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Riverside. She spends most of her time writing fiction and poetry. She is currently pursuing her
M.A. Degree in English. She hopes to one day become a Professoand write books in the
process. She is the Founder and Editorin-Chief of The Mystic Blue ReviewCadaverous Magazine
and Drabblez MagazineHer work has appeared in numerous online and print literary
magazines, including: Pomona Valley ReviewBetter than Starbucks Magazingdelaide Literary
Magazine Halcyon Days Oddball Magazine, Grotesque Mazine, The Quail Bell Magazine, Blood

-3 She received her B.A. Degree in Creative Writing Major from the University of California,
; Moon Rising Magazine, Scarlet Leaf Revieamongst others.
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STORMY WEATHER

By amy barnes

One by oe the clouds gathered above herk oreboding. One gray, shaped like a distorted
sheep like most clouds. Others were far mo

Two angry faces arguing. She searched for a cloud in moreffniendiee were no unicorn

fall. On her face. Her arms. Dripping into her shoes. She reaches her hand to the sky and it com
away dry. The umbrella staysdysideinneeded.
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horns or arcingainbows. All of the clouds converged at once. As she searches, the rain began tg



Reading The Tea Leaves

By amy barnes

T Y vV

Queen. King. Jack. Each face stares back at me. The deck has no numbers, only royalty. | hold:the
cards in my hands. They burn my fingers. | let them all go. They scatter around rae. Giadyord

chaos. All bthem laughings t hey hit the ground |ike a t

(@)
—

magi c. |l dondt know which card is mine or 0

hands with Alice and jump. We have a tea partetna akthear there Wide a magic lowny there.

Lt i E L i i f Ll i il liililfifiiiiiiiiiiliiiililililililig:
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Teach A Man to Fish

By amy barnes

David wanted to be good at something. Like fishing. Riding a bike. Or football. Or tying his shoes.

Instead, he was good at being hungry. His stomadedet school when Mrs. Jones akkadc

questionl t gr owl ed at home. I't growled so Ioudlﬁ\y
P.S. 262 snuck him food like they were his moms. A peanut butter sandwich and an apple at noj{:m
coul dntthe coneetr of t kesbedgadtdhbeught how tp Bsh. He whs teo e :

hungry to ask for lessons.
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Label Scars

By amy barnes

There is a whitgloved, hatvearing ghost at my local Target. | can feel her anger and sheéness w
she sees cell phones and grdvarkewhere Christmas trees and evening gowastoond. Time

has written erasure poetry on the fronts of stores. Holiday shoppers step past into new storesg

without a thought. | pause and trace the old store nameynatiildnood finger. The ghost of :

stares past brushes past me. | whisper an invitatibe basement restaurant that{agg

disappeared. She disappears into aisle 6, the scent of Chanel No. 5 following in a ghostly cloud.
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Fever Breeder

By BILL W MORGAN

She addedhather log to the fire, trying to sweat outféver.

She took a sip from a bottle of water and offered it to her mother who waved it away with a weak
smile. She started to say something but her mom put a fingelips la@rd pointed down the
hallway.Her father was still sleepingheir bedroomShe wasndt all owed

The fire started fading so she reached and grabbed another newspaper from the stack, barel

<

S S S S S SNSRI S S LSS0

registering the word pandemic includetierheadline as she slowly startdhig it into pieces.

o

////////////////////////////////////////////////////////////////////////////////////////////////////////////
»»»»»»»»»»»»»»»»»»»»»»»»»»»»»»»»»»»»»»»»»»»»»»»»»»»»»»»»»»»»»»»»»»»»»»»»»»»»»»»»»»»»»»»»»»»»»»»»»»»»»»»»»»»»»



Reunions Rarely Go Well

By BILL W MORGAN

Fast forward six years and she still has the pixie cut, blue eyes, and a smile that could warm the

. g P I I A

coldest heart.
| watch, unable to speak, my face striokith some debilitating rictusvanted to know her life \
now, wanted to lige our happiness, but instead she caught me staring like some maniacal jokef
seconds away from drooling. :
She smiles back but in it is thesdook she had the last time weewwegetherThe one that tells
me empty conversations weregtiiirs awayer smile as cold as the hearts it used to melt.
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The Ligh t

BY CHERYL ZAIDAN

The light switched on
It was 2 a.mSheilved alone. There was no one whddchave turned it on.

