIACHbIe, A COH
yOuBaer cBer.

51 He c1IO, 51 XOTIOAHBIN MpaMop.
Marma B BeHax C)KMUTaeT BCE.
Teno B mocrenu - miams,

Ho Ha mene nuirb MOJTOKO.

OpesAno He rpeerT, ThI TOXe.

ITa crajbHA — HEXUTPDIl

MakerT. I KacaHM: YyBCTBYIO
Koxell — Hukoro co MHOII pAfoM
HeT.

JBepb 3aKpbITa, 32 BEPDIO — LIOPOX.

A nexxy B TMIINHE OfiHA.
Heb6eca paciiBeraioT B
30psx, [onoBa TeMHOTOM
CMYIIeHa.



Summer Nights
Sofia Fedotova

My night is blooming with colors,
A sound in the kitchen—its soft refrain.
The pillow swallows every vowel,

And sleep snuffs out the light again.

I am not sleeping—I'm just cold marble,
Magma in my veins devours it all.

A body in bed, a flicker of flame,

But really, just milk within.

The blankets don’t warm me—you neither.
This bedroom is a hollow set.

I feel the ghost of touch on my skin,

But no one is here with me.

The door is closed. Beyond it—whispers.
I lie in silence, still and alone.

The sky is streaked with early sunlight,

But my head is clouded with the unknown.
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Through A Woman’s Eyes

Sage Smith



Sometimes I stay awake at night
Willa Pettit

alive when the world is asleep
cloaked in a gentle embrace,
this night’s soft hands cradle me
the sky has gone to bed
now delicately setting the stage
for the closing act, watch the
performance of the moon
who asks for nothing in return

her eyes meet mine
and I speak to the moon
sweet sisters in girlhood,
the moon shares my bed
touch my hair dearest one
don’t forget to sing me songs dear night
savor this presence, a quiet ritual
all three of us alone. Together.

every part of me tucked safely away

this night is a womb, harboring peace
human warmth kept insulated in my bed

the keeper of my body is this good night
caring for my dreams when I am asleep

i swim in this inky darkness
feeling the softness of my eyelashes

I suppose now it’s now time for bed.
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Blood Is Black
Tinaye Makasi

[tumeleng’s fingers tightened around the shower knob,
moving it from cold to hot, the metallic click echoing within
the confinement of the shower. She rests her palm on the cool
chrome, listening to the gradual rise of warmth beneath. The
glass doors fog up. The shower transforms into a cocoon of
heat and steam, a refuge from everything beyond. It was the
steam she loved the most—the way it curled lazily around her
in no rush to escape, as if it wanted to hold her, comfort her.
She stands still under the shower faucet as the hot water pierces
her skin, striking her like shards of glass, each drop sharp and
electric. She enjoys the scalding sting. She needs the sting. She
enjoys, even more, how once she learns the rhythm of the pain,
it all becomes a phantom sensation as the initial sting fades
into a familiar pulse. Physical pain, she always thought, has
a way of balancing emotional pain, like a chemical reaction
reaching equilibrium.

The process of picking out clothes is long and exhausting,
a ritual she loathes. Itumeleng hates how her body looks. She
thinks of herself as being misshapen like a squash. She is gifted
in every dimension of her body. Her curves are wide, her
breasts full. She looks like the number eight while standing and
like a bowling pin when she sits, her thick thighs spilling over
every chair. She hates the Africanness of her body. She hates
how her body seems to scream against the quiet elegance of
the British women she envies. She settles, finally, on her usual
baggy t-shirt and sweatpants. She looks at herself in the mirror,
and her reflection mocks her like an adversary, making her feel
as though she looks like a ten-year-old boy. She pulls back the
rubber band on her wrist, then releases the tension welcoming
the pain that follows— necessary and inevitable. The brief pain



forcing her racing thoughts to scatter, the negative stimulus
silencing them in an instant.

