“Literature is the art of discovering
something extraordinary about
ordinary people, and saying
with ordinary words something
extraordinary.”

B oris Pasternak
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Letters From the Editors
To me, the most inspiring aspect of Kiosk has always been its
legacy. Established in 1938 under the title Manuscript, this publication has been collecting high caliber literature for eighty-one years. I
still remember the wonder, the weight of history that settled over me
when I first read Virginia Bailey’s unsettling, surrealist short story
“The Merry-Go-Round” in Kiosk vol. 19 (then-titled Perspectives). Fifty-nine years after it was published, I fell in love with her work; even
though I know nothing about her, and likely never will, I held in my
hands a representation of her thoughts and feelings from 1960. At the
prodigious age that Kiosk has attained, we have become more than a
literary and arts publication; we are, in a sense, a historical document. In another eighty-one years, God willing,
other readers will pull Kiosk 2019 from the archives
and experience that same wonder and awe.
For that reason, as editor-in-chief, I have been
acutely aware of Kiosk as a reflection of our year in
history. We exist in a time of fear and anxiety. This
is perhaps a trite statement, echoed many times by
the generations before us; nevertheless, we do live
in an increasingly complicated world. No matter
what creed a person espouses, recent events such as the grim report
on climate change, the Presidency of Donald Trump, and mass gun
violence have caused unrest and disagreement in our nation. Accordingly, “Depression and Other Mental Disorders” (World Health
Organization, 2017) reports a 18.4% increase in depression between
2005 and 2015. In light of this, one might expect the art produced in
this time of uncertainty to reflect fear and anxiety as well.
However, this has not proved true. With few exceptions, the
pieces submitted to the 2019 Kiosk fell into two categories: works of
fantasy and intimate, loving snapshots of everyday life. The pages of
this year’s publication burst with odes to small things: social media,
a coffee mug, a butterfly—seemingly insignificant moments which
echo beyond the limits of their minutiae.
In this issue, in this year, in this moment in time, the excellent
literature of Kiosk 2019 asks us a question: is embracing fantasy a
restorative coping mechanism, or is it an irresponsible escape from
reality? Our opening piece, “Refugee Child,” asks this question quite
loudly; the rest of the selections speak in response. We hope that the
many viewpoints we have published this year will be enlightening as
well as entertaining.
Finally, Kiosk continues to be, as it always has been, an everchanging entity. Under the leadership of Digital Editor Ally Hecht,
2019 sees the advent of Kiosk’s first-ever website, introducing us to the
twenty-first century. We hope this will make the literary talent and the
vibrant, unique voices of the Morningside community even more accessible to the broader world. We encourage you to visit us at morningside.edu/kiosk, and to carry these conversations with you as you go.
I cannot offer enough thanks to Tatum Skaff, John Kolbo, Terri
McGaffin, Courtney Klocke, Niccole Wolken, and Abby Koch for
their work on the magazine. The Associate Editors, Evelyn, Lindsey,

and Mari, worked tirelessly this year with increased responsibilities from previous Editors; as Digital Editor, Ally pioneered
a new position for Kiosk and established it with excellence.
Without them, this magazine would not exist. Kim Sangwin
deserves the utmost gratitude for the countless hours I spent
fiddling on the website with her; it wasn’t her job, but she went
above and beyond the call of duty in the effort of helping us.
Thank you to President Reynders, Bill Deeds, and Morningside
College for their continued support.
Finally, thank you to Dr. Coyne for thirty years of service
on this magazine. You will be greatly missed.

		

		

Amy Jackson

When the three of us were figuring out the ropes of Kiosk,
we created a group chat called the “Kiosk Krazies.” All of us
laughed and joked about how much of the Kiosk would drive us
crazy. But I think that it takes a certain amount of crazy to help
make the Kiosk happen. It is the good kind of crazy that helps
decide what amazing literature and art will be presented and
how they will be organized. It is the crazy inside every contributor and editor of Kiosk that opens us to new learning experiences and new challenges.
Being one of the three visual editors for the Kiosk was a crazy experience for each of us, as we arranged
the artwork and literature, learned
how to create large mock-ups, and
strived to improve Kiosk visually. We
learned about the amount of teamwork and communication that it takes to bring another successful issue of Kiosk to campus.
Of course, Kiosk would not be possible without all the
amazing artists and authors submitting their work. A big
thank-you goes to everyone who took the time to create all the
wonderful submissions. We encourage you to never stop being
creative and to never stop thinking outside of the box. We hope
that your creativity will be shared again by submitting to Kiosk
next year. Thank you to Amy Jackson and her dedication and
love of Kiosk,. A huge thank you goes to John Kolbo for his wisdom, dedication, and fueling our veins with coffee. Kiosk would
not be successful without him and his positive attitude.
Editing Kiosk taught every person on board something new.
All three of us have become better designers for it. Our year
with Kiosk took three crazy designers to put together this issue,
but we believe that it will be one of the most memorable. We
are honored to be a part of this prestigious publication and are
proud to present the 2019 Kiosk.

Abby Koch, Niccole Wolken, Courtney Klocke
Kiosk19
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Refugee child
Greg Guelcher

Refugee child,
you understand, don’t you?
For the Land of Fox News
and Home of the Wall, it’s America First.
Neither caravan rider nor conflict survivor
may seek sanctuary here.
Refugee child,
you understand, don’t you?
Your color, your culture, your religion,
nightmarish caricatures of these
stir up dark impulses
within the Christian Heartland.
Refugee child,
you understand, don’t you?
In the nation’s dystopian worldview,
fear of the Other is a political tool
to whip up disaffected masses
and stroke fragile egos.

