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HALLOWE’EN USED TO BE MY 
FAVOURITE HOLIDAY  

4

Aoibh Anna

Sweet rubber taste
of saliva pooling
in the cavities
of fake vampire teeth
in my adolescent mouth.

Even with their cheap plastic
digging into my gums, sharp
in all the wrong places,
I remember them better

than any of the sweets
I begged for,
crawling from door
to door, desperate
for just one bite.



I 
 Tick, Tick, Click, Tick…
 I despised that damned clock to eternity and back. Whoever put up 
WKH�ROG�WKLQJ�LQ�WKH�FDPSDLJQ�RIÀFH�VKRXOG�EH�KXQWHG�GRZQ�DQG�VKRW��
:KHQ�WKH�URRP�ZDV�QR�ORQJHU�ÀOOHG�ZLWK�JUDVVURRW�DFWLYLVWV�DQG�VKRGG\�
businessmen, it clicked and ticked and tocked until the sound resonated 
LQ�P\�EUDLQ��,W�KDG�VHHQ�ÀW�WR�ÀOO�P\�ZRUN�VSDFH�ZLWK�LWV�REQR[LRXV�WLFNV��
and I could not shake the feeling it had imposed on my soul, no matter 
how hard I looked at graphs of starvation or statistics of squalor.
 A knock on the door was heard, a momentary sound of relief from 
the clock’s chimes. Hahn, a campaign manager of middling quality, had 
VHHQ�ÀW�WR�UXLQ�P\�FDUHIXO�DQDO\VLV�RI�WKH�FXUUHQW�SUHVLGHQWLDO�FDPSDLJQ��
my presidential campaign. Rocking on his left foot to his right as he tried 
to inform me of things out of my control, yet again. 
� ´6LU�*URYHV��3HUSOH[LVWDQ�KDV�EHHQ�LQYDGHG�RQFH�PRUH��VLU�µ
 I immediately looked down at my watch, mumbling what I had 
memorized long ago when countries came begging for recognition. 
� ´7KH�86�LV�GHHSO\�FRQFHUQHG«7KH�86�LV�GHHSO\�FRQFHUQHG«µ
� ´6LU"µ
� ´,�VDLG��WKH�86�LV�GHHSO\�FRQFHUQHG��7KDW�LV�P\�VWDWHPHQW�µ�
 “One more thing sir, Hannah has called again. She wonders when 
\RX�ZLOO�EH�EDFN�KRPH"µ
� 'DPQ�WKDW�ZRPDQ�WR�KHOO�DQG�EDFN��6KH�ZDV�PRUH�GHÀDQW�WKDQ

Fifteen Minutes Past Midnight  
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Rafael Aroustamian



7H[DV��PRUH�RI�D�VZLQJ�VWDWH�WKDQ�$UL]RQD�
 “Tell her to open the 2003 dry red. It will keep her busy, that’s for 
FHUWDLQ�µ
� ´<HV�VLU�µ�
 The tiny man scuttled away, closing the door. Immediately getting 
up from my chair, I rushed over to the television propped in the corner, 
QH[W�WR�WKH�ERRNVKHOI�KRXVLQJ�PDQLIHVWRV��7XUQLQJ�RQ�WKH�EULJKW�GLVSOD\�
WR�VHH�QHZV�UHSRUWV�RI�WKH�3HUSOH[LVWDQ�FRQÁLFW��*RUH�DQG�YLROHQFH�ÀOOHG�
the display immediately, live news reports teaming with visceral carnage. 
 How I enjoyed the freedom of the press. 
 My eyes wandered from the screen up towards the clock that 
drove me mad, its digits addictive. Processing the time as the big hand 
VWRRG�RQ�WKH�VL[�DQG�WKH�OLWWOH�KDQG�LQ�EHWZHHQ�WKH����DQG�WKH�����
Continuously hearing the ticking, slowly being enveloped by its trance 
once more. The guttural TV screams were drowned out by the loud 
QRLVHV�PDGH�IURP�WKH�VPDOO�FORFN��DV�WKH�HOÀQ�WKLUG�KDQG�WUDYHUVHG�WKH�
white background.
 Tick, Tick, Tick…
 And it was 30 minutes to Midnight. 

II
� ´,·P�KRPH�µ
 I said with no great enthusiasm, entering my residence in 
Washington suburbia. Noticing that the garden was unmowed, which 
was no surprise. Hannah must’ve drank all the red by now.
 Just my luck, Hannah was asleep on the white ceramic tile, her 
blonde hair strewn about as the red lined her face and wrists. Quiet and
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SHDFHIXO��(YHQ�ZLWK�WKH�MDJJHG�ERWWOH�RI�GU\�UHG�PL[LQJ�ZLWK�WKH�RWKHU�
UHG�RQ�WKH�ÁRRU��VKH�ORRNHG�OLNH�D�*R\D�SDLQWLQJ��7DSSLQJ�KHU�FROG�KHDG�
with my foot before realizing that it was ungentlemanly to wake a 
sleeping woman. 
 My momentary comfort in seeing my wife’s frame was interrupted 
by the  ticking of the clock in the inner dining room. The sound had 
followed its way into my home and had made itself my mistress! I 
stared at it with deep contempt, as its ticking pervasively invaded my 
WKRXJKWV�DQG�H[SORUHG�P\�GHHSHVW�UHFHVVHV�RI�FRUUXSWLRQ��,�KDG�KDOI�D�
mind to smash it all to pieces, were it not for a phone call that stopped 
the momentary ticking. Fumbling with my phone, I answered it to none 
other than the jester himself.
 “Congratulations Mister Groves, you won. The Traditionalist 
3URJUHVVLYHV�ORVW�7H[DV��<RX�DUH�WKH�PRVW�SRZHUIXO�PDQ�LQ�WKH�FRXQWU\�µ
 I stared in disbelief towards the object of all my misery, and all my 
pride. Whispering back to the blithering idiot. 
� ´,�ZDQW�11'3�DFWLYDWHG��QRZ�µ
� ´6LU"�%XW�\RX�KDYHQ·W�EHHQ�µ
 “Now. )RU�WKH�86�LV�GHHSO\�FRQFHUQHG�µ�
� ´<�\HV�VLU�µ�
 The call ended as quickly as it began. And the ticking resumed as 
quickly as it had started, causing me to throw my phone in animalistic 
fury towards the timepiece. Shattering the glass, yet the hands still 
moved. Moving to rush out of the place I called home as a foreigner, yet 
consistently and thoroughly hearing the ticks. Again and again. Not even 
needing to look. I knew. 
� ,�NQHZ�LW�ZDV����PLQXWHV�WR�0LGQLJKW�
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III
 A cold bunker never felt so warm before. I stood amongst a large 
array of screens with a pleasing smirk on my face, contrasted only by 
WKH�KDOI�RI�D�PDQ�VLWWLQJ�QH[W�WR�PH��+DKQ��ZLWK�KLV�TXLYHULQJ�OLS��3DFLQJ�
back and forth, biting my lip as I rubbed my hand over my coarse beard, 
VWDULQJ�DW�WKH�WLQ\�VFUHHQ�WKDW�VKRZHG�IRRWDJH�IURP�WKH�3HUSOH[LVWDQ�ZDU��
� ´7KDW·V�ULJKW«WDNH�WKH�EDLW�EDVWDUGV���µ�
 Whispering slowly to myself, gleefully watching troops goose step 
across destroyed highways and obliterated churches. The clock had still 
followed me to the bunker in the Ozarks, but I now accepted its fateful 
calling. Its everlasting tick, tick, tick.  
 Suddenly, Hahn perked up as he received a message in morse code, 
glancing over to me with tears in his eyes. 
� ´7KH\�KLW�6DQ�)UDQFLVFR��VLU«µ
� $́WRP�%RPE"µ
� ´<HV�VLU«µ
 “Thank God. Now the US is truly FRQFHUQHG��+LW�WKHP�EDFN�µ�
� ´:KHUH�VLU"µ
� ´(YHU\ZKHUH�µ
 A silence enveloped the room, as Hahn nodded while breaking 
GRZQ�LQWR�ÀWIXO�WHDUV��,�FRQWLQXHG�WR�VWDUH�DW�WKH�PHDQLQJOHVV�GHDWK�RQ�
WKH�VFUHHQ��7KH�EDSWLVP�E\�ÀUH�ZDV�KHUH��7KH�WLFNLQJ�QHYHU�VWRSSHG��EXW�
QRZ�LW�FRXUDJHRXVO\�VSXUUHG�PH�IRUZDUG��6PLOLQJ�IRU�WKH�ÀUVW�WLPH�VLQFH�
my wedding day, I watched the screen sputter as the world above lost 
power.
 In a dash of surprise, the ticking stopped. My cheerful visage 
changed to one of unadulterated dismay, as I glanced upon the clock

8



sitting on the metal bench. 
 One last time. 
� $QG�LW�ZDV����PLQXWHV�SDVW�0LGQLJKW��
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 Image of the past. How I would eat my childhood. Pitchfork into 
the playground, where a little girl with red hair tells her friends what to 
do. I can hear her warbling like the cardinals up north, the state bird. “I 
VHH�VRPHWKLQJ�µ�'RZQ�VOXUUHG��SURWHFWLYH��,�FDQ·W�WHOO�LI�LW�LV�JLUO�RU�ELUG�
who speaks. It is both in my fractured vision. There’s a crack in it. She 
cradles my memories like a shard of glass in her little girl hands. “Poor 
IULHQG�µ�VKH�ZKLVSHUV��´%URNHQ�IULHQG�µ�6KH�WXUQV�WR�KHU�UHDO�IULHQGV��
ZKR�DUH�EUXLVHG�DQG�ELJ�PRXWKHG³ELJ�JDSLQJ�OLSV�OLNH�VDOPRQ�ZDWFKLQJ�
VRPH�DOLHQ�WUHDW�GLS�LQWR�WKHLU�ULYHUEHG³DQG�VKH�LV�VWHUQ��´7KLV�FRXOG�FXW�
\RX�JX\V�XS��,·P�WHOOLQJ�WKH�PRQLWRU�µ�Bruises are not breaks, she thinks, 
and she wishes everyone healed. 
 The girl has many bruises. Ruddy and tender, like the sticky 
remains of a cherry popsicle, dried and painted on a chin. She knows 
her bruises are more special than the bruises of her real friends because 
she did them herself. Fleeting, tactile, maroon. They remind her of 
strawberries. She dreams of becoming a strawberry, something unfeeling 
and mortal, and wakes up sweating and screaming and crying. 
� ´:KHQ�,·P�DQJU\��,·P�VXSSRVHG�WR�ZULWH�GRZQ�P\�WKRXJKWV�µ�VD\V�
Purple Knees. He’s the one who pulled out his own tooth last year. “I 
GRQ·W�DFWXDOO\�GR�WKDW��WKRXJK��6R�ERULQJ�µ�7KH�JLUO��EHFDXVH�VKH�LV�D�
much better person than Purple Knees, writes down her thoughts when 
she is angry. 