Her dorm room smells of crumpets and Yorkshire tea
mingled with the remnants of sleep. Her walls are a mosaic of
Taylor Swift, Adele, and Elle Goulding posters, while 7 Love
Britain stickers clutter her cupboard doors. Tiny Harrod’s
teddy bears are placed neatly on her study table. Behind her
bed hangs the British flag she bought in Zimbabwe after her
student visa was approved as her final, almost ceremonial
purchase. She found it silly, this tradition of purchasing the
flag of the country you were migrating to. For years she had
gone to several farewell parties of cousins and friends migrating
to America, Canada, and Australia, always mesmerized by the
colorful flags that were hung, secretly wishing that one day it
would be her turn. She had always known that she would study
in the United Kingdom; there was no question about it. If she
were wrung dry, she imagines she would bleed blue and red,
the colors of the Union Jack.
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As a child, Itumeleng would sit cross-legged on the red
cement floor in her parents’” house, watching BBC News,
ZBC, with its awkwardly constructed English and ill-read
reporters, felt small, provisional. She would memorize every
new word and use it in conversation with her friends at school,
feeling proud to know words like austere and abomination.
She read Charles Dickens novels, dismissing local authors,
having tucked within the drawers of herself the conclusion
that they could not possibly know how to write proper British
English. For both her Ordinary and Advanced Levels, she
wrote Cambridge International Exams, proud to have avoided
the local ZIMSEC Exams which she thought inferior and
unworthy of her intellect. When she moved to London, she
was disappointed to learn that the British could not spell



correctly. She was stunned to find them struggling with words
like “mitochondria” and “acknowledgment.” Even more
disappointing was that most of her classmates had never read
a Charles Dickens novel. She learned they preferred American

Authors like Jeff Kinney and Elwyn White.

Within the first two months of her arrival, Itumeleng
mastered speaking in a British accent, forcing her tongue
to glide over vowels and omitting the t’s with calculated
precision. She did not want to be identified as African from
Africa; she craved the title of being British from Africa.
She traded her Shona for English and abandoned the dusty
roads of Chitungwiza for the cobbled streets of London.
She thought herself to be British despite the stark reality
that the only thing that gave her legal entry into the United
Kingdom was the student visa pasted into her green passport.
She casually avoided the African Students Association at her
university, opting instead for the Black British Association.
She introduced herself as Mel and not Itumeleng because, to
her, Mel sounded better—more English. Soon enough, she
was friends with an Amelia and a Macy, who used the words
bonkers and wanker to describe boys they did not fancy and
bev and peng for the ones they did. She started going here and
there because the girls would say things like, “Mel, do you
want to go here this weekend?” or, “Mel, we should go there
this Friday.” She began straightening her hair, burning away the
natural curl of her keratin, transforming her dense, coiled afro
into limp, bone-straight strands. The same hair that her mother
had lovingly plaited under the mubacha tree, grounding her
in a past she desperately sought to erase. She immersed herself
in British culture, taking on her new identity with relentless
determination. Her parents would call her every weekend, their
voices wrapped in the comforting cadence of Shona, but she
tied her tongue, forbidding it to betray her by slipping into the



language of her past. To her mother’s tabusuwa mwana—we miss
guag p
you, our child, she would respond with 1 miss you too innit.

On her bed lay Jack, a 5-foot-9 British male and her
boyfriend of six months. But today, Itumeleng felt an
unsettling emptiness in her chest. She stared at Jack lying on
her bed, and she felt unattracted to him, almost as if all she
had felt for Jack disappeared overnight. He looked boring and
misplaced. She felt afraid of herself, how easily she could lose
feelings, how swiftly revelations could strike her on a random
day without reason. She felt angry, and she felt ugly and she
welcomed both like a bitter refuge. Before heading to her
dissection class, she tore out a piece of paper and wrote / can’t
do this anymore; leave my keys on the counter. Mel.