Rosa parks
by Ed Van Etten
photography
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Refugee child,
you understand, don’t you?
Caught up in our Brave New World,
forlorn and miserable in some refugee camp,
your sacrifices won’t be in vain,
so long as America’s great again!

C r e a t i v e NON - FI C TION

LatE Night Thoughts
Bernardo Cadario

T

he air tastes stale. The light from my computer
screen hurts my eyes, and the constant fight
between the heater under my TV and the winter
cold that leaks through the white concrete walls
somehow makes me feel drowsy.
I should have started doing my homework
earlier.
I’m anxiously sipping on my protein shake;
it tastes like dirty water mixed with a little bit of
chocolate, but the unpalatable taste in my mouth
keeps me awake. My body is sore from late night
tennis practice and conditioning, as usual.
In an attempt to procrastinate, I look at
my phone. The brightness of it blinds me for a
second or two. Nobody has texted me, and the
brightness of it blinds me for a second or two. It’s
1 A.M. and a million thoughts cross my mind,
anything that would keep me away from doing
my homework.
I miss my family. Actually, never mind, now
that I think about it, I don’t really miss them.
What I long for is the feeling of my socks against
the floor and the smell of coffee on a Sunday
morning. A nostalgic poison slowly fills my head
as I try to go back to doing my homework.

“Bernardo, wake up honey,” I hear softly.
I can’t really see who is there. My eyes are
blinded by the sun peeking through the curtains.
The smell of warm blankets is sedating. The pillow under my head feels as if it is an anchor keeping it from moving.
“Bernardo, your mom told you to wake up!” I
hear now, louder.
After a couple of seconds of staring at my
ceiling in an attempt to shake off the confusion of
waking up, I finally get out of my bed. I go over
my usual morning routine, brushing my teeth,
fixing my hair, and putting on a shirt. When I’m
finally done I start walking to my door, still wearing my pajama pants and socks.
I walk down the stairs to the ground floor
of the house. The sensation of my socks against
the floor has a certain Sunday morning feeling,

maybe because it is. I sit down across from my
dad at the round glass dining table like I do every Sunday. The sunshine makes everything feel
warm and welcoming. The colors of the fake fruit
in the middle of the table look so vibrant that
they tempt me to take a bite. We have had them
for years, but they do not seem to age aside from
a bite mark. Was it me?
I get distracted from my thoughts for a second as I realize that my dad’s balding is noticeable enough to reflect some sunshine coming
from the windows. I look down and see that he
is wearing his pajama pants; the soccer shirt he’s
wearing is too big for him, but it’s his favorite
shirt. He wears it to the gym a lot. His messy
clothes do not match his usual serious demeanor.
He is a doctor, after all.
My dad, as usual, is absorbed in the newspaper, completely ignoring anything around him
except his coffee. I can smell it from across the
table. His toast is a little burned, but after every
bite, he helps it go down by loudly sipping his coffee. When he sets his mug down, I notice that it
matches his eyes. The timing between the crunch
from the toast and the sipping from his coffee
emulates a metronome, so paced, so precise.
I shift my attention when he turns the page.
All I can think of now is how I’m going to get
my sister to leave the small living room next to
the dining room, which has a huge TV. I want
her to leave so I can game on my PlayStation all
day. She is too tall for me to fight and too old to
be watching reality shows, at least in my opinion.
Her straight posture combined with long dark
hair and brown eyes reminds me of a German
Shepherd we use to have. She is intimidating.
She is in really good shape too, so I probably
couldn’t outrun her with the TV remote.
Suddenly, I’m hit by the smell of eggs sizzling on the pan, and I turn my attention to the
kitchen stove. My mom is cooking some for me
and my dad. The smell of fried eggs and cereal
compliments the morning feeling. Her golden
hair matches the sunshine. While my sister
and my dad are both intimidatingly taller than
Kiosk19
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me, my mom is the only one shorter than me. I
find comfort in our shared green eyes as she
turns around and smiles at me. She will defend
me from my sister if things go bad. She always
defends me when my older sisters try to bully
me, but she yells at me probably as much. It’s a
tradeoff, I guess.
I wait impatiently for the food she is cooking.
Her cooking is the best; after all, she used to own
a restaurant. Her food has a certain taste. I don’t
know know what makes it so special, but nothing
compares to it.

My middle sister is nowhere to be seen, probably still sleeping. Whatever; she sleeps past noon
every Sunday. No one seems to care enough to
wake her up. I certainly won’t; she’s scary when
she is angry.
My little Yorkshire terrier watches me sit
down and stares at me impatiently, waiting for
leftovers. She waves her tail frantically as I lean
over to pet her. I love her, but I don’t like to take
her for walks; it diminishes my masculinity.
“Where’s the cat?” I ask, not specifically to
anyone.
“How would I know?” replies my mom, a
little annoyed.
My dad completely ignores us both, still
absorbed by the newspaper. The cat is probably
sleeping somewhere. Lucky little fuck, I think to
myself.
I’m still intoxicated by the thoughts of my
bed.
It is a nice Sunday morning.

vertebrae
by Elvis Castro
charcoal
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the transcience of pocket friends
Elizabeth Roop

It’s amazing how much can be born from a Tweet.
Two total strangers, who until the Net,
would likely never have gotten to meet,
but now is born a friendship we both won’t forget.
For now, we’re texting all day, every day.
We plan out our futures; you’ll animate, and I’ll write.
We joke about meeting, that we’ll find a way,
and choose to ignore the opposing odds’ height.
For several months, we feel like best friends,
pocket confidants for depressed nights and bad days,
sharing inside jokes, hoping this never ends,
knowing no pocket friends ever get to stay.
But now you’ve disappeared, so I guess that we’re through.
Back to Twitter I’ll go to find someone new.