My Strawberry Summer 
Amelia Boeh



Me, my closet door, its ugly brown wood. I was hitting the door the
door was hitting me. Right one two three left one two three, we were 
hitting. My head. Hurt. I cupped it and fell through my bed. I fell into 
strawberry land, where the grass was azaleas and the squirrels were 
ÁDPLQJRV�DQG�WKH�WUHHV�ZHUH�UXELHV��%XW�ZKHQ�,�OLIWHG�P\�IDFH�IURP�P\�EHG�
,�ZDV�EDFN�LQ�P\�URRP��,�IHOW�WKHP�ÀOO��,�ZDV�VWLOO�DQJU\��$�FXS�FRXOG�QRW�
KROG�DOO�WKH�ÀOOLQJ�,�ZDV�PDNLQJ�ZLWK�P\�H\HV��,�ZDQW�WR�EH�D�VWUDZEHUU\��
but I’m just a girl. I’m only what I see. 
 I have a request for Santa or God. Please give me someone who will 
always be my friend. Understand me, console me, and stay by my side. I 
ask that they watch me do my hitting and let me have my way. Don’t stop 
me, don’t get help, just watch me and listen to me and ask me about my 
summer. 
 But turning me into a strawberry is probably easier, so that will do 
instead. 

 The girl lied. She did not tell the monitor about the glass. What a 
jerk, to tattle on such a sad, severed item. I understand you, she thinks. 
She is just a girl with crimson hair. Her palms are just what they carry. 
Fissured. Transparent. Strawberry glass. The cardinals eat the worms. 
The salmon swim in the groggy sunrise. The piece of glass stays on the 
SOD\JURXQG�EHFDXVH�LW�LV�D�URVH�WLQWHG�PHPRU\�DQG�QRWKLQJ�PRUH��
� ´'LG�VKH�VD\�VRPHWKLQJ�ZDV�JRLQJ�WR�FXW�XV"µ�DVNV�3XUSOH�.QHHV��
later. 
� ´,W·V�SUREDEO\�SDUW�RI�KHU�JDPH�µ�DQRWKHU�RQH��)URJ�%R\��VD\V��+H·V�
missing a lot of teeth, but he would never pull out his own. 
 ´2K�µ�VD\V�3XUSOH�.QHHV��´/HW·V�SOD\�5HG�5RYHU�DW�ELJIRRW�µ
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The girl coined that name, bigfoot, for the tree stump rooted at the end 
RI�/LQFROQ�ÀHOG��,WV�MDJJHG�FUDFNV�UHVHPEOHG�D�SDZ��D�YHU\�JLDQW�SDZ��
DQG�VKH�VDZ�VWRULHV�LQ�HYHU\WKLQJ��´7KHUH·V�D�FUDFN�LQ�LW�µ�)URJ�%R\��RU�
PD\EH�VRPH�RWKHU�NLG��KDG�VDLG��´7KDW·V�EHFDXVH�ELJIRRW�ZDV�KHUH�µ�VKH�
H[SODLQHG��1RERG\�EHOLHYHG�KHU�EXW�PH��

� 7KH�OLWWOH�JLUO�ZLWK�UHG�KDLU�LV�P\�FKLOGKRRG��+HU�DQJHU�LV�D�ÁHVK\�
WKLQJ��VNLQ�WKHQ�QR�VNLQ�WKHQ�VNLQ�DJDLQ��DQG�LW�LV�KHUV��:KDW�PXVW�LW�
be like, to own some emotion? To be possessed by a feeling? It must 
EH�ORYHO\��/RYHOLHU�WKDQ�D�SDWFK�RI�UHG�FDUGLQDOV�LQ�,OOLQRLV�FRUQÀHOGV��
Lovelier than the laughter of happy children. Lovelier than memory, 
because it is whole and alive and happening. This memory is about me. 
The fragment of glass is my grotesque past. I am the little girl. I wish I 
ZDV�NLQGHU�WR�KHU��´<RXU�KDLU�UHPLQGV�PH�RI�VWUDZEHUULHV�µ�,�ZLVK�,�KDG�
told her. Strawberry hair is better than strawberry bruises, and it would 
VWLOO�EH�KHU�RZQ��´7HOO�PH�D�VWRU\�DERXW�\RXU�VWUDZEHUU\�VXPPHU�µ
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It’s raining tonight, my love 
oceans of droplets  
pour down  
from the kitchen’s 
ghosts 
I lit a candle 
vanilla scented, my love  
to set the atmosphere 
I placed it  
on the mantelpiece 
and watched it  
slowly  
devour itself 

7KH�WLQ\�ÁDPH�FUDFNOHG��
a bit 
it must have heard  
you in your sleep 

Tonight it’s raining, my love 
I trace the droplets 
from the windowpane 
to your back 

WINTER 
Giorgia Carli



P\�ÀQJHUV�GUDZ�SDWKV�
on the moorland 
of your skin 
freezing tundra 
at times 
it feels

Ribcage shows 
from the pale door of your winter 

It’s raining, my love just like you asked  t
he sky heard 
you moan  
when the blade 
turned off 
your eyes 

and now  
all that I’m left 
with is blood  
on your knife
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shivering to death
I am abandoned 
IDU�RII³�D�FRWWDJH�LQ�WKH�GLVWDQFH
an orange glow melts the frost from its windows
hours of walking and the torment of frostbite 
P\�VNLQ�WDNHV�RQ�WKH�LPDJHU\�RI�D�VQRZÁDNH�
looking behind me, I dissolve into the theory of my footsteps
D�WKXG��$Q�H[SLULQJ�ERG\�ÁXVK�LQ�NQLWWHG�JDUPHQWV�
enacting a snow angel in a summer solstice 
melting, 
I emerge from a corpse
I emerge from a corpse
melting, 
enacting a snow angel in a summer solstice
D�WKXG��$Q�H[SLULQJ�ERG\�ÁXVK�LQ�NQLWWHG�JDUPHQWV
looking behind me, I dissolve into the theory of my footsteps
P\�VNLQ�WDNHV�RQ�WKH�LPDJHU\�RI�D�VQRZÁDNH
hours of walking and the torment of frostbite
an orange glow melts the frost from its windows
IDU�RII³�D�FRWWDJH�LQ�WKH�GLVWDQFH
I am abandoned
shivering to death

shivering to death 
Cory Chen
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There was a siren maiden 
who lived upon the moors. 
She danced barefoot beneath the stars 
XSRQ�WKH�HDUWKHQ�ÁRRU��

6KH�NQHZ�MXVW�KRZ�WR�JODQFH��WR�ÁLUW��
to draw you in, to pose; 
So countless lovers would give chase 
to wed this perfect Rose. 

But Rose was Belladonna; 
her kiss was poison sure. 
Her nectar was a sleeping draught 
for which there was no cure. 

Yet I drink freely, raise my cup; 
my fate I read’ly chose. 
Eternal sleep I’ll gladly take, 
to be with my sweet Rose.

Belladonna Rose
Lauren Kogelman
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 Silence slithered into the closet and wrapped Poppy like a blanket 
RI�QHHGOHV��7KH�VREV�EHJDQ�ÀJKWLQJ�WKHLU�ZD\�XS�KHU�HVRSKDJXV�DV�KHU�
small hands fumbled to cover her mouth.
� 6KH�ZDLWHG�IRU�WKH�VFUHDPLQJ�WR�IROORZ��ZLQFLQJ�DW�HYHU\�ÁRRUERDUG�
creak in anticipation of the overwhelming anger. Toes curling, eyes glued 
shut, she braced herself.
 Like a sforzando, the forte was tucked around the corner, eagerly 
awaiting the correct time to strike.
 It started with a
 Thud.
 In the dead of summer, Poppy’s body shook as her heartbeat picked 
XS��+HU�ÀQJHUV�JUDEEHG�DW�WKH�IULOOV�RQ�KHU�SLQN�GUHVV�DV�VKH�VKUXQN�
herself, trying to disappear between the thick of the coats hanging above
her.
 Footsteps.
 She jumped. For a moment, her emotions broke the thick barrier of 
her lips, allowing a soft whimper to escape.
 Footsteps stopped. Silence.
 )RRWVWHSV�DSSURDFKHG�WKH�FORVHW��6ORZO\��DW�ÀUVW�
 Poppy writhed, kicking her feet aimlessly in an effort to pick 
herself off the ground. The tears gathered in holy matrimony before 
VSLOOLQJ�RQWR�KHU�URXQG�FKHHNV��DQG�VXEVHTXHQWO\�RQ�WKH�ÁRRU�EHORZ��6KH�
fumbled for the wall, taking a coat down with her.