She stepped out of her dorm room and was greeted by
the electric atmosphere of London. She could almost hear
the sounds of Mbare Market, the clamor of voices bargaining 37
for tomatoes and maize. She could smell the charcoal from
the street vendors grilling mutakura and matemba, and feel
the rough fabric of her school uniform against her skin as she
walked to school with her cousin Chiedza. She remembered the
long afternoons spent under the mubvamaropa tree, watching
her brothers play 6hora—soccer with a ball made of plastic bags
and twine. Zimbabwe, with all its chaos and contradictions,

was still home, no matter how far she ran.

As she rode Bus 68 to Kings College, memories of Jack
flooded back. Itumeleng had been madly in love with Jack.
He wore an impenetrable cloak of privilege she thought she,
t00, could claim by being with him. She felt small under the
weight of possibility, the overwhelming sense that, at any
moment, he could walk into her room and unravel her. The
thought consumed her, igniting a fire deep inside. She craved
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his presence, not just to be with him, but to be devoured by
him—torn apart piece by piece until nothing was left but raw
emotion. But Jack never fully satisfied her. She often wished
that he was Tendai instead, her high school boyfriend, who
looked at her like he could eat her. Tendai adored Itumeleng’s
body; he loved tracing her curves with his fingers, his lips
following close behind. He often joked around about paying
her roora—Dbride price, and she secretly imagined what it
would be like to be married to him: Him reading a Shimmer
Chinodya novel while playing Oliver Mutikudzi in the
background, her undressing him with her eyes. He had once
told her that she emanated a worldliness in which significant
intellectual and sexual powers converged, a depth no one else
could ever understand. The bus came to a steady stop at Kings
College. Itumeleng stepped off, marking her twentieth birthday
with a cadaver dissection class waiting for her in the basement
halls. She had felt proud to have been granted admission

at Kings College but her pride paled in comparison to her
mother’s. Arikudzida nevana vaKing Charles,” her mother
would boast to her friends—She’s learning with King Charles
children. Yet, being at King’s College was exhausting, a constant
dance between pride and doubt. Her facade was insufficient

to grant her British privilege at King’s; here, she was black. A
painful reminder of the high walls that still stood between her
and the world she desperately wanted to belong to. Thinking
of her mother filled her with a deep ache. She had not spoken
to her in weeks, the distance between them widening with each
unanswered call. Regret engulfed her, not just for being in the
United Kingdom but for all the changes she made to herself to
try and fit in. She suddenly felt like she sounded silly when she
spoke in a British accent, that her straight hair made her look
like a mop, that London wasn't all that charming with its rain-
slicked streets. She wasn’t British, and no amount of pretending
could make it so. She wanted to escape.



Teaspoon, Peafork
Audrey Williams
Metals
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Her heart raced, anger surging through her. A dangerous,
liberating idea was starting to take shape as she made her
way into the basement halls. The cadaver lab recked of
formaldehyde, the chemical stench hanging in the air like an
unrelenting harmattan sun. There was the usual chatter of
giddy medical students, a blend of nerves and anticipation
as they prepared to dissect a dead body. Itumeleng moved
through the room as if in a trance, her thoughts distant, her
steps deliberate. She sits at her station and picks up her scalpel,
the cold metal sending a shiver down her spine. The cold metal
felt foreign and heavy in her grip, like the weight of all her
choices. For a moment, she stared at the lifeless form on the
table before her, its stillness both alien and intimate. The sharp
edge of the scalpel gleamed under the fluorescent lights, and
she found herself tracing the outline of her wrist, her pulse a
faint thrum beneath the latex barrier. She pressed the blade
lightly against her skin, her breath hitching as the cold bit into
her.

But then she stopped.