Flowers grow back
by Kaitlynn McShane
digital illustration
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Safer than roses
Kit Stallmann

“If you forget me, think
of our gifts to Aphrodite
and all the loveliness that we shared
all the violet tiaras,
braided rosebuds, dill and
crocus twined around your young neck.”
				

–Sappho

This store has dozens of flowers.
We pick the silk ones, designed
to outlast their living counterparts.
Garish red roses shout what we must whisper.
I will risk a lot, but not her safety—
her mother could see and ask and discover.
What we have is worth the price of fear and flowers.
Silk violets require a gentle touch.
We weave them together in rings
that crown our heads like fae
in storybooks. The double meaning
presses heavy against my skull.
Our unconventional bouquets whisper devotion,
crowned promises far more real
than the sum of their parts.
When one of you is secret
you learn to find ways
of being quietly proud.
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Winter rose
by Megan Stroberl
photography
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Shards of diamonds and Rubies on the ground
Mariah Wills

I

am fire and fury. I am made of sapphires and
grace. I rise in the sky, lifting great velvet wings,
and scream my defiance at the bloody sun, dripping rubies across my vision. An outcry comes
behind me, and I turn, ignoring the tug on my
chest indicating something—disconnected. I lower my head and snap ivory teeth defiantly at the
tiny army below. The Heathen King had tried to
bribe me with gold. I had been naïve. I had trusted
him. I could see them now, hacking at my violet
mate, scoring furrows of rubies down his amethyst
hide. He had stopped struggling long ago.
A tearing shriek gurgles up my throat. I
clench my claws and clasp my wings close to my
sides, plummeting towards the ground. In front
of me, flickering fires bathe the rubyred sky. I blink away the shadows of
light from it and am satisfied by the
screams of men below; the smell of
hot metal and burning flesh tingles in
my nose. I snap my wings open, but
in my rage, I time it wrong and crash
to the ground.
I am tossed—this way and that—
rolling around and around. I catch
glimpses of myself as I move: a wing
here, a taloned foot there, a length of
tail. I come to rest curled against a hill
almost as large as I am. Rends in my
sapphires throb once, and then fade.
My eyes unfocus first, and then begin
to close. Light filters around me—light
that should not be there. The sun is
setting. There are rubies in the sky.
I can feel it now—the wound the Heathen
King had given me. It leaks rubies from my
breast, soaking the ground in front of me. I suck
in a labored breath once, and then hear no more.
For a moment, I think it is because my ears
have turned off. My eyes close. A general clamor
comes from around me, suddenly, and I can’t
even find the energy to twitch. I’m so heavy. So
tired. Perhaps I should sleep.
Something feathers against my nose, and,
had I been able to, I would have sneezed. My

My eyes unfocus first, and then begin to close.
Light filters around me—light that should not be there.
The sun is setting. There are no rubies in the sky.
body relaxes. All tension leaves my muscles. And
still, the rubies fall. I hear the scrape of metal on
metal, and the sickly-sweet smell as the Heathen
King approaches. I remember it well. He had
come to me on many occasions, promising gold
and jewels to me and my mate—if only we would
stop eating his cattle. We were well pleased with
that—there were other kingdoms. We had been
stupid. We had taken the trove. It was heavy. It
had weighed us down—slowed our flight.

We led them straight home.
Something sharp pricked my nose, and my
hearing warped. By now, I had ascertained that
my breathing had stopped; that I was probably
dying. The smell of the Heathen King, though—
that smell revived me enough to hold on.
“The beast—is dead!” The cry was taken up
by the king, carried throughout the ranks. Soon,
it was a roar amongst the people.
I heard their cries; remembered why they
were here. I sucked in a small breath. My tail

Sunrise from
Diduran Gala rock
by Mitch Keller
photography
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twitched. Through the roar of voices, I thought
I heard the Heathen King once more. “Did she
just move?”
Slowly, I forced my eyelids open, and there, in
front of my nose, the Heathen King stood, staring
at my tail. He was looking in the wrong direction. With a heave, I snapped my head forward,
swallowing him in one gulp. I lifted the rest of
my neck from the ground with a sucking sound. I
saw the rubies, still dripping sluggishly from my
breast, and felt steam tickling my nostrils. The
humans had gathered around me. At the sight
of their king disappearing down my throat, the
chanting had died off. I glared—first at the rubies
falling to the ground, and then at them; they who
had been complacent in this game of their king’s.

vualongchua
by Shaina Le
digital illustration
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A roar suddenly came from the crowd of
humans, and I thrashed, letting loose a roar of
my own, allowing the tickle of flames to caress
the insides of my cheeks as they made their way
out. Half of those still near me died by a lash
of my tail. The rest burned. I rose, trembling
on limp legs, and unfurled my wings, listening
gleefully to the crackle of burning flesh, smelling it on the air.
I winged away, to a spire not far from
where my mate had made his last stand. The joy
drained from me as my rubies dripped to the
ground below, sizzling on the trees. My chest
squeezed, and it had nothing to do with the
wound there. I landed in the nest, filled with
gold and jewels and wealth—and the shards of
something much more precious. I collapsed in
the ruins, dripping diamonds onto the bloody
remains of my children, weeping for the loss of
my breed.