Pastor John
Megan Kohanarieh
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 The footsteps had ears.
 Step
 Step…step…
 Stepstepstepstepstepstep
 Her lungs drew knives of breath, piercing her throat, before being 
pushed out and pulled in again. She tried to step back, but her back was 
against the wall.
 Slow…
 Creaking…
 Door…
� 'DUNQHVV�VSLOOHG�LQWR�WKH�FORVHW��HQJXOÀQJ�WKH�JLUO��7RHV�FXUOHG��
eyes shut, she braced herself.
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 The humming bathroom fan sucks up the rising smoke. Caroline 
WZLVWV�KHU�ÀQH��ÁDW�KDLU�LQWR�EURQ]H�VZLUOV�ZLWK�WKH�FXUOLQJ�LURQ��:LWK�WKH�
other hand, she scrolls through ten second videos of golden retrievers 
rolling over and bible quotes set to music. 
� &DUROLQH�ÀUVW�DSSHDUHG�WR�PH�WKURXJK�WKH�EDUEHUVKRS�ZLQGRZ��
this svelte hairdresser with endless blonde waves adjusting her scissors 
with the idle meticulousness of a school girl arranging her pens before 
D�ÀQDO��,�ZHQW�LPPHGLDWHO\�WR�KHU�VWDWLRQ��ZKHUH�VKH�KDG�KXQJ�KHU�WZR��
month old license in the mirror, and let her drape the black cloth over 
my shoulders. She caught me staring at the cheap silver cross swinging 
between her breasts as she reached across me for the hair clippers. I held 
her gaze. She giggled.
 My hair went from shaggy to a close shave. When there was no 
more hair left to cut, I  took her to dinner. She was graceful and mild. 
She was a beautiful cook. She wouldn’t sleep with anyone unless she 
was married to them, so I married her. I brought her to Seattle and then 
she  was mine. 
She shouldn’t have cut off that beautiful hair or let her dark roots grow 
untamed. I tell her this, but she either doesn’t hear me or refuses to. She 
lets a front piece of her hair fall and waves  the curling iron to the other 
VLGH�RI�KHU�IDFH��,�ÁLQFK��
 The doorbell rings. She needs to change. Her yellow dress has a 
plunging neckline which  highlights the contours of her chest, clings to

The Curling Iron
Catherine Lange
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her ribs, her waist, her hips, and ends before the knee. I never would 
have let her wear this outside the house while we were married. 
 The man at the door has more salt than pepper in his beard. He 
keeps his head low,  almost as if he’s bowing. He presents her with a 
bottle of bourbon and a small chapbook of love poetry written by some 
girl I have never heard of. 
 I gave Caroline better gifts, but after my death, all the cream 
colored negligees and  mother of pearl chains and rhinestone bracelets 
and herbal fertility remedies and little vials of unused perfume tumbled 
into the garbage. 
 She guides him to the couch, where she has set out a bowl of 
microwave popcorn. As she  tugs her dress down to sit, the intruder’s 
H\HV�JUD]H�KHU�OHJV�EHIRUH�ÁLFNLQJ�XS�WR�KHU�IDFH��&DUROLQH�VWRSSHG�
working, of course, when we married to take care of the house and the  
eventual son. I came home every night to dinner in a spotless house. She 
understood my temper. Sometimes I wonder why she didn’t kill me then, 
ZKHQ�VKH�FRXOG�KDYH�VSULQNOHG��IR[JORYH�LQ�ZLWK�WKH�JUHHQ�VSLFHV�RI�D�
boiling red sauce or wintry stew. Why did strychnine never dissolve on 
my tongue with the cinnamon sugar on a sour cream coffee cake? I think 
about all the times she prepared meat, notching the cutting board with 
the gleaming blade of a kitchen knife as she sliced across the bloody 
grain. 
 They watch When Harry Met Sally and she is bored. Her hands 
hover above the popcorn  bowl. They land on his knee. 
 I can’t stand to watch him kiss her but I can’t look away either. He 
WHQWDWLYHO\�WDQJOHV�KLV��ÀQJHUV�LQ�KHU�KDLU��6KH�VLJKV��,W·V�OLNH�ZDWFKLQJ�D�
train wreck.
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 I didn’t understand why we could never conceive a child until the 
night I rolled over in  bed and my head hit her pillow. I heard a metallic 
crinkle and a plastic crunch. I pulled her body  off the bed before prying 
WKH�SLOORZ�ORRVH��6KH�VWLOOHG��,�VKRRN�WKH�SLOORZ�FDVH��$�SDFN�RI�WZHQW\�
HLJKW�OLWWOH�ZKLWH�SLOOV�ODQGHG�RQ�WKH�EHG��2QH�E\�RQH��,�ÁXVKHG�WKHP�
down the toilet. When I  returned her face was messy with tears. She 
blubbered. I slapped her.
� :KHQ�,�DZRNH�WKH�QH[W�PRUQLQJ��&DUROLQH�ZDV�LQ�WKH�EDWKURRP��
curling her hair. She had  already applied makeup over the bruises. I 
put my hands on her shoulders, kissed her on the  cheek and told her I 
forgave her. 
 I cranked the handle of the faucet. Warm water spilled into the 
porcelain tub. I shedded  my pajamas and stepped into the steaming 
water. Caroline moved to sit on the edge of the basin, holding the curling 
iron whose coiled tail still ended in the outlet. She lifted the iron. I 
watched a  blonde wave fall and she dropped the curling iron into the 
tub. 
 Caroline’s cheek rests on the man’s chest. Her forehead scrunches, 
a quick, nervous tic.  Her head lolls away from him, to me. If only she 
would open her eyes. I can almost see her  eyeballs rolling in her head, 
straining to follow the shadows slinking through her nightmare. I  pray 
for her to open her eyes, and then, like an incandescent bulb struggling 
to life, her eyelids lift.  
 I do not know if she is looking at me but I am looking into her. 
She twists herself to the edge of the bed, straining to open the bottom 
GUDZHU�RI�WKH�QLJKWVWDQG��IURP�ZKLFK�VKH�UHPRYHV��WKH�ER[�KHU�
engagement ring arrived in.
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� ,QVLGH��P\�ZHGGLQJ�ULQJ�UHVWV�RQ�D�YHOYHW�EHG��WKH�VKULYHOHG�ÀQJHU�
still attached. She  cradles the ring in the hollow of her palm and brings 
the band to her lips. 
 I know then that I may worm into bed, crawl between her and the 
intruder, here to stay  another night.
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Where do the angels go after 
midnight?