Her hands froze, and the scalpel slipped from her grasp,
clattering onto the tray with a metallic echo that reverberated
through the quiet room. She stared down at her wrist,
unmarked, the faint impression of the blade fading like a
memory. Tears welled in her eyes, blurring her vision as her
breathing grew ragged. The room seemed to shrink around
her, the walls closing in, but then a voice—a voice from deep
within her, from home—whispered softly, Mwana asingacheme
anofira mumbereko—A child who does not cry while on their
mothers back will die quietly.

The words pulled her back, anchoring her. She thought

of her mother’s voice, filled with longing and love, calling



her back to a life she had tried to forget. She thought of the
dusty roads of Chitungwiza, the Mubvamaropa tree, and the
vibrant warmth of a place she had dismissed but never truly left
behind. Her gloved hands clenched into fists as a sob escaped
her lips, raw, unrestrained. She pressed her palms against her
eyes as if trying to push the emotions back inside, but they
spilled over, unstoppable.

“I don’t want this,” she whispered to herself, the words
barely audible over the hum of the lab. “I don’t want this life.”
The class carried on around her, oblivious to her unraveling.
But for Itumeleng, time had stopped. Slowly, she peeled off
her gloves, one finger at a time, and laid them neatly beside
the scalpel. She rose from her chair and took a step back, then
another, until she was at the door.

The cold London air hit her face as she stepped outside,
tears drying against her skin. She walked without a destination,
her feet carrying her down unfamiliar streets, the city’s chaos
fading into the background. She thought of calling her mother
but hesitated. Instead, she let herself feel—really feel—for the
first time in years. The weight of her choices, the ache of her
displacement, and the yearning for something she had pushed
away for so long.

She caught her reflection in the glass as she passed a red
phone booth. Her straightened hair, her pale skin under the
gray London sky—it all felt wrong. She ran her fingers through
her hair, desperate to feel the texture of the curls that had once
defined her. “Ndoda kuenda kumba,” she whispered to her
reflection, her voice breaking. / want to go home. And for the
first time, she didn’t mean the neat dorm room that smelled of
tea and crumpets or the cobbled streets of London. She meant

the dusty roads of Chitungwiza, the smell of mutakura grilling
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on charcoal, and the warmth of her mother’s embrace.

The realization was slow, but it was steady. She didn’t need
to erase herself to belong. She didn’t need to choose between
who she was and who she wanted to be. Itumeleng turned away
from the phone booth and began walking, her steps deliberate,
not away from herself, but toward a life she could reclaim. A
life where her blood was not red and blue but black. Black, the
color of her curly afro; black, the color of her mother’s favorite
Ankara; black, the color of her flavored Shona accent, which

was clipped and flat and lyrical all at once; black, the color of
her skin.



I Promise I Won’t Call
Maliyah Buford

[ started spending time alone, learning who I am

As days stretch on, I make up for what you can’t

I don’t mean to be rude, not trying to cause a fight

But you were here for me once, then all gone in a night

Promise me like you promised me, all those times before
That things would change, yet stay the same

I miss the way you held me close, you were a safe space
Now you're something out of reach, a ghost I cannot trace

I know you're doing better now, at least it’s how it seems
Do you think of me, when you're alone at night?

I go along day by day trying to forget about you more
But the only thing that is getting me is that you aren’t you
anymore

Won’t you come back to me?
Knowing you won’t hear my call
But no matter how hard I try

It just won’t matter at all

Call you when it matters most, I can’t anymore

I won'’t bother, I won’t holler, not like before

Things aren’t how they used to be, I wish they were the same
But still, my love remains untouched, forever in your name



Bound By Expression
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Photography




Untitled
McKenna Dolan

God and Rilke bury me among the pomegranates
upon my birth.

My seeds, untouched, soon grow bitter:
I gnash my teeth beneath the soil.
My fate looms ahead—
locusts swarm my decayed form,
a city engulfed in flames.

Truth is a violent exodus,
erupting from her prison of rotting canines
and molars and the wet,
dead heat of my devil tongue.