FI C TION

Athena
Summer Kramer

She speaks and a tempest rages through the room.
She destroys every obstacle in her path.
Her eyes are infernos, incinerating you
from the inside out.
Smoke seems to rise from her shoulders.
She is fire.
She is destruction.
She is wild.
She is purification.
Doors close, but she barges past them.
Material things mortals create cannot stop a goddess,
her shoulders squared, a grin on her cherry red lips.
She’s been told they’re her best quality;
she prefers her wit.
It’s been said this is a man’s world; she disagrees.
They say that a woman’s place is on her knees.
She cuts them off at their own knees, flashes a smile over her shouder.
As the last man falls to the ground: “Yes, I know I look pretty today.”

Sculpture
by Tani Russell
mixed media

She is a warrior. A general. A battlefield name whispered by the wind.
Unstoppable. Indomitable. Fierce. Fierce. Fierce.
Flawless. Her armor shines brighter than her jewels. Flawless.
Her jaw is set like concrete. Flawless. Her sword is stronger than her mascara.
Eyeliner only serves to make her eyes more intense.
Her co-workers say it’s “false advertising” and “only to hide her insecurities.”
A knowing smile graces her lips: “My insecurities are nonexistent.” Jaws drop.
“I am not advertising. I am not a product, nor am I trying to sell myself to the
likes of you.”
Heels click on a linoleum floor.
Steel boots sludge through mud and blood on the battlefield.
Men screech to be heard over her, but do not succeed.
Battle cries drowned out by her own.
She walks with the innate grace of a thousand hummingbirds.
Her voice, sweet as a jawbreaker and just as hard.
She is fire. She is steel. She is woman.
All bow before her. Amen.
Kiosk19
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The Cold Room
Kit Stallmann

W

hen I say the room is not well-lit, I mean that it
is difficult to see the dimensions of it. It’s at once
endless and confining, a clever trick of the light
that proves it is, in another sense of the word,
well-lit. Air circulates, blown and pulled through
air vents I can’t see. My cardigan is thin, and I do
my best to stop shivering. Calculated discomfort,
all with the aim of making me talk. They know
what they’re doing, I admit to myself with grudging respect. I’ve seen the in and outside of interrogation rooms often enough to spot what makes
a good one. It’s been ages since I sat behind this
kind of steel table, and when once this situation
would have filled me with
This is a dance I know down anticipation of a good fight
to my bones, and I’ve been to come, I feel very little at
all. I’m tired, I suspect. I
practicing these steps longer haven’t been in touch with
than he’s been alive. my more material feelings
in so long, or maybe I’ve
been tired for long enough that it doesn’t register
as a new experience anymore. It’d be wrong to
say the fight has gone out of me. It’s still there,
curled around my ribcage, ready to jump-start
my heart at the first sign of danger, but it’s resting
now. I just wish they’d let me rest. They’ve had
me sitting at this table for three hours, staring at the glass wall across from me that hides
other stares. I can’t feel my legs, and my wrists
ache. There’s a glass of water placed just out of
my reach. Assholes. I glare at the water like I can
shame
shame it
it into
into coming closer. It does not work.
It’s actually a relief when a man bursts
through the door. I don’t give him the satisfaction
of flinching when the metal slams against metal,
and from his face, I could tell he was expecting
me to. He hides his disappointment poorly—a
bad look on an already bad face.
“Well, Mrs. Butcher,” he says.
“Baker,” I correct him. He ignores me. I
know their little name for me. They think
they’re so clever.
“I’m Detective Striker,” he says, voice dripping
with false kindness like I’m a senile old fool who
will believe this fakery. “It’s a pleasure to finally
16

Kiosk19

make your acquaintance, ma’am.”
I snort, but say nothing else. He studies my
silence for a few moments then carefully maneuvers himself into the seat across from me. I hate
this narrative already—whether he sees me as a
hardened criminal or a harmless old woman, it’s
clear he thinks I have no agency over my position. He asks a question—stupid, predictable—
and I deflect. Pleasant voice, non-committal
answer. Not-quite-confirmation, sorry I don’t recall, it’s been so long and my memory isn’t what
it used to be. This is a dance I know down to my
bones, and I’ve been practicing these steps longer
than he’s been alive. He changes tactics, hoping
to startle me with descriptions of prisons and
promises of plea deals. As if I’m a young woman
with her whole life in front of her instead of who
I am: weary, wary, and old.
“You’re right. Prison sounds horrible. But, to
be fair, so does retirement. Prison walls or nursing homes, it makes no difference to me. I can
die just as slowly in each. You have nothing to
offer me.”
He pretends to get a phone call, throwing out
a weak excuse and leaving me with the promise that I’ll have plenty of time to consider his
offer in the meantime. They move me to a cell, a
sneak-preview of the rest of my life. Somehow,
it’s even colder than the interrogation room and
the thin blanket they provide me feels more like
a funeral shroud.
Thirty years of avoiding capture took a lot of
finesse, long nights of planning, and a lifetime of
paranoia. And yet, here I am. I should have never
let that little boy back inside my shop.