Liv O’Brien

 In the midst of a dark and wretched city, an angel cries. 
 A crash of thunder reverberates through the cobblestoned square, 
the statue in its center looming large on a marble plinth. 
 Her stone wings hang suspended over bare shoulders but leave her 
KHDG�H[SRVHG�WR�WKH�VN\��IDFH�WLOWHG�EDFN�DV�LI�SOHDGLQJ�WR�WKH�KHDYHQV��� �
The indifferent rain pours over her eternally open eyes, water streaming 
down her rigid cheeks. 
 My hands are frozen numb; I clench and unclench them inside the 
pockets of my raincoat. I strain my ears for the sound of approaching 
footsteps, but all I can hear is the raindrops pattering hard and loud on 
the plasticky hood over my head. 
� 0\�QXPE�ÀQJHUV�VHDUFK�WKURXJK�P\�SRFNHW�XQWLO�WKH\�JUDVS�D�VOLS�
of paper. I pull out the note and squint at it in the brief moments before 
it gets soaked, the ink blurring on the soggy wad before a gust of wind 
sweeps it out of my hand into the depths of the night. But the words 
don’t escape me. Midnight. By the angel in the square.
 The clang of a bell rings out from behind me, and I turn to watch it 
swing in the tower above the church. Twelve strikes. 
$V�WKH�ÀQDO�WROO�IDGHV��,�VFDQ�WKH�HGJHV�RI�WKH�VTXDUH�DURXQG�PH��7KHUH·V�
nothing to be seen in the dark buildings and alleyways. Tugging my 
hood farther over my face, I try to curl in on myself against the biting 
wind, but it’s useless. The cold seeps through the shoddy material of my
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raincoat like it’s nothing. 
 Another minute passes and still no one appears. My cheeks are 
ice cold and my whole body is tensed up, shivering uncontrollably. 
Torturous seconds tick on and on. No one is going to show. Starting off, 
my feet sloshing through puddles, I think about the cup of hot tea that 
I’ll make when I get home–earl gray with a dash of milk, the way my 
gran always makes it for us–and the warm, overstuffed couch that awaits 
me. 
 Before I reach the edge of the square, I spot something moving out 
RI�WKH�FRUQHU�RI�P\�H\H��$�ÁDVK�RI�ZKLWH�LQ�WKH�DOOH\�WR�P\�OHIW�²�WKHQ�LW·V�
gone. 
� ,W�PXVW�KDYH�EHHQ�D�SLHFH�RI�WUDVK��D�SODVWLF�EDJ�ÁXWWHULQJ�LQ�WKH�
wind. 
 Yes, of course. 
 But that doesn’t stop the tingling feeling from crawling up and 
down my spine.
 Squinting through bitter, icy rain, the dark streets all blend 
together. Every way looks the same. For a second, I forget which one 
leads to home. 
 As soon as I hesitate, an odd feeling stirs in my gut. 
 I turn around. 
 Across the square, a leering face leaps out at me. 
 Hard jaw, bulbous brow bone, twisted mouth. A bright white mask, 
glowing against the dark. 
 Blood rushes through my head, the pounding of my heart drowns 
out the sound of the rain. 
,�ZDQW�WR�UXQ��%XW�P\�OLPEV�DUH�QXPE��IUR]HQ��DV�WKH�PDVNHG�ÀJXUH�VWHSV
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closer and closer. Even my lungs feel stuck, like I’ve forgotten how to 
breathe. 
� 7KH�ÀJXUH�VWRSV�D�IRRW�DZD\�IURP�PH��
 For a moment we stand there staring at each other, the masked 
ÀJXUH�XQUHDGDEOH��PH�VWLOO�DV�D�GHHU�LQ�KHDGOLJKWV��
 And then it lunges. 
� 7KH�PXVFOHV�LQ�P\�OLPEV�XQIUHH]H�WRR�ODWH��$�SLWLIXO�ÁLQFK��DQG�
I’m caught. Arms squeeze tight around me. Pain singes on my ankles as 
my heels drag along the wet cobblestone. My brain screams at me to 
FDOO�IRU�KHOS��EXW�QR�ZRUGV�FRPH�RXW��7KH�QH[W�WKLQJ�,�VHH�LV�VKDGRZ\�
arches, and now I know where we are heading. Above us, grotesques 
loom out of the darkness, bulging faces stretched in endless wails. We 
pass through the doors to the church, away from the pelting of the rain, 
DQG�WKH�JULS�RQ�PH�VODFNHQV�²�,�PRYH�WR�HVFDSH��EXW�WKH�PDVNHG�ÀJXUH�
VKRYHV�PH�EDFN��$QRWKHU�VKRYH��DQG�,�IDOO��7KH�ÀJXUH�VWDONV�PH�IURP�
DERYH�ZKLOH�,�VFUDPEOH�RQ�WKH�ÁRRU�RI�WKH�DLVOH�EHWZHHQ�SHZV��7KHUH·V�D�
sudden burst of pain in my scalp. My head is yanked back and I see the 
altar in front of me. In the absence of candlelight, it looks oddly grim – 
WKH�VWDWXHV�DUH�JKRVWO\��WKH�JORULRXV�RLO�SDLQWLQJV�JUD\�DQG�ÁDW��(YHQ�WKH�
gold of the cross is dulled in the darkness. An unfamiliar voice suddenly 
VSHDNV�IURP�EHKLQG�PH��´'R�\RX�VHH�WKH�JORU\�RI�WKH�OLJKW"µ�
 I don’t say a word. My body feels like it’s far away. 
´'R�\RX�VHH�LW"µ�+DUVKHU�QRZ��$QRWKHU�\DQN�RQ�P\�KDLU��
´<HV�µ
All I can think about is how stupid I was to follow the instructions of an 
anonymous note and not think to tell anyone where I was going. 
� $́QG�QRZ�\RX�ZLOO�SD\�IRU�\RXU�VLQV�µ�WKH�YRLFH�ZKLVSHUV�
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High above the altar, the statue of an angel gazes down at me. I look 
into her face. Help me, I think. Please don’t let me die. But her stone eyes 
are unseeing. 
 The glint of a knife. 
 I close my eyes. 
 A scene forms in my head. 
 Tomorrow morning, all the pious ladies in their dresses, all the men 
LQ�WKHLU�EXWWRQ�GRZQ�VKLUWV��ZLOO�ÀOH�LQ�WKURXJK�WKH�GRRUV�IRU�6XQGD\�
VHUYLFH��7KH\�ZLOO�ÀQG�WKH�KRUULÀHG�SULHVW�VWDULQJ�VODFN�MDZHG�DW�WKH�ÁRRU��
ZKHUH�D�ZD[HQ�ERG\�OLHV�LQ�D�VWDJQDQW�SRRO�RI�EORRG��7KH�KDQGV�VWLFNLQJ�
RXW�IURP�WKH�FKHDS�UDLQFRDW�VOHHYHV�ZLOO�EH�OLPS��WKH�ÀQJHUWLSV�EOXH��7KH�
face will be stark white, the skin like putty, the blank glassy eyes staring 
up at nothing. 
 The ladies and men will gasp and scream. Curses will drop from 
astounded tongues. Children will be shunted to the back of the crowd. 
 Peace be upon this poor soul, the priest will say. 
 But by that point, my soul will have already been long gone.
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 Eddy glances up from his homework and squints. A light tap 
VRXQGV�WKURXJK�(GG\·V�DQG�P\�GRUP��´'LG�VRPHRQH�NQRFN"µ�KH�DVNV��
Then comes the rap. Quick, harsh, angry. Two girls stand in the doorway. 
They say they dorm directly below us and never get any peace or quiet. 
$́UH�ZH�ORXG"µ�(GG\�DVNV��´'R�ZH�VWRPS"µ�:H�FDWDORJ�RXU�GHÀFLHQFLHV��
on weekends, we drunkenly stumble in at two a.m.; I do bodyweight 
H[HUFLVHV�LQ�WKH�GRUP��ZKHQHYHU�(GG\�IHHOV�H[FLWHG�RU�QHUYRXV�RU�
DQ[LRXV��KH�SDFHV�DQG�ZDYHV�KLV�DUPV��´:KDWHYHU�WKH�SUREOHP�LV�µ�(GG\�
VD\V��´ZH·OO�À[�LW�µ�
 A week later, the girls knock again. Dark bags hang beneath their 
eyes. They say it’s gotten worse. They barely sleep anymore. Have we 
stomped more out of spite? Eddy paces and waves his arms. We say we 
mean no harm and want to solve the problem, not escalate it. “What is 
WKH�SUREOHP"µ�(GG\�DVNV��7KH�JLUOV�VFRII��LQFUHGXORXV�DW�RXU�LJQRUDQFH��
They say we stomp and shake the ceiling with no regard for them. After 
they leave, Eddy shrugs on his winter coat and walks downtown, where 
he purchases two pairs of comfy, padded slippers. We tiptoe through 
WKH�GRUP��,�GR�P\�ZRUNRXWV�RXWVLGH��(GG\�TXLWV�KLV�QHUYRXV��H[FLWHG��
DQ[LRXV�SDFLQJ��,QVWHDG��KH�FKHZV�KLV�ÀQJHUQDLOV��7KH�JLUOV�NQRFN�DJDLQ�
 Eddy carpets our dorm in bedsheets and pillows, thick enough 
WKDW�ZH�ZDGH�WKURXJK�NQHH�KLJK�FRWWRQ��7KH�GRUP�VPHOOV�RI�IUHVK�OLQHQ��
One night, sunk in his mattress, unable to sleep, Eddy discovers his 
bedsprings squeak. He ditches his bed for his desk chair and decides it’s 
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less of a hassle if he always remains there. I’m afraid his skin will mold 
with the chair.
 The girls knock again. They’re sunken versions of themselves. 
%ORRGVKRW�H\HV��WKLQQLQJ�KDLU��(GG\�VKRXWV�WR�PH��KLV�YRLFH�PXIÁHG�
behind a mountain of pillows, “Head downstairs and get a sense of 
ZKDW�WKH\�H[SHULHQFH��7KDW�ZD\��ZH·OO�NQRZ�H[DFWO\�KRZ�WR�VROYH�WKH�
SUREOHP�µ�%HIRUH�,�OHDYH��,�JOLPSVH�(GG\�VSULQJLQJ�IURP�KLV�FKDLU��,�
follow the girls downstairs. They fumble with their dorm’s lock, too 
VOHHS�GHSULYHG�WR�VORW�WKH�NH\��)URP�EHKLQG�WKH�GRRU��D�PXIÁHG�EHOO�
sounds, as though we stand in the foggy yard of an abandoned church. 
� 7KH\�XQORFN�WKH�GRRU��7ROOV�ÁRRG�WKH�KDOOZD\��+XQGUHGV�RI�VLOYHU�
bells hang from their ceiling, all different sizes and hues. They twist and 
UHÁHFW�WKH�OLJKW��,W�VSDUNOHV��2QH�JLUO�FDWFKHV�P\�VWDUH�DQG�VD\V��´)RU�
GHFRUDWLRQ�µ�7KH�EHOOV�ULQJ�LQ�D�SDWWHUQ��)RUZDUG�DQG�EDFNZDUG�DFURVV�
the ceiling. It’s Eddy as he paces. We crane our necks and follow the 
SDWWHUQ�IRU�ZKDW�IHHOV�OLNH�KRXUV��:H·UH�WUDQVÀ[HG�
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i wanted him and thick slabs of butter spread.
L�REVHUYHG�KLP��DOO�VFKRRO�JLUO��FKHHNV�VZHOOLQJ��VFDUOHW��ELWWHU��UHG�
KH�OLNHG�WKH�RWKHU��VQDSSLQJ�ZLVK�ERQHG��SUHWW\�KDLUHG�JLUOV�PRUH�
slinking, skulking, inviting, behind the classroom’s splinter, hardwood,   
locking door.
RK��KRZ�WKH�WLJKW�FXUOHG�PDULRQHWWHV�DUH�VOLSSLQJ�LQ��VK\O\�WLS�WDSSLQJ�
that no one 
NQRZV��DW�KDOI�SDVW�IRXU�

but i knew. and i liked it.
ZRUVH��L�FUDYHG�WR�EH�RQH�RI�KLV�OLWWOH�JLUOV��VFKRRO�SXGGLQJ�
ÀQJHU�VWLFN�VWLFNLQJ��JODVV�H\HV��SOD\JURXQG��SHDUOV�
we learn on mathematic blackboards to quantify, equate, but this thirst? 
KHDUW�UDWWOH�FODWWHULQJ��URO\�SRO\�OHJV��VZHDWLO\�WRLOLQJ��HVFDSHV�
MDPP\�GRGJHU�WKLJKV�HYHU\ZKHUH�L�ORRN��WR�SOD\�ÁLS�ÁRSSLQJ�ÀVK�RQ�
his coy and cutting hook.
GHVN�HGJHV��GDPS�DQG�OXQFKHRQ�VWHZ��L�NQHZ�WKH�JDPH�DQG�ZKDW�WR�GR��
squeal, smart little thing, tongues, and throats, and what to say.
mademoiselles kiss, but i would kill, for an A.
ZDWHUERWWOH��ZDWHUPHORQ�SULQW��SRLQWHU�VWLFN�RI�ZRRG��VHH�LW�EHIRUH�EHG��
every night, 
JDVS��ZULWKH��\HV��L�ZDV�JRLQJ�WR�EH�YHU\�JRRG�
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PRUQLQJ�DIWHU��WKH�VNLQ��FUXPSOHG��JUH\LQJ��QHZ�VXEVWLWXWH�SUHVVHG�
together a 
thousand knees,
the whole school in assembly. distressing news. stale eulogy. hardly knew 
his grape 
vine, popping lips, bleached blue, in my head,
VLU�LV���VLU�LV���VLU�LV�
dead.