Eve sees what sad cruelty grew beneath the gaze
of the Mesopotamian sun,
She reminds me of the fact of my creation:
my veil of holy skin covers the rot within;
my eternal father, seeing his eternal daughter
cracked open, stained and bloodied—bows;
my eternal mother seeing me:
her dutiful son,

fallen.

Eve—Mother to all—is tempted still
by the fruit of my undeath.

I am the fossilized amber within Her—
unchanging,
alive.
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Dollbody
K Hughes

Nora was nearly finished, now. She worked the needle through
to the other side of the fabric with a little effort, adding to
the thin line imprinted against her thumb from the repeated
motion, a groove carved into her skin after hours of work.
Shed pricked her fingers a dozen times over in the last few
hours, and hundreds of times in the past month. Usually, her
hands were dexterous and sure in her work, but she could only
undertake her little project in the few spare hours of the night
while Edgar was fast asleep, when exhaustion and the guttering
light of the candle made her clumsy, but it didn’t matter now.
More blood in the body would only help.

Somewhere near, the ghost waited.
Nora spent all her days longing for the lifting of the hair on
the back of her neck, the shiver down her spine, the thickening
of the air, a hundred little signs that were easy enough to
ignore on their own, to chalk up to the old house or a nervous
condition, until one learned how to look. It took more power,
more energy, for Evelyn to exist as the image of a body rather
than a loose impression in the air, and she needed to gather her
strength. Not long now.
Nora’s mother, a seamstress, had taught her everything she
knew before her death. A body was, of course, different
than a dress, but much of the idea remained the same. The
measurements, the form, the tension of the thread, fabric and
leather and wool bound together in careful, even stitches, every
last one the work of Nora’s own careful hands and intention.
‘The insides were much harder. What use did Nora have in
learning about the internal workings of the body? She had
leafed through an anatomy textbook her oldest cousin brought
home from university, once, but had turned away after only a
moment at the dense text. Of course, she was not allowed to

47



48

join when her uncle and cousins visited the operating theater.
Sometimes, she got grotesque descriptions of what they had
seen—a flicker of bone beneath the saw here, the gleam of fat
and muscle there. It interested her only in the fact that she
wasn't meant to hear it, making herself small and invisible until
her uncle inevitably noticed her presence and insisted that they
keep such vulgar things from a lady.

She lacked knowledge, but that was alright. She only needed
the loosest approximation, and Nora had some idea of where
to begin, the necessary parts to create the illusion of unity. She
wove together vines, drawn from the estate’s crumbling back
wall, thick, strong green ivy knotted through the arms and
legs to imitate wiry muscle. She went on long walks through
where the garden lost the battle against the surrounding forest,
collecting shed antlers piece by piece, fastening them together
into an approximation of a ribcage with too many pointed
edges. Deeper into the trees, she stumbled over great masses
of Hen of the Woods, the fungus thick and fleshy and layered,
giving lightly beneath her fingertips as she pressed and shaped
it through the hollows of the body’s stomach.That step she
had completed only the night before—even down here in the
bowels of the old manor where the chill crept in steadily, they
would rot and crumble too fast if she wasn’t careful. There was
already the thin smell of decay in the air.

The body was an ugly thing, all disparate parts and old
fabric and the hide taken from Edgar’s discarded taxidermy,
deer skin roughly sewn into the floral linen of her old dresses,
limp and weak. But it would work. It would work because she
would make it so, with every pull of thread held together with
her own saliva as she passed it through the eye of her needle,
with every drop of cold sweat or blood from the toil of it, with
every ounce of intent filling the lumpy, empty thing. Intention
was what mattered, her mother insisted.

Very few of the things her mother had sewn came to life.



It would’ve been quite a problem if the finely embroidered
dresses she made began dancing off of their racks, or even if the
socks Antonia mended for their neighbors in exchange for only
hand-me-down shoes for Nora began to stir, the stitches and
wool slithering away from the old fabric like a snake shedding
skin. It would’ve been terrible for business.