She waited. Perhaps she was dreaming, but the lighostadmed like so many nights before

had for the past year, shetriedtonvi nce hersel f his deat h
She suddenly feltasmallhandege ze her throat and press ha r
resist. It was what she deserved. :

The light shut off.
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Dor othy Dances the Jitterbug

BYKATE FH.IX

| flung my skinny legs over your shoulders and we spun like tops, bodies akimbo, while the ground

slipped from underneath my cheet slippers. |
My silvery tassels stung you on the rebound and hissed that gaalwayd be mine.
We left the dancahtogether, and slegpomped our way through a hailstorm of childbirth, pay
cheques, and small disappointments.
My legs thickened and your shoulders caved as we danceesthp tight to the edge of the
basement dts.
Our Jitterbug days were finidhso | closed my eyes, clicked my chedrglippers, and sent us
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| Love You, Sunshine

BYKATE FELIX

The weather girl on the Sarasota News is all | need in a woman.
She blastinto my living room nightly andiks while she lies.

When she calls for sunny skies, it means that she loves me.

Hurricane seasons are rough on us as a couple.
That s wh e shoppingfadhnel@andtebDiahelsell me heryshacks until the whole
thing blows over.
| al ways come back to my weather gir]l

Storms come and go, but true love lies forever.
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Dumb Giants

BY DELVON T. MATTINGLY

Colosshgiants storm wooden floors, evangak causing me to glimpse at a rising sun. | yawn over
stentorian grunts and running water, growing thirsty.
| seek a sip but the giants shout. Fleeing to my cubby, tHeefilomes wet, ruined. Worse, the
giants catrace my damp prints.
Veils of watecoat their bodies, hair as drenched drapes over their faces, leaving more of a meé
than | ever do. :
One picks me up. Many kisses in and | use my claws. Durspadyeats rewarding me.
Bathing me in affection, ignoritng mess. As | remain thirsty.
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Shadowgirl

BYScott Hughe s

Sophiabds shadow had al ways done things

IO T Vv )

Oreos high in the pantry. Whenever Mom WOUE
themfrom the store.

It never hurtanyone Sophia woul dndtbil eitsed , Mcemﬁesng
bl ackened Momds eyes. \
Tonight, through her cracked bedroom door, Sophia watched Dad choke Mom.
oLet me, 6 her shadow whisper
Sophia flipped on her light aswung open her door. Her shadowtstred down the

—h
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hall way. At Dadoés feet, it rose from the
throat.
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Artwork By Reem Rashash Shaaban
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Old Blue Eyes

BY SERENA JAYNE

Ruth spun Sinat records in her mind while the other nursing home residents pigged bi
gin rummyand crocheted. The songs made cobweb memories stick. Each note a tether to Iife.g
The melodies created nostalgia for days long gone. Provided respite from the horror ofg
growing old.
One day her black sheep son finally showed. Asked abwilt her sangs. Stole the
wedding ring right off her finger.
He ignored her words of forgiveness and love.
She drowned the pain in sweet, old songs.
But the needle of her mentalaetplayer skipped.

The music faded; so did she.
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Harmony at Last

BY ALEXANDER PYLES

The string broke under my bent fingers.

The moment stuck with me, exanl took my chair in the back of the second violins. Was |
good enoudhl truly hoped | was.
Mrs. Helen was cruel. The impeccable curls diivehaunted me, as did her voice. It cut
sharper than any pitch | could muster.
The conductor took his placesem of faces behind him.

| turned the violin in my hands and brougtd my chin. Here it goes.
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OYou are too rough, Ann, 6 Mrs. Helen s



Traffic

BYPiyali Roy Bhowmick

Waiting at the intersection, he looks visibly irritated now. He is being rattled by the intermittentg
noise corimg from the back. Hidisheveletl o o k s suggest hweredhferdaysdt s:
He is tapping the steering wheel. The perspiration,ttiyergdther, and the crazy honking made
him immensely furious. He wants to get out of the car and smashrthewtr of the bugger who

has been bothering him for the past two siour
OPl ease |l et me out. | pr omitlekoyfrotthé trunkoftthet r y

car.
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Asylum

BYRohin Throne

Ren meandered the breacbe@in al settl i ng alongside the re

the undesirable now exposed.