D�TXDUWHU�SDVW�ÀYH��EOX�WDF��EOXHEHUU\�SLH�
my boots, the empty hallway,
thud, thud, thud,
i had left his room, proud of my
little stain of blood.
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� 0\�PRWKHU�GLGQ·W�OLNH�KLP��:KLFK�ZDV�ÀQH��VLQFH�,�GLGQ·W�
particularly like my mother.
 I’d heard that WKH�SDUHQW�PXVW�ÀUVW�KDWH�WKHLU�FKLOG��LI�WKH�FKLOG�ZDV�WR�
hate their parent. I longed for the time when love looked like swaddled 
EODQNHWV�DQG�ZHW�PRXWKHG�VTXHDOV��VKXVKLQJ�DQG�VZD\LQJ�EDFN�DQG�
forth, back and forth. Now, it felt like a lost fumble in the dark. You had 
to milk it out of necessary cruelties. Rewire sterner mumblings in order 
to spell. Things that were said to be love didn’t feel like love at all. And 
here was the terrible burden of needing someone who did not need 
you in return. That half the time, you hadn’t a say in what happened 
– you were to suckle and grapple and ache anyway. That, even on the 
occasions it felt warm and sweet, love was only ever a rot setting in.
 He seemed really lonely. So, I’d call up every few afternoons. There 
weren’t many people by the seaside in winter and our conversations 
were good. Funny, even. Sometimes, I thought his house felt more like 
KRPH�WKDQ�P\�RZQ��,WV�H[WHULRU�ZDV�IDOOLQJ�DSDUW��RYHUJURZQ��WKLV
MDJJHG��FREEOHG�ÀJXUH�VWDULQJ�GRZQ�DW�\RX�IURP�DWRS�WKH�KLOO�²�EXW�
LQVLGH��LW�ZDV�DOO�ZDOOSDSHU�DQG�PXJV��ÁRZHUSRWV�DQG�ELVFXLWV��,·G�ZDON�
up the path that never felt like it was headed the right way, and quietly 
remind my queasy body that we were going somewhere. Really, it was a 
place for two – and I felt bad about it. That there was only one. 
 My mother said he had a nastiness to him. Which was one of those
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completely groundless insults of hers. They’d never met. You’re meant to 
pop over and say hello if you’re new somewhere, she’d say, glaring out the 
ZLQGRZ��ZDWFKLQJ�KLV�OLJKWV�ÁLFN�RII��RQH�E\�RQH��,�KDWHG�WKDW�VRXU�IDFH�
of hers. The piggish fatness of her hips. The scrunch of her nose. Maybe, 
PD��\RX�VKRXOG·YH�JRQH�RYHU�WR�KLP��+H·V�JRW�GLIÀFXOW\�ZDONLQJ��\RX�NQRZ��
� 7KLV�ZDV�WKH�ÀUVW�RI�PDQ\�DUJXPHQWV��Well, if he’s fucking looking to 
take in strays, I’m sure you’d be more than welcome. But, you’re not here, 
you hear me? You’re not fucking welcome here. 
 There were things at his that we didn’t have at ours. He’d done the 
whole place up. All of it himself. The heating. The stove. Got blankets 
and books and backgammon. You could even take a bath. Would you like 
to take a bath? 
 I hadn’t much comfort around men in these parts. I knew what 
WKH\�ZHUH�WKLQNLQJ��'URROLQJ��GLP�ZLWWHG�FUHDWXUHV��VOXUULQJ�DQG�OHHULQJ��
But, I’d wanted to, actually. He was much older, could’ve been my father. 
He’d let me be. So, we’d make supper, talk slowly, sometimes dry plates 
in silence. And that night, I lit a candle, locked the door. I stared down at 
WKH�QDNHGQHVV�RI�P\�ERG\��VSOD\HG�RXW�LQ�WKH�PXUN\�ZDWHU��5DQ�ÀQJHUV�
up thighs, wondering intently why they didn’t feel at all like my own. 
Like if I spliced them open, there mighn’t be any blood. And outside, I 
could feel him, breathing softly. 
 There weren’t any towels. None hanging. None in the cupboard. I 
returned into my clothes anyway, acutely aware of the dampness of my 
skin, the hair clinging to my collarbones. And when I came out, he’d 
PDGH�KRW�GULQNV�DQG�VHW�D�ÀUH��
 I’m sorry about your mother, love, he’d smiled. 
 That’s alright. Thanks for having me over, anyway. She only needs to
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cool off. I think I’ll get out of your way and head home. 
 Nonsense. You know, I’d kill for the company. She wouldn’t come 
looking, would she?
 How’d you mean? 
 Only that she wouldn’t. That nose of hers, all upturned, scrunched up. 
 But you haven’t seen her nose. 
 I’d suddenly felt very hot. Like the windows were too small and 
the air wasn’t right. Like there was something in the house that had 
gone terribly off, that was overwhelmingly dead and had been there for 
weeks. 
 She hasn’t seen me, rather. But, you do, love. You see me. 
 Sorry, how’d you mean I see you? 
 Only that having you around is so good for me. Bringing a bit of life 
to the place.
 Right. Well, I’m the lucky one, honestly. I really better get back. I’m 
sorry not to be staying on. 
 Oh, my dear, I wouldn’t worry too much about that.
 I looked down at my empty cup of tea. Those little dried leaves 
stuck to the bottom. Love looked like all sorts of things.
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� ´&RQVLGHU�WLPH��FRQVLGHU�QDWXUH�µ�
� ´1R�TXHVWLRQ�µ�VKH�VDLG��EXW�VWD\HG�LQ�EHG��
 They refunded her an hour of her time. 
 She hides a pain so personal, locked in her mess of a bedroom. 
 Decided to stay in, keep her secret company. 
 With friends she laughs and makes outrageous and delightful 
claims. 
� ´7KH�6XQ�LV�VXFK�D�FRORVVDO�ERUH�µ�DQG�WKH\�DOO�ODXJK�RQ�TXHXH��
She makes her mark and disappears behind the anonymous wall of 
a bathroom stall. Finally alone, she commences to cry. If not for the 
walls, she would see that, surrounded by a darkness unconquerable, the  
cracked crescent moon sheds no tears in October. But really, she’s locked 
by this secret, and all the leftover love is lost, and her eyes are so tired to 
search so far. 

 Statuesque.
 Isolated head in a frozen frame of frustration, panic in the cold 
blank eyes. He won’t wipe the rain from his face. 
 The clouds conquered October’s end, and I’m at the end of my 
rope for what must be the millionth time. What a thick end the rope 
must have that I always get a grip at bottom. Don’t be afraid to rain, sky 
of sorrows. Just like those silent statues, of saints and sinners alike, in 
Glasnevin or in the centre, I promise I’ll remain still and listen to your
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pitter patter wisdom. I’ve never taken the song of a storm for granted. 
I’m hesitant to believe in the promises of winter. It’ll only get colder, 
necessitating someone to hold. Once again I’ll walk up O’Connell in a 
stupor, at least there he has a whole body to hold onto.
 You’ve only ever held the cool steel.
� 7HUULÀHG�RI�SRWHQWLDO��7HUULÀHG�RI�ERWK�WKH�ODZ�DQG�D�ZRUOG�ZLWKRXW�
LW��6RPH�KDQGVRPH�GHYLO�WDNHV�WKH�FROG�RII�\RXU�KDQGV�� $́OORZ�PH�µ�DQG�
as he cocks it, your ears begin to ring. You can’t hide a sick sense of 
anticipation. Pull it. Keep it with you.