I am not a warm woman. I can’t afford to be
with my profession and even if I could, motherhood never did appeal to me. Still, there was
something about the little squirt that was difficult to scoff at. His eyes shone too brightly, his
forehead scrunched up too delicately.
He was in my store again. He tried to blend
in, but a six-year-old did not easily melt into the

background of statues and paintings that are
twice his size. I came out from the back once the
security cameras caught his presence.
“You know you can’t be here,” I reminded
him, wiping my hands on my apron. His eyes
tracked the rusty stains left behind. I didn’t
bother to pretend that it was paint. He’d paid his
dues already.
“I didn’t tell her I was sorry,” he said. His
voice trembled, with tears instead of fear as it
used to. It wasn’t a good sign that he was no
longer terrified of me—fear keeps people careful.
I really shouldn’t have indulged him this long.
Against my better judgment, I said, “Be quick. If
Mr. Baker sees you, you’ll be joining her in my
cold room.”
It was an empty threat, but he believed it
full-heartedly. His previous brush with Mr. Baker
was traumatic enough to strike caution into him
again. He nodded, a smile melting away the
mask of grief he wore, returning him to his true
age. He dashed past me, scrambling around the
counter to get through the door at the back. This
was his third visit to his mother, and the maze
of rooms no longer confused him. I watched him
go with something horrifyingly close to fondness.
It’s not that I cared for him, exactly, but there
was a two-month hold on his mother’s body to
keep the police from sniffing around, and if I had
to kill the kid too, it would be a bitch to finish
the job correctly. Besides, he brought a little life
to what was essentially a house of dead people.
I was sure I’d seen him around the neighborhood. He had the eyes and the last name of a
man who I collaborated with before. There were
few children around this part of town, and for
good reason. There was no other way he could
know what my modest art gallery really fronted
for. I wasn’t a mother, but I did have strong feelings about this; if you wanted to waste your life
tending to children, at least keep them out of the
black market district.
I shook off thoughts about the kid, getting
back to the logistics of my latest piece—he was
nowhere near the two-month mark, but he was

a special case, so I didn’t feel bad about the rush
job. It’s not like anyone would miss him anyway.
I certainly wouldn’t. Mr. Baker was scattered
in pieces around the cold room, and I spared a
thought for the kid, hoping he wasn’t a fainter. I
wasn’t usually that messy in my butchery, but
getting rid of the bastard had become a bit of a
passion project. I was using this project to take
a break from the kid’s mom, who was proving
to be a tough case. The kid was no help when I
asked him what to do
with her, three weeks
ago. He had looked at
me like I was insane for
asking. Horrified, he’d
said, “Why are you asking me?”
“She’s your mother,”
I had explained, as patiently as I could. “You
killed her, so you should
be the one to decide
how she disappears.”
The kid, who until
that moment had been
remarkably brave about
seeking the help of a
body disposal business,
dissolved into tears.
“I didn’t mean to,”
he blubbered. I sighed.
My knees creaked and
popped as I knelt down
to his level, my hands
placed in my lap, open and inviting. Safe. He recoiled from the handkerchief I offered him with a
stifled gasp. Honestly, of all the things he’d seen
here, the handkerchief should have been the least
of it. At least all the blood on it was dry.
I tucked it away again, wrapping it around
the icepick deep in my apron pocket and tried
something else.
“I know,” I soothed, putting on the voice I
used in my daily life, the one to assure police
officers I was just a kindly old lady, not worth
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their time or energy. Oh, I looked like someone
they’d been investigating? How unfortunate!
Oh, really how terrible, I hope you catch her
soon, officer. I’d hate for this neighborhood to be
unsafe. That same voice worked well enough for

it’s a piece
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calming children, and with it, I managed to get
the story of him. It really wasn’t uncommon, as
far these things went: a backyard pool, a playful push, an unfortunate fall. A head wound and
silence and one little boy, too weak and scared to
pull her out. No witnesses, no help, no chance for
survival. The main difference in this story was

the aftermath: seeking help from the worst of society rather than risking punishment. I didn’t tell
him that no judge in their right mind would lock
away a little kid. Money was money, no matter
the source, and the kid’s mom had a waterlogged
wallet in her pocket when I went to go pick her
up. My art wasn’t bringing in much income anymore and I needed this job.
That should have been the end of it—a
collection, a payment, and goodbye. But a few
weeks later I found him in my cold room, silently
clutching at his mom’s stiff hand like it was a
favorite teddy bear. Not ideal, obviously, but
if he could manage to sneak in undetected, he
deserved a chance to say goodbye. I turned one
blind eye to it, and then another a week later
when he came again—Mr. Baker had more of a
problem with it, but that wasn’t my problem anymore. Three times was a pattern, but it would be
more trouble than it was worth to keep him away.
I told myself this and almost sounded
convincing.
This time, he was only in the cold room for a
few moments. I didn’t blame him. Between it and
the crematory, the smell was truly horrendous
and it started sticking to a person if they lingered
too long. That reminded me that I needed to buy
more perfume soon. My latest cases had been
particularly rank.
“Thank you, Mrs. Baker,” he said in a tremulous, wobbly voice. I nodded to him once and
tilted my head towards the door. A guest should
never overstay his welcome. Instead of leaving,
he trotted over to me and threw his thin arms
around my legs—the only part of me he could
reasonably reach. I startled, not expecting it, and
my hand scrambled for a knife hidden under the
countertop. He let go before it got to that, and I
almost felt bad.
“Thank you,” he said again.
“I don’t want to see you again,” I told him. “I’ll
take care of her soon. Let me do my job.”
“Where is she going?”
“I haven’t decided yet,” I admitted. “The river,
probably. She’ll be in pieces and doused in con-