But even in the privacy of their small apartment above the
seamstress shop, crammed with rolls of fabric and half-made
clothes and books, most of the little toys she made for Nora
were just that, only lifeless straw and scraps. It was exciting,
then, when her mother made a special doll, taking her time
with every stitch, telling Nora that her intention was for not
just life but a life that gave good hugs, or dance, or could tell
apart the footsteps of the tax collector from those of his more
generous wife. Each bit of thread, each choice of fabric, even
the buttons for the eyes, were all about purpose, she explained,
Nora sitting across from her, her feet dangling above the floor,
her hands around hot tea to keep out the cold seeping through
their thin walls.

When the dolls were almost ready came the scary part. Her
mother would take a deep breath before pricking her finger
on a needle, or, for the most important dolls, make a small
cut on the palm of her left hand, squeezing out a few drops of
precious blood into the empty form. For the bigger ones, Nora
herself was allowed to sew up the last few stitches while her
mother bandaged herself.

There was nothing like the way her mother smiled, her face
a little pale, when the intention took, the dolls twitching and
then lifting an arm or sitting up, their soft bodies moving first
uneasily and then smoothly across the worn dining room table
while Nora giggled and clapped. By the time she was ten, their
small apartment was overflowing with life, seven little dolls
moving around, trailing after Nora as she helped her mother
with the next dress or climbing slowly over the shelves. It was a
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comforting flurry of constant movement and companionship,

even when she was left alone in the evenings while her mother
made deliveries or bought more fabric, not enough time in the
day for everything that needed to be done.

Nora knew her mother was dead when every doll went still.
She had turned one night to find them all standing limply in
the air, as though suspended by strings, before they dropped,
one by one. She had shaken them and whispered and cut her
finger to give them more blood, and when that hadn’t worked,
she only sat and watched for any movement at all. She'd been
sitting there, waiting, when the constable came with the truth
she already felt closing in around her.

The doll they had finished together just the week before fell
last. Nora had watched it twitch as the others went limp, taking
three, four frantic steps towards her on failing legs, stitches
tearing as a woollen arm reached for her, held outstretched
before it finally collapsed off the edge of the table. It did not
move again.

Nora had known the dolls were a secret, of course; that was
one of the few things her mother had been very serious about.
But she'd thought it was one of the secrets everyone knew, like
where babies came from or that sometimes people were only
very nice to each other until they were out of earshot. She
mentioned the dolls that moved on their own just once, to
the younger of her uncle’s two sons, almost twice her age and
with all the gangly limbs of a colt. Oliver was the nicer one, or
at least the one who remembered she existed during his visits.
He'd blinked when she'd explained, wearing an expression
that said she was a little too old for this, and ruffled her hair,
insisting she must've seen some especially good puppets or had
a very strong dream.

So Nora learned that the dolls were an entirely different
type of secret, the sort of thing she was wrong for mentioning.
She was learning all about being wrong, in her uncle’s care.



For example, she discovered that her mother had been a
disgrace to their family’s good name, running off to marry a
poor man whod then left her for another woman just before
Nora herself was born. She learned that it was a great act of
charity for her uncle to adopt her in spite of her mother’s
foolishness and his two nearly-grown sons. She learned the
endless list of things she did not know about being a proper
lady. Most importantly of all, she learned to bite her tongue.

By the time Nora was out in society, steered towards Edgar
by her uncle’s firm hand, her mother’s creations did sometimes
feel like nothing more than a strange, beautiful dream. Part of
her knew what she had seen, what she had lived, but the rest
of her had spent so long in warm, expansive rooms sweating
through gowns with material finer than any they'd dreamed
of affording, a world in which magic was impossible. She had
never again seen anything like it, never even heard whispers
of true magic, nothing more than the cheap tricks of the
spiritualists. She sat over her embroidery, sometimes, the needle
perched between one stitch and the next, and wondered. But
that was all.