 I thought of your swim yesterday. Out at sea when you tried to 
drown. I don’t know where I stand, but your memory fell into mine. 
Intertwined. I’d like to take a swim or be blown away by the wind or 
JHQHUDOO\�,�ZRXOG�OLNH³IRU�D�FKDQJH³QRW�WR�EH³QRW�WR�WKLQN³QRW�WR�
GULQN³QRW�WR�VWLQN³WKDW�GU\HU�DWH�P\�PRQH\�DQG�VSDW�RXW�P\�VWLOO�
soaked clothes. I feel sick. You’d understand my not knowing where 
who what I am supposed to do to shatter the old jar, not an easy task, 
DQG�ZKHQ�ZH�GR�DQRWKHU�IDOOV�LQ��,QÀQLWH�VXSSO\��+RZ�PDQ\�ELUWKGD\V�
can I take? I’d  stick empty hand in coat pocket and take it out with 
FRLQV�SDOP�SODFHG�EXW�GRQ·W�IHHO�OLNH�PRYLQJ�QRW�HYHQ�WR�WRVV�WKH�FRLQV�
LQ�IRXQWDLQ�EOXHV�DQG�ZLVK³IRU�RQFH³ZLWK�VRPH�ZLVGRP³D�KDSS\�
birthday to another soul who suffered enclosed in mirrors.
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 This morning I woke up scared. I’m not sure why. There was
QRWKLQJ�WR�EH�VFDUHG�DERXW��,�IHOW�DQ[LRXV��OLNH�,�ZDV�PLVVLQJ
something, and the dream bled through the veil into reality.
� ´,·P�VKRZHULQJ�µ�VDLG�0DUJDUHW��VZLWFKLQJ�RQ�WKH�RYHUKHDG
light.
 I went back to sleep listening to the roar of the shower. I
KDG�DQ�DQ[LRXV�GUHDP�ZKHUH�,�PLVVHG�WKH�WUDLQ��WKHQ�0DUJDUHW
came out, dressed, and pulled open the curtains. There was light
everywhere so that you couldn’t turn away from it.
 I rolled over.
� ´<RX·YH�JRW�WR�JHW�XS�µ�VDLG�0DUJDUHW�
 I groaned and pulled a white pillow over my head.
� -́RKQ�µ�VKH�VDLG��VHULRXV�QRZ�
 I stretched and sat up, rubbing my eyes and blinking them
until I could see the hotel room.
� ´:H�KDYH�WR�OHDYH�µ�VKH�VDLG��WRVVLQJ�FORWKHV�DW�PH�IURP
WKH�RSHQ�VXLWFDVH�E\�WKH�ZDOO��´*HW�GUHVVHG�µ
� 7KH�ZDOOV�ZHUH�EOXLVK�EHLJH�DQG�WKH�SDLQW�OXPSHG�XS�LQ
places like clotted blood. All the lamps were on and the
overhead light and the curtains wide open letting the daylight
ÁRRG�LQ��7KHUH�ZDV�VWHDP�LQ�WKH�URRP�IURP�WKH�VKRZHU�DQG�LW�DOO
smelled wooden like an old rotting board.
� ´2ND\�µ�,�\DZQHG��EXW�GLG�QRW�PRYH�\HW�
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Margaret turned away from me, knelt down, and started putting things 
in the suitcase. All our stuff was in a big pile by the wall. It looked like 
VR�PXFK��OLNH�LW�ZRXOGQ·W�DOO�ÀW�LQ�WKDW�WLQ\�VXLWFDVH�
 I got dressed watching her pack. I kept yawning as if the world 
wasn’t quite real yet.
 I used the bathroom and felt much better. I brushed my teeth then 
splashed cold water on my face and stared at it in the mirror, beads of 
cold water dripping down like tears.
� -́RKQ�µ�0DUJDUHW�FDOOHG�PH�IURP�WKH�QH[W�URRP�
� ´:KDW"µ
� ´:LOO�\RX�FRPH�ORRN�DW�WKLV�D�PLQXWH"µ
� ´<HV�µ�,�VDLG��WRZHOLQJ�P\�IDFH�
 She was kneeling at the foot of the bed facing the open suitcase, 
turning the big clean kitchen knife over and over in her hands, all the 
lights shining off it in sharp slanting patterns.
� ´'RHVQ·W�LW�VHHP�OLNH�WKHUH·V�VRPHWKLQJ�RQ�LW"µ�VKH�DVNHG�
VWDULQJ�LQWR�LWV�UHÁHFWLYH�VXUIDFH�
� ,�NQHOW�EHVLGH�KHU�WR�ORRN��´1R��,W·V�FOHDQ�µ
 “I can still see... Doesn’t it look like there’s a stain of something. 
5LJKW�WKHUH��DW�WKH�WLS"µ
� ´1R�µ�,�VDLG��JHWWLQJ�XS��´:H�VFUXEEHG�LW�LQ�WKH�VLQN�µ
� ´,�FDQ�VWLOO�VHH�WKH�VWDLQ�µ�VKH�VDLG�DEVHQWO\��EXW�VKH�ZUDSSHG�WKH�
shining knife in a white towel from the bathroom and laid it in the 
suitcase across our clothes.
 Margaret stood and looked at me for a minute and said, “Do
ZH�UHDOO\�KDYH�WR�UHWXUQ�LW"µ
 Her wet, dark hair fell around her face and she wasn’t smiling. I
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couldn’t tell whether or not she was frightened.
� ´<HV�µ�,�VDLG��%RWK�KHU�DUPV�DQG�P\�DUPV�ZHUH�KDQJLQJ�XVHOHVVO\�DW�
RXU�VLGHV��¶,W·V�DQ�H[SHQVLYH�NQLIH��7KH\·OO�PLVV�LW�·
 “I wish we had a better bag. I wish we didn’t have to lug this 
VXLWFDVH�DURXQG��'R�\RX�QHHG�WR�VKRZHU"µ�VKH�DVNHG�
� ,�VKRRN�P\�KHDG��´,�VKRZHUHG�ODVW�QLJKW��UHPHPEHU"µ
� 6KH�ORRNHG�DW�PH�EODQNO\��´2K��ULJKW��/DVW�QLJKW�µ�7KHQ��DIWHU�D�
SDXVH��´:KDW�DERXW�RXU�FORWKHV"�:KHUH�GLG�\RX�SXW�RXU�FORWKHV"µ
 “In the plastic bag at the bottom of the suitcase. We’ll
VRUW�WKHP�ODWHU�µ
� 0DUJDUHW�QRGGHG�DQG�JDYH�PH�D�OLWWOH�VPLOH�� $́UH�ZH�UHDG\��WKHQ"µ

 I was fully awake now. It was still very early and there was
only the receptionist in the hotel lobby, but the bright lights
didn’t hurt so much and I could see that this was real life.
 We walked right through the lobby and nodded at the
receptionist, though he didn’t seem to notice us, through to the
dining area with all the blue plastic tables and the empty
buffet standing timidly against the wall. And from there,
dragging the suitcase behind us, through the tall, grey “STAFF
21/<µ�GRRU�WR�WKH�NLWFKHQ��7KHUH�ZDV�QR�RQH�WKHUH�DQG�REYLRXVO\
no cameras. The body was in the corner no longer bleeding,
though neither of us acknowledged it. It was strange, like
having another person in the room, but I suppose that was only
natural. It occurred to me again that it would have been easier
to have done this before, but Margaret hadn’t known not to take
WKH�NQLIH��DQG�DQ\ZD\�LW�ZRXOG�EH�FOHDQHG�XS�DQG�À[HG�VRRQ��
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 There was a long dry river of blood from where the body had 
fallen to where it lay in the corner, but we didn’t have to clean that up. 
we stepped carefully over the blood and Margaret opened the suitcase 
halfway and returned the knife to the big wooden block with all the 
RWKHU�NQLYHV�DQG�ÀQDOO\�ORRNHG�DURXQG�RQFH�EHIRUH�VKXWWLQJ�WKH�VXLWFDVH�
again. The kitchen was very bright and all the surfaces were white and 
FOHDQ�DQG�VKLQLQJ�H[FHSW�IRU�WKH�GDUN�GU\�ULYHU�RI�EORRG�WKDW�WRRN�LQ�WKH�
light in strange ways and the body clotted in the corner like a folded
bit of cardboard.
� :H�GURSSHG�RXU�NH\V�LQ�WKH�ER[�DW�WKH�IURQW�GHVN��EXW�WKH
receptionist was talking on the phone and he still didn’t see us. I 
watched Margaret’s hands very carefully as we left but they didn’t shake, 
then I looked up and she was smiling at me. I gripped the suitcase 
tightly, blinking and breathing in the hotel lobby.

 We were in the car and I was driving, the road spooling out before 
XV��DQG�,�VDLG��´:H�ZRQ·W�WDON�DERXW�LW�µ
 The sun was rising and Margaret said nothing, and I continued, 
“Remember what we decided last night? It’ll be like we don’t even know 
ZKLFK�RQH�RI�XV�GLG�LW�µ
 I reached out and grabbed her hand and squeezed it, and the
road was still going, and going, and going.
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 My big sister Orla always told me I was too sensitive for my own 
good. But when I watch my daughter Lou lie back on our white couch, 
fall asleep listening to podcasts about girls who hack their own mother’s 
heads off with seven separate knives, I want to cry. 
 “Who even has that many knives? Why on earth would she keep 
FXWWLQJ�ZKDW�ZDV�DOUHDG\�GHDG"µ
 Lou shrugs like I’m asking her about who got with who last Friday.
� ´1RW�HYHU\WKLQJ�QHHGV�D�UHDVRQ��PRP�µ�6KH�VWLFNV�D�EXWWHU�NQLIH�
into a green apple and works it into slices. “There are some real crazies 
RXW�WKHUH�µ
 I go to bed, but the gore follows me. I see the blood splatter across 
the peeling linoleum, hear bones splinter and crack under the knife. The 
woman’s eyes roll yellow into the back of her head. 

� ,I�,�ZHUH�WR�WHOO�\RX�D�VWRU\�DERXW�D�EXWW�IXFN�QRZKHUH�WRZQ�DQG�
a spate of missing prostitutes in the eighties, it might unsettle you. If I 
painted a picture of a father who drank too much, said too little, and 
brought home women whose dark hair dangled just above the wet grass 
while he bashed their heads in with the RV door, you might get scared. I 
FRXOG�WHOO�\RX�DERXW�WKH�ZHLJKW�RI�WKHLU�ERGLHV��+RZ�WKHLU�ÁHVK�FDYHG�LQ�
like hot mangoes when I dragged them out to the well at the bottom of 
the garden. How they smelt like nickels wedged in a drain.  
 But these stories are a dime a dozen. To really scare you, I’d show

True Crime
Eve Smith



41

you what it feels like to be called a liar.