crete. No evidence to tie back to either of us.”
He hugged my legs once more. This time I
was braced for it, and only rolled my eyes a little
at the watery stains his face left behind. The bell
above the door jingled cheerfully as it swung shut
behind him. I watched him go, trying to decide
what was so strange about that interaction. I decided it was nothing after all until later that day
when the police tackled me in the street on my
way to the store.
My thoughts chase each other around like a
pantomime of the cat-and-mouse game that led
to me sitting in this cell in the first place. They
land eventually on the kid’s mom. With Mr.
Baker currently in my crematory, roasting away
to the ash he deserves to be, there’ll be no one
left to finish her job. A freezer room can only do
so much to stop nature from doing its job. The
smell will attract alley cats, maybe, or more police. My cold room is exceptionally well-hidden,
even within the maze of my house, so no worries
that they’ll find it on their own. Unless, I remind
myself, the little bastard betrayed more than my
route to the grocery store when he slipped that
tracker in my pocket. I don’t know how he managed that one and I’m not interested in finding
out. Whether the kid was in on a long-con or
Striker got lucky running into him, I’m still just
as stuck here.
If the police find her body, she’ll trade one
freezer for another. Investigations drag on, and
she’s key evidence. As she is a rotting corpse, she
won’t know the difference, but I will. I force my
thoughts away from her and they continue to betray me, circling up and poking at Striker’s offer
to cut a deal. It’s not about freedom, this yearning. I’ve had my taste of freedom, these many
years as a successful business owner, and it’s not
about morality—God knows I didn’t have any of
that even as a young woman. It’s not even about
the kid. Any warm-fuzzies I might have had for
him went up in smoke when he landed me in
here. It’s about his mother, I think.
Striker comes back, all smiles and hospitality
and sleaze, leaning pseudo-causally against the

door of my cell.
“Well?” he asks. “Have you decided to
cooperate?”
“It’s cold in here,” I say conversationally. “Like
a freezer. I’m dying, you know.”
He doesn’t buy it. “You’re in perfect health,
Mrs. Baker. A little cold won’t kill you.”
“Sitting here has taken a baker’s dozen off
my life, so I don’t have many left. You mentioned
a deal?”

He narrows his eyes, smelling a trap where
there is none. “What kind of deal?”
“All the information I have, and a guilty plea
at my trial. No fight, no tricks, no grand escape.
Just an old woman growing older, staring at cement walls until I end up in a room colder than
this one.”
“And what’s in it for you?”
I primly fold my hands. Suddenly, I have
poise. Suddenly, I have agency. Suddenly, I have a
plan. “You’re not going to like this.”
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I’m right: he doesn’t like it. He tells me this
loudly and repeatedly as I go about my work.
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There’s no time to dismantle the body or cure
cement for sinking. As Striker tells me for the
fourth time that he could lose his job for allowing
me liberty, I decide to cremate her. I sweep my late
husband’s ashes into the litter box, taking extra
care to get every disgusting speck of his remains
out of my crematory.
To placate Striker, I say, “I’ve cleaned up some
of the worst messes in
My last moments as a free this city. I’ve hid highprofile bodies for highwoman will be spent watching profile people—politianother one go up in smoke. cians, activists, leaders.”
For good measure, I
send a meaningful glance at his badge. “Some of
Baltimore’s finest.”
I pause again to smooth some stray hairs off
the woman’s face. She looks highly uncomfortable.
When I put her in here, she was still sopping wet,
and the cold has not been forgiving. The frosty
strands snap under my hands. I look back at
Striker and continue, “I have a long list of names
too cowardly to do their own dirty work and
they’re all going to belong to you. All you have to
do in return is let me take care of this nameless,
unimportant woman. Single mom, you know? Alcoholic. Ex-husband used our services before. Her
only kid was already headed to foster care. She
would have disappeared one way or another.”
He folds his arms, silent as a brick wall and
just as dense. I try once more. “You’ll be the hero
here. Change my story and I’ll change yours.”
He stops looking uncertain just long enough
to look greedy—another bad look on him. “I’m
not uninterested,” he says.
I set down the woman’s body to crack my
neck and loosen my shoulders. “Once she’s done
cooking, arrest me again. You caught me in the
act. You found my personal notebook, you figured
out the code. It’s a simple shift cipher with hide as
the key. You were the one to discover the—” I do
a quick mental count—“Eighty-two bodies and
thirty-nine criminals I have records for.”
“We already brought you to the station.”
I shrug. “So? I didn’t give you anything.
20
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Legally, you would have had to let me go in a
few hours. So, let’s say you did; then you found
another piece of evidence or followed a hunch
and you followed me back here. I left the door
open, so it’s not breaking and entering. By the
time you got here, the lady was ashes. Nothing
you could do.”
I don’t give him a chance to re-think it. She’s
in the kiln before he can argue another idiotic
point, the banked fire coaxed back to life before
he can finish finding downsides to my proposal.
The dry heat of the fire is finally enough to drive
that damn chill from my bones, and I hope it
does the same for her. It’s kinder than the watery
tomb I had planned for her and far better than
submitting her to the slow-moving horror of the
legal system.
Striker’s slimy voice rambles on about all the
other favors I’ll owe him for this, but all I can
focus on is her. I gave up my chance at a plea
bargain for this—a woman I don’t know who died
in a stupid way and whose stupid son made the
wrong choice of confidant. My last moments as a
free woman will be spent watching another one
go up in smoke. I have yet to decide if it’s worth it,
but I do know I want to save at least one woman
from the horror of sitting, alone, in a very cold
room. At least one of us deserves to be warm.
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giving up my ‘96 chevy cavalier and my relationship with my father
Alexi Malatare