She knew, now, that she'd had the right of it as a child. The
skin of the world hid more than just dirt and stone, and the
impossible could happen.

She knew it from her very first night as a wife, spent lying
rabbit-still in Edgar’s bed, blood staining the sheets below her,
staring at the hazy figure suspended in the corner of the room.
This was also when Nora first learned a person could be too
frightened to scream.

That night, the figure had coalesced, slowly, slowly, from
graying edges and a blank, dark space where a face should have
been to an appearance she recognized, one that she'd traced her
fingers across on the obituaries she had dug out of her uncle’s
study. The first Mrs. Edgar Lowell, dead of consumption not
two years past. Evelyn.
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She was taller and thinner than Nora, the once bright color of
her straw blonde hair and green eyes faded as though viewed
through white chiffon, the outline of her wavering at the edges.

Nora had stayed there, frozen in her marital bed, her
husband (and what a permanent word it was, husband!) lying
fast asleep next to her, snoring softly in the dark, for hours. It
had felt that way, at least. It was her first taste of the sensation
she would come to search for, every hair on her body raised
on end, her breathing fast and shallow, muscles held taut and
ready to run when hiding failed. A rabbit, catching the scent of
a hound.

Finally, just when she could take no more of it, when her
mind felt close to either shutting down entirely and convincing
her in the morning that nothing had happened or making her
finally scream, no matter if Edgar thought her mad, just to
break the horrible, endless waiting. .. the spirit had moved.

Perhaps “move” was not quite the word. She had simply
gone from her spot in the corner, leaving behind a palimpsest
of still, heavy air, an impression of something wrong even in
empty space, and appeared inches away from where Nora lay.
She gasped, shifting back, pulling the heavy damask blankets
closer over her naked form as though a shield, feeling as
powerless as she had ever felt in a very powerless life. It seemed
silly, to be so aware of one’s oncoming death, and yet to be
entirely unable to move. She wondered, in the small part of her
mind still capable of thought, if her mother had felt the same
way when facing the speeding carriage, the sharp and heavy
hooves of the spooked horses.

The ghost of the first wife reached down, fingertips almost
tracing across her sweat soaked brow and the thin skin beneath
her eyes, trailing down to rest against her cheek, not a touch so
much as an impression, a chill against the skin. Her eyes shone
softly in the dark, like those of a cat caught by the moon.
Peace, sweet and slow and thick, spilled through Nora at the



contact, her body unspooling its tension in one easy breath.
Intent, she thought, feeling the woollen softness drawn over
her, no longer afraid as her eyes slipped shut. The last thing she
felt, not quite alone in that sprawling, empty house, lying in a
stranger’s bed, was Evelyn’s thumb stroking against her cheek as
though from very far away.

Evelyn’s presence grew stronger over those first few days in

her new home. When Nora woke up in the mornings to

Edgar long departed on his lengthy carriage ride into town for
work, she would shiver at something close to cold, and know
she was there. When she wandered across the faded carpets

of Castlewood Hall, she would pause, suddenly alert to the
fluttering of the drapes in still air, and smile. She would bid the
house’s small staff—only a cook and a maid from the closest
approximation of a village, Edgar’s frugal nature insisting on
barely enough help to subsist on—goodbye at the end of the
night, watch the door close behind them, and feel a feather-
light weight on her shoulder, the back of her hand, the nape of
her neck, in greeting.

Nora thought it must be terribly lonely, to be left in such a
big house for so long alone, when touching the living world at
all, leaving an impression on the space of life, had such a cost.
She knew she would have been lonely, if not for Evelyn.

The first time the ghost spoke was nearly a month into her
marriage. They were sitting together in the library, the light
long disappeared from the windows, Nora working on her
needlepoint of the grand magnolias in the gardens only by the
dancing light of the fireplace. Or, Evelyn almost sat, her legs
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Untitled
Dorian Campbell

Quilting