   The news is playing behind the shop girl’s head. Her tanned arms 
reach back and forth to beep my groceries through. A glossy couple grins 
down the lens in cyan formal wear.
 - I’m Jeanette, this is Missouri news and we’re here with a story   
   today that is almost too good to believe. 
 - That’s right, two women are at war in the courts over a spate
   of alleged murders that happened almost 45 years ago. The
   younger sister says she was forced to help her father, the now 
   deceased William Mcdonaldson, to cover up violent attacks on 
   local sex workers in their childhood home. While justice can no 
   longer be served, she says she wants the murdered women’s 
   families to see closure.
 - Yes Jim, and the older sister? She’s disputing what she perceives 
   as gross slander on their father’s name.
 The shop girl looks up and smiles at me.
� ¶7KDW�VWRU\�LV�VR�GDPQ�FUD]\��,W·V�OLNH�6KDNHVSHDUH�RU�VRPHWKLQJ�µ
� ´<HV�µ�,�VD\��VWXIÀQJ�WKH�ER[HV�LQWR�WZR�SODVWLF�EDJV�XQWLO�WKH\·UH�
bulging full. “It’s crazy what some people will do to cover up a simple 
WUXWK�µ
� ´2K��FRPH�RQ�µ�VKH�UROOV�KHU�KHDG�ZLWK�D�JULQ�DURXQG�WKH�ZLGH�
neck of her blue polo shirt. “That woman is so clearly lying. It was like a 
OLIHWLPH�DJR��:K\�WKH�KHOO�ZRXOG�QR�RQH�KDYH�LQYHVWLJDWHG�VRRQHU"µ
 Heat rises in my cheeks.
 “Well I think she’s telling the truth. What reason would someone 
KDYH�WR�PDNH�XS�VXFK�D�GLVJXVWLQJ�WDOH"µ
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 After I gather my bags and bustle out I hear the girl call out an 
apology before she breaks into a giggle. I’m breathing fast, and the air 
above the concrete wobbles with heat.
 I catch a glimpse of myself in the storefront window. The glass tints 
P\�VNLQ�JUH\��&XUOV�MXW�RXW�IURP�P\�JUHDVH�PDWWHG�KHDG�LQWR�WKH�SDQH�RI�
blue sky behind me. My yellow Tiger’s jersey hangs over my skinny legs 
OLNH�D�VDFN��/RX�WHOOV�PH�,�GUHVV�OLNH�D�WZHHQ�VWLOO�WU\LQJ�WR�ÀQG�WKHLU�VHQVH�
of style. It stings. 

 As a kid, Lou broke out into shrieks if I left her alone for even a 
second. I’d have to waddle to the toilet with her little hands clawed onto 
my shin. The child psychologist told me to practice distancing myself so 
Lou could learn how to be alone. But her cries stirred the bottom of my 
VRXO��6KH�DOZD\V�IRXQG�KHU�ZD\�EDFN�LQWR�P\�RIÀFH��VPLOLQJ�DQG�VHUHQH��
as long as she was by my side. It was so much easier to compromise 
myself than to ever say no. 
   But then she went to middle school and my sensitive baby wrangled 
the popular girls into liking her, straightened her hair into peeling 
ULEERQV�DQG�ODXJKHG�DERXW�KRZ�XJO\�WKH�VQHDNHUV�ZHUH�WKHLU�KDWHG�JLUO�
RI�WKH�PRQWK�KDG�URFNHG�XS�LQ�WR�VFKRRO�WKDW�GD\��6KH�VWDUWHG�SOHDGLQJ�
ZLWK�PH�WR�EX\�KHU�EHHUV��IRU�ODWH�QLJKW�FXUIHZV�DQG�ZKROH�XQVXSHUYLVHG�
HYHQLQJV�ZLWK�JRRG�IRU�QRWKLQJ�ER\V��6KH�SXVKHG�DQG�SXVKHG�DQG�,�JDYH�
in every time, but a part of me broke away with each transaction. Love, I 
understood, was a constant act of losing. 
 The gravel drive is blue with shadow as I pull up.
� ´/RRORR�µ�,�GURS�P\�NH\V�LQ�WKH�KDOOZD\�GLVK�XVLQJ�P\�SLQNLH�ÀQJHU��
then struggle with the bags down the hall. “Great news. Kevin at the
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sheriff’s department told me there was a real positive result with the 
FDGDYHU�GRJV�WRGD\�µ
� ,�VWHS�LQWR�WKH�GDUN�NLWFKHQ��´/RX"µ
 I can hear her outside on the porch speaking in a low tone.
 “I’m just really worried about her. She’s not been sleeping. All she 
GRHV�LV�WDON�DERXW�WKH�SDVW�µ
 A perfectly coiffed blond head sits in front of her, nodding.
� ´:H�FDQ�ÀQG�D�JRRG�SODFH�WR�WUHDW�KHU�·µ7KH�ZRPDQ·V�YHLQHG�DQG�
QDY\�PDQLFXUHG�KDQG�UHDFKHV�DFURVV�WKH�PHWDO�WDEOH�WR�SODFH�LW�RQ�/RX·V��
Lou starts to cry.
� $́Z�KRQH\�EXQ��6KH�QHHGV�KHOS�µ
 The porch creaks as I step onto it. My chest is thumping.
� ´0RP�µ�/RX�VD\V��KHU�H\HV�ZLGH�DQG�JODVV\��´:K\�GR�\RX�ORRN�OLNH�
WKDW"µ
� ´(XJHQH��VZHHWLH"µ�2UOD�WXUQV�WR�IDFH�PH�ZLWK�D�SROLVKHG�JULQ��
´+RZ�DUH�\RX��P\�VZHHW�JLUO"µ
� 7KH�ZLOORZ�WUHH�EULVWOHV�LQ�WKH�ZLQG��,�ÀQJHU�WKH�FROG�ULGJHV�RI�WKH�
butter knife in my pocket and speak under my breath.  
� ´1HYHU�EHWWHU�µ
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� 7KH�ODVW�PRXUQHU�VKXIÁHG�RXW�RI�WKH�IURQW�GRRU�DV�WKH�KDOOZD\�
clock chimed eleven o’clock, tightening both of his small, wrinkled 
hands around Sean’s and muttering for the fourteenth time, “Jesus, 
VXFK�D�WHUULEOH�SLW\��6KH�ZDV�VRPH�ZRPDQ����VXFK�D�SLW\�µ�6HDQ�QRGGHG�
thoughtfully and impatiently closed the door behind the old man.
� ´,V�WKDW�WKH�ORW�RI�WKHP"µ�'DUUHQ�SRNHG�KLV�KHDG�RXW�RI�WKH�NLWFKHQ�
doorway, a mouth full of one of the egg and cress sandwiches that Peggy 
Reilly from down the road had dropped off earlier that morning.
 “Yeah, that’s the last of them, thanks be to God. Jesus, what a 
ORQJ�GD\�µ�6HDQ�UXEEHG�KLV�IDFH��WU\LQJ�WR�ZLSH�DZD\�WKH�H[KDXVWLRQ�RI�
WKH�GD\��´DQG�ZH�VWLOO�KDYH�WKH�QLJKW�WR�FRQWHQG�ZLWK�\HW�µ�+H�ZDONHG�
into the bungalow’s only bedroom and sat heavily on one of the hard, 
wooden chairs lining the wall.
� $́UH�\RX�FRPLQJ�RU�DUH�\RX�MXVW�JRLQJ�WR�VLW�LQ�WKHUH�VWXIÀQJ�\RXU�
IDFH�DOO�QLJKW��\RX�JUHHG\�EDVWDUG"µ
� ´,·OO�KDYH�\RX�NQRZ��ZDWFKLQJ�WKH�GHDG�LV�ÀHUFH�KXQJU\�ZRUN�µ�
Darren retorted from the kitchen.
 “Well, you may bring me one of those sandwiches as well, if there’s 
DQ\WKLQJ�OHIW�RI�WKHP��$QG�D�FDQ�IURP�WKH�IULGJH�RQ�\RXU�ZD\�LQ�µ
 Darren came into the room with a beer in each hand and a 
sandwich clenched between his teeth and threw himself into the 
armchair beside the bed.
� ´+RZ�PD\�GR�\RX�UHFNRQ�FDPH"�+XQGUHGV"�7KRXVDQGV"µ�+H

The Wake
Olivia Carla Smith
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handed over a can and the sandwich with a bite taken out of the middle.
� ´+DUG�WR�VD\�µ�6HDQ�FUDFNHG�RSHQ�KLV�EHHU��´VKH�ZDV�D�SRSXODU�
woman alright. I’d say half the parish trapsed through that door today to 
JHW�D�ORRN�DW�KHU�µ
� $́K��JRRG�RI�WKHP�WR�FRPH�WKRXJK��DOO�WKH�VDPH�µ�7KH�WZR�PHQ�
nodded, sipping at their cans.
� ´:KHUH·V�8QFOH�-RKQ"µ
� ´,Q�WKH�VLWWLQJ�URRP�RQ�WKH�SXOO�RXW�FRXFK��'RQ·W�NQRZ�KRZ�KH�FDQ�
VOHHS�RQ�WKDW�WKLQJ�DW�KLV�DJH��EXW��VXUH��,�VXSSRVH�KH�PXVW�EH�GRQH�LQ�
DIWHU�WRGD\��,·G�VD\�KH·V�RXW�IRU�WKH�FRXQW�µ
� $́ZIXO�SLW\����%XW�VKH�KDG�D�JRRG�OLIH��WR�EH�IDLU�µ�6HDQ�WDSSHG�WKH�
tin thoughtfully.
 “Ay, she did indeed. A good, long life. Sure, what more can you ask 
IRU��UHDOO\"µ
 The brothers drank in silence.
� ´6KH�GRHVQ·W�ORRN�DW�DOO�OLNH�KHUVHOI��GRQ·W�\RX�WKLQN"µ�'DUUHQ�
interjected after a minute, looking at the body in the bed. “I think it’s 
EHFDXVH�VKH�GRHVQ·W�KDYH�KHU�JODVVHV�RQ��\RX�NQRZ"µ
 Sean looked up at the corpse and nodded. Although, he thought it 
was more the fact that the blood had been drained from her face and her 
skin had peeled back and tightened around her nose and gums, creating 
sharp, hideous features that made their Auntie May unrecognisable.
� ´)XQHUDO�LV�DW�HOHYHQ�WRPRUURZ��ULJKW"µ
 Sean nodded solemnly in response.
� -́HVXV��RQO\�HOHYHQ�KRXUV�WR�JR�VR�µ�'DUUHQ�ODXJKHG�OLJKWO\��WDNLQJ�D�
VZLJ�IURP�KLV�FDQ��´,W·V�JRLQJ�WR�EH�D�ORQJ�QLJKW�µ