~22~
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The Razor's Edge

BY VINEETHA MOKKIL

The couple checked in at dusk, when the snow was falling, a silent rain of tears walsking over -
mountains, the peaks, and the valley below. All night, the $naliright, | heard the sounds of
their lovemakingasps, guttural cries, the man chané

At first light, they breezed past the front deskt the slopes. :

S S S S S

He returned at noon, out of breath, his face flustfiedi ous r ed . 0OThereds
said, marching straight up to the desk.

0Sheds gone, 6 he said, without m

N NN NN = AN N~
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EX- DUMMY

BY Salvatore Difalc o

Lorenzo, the exentriloquisturnedmagician, pointed to the black

leaher case where he kept his old dummy .l&dufaging issued from

m,,,,,,,,,,,,,,,,,,,,,,,,,,,,,,,,,,,,,,,,,,,,,,

w a ®

the case. Youdbve awoken him, Lorenzo \
good. Whatés he gonsadusdThecaseai d one m
shook violently. Telwhentidetooste charl at ag
of here! criedthe dummyh™® magi ci ans eyed the case%
that? asked one. See my lips move? Lorenzo said. No, said the \
magi ci an. That Gechingidgwmto unlotkagheenz o sai d-
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Magic 8 Ball

BY Richard Meldru m

It sat on a dusty shelfinthe stobea vi d h a d n 0 thall ;1 gearsHe pickedat g i c
up and shook itThe message appeared.
Y o i@ today
He shook it again.
Today is your last day
David called thewner over.

0ls this some sort of joke ve

0Donot think so. 6

Outlook good
oOLooks normal to me. ¢
David left the store, freaked oMust be his imaginatiohle started to cross the rodde

. The owner shook it.
f was so concerned about hismenta stat hat he di dndt see the

»»»»»»»»»»»»»»»»»»»»»»»»»»»»»»»»»»»»»»»»»»»»»»»»»»»»»»»»»»»»»»»»»»»»»»»»»»»»»»»»»»»»»»»»»»»»»»»»»»»»»»»»»»»»»



Wrong Way

BY Richard Meldru m

Kate never usually walked throtlghunderpass, but she was in a rAstshe descerndle
towards the tunnel she sensed someone behindwas a man.
oSpg!lo6 he call ed.
She sped up.
At the other end of the underpass, Kate saw a female Kgteean towards heAs she
gotcloselKat e r eal i sed sTherskirt om hemae wasdoesa, Gaggidgte g h t
stopped.The <cr eat urbeendiscosesed,ireachad gp and rémdved its Kesksaw

5 red eyes and teetBhe started to run, back towards the riarfiortunately, the creature was
X quicker.
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Spott ed

BY ADA PELONIA

| was inside a coffee shop with my colleagkimgabout random stuff when | heard her grunt.

Anne told me she doesndt want hunky men wit:
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me for having those type of men swatt on her Tinder asant. Anne said she prefers the lanky

5

ones withoundrimmed spectacles which reminded me of someone. When | asked her where coujfd
she possibly find a guy with traits that general, [he] came. Anne stared at my shoulder where nfy

boyfremd 6 s handawdswbi apeded, oI alreadygfc
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THE DEFINITION OF INSANIT Y

BY NEEL TRIVEDI

I'm not insane. I'm just not.
The textbook definition of insanity is doing the same thing over and over again ang expectin
different results
The first time | pushed my boss doWwa stairs, ik ankle broke. The second time he was paralyzed.
The third time was when figaly kicked the bucket. ‘
Same action three times, different results
| stabbed a banker fourteen time®siaehe stopped screaming for help. Same action fourteen
times, differetresults
So psychiatrists or any other oOexpertsd ct

I'm not insane. I'm just not
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Gone

BY MEGAN RUSSO

| packedmy bags after you left for work, leaving my cellphone on the kébleshefore slipping
out into the chill of the midmorning. We were an over watered plant, drowning in our feeble
attempts to salvage what we had once felt for each others Begth®f misplaced anger and
strife.

But | was determined to swim to thdate, leaving you adrift as | packed my car and left.
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