His red exterior patchworked with rust limps to the
finish line that is the driveway of a house,
that isn’t really my house, emitting
the acrid smells of leaking fluids assaulting
the senses of any onlookers. He is an eyesore,
but I grew to love him with each mile we traveled.
My father was much the same way. His bulbous and wiry-haired
exterior clad in scars, tattoos, and ripped farm clothes
offended those who did not understand that a hardworking man meant
never-ending anger, blaring music, and the occasional bruise or head
through a window.
My Chevy once caught fire, leaving me stranded
on the side of the road unable to breathe, choking on
smoke with tears streaking my reddened face. Living
with my father gave me the same feeling. Full plates crashing
against walls, staining the cheery paint with remnants of what my mother
slaved over all day but never got quite good enough for him.
Nothing was ever quite good enough for my father. Four kids, three cars,
two dogs, and one wife too blinded by love to tell that it wasn’t working.
Two kids with drug habits to help the pain, one with straight A’s, honors, and awards,
and one too young to comprehend. All vying for the attention of their
father.
Power windows need me to only press a button.
My crank windows needed my strength,
my determination for the relief of a cool breeze,
my love of the fresh air gently kissing my skin and
running its wispy fingers through my hair.
Once you get so used to working for relief,
pressing a button seems too easy. Was it as
easy for him to walk down the driveway, get in
the car, and leave us as it is to push a button? Was
the driveway a finish line for him as well? Were we too much for him?
After two years, I close the doors of my Chevy
with the keys locked inside. I do not need him. I do not need
to wonder why I was not good enough
to make him stay.
Kiosk19
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Leaves of glass
Allison Linafelter

Afraid of losing the past;
the things and people I love.
Afraid of losing the future;
the things that might be,
withering away like those figs
in Sylvia’s famous tree.
With each path I choose,
another fades out of focus
into the smoky ether
of “maybe.”

I look down and see
shades of blue as varied as
the ocean, the beach I’ve never
visited, Greek domes I’ve only
seen in pictures, the turquoise
waters of a tropical reef, faded
morning sky over a towering
mountain. A steely gray river,
sweeping me towards
the unknown.
Yellow stripes of sunshine
I’m afraid of missing if I
pluck the wrong fruit. Childhood
innocence, only cloudless
days and bright shining smiles.
Piercing rays so brilliant I can’t
tell if I’m even seeing clearly
at all.

Refraction
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Maybe someday I’ll follow
the stained glass dreams
in my head. Or maybe they’ll
shatter before I make up
my mind. Brightly colored
shards of glass rain down
to the wood floor beneath
my bare feet, leaving nothing
but a lead skeleton outline,
trapping me where I stand.

Pink lips promising love and
acceptance, masking sneers
and laughter. Gold coins,
if only I kiss goodbye my
sense of self. Vibrant green
slivers of grass; serpents
I’m afraid of stepping on.
I so desperately want to
fit each wavy, misshapen
piece of glass back into
their iron branches. But
the glittering shards before
me only slice open my skin
when I pick them up.
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requiem for sadako
Elizabeth Roop

An ancient Japanese legend promises that anyone who folds a senbazuru—
one thousand origami cranes—will be granted a wish by the gods.
How could they know when they started their flight
that a little girl who had hardly started her life
would be among those forever scarred by their bomb?
The war had already lasted over a thousand
days; the pilot might have craned
his neck to watch Little Boy fall. They longed for an end.

But Sadako, ten years late, the bomb collected your life.
Your classmates finished the folding of the thousand
and buried you with a prayer that all war might end.
They pressed a wish upon the wings of every crane,
pleading that never again would we use the bomb.
As you were buried, their prayers took flight.

Twenty-seven days later, there was an end.
But first there was the frenzied flight
past ruined buildings, toppled construction cranes.
Trying to get out of Hiroshima, fleeing for their lives,
the choking masses who had survived the blast, the thousands,
fled from the destruction, and the burning of the bomb.

And as you stand in metal uplifting your crane,
a statue-plea to remember all war’s true end,
you look not like a runner, as in life,
but as if you will take off in angel’s flight.
We still live in fear of the power of the bomb.
At your feet we lay our senbazuru, our thousands.

But ten years after the scorching day of the bomb—
ten years after the war had finally ended—
you had lived happily, healthily for thousands
of days. At twelve years old, your dreams took flight
as on the relay track your talents sprung to life,
and you raced, quickly, like a magnificent crane.
But like the legend’s maiden crane,
who was shot with an arrow and fell like a bomb,
you fell ill; you had to postpone your life.
Your parents might have questioned to what end
they had hurried you away in frenzied flight
if your blood was still poisoned, yours like thousands’.
And so, you decided to fold one thousand,
a wish for health bequeathed to every crane.
You hoped that the paper would take flight
and take away the diagnosis that came like a bomb,
bringing you and your family’s peace to an end.
All you wanted was to live a normal little girl’s life.
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Monologue
Elizabeth Roop

T

he clock is ticking. For some reason, the ticks are
always louder for the first half of every minute
and then grow quieter before progressively getting louder again. I never even noticed that until
someone pointed it out to me, but now I can
never help noticing it. It doesn’t bother me, really.
It’s just odd.