***
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 “They made a lovely couple, didn’t they? Even when we were pups, 
they were always the fun aunt and uncle, bringing us sweets and toys 
IURP�WKHLU�WUDYHOV��7KH\�ZHUH�DOZD\V�KDSS\�µ�'DUUHQ�SDFHG�WKH�URRP�
contemplatively, his arms behind his back, looking at each of the framed 
photos along the wall.
� ´7KH\�ZHUH��D\��7KDW�WLPH�,�WULHG�WR�UXQ�DZD\�IURP�KRPH²µ
 “I remember that! You packed your bags and all! Don’t know where 
\RX�WKRXJKW�\RX�ZHUH�JRLQJ��PLQG�µ
 “Ay, I did. I was coming straight to Uncle John and Auntie Mae’s. 
7KH\�OHW�PH�VWD\�WKH�QLJKW�DQG�IHG�PH�WLO�LW�ZDV�FRPLQJ�RXW�PH�HDUV�µ
 “I know they did, sure I had to take over the milking with Daddy 
WKDW�QLJKW�EHFDXVH�\RX�ZHUH�RII�OLYLQJ�WKH�OLIH�RI�5LOH\�µ�'DUUHQ�WXUQHG�WR�
face his brother now.
� $́\��,�JRW�D�ÀHUFH�EHDWLQJ�ZKHQ�,�FDPH�EDFN�WKRXJK�µ�7KH�WZR�PHQ�
laughed quietly. 
 Darren took his seat again and silence fell on the room.
� ´'R�\RX�ÀQG�LW�FUHHS\"�/LNH��XV�KDYLQJ�WR�GR�WKLV"�6WD\�XS�ZLWK�
the body the night before the funeral. Are they afraid she’s going 
VRPHZKHUH"µ
 “Ah sure it is a bit odd alright, but it’s just what’s done, you know 
\RXUVHOI��$QG�LI�,·G�GR�LW�IRU�DQ\RQH��,·G�GR�LW�IRU�$XQWLH�0D\�µ�6HDQ�
stretched out his legs, leaning back against the hard back of the kitchen 
chair.
 They both looked at the body thoughtfully. Her white hair was 
pulled back neatly into a bun and her gaunt, wrinkled face had layers 
of yellow makeup and unnaturally red cheeks to give the appearance of 
OLIH��EXW�LQVWHDG�KDG�WKH�XQFDQQ\�ORRN�RI�D�ZD[�ÀJXUH��+HU�KDQGV�OD\
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folded across her chest with rosary beads weaved between her
VSLQGO\�ÀQJHUV�
 A creak came from outside the bedroom door and the two brothers 
shifted their gaze into the dark hallway. They sat in silence, listening. 
The faint sound of mumbled groaning crept into the room. They looked 
at one another and then back at the doorway. The clock in the hall ticked 
rhythmically with the beat of their hearts. Invisible footsteps padded 
through the shadows, closer to the door. Tick, tick, tick. Their breathing 
quickened and Sean could feel the blood pounding in his ears.
� 2XW�RI�WKH�GDUNQHVV��D�ÀJXUH�ZDONHG�WKURXJK�WKH�GRRU�DQG�WXUQHG�
towards the bed, bending over it. The brothers glanced at each other and 
laughed lightly at their foolish fear.
 “Jesus, Uncle John, it’s only you. You fairly scared the shite out of 
XV��'LGQ·W�HYHQ�VHH�\RX�FRPLQJ�µ�6HDQ�FKXFNOHG��ÀQLVKLQJ�WKH�GUHJV�RI�
his beer.
 John didn’t turn round. He didn’t seem to hear them; he gazed 
down at his wife lovingly and stroked her cheek softly.
� ´2K��P\�EUDYH�JLUO�µ�KH�ZKLVSHUHG��FXSSLQJ�KHU�IDFH��´\RX�ZHUH�
QHYHU�VFDUHG�RI�DQ\WKLQJ��([FHSW�PH�µ
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This house is a ghost like you are a ghost 
But you are banging cabinets and tv static 
And all it has ever been is silent 

Your mothers sewed her initials into your organs 
Before sending you off to college 
Showed you off to guests in the foyer of your chest. 

Your front door clutched you like it was trying to kill 
/LNH�D�ÀVW�KROGV�D�NQLIH�
You’ll always be its favorite ghost. 

Is there a part of your home that is more real than others? 
Maybe your childhood bedroom is a bad dream but you can put your ear 
XS�WR�LW�/LVWHQ��OLIH�ZLWK�QR�HVFDSH�

This place held love against your throat 
Like a threat 
$QG�\RX�FRXOG�GR�QRWKLQJ�EXW�ÁLQFK�

Haunted House Blues
Charlie Skyler/Stetson
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 I started to like the rats again. I’m writing this for I don’t know how 
HOVH�WR�H[SUHVV�P\�LQÀQLWH�JUDWLWXGH��,W·V�QLFH�ZDWFKLQJ�WKHP�ZKHQ�WKH\�
GDQFH��,�UHOD[�ZKHQ�WKH\�SLFN�DW�P\�VNLQ��WDNH�RYHU�FRQWURO��RFFXS\�P\�
mind, crawl out of my mouth and back into my ears. When I sleep, their 
steps tickle me. They feed me with their milk and live from my waste.  I
think one is stuck in my throat. Whenever I try to speak, I can’t say a 
word. I don’t like talking anyway. They’re doing me so many favours. 
Often, they make me do things, sometimes they make me forget things. 
But they always want the best for me. They have multiplied over the 
\HDUV��1RZ�WKH\�DUH�ÀQDOO\�HQRXJK�WR�NHHS�PH�ZDUP�DW�QLJKW�

Symbiosis
Miriam Treitinger
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On foggy nights the souls are said
To wonder earth and crowd your bed.
So guard your thought and do withstand
Our calls that lure you to our land.

So many tales that have been told,
Have warned of what for soul is sold.
So let me add another tale,
2I�P\�ZHDN�PLQGHG��DQFLHQW�IDLO�

One night the reaper came to me.
I knew, although I couldn’t see
From where he came or where he stayed.
He merely looked at me and said;

He didn’t come to stay for long
And – pardon him – he wasn’t wrong
In off’ring me one night of all
,�ZLVKHG�IXOÀOOHG��DV�SUL]H��P\�IDOO�

I answered “Wrong is your attempt
To try to get me to consent
To sell my soul to my desir’s

Memento Mori
Suki Seraphina Weckert
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$QG�WR�PDNH�FRQVFLRXV�KLGGHQ�ÀUHV

I tried not to be curious
And looked at him but furious.
“What could you offer me to match
7KH�SUL]H�\RX�FODLP"�7KHUH�LV�D�FDWFK�µ

“I grant, to heaven you won’t go,
If you’ll accept, God will it so.
But as your fate demands your death,
7RQLJKW�\RX·OO�GUDZ�\RXU�ÀQDO�EUHDWK�

I know it well, I saw you fall,
That’s why I choose this night to call,
$QG�RIIHU�\RX�RQH�ÀQDO�QLJKW�
7R�PDNH�XS�IRU�\RXU�HQG�LQ�VLJKW�µ

As he forecast my fate I shivered.
I knew my body, once delivered
Of my soul would what away,
But who knew where my soul would stay?

“Heaven I never hoped to see,
But I would like to know where we,
Those doubting souls go when we die
$QG�LQ�PHDQLQJOHVV�JUDYH\DUGV�OLH�µ
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“You searching souls I know you well.
No sacred place you choose to dwell.
From place to place you roam around,
But none of a a home has found.

Your soul will haunt the earth from when
Your eyes are closed. So until then
You have the time to contemplate
P\�RIIHU�DQG�\RXU�SURPLVHG�IDWH�µ

What time was there to think about
His offer or even to doubt
His cold sincerity, for I
Knew well that this night I would die.

Of what we did I cannot tell,
Because I know so very well
+RZ�WHPSWLQJ�LW�FDQ�EH�WR�ÁHH
Your fears in trying to be free.

As morning broke then my last breath
I drew and felt the grasp of death.
The reaper smiled at me and said;
“I enjoyed myself in your bed.

Now you’ve got time to contemplate
,I�LW�ZDV�ZRUWK�\RXU�SXUFKDVHG�IDWH�µ
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This is my curse, for I can’t say
Whether ‘t was worth to give him way.

I wander earth and to endure
My solitariness I lure
Such souls as yours when days are slain
Into this otherworldly plain.

Just wait till I come visit you.
I’ll test if your soul ‘s brave and true,
And if you doubt, you’ll end up here
In my cold, hopeless, lonely sphere.
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Aoibh Anna is taking two steps forward, one step back. She’s a scribble, 
a scrawl, a claw at the wall. She wants to take a bite out of you! If you 
IDQF\�LW��\RX�FDQ�ÀQG�ROG�SLHFHV�RI�KHU�KLGLQJ�LQ�WKH�SDJHV�RI�,FDUXV�
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into a word processor, he is curled up with a mug of hot cocoa and a 
murder mystery.

Eloise Rodger likes to make things up. In all her little stories and their 
very big lies – she occasionally, accidentally lets the truth slip. Her
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mother calls her a lot and tells her to write less about fancying dead
WKLQJV��VKH�LV�\HW�WR�FRPSO\��<RX�FDQ�ÀQG�KHU�ZRUN�RQ�¶HORLVHLVZULWLQJ·�RQ�
instagram, or in recent issues of Icarus.
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Joseph Shaw is a writer and second year English student at TCD. He 
DOVR�KDSSHQV�WR�QXUVH�D�PLQRU�SDVVLRQ�IRU�JRWKLF�ÀFWLRQ��HVSHFLDOO\�WKH�
works of Edgar Allan Poe.
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English teacher and a published poet, and hopes to inspire women to 
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Miriam Treitinger was born and raised in Munich, Germany. She is an 
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Suki Seraphina Weckert is from the big bad city Berlin and studies 
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