I fidget at my desk chair, my ankles crossed
and tucked to one side, bouncing anxiously.
Blinking twice, I
Sometimes I feel as though I’m not realize that I haven’t
the one in control, like the story is absorbed anything off
the past page and a
writing itself and I’m just the vessel it half of my textbook. I
uses to make itself manifest just can’t concentrate.
There are too
many ideas for my story racing through my
head right now.
The clock keeps ticking.
Exhaling through pursed lips, I close my
eyes for a second and take a few deep breaths. In
through my nose, out through my mouth. Four
seconds in, eight seconds hold, eight seconds out,
four seconds pause, repeat as needed. I clench
onto my pen.
This is the annoying thing about “brainsplosions,” what I’ve long called the experience of
what feels like thousands of plot details, dialogue
bits, scene concepts, and character development
ideas all rushing into being in my mind all at
once. My ability to focus is trash, and the physiological symptoms are not far off at all from those
I experience when I have an anxiety attack. Of
course, just getting too excited or upset in general
tends to trigger an anxiety attack for me anymore.
I’ve trained my brain to associate all adrenaline
with panic without even trying.
Grounding. I need to ground myself. That
might clear the ideas and allow me to concentrate
long enough to finish this homework.
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Opening my eyes, I look around myself and
count five things I can see. A handmade poster
bearing handwritten lyrics. The white wall. A
stack of textbooks. The bookcase, stuffed with
books and Kirby collectibles. A Hello Kitty
plushie on the dresser. Now. Four things I can
hear. The clock (it’s quieter at the moment). The
air cleaner. The washing machine across the hall.
My pen nervously tapping against the desk.
I grimace and make myself put the pen
down. My fingers start drumming instead.
Another idea explodes onto the screen of my
brain, replacing my less-than-half-completed
grounding efforts with more plot details. Biting
my lip, I stare straight ahead of me as my internal
reality replaces my external reality. I’ve always
been able to do this—fade into another scene to
the point it’s hard to rouse me, to the point that
the only way to force me back before I’m ready is
to touch me or to say my name repeatedly. I can
even do it when walking. Half the time when I
walk somewhere alone, I remember none of the
details of the journey. I was too busy traversing my
own mind to pay attention to the world outside.
The scene’s setting is a dark room. Concrete, or
maybe linoleum. A sneering voice is scolding someone outside for not being gentler with the precious
new recruit. This thing is worth a pile of cash to
the dark lord. Project Starfall must continue.
Next to me on the dirty floor, a tiny, young
voice whimpers.
As much as I want to continue this train of
thought, another throws it off the rails, barreling
it over in a wreck of incredible proportions. One
small alien gripping another’s hand. Frenzied
flight. A friend turned enemy.
Guilty until proven innocent.
As another idea tries to replace this one yet
again, I can feel the web of ideas spreading once
again, linking to one another. Opportunities for
plot twists books later are coming to be once
again, even if I can’t identify them yet. Everything
ties together somehow.
Sometimes I feel as though I’m not the one in
control, like the story is writing itself and I’m just

the vessel it uses to make itself manifest. These
“brainsplosions” are just one facet of this odd
sensation.
Inhaling sharply, I shake the ideas off. My
hands are clenched into fists. My feet continue
bouncing below, faster now. Flipping my textbook shut, I stand up abruptly and start pacing
circles in the middle of the room, heart pounding
somewhere between my chest and my throat.
Back to grounding.
Three things I can smell. The leak-stained
ceiling that still doesn’t smell quite right. The
scent of shampoo over close to my closet. Unable to identify a third smell, I grab a plushie and
shove my face into it. It’s a different smell, though
I can’t really describe it. Still. It counts. Two
things I can feel. The floor as I pace, switching
between wood and fuzzy area rug. My teeth biting my lip. One thing I can taste. Shoot, I’ve bit
my lip too hard. Never mind. I don’t want to label
this metallic tinge.
Sitting back down at the desk, I start breathing deeply again, trying to will the “brainsplosion” away. I simply don’t have time for this right
now. I know the lack of writing time only makes
these... I won’t say “worse,” just more intense. If
I could write more often, the ideas would come
more naturally as the story spread on. It’s because
I can’t allow that to happen that it happens all
at once like this instead. “Brainsplosions” used
to only come once every few months, and they
didn’t ever used to be so intense.
Flipping my textbook open again,
I find my page and scrunch my brow, commanding myself to pay attention. My eyes dart
over to my laptop over on the other desk. Just a
few minutes of typing might help the “brainsplosion” fade, part of me whispers. I’m not stupid,
though. That won’t help, not now. Besides, I don’t
have time right now.
My pen starts tapping against the desk again.
My feet keep bouncing.
I go back to reading without absorbing
anything, still trying to resist the ideas that
are all pounding against the inside of my skull,

begging to be acknowledged and breathed into written existence.
Welcome to my life.
For me, this is normal.
This is why I can hardly imagine myself as anything but a writer. I’m almost positive I’d go insane,
what with an eternity of ideas constantly begging to
be allowed to live outside of my brain.
I continue to keep my head above water, trying to
concentrate on my homework, but the ideas and the
urge to write keep fighting to drown me into thought.
The clock keeps ticking.
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Coffee mug
Taylor Van Vliet

Noises blur around her,
grinding espresso machines,
whirring blenders. Jazz faintly
buzzes through the chatter.
Unbothered,
she sits alone, lost in the bubbling
foam atop her drink.
As the bell jingles above the door,
she hears the familiar footsteps
creaking on the oak floors. Looking up,
she sees his bright eyes
and the smattering of freckles on his
nose.
The same freckles she met here years ago.
Every day, adorned in a green apron,
he greeted her with jokes and lattes.
Now, she avoids his eyes
across the table.
The foam dissipates
as she fiddles with the mug.
His pleas are quiet, voice quivering.
He reaches for her hand, but she pulls
away, wrapping her fingers around
the cooling porcelain. His words
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hardly reach her ears. Last night’s fight
is still too loud. The messages
in his phone, words she deserved
given to another.
All the foam has melted,
leaving only a film
on the rim. Out of words, they sit
in silence, both staring
at the milky swirl.
He searches for her hand once more
but she has already stood, leaving
the table. The floor creaks with each
footstep; the door jingles as she leaves.
Her coffee sits in front of him,
Untouched, cold.
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How my dad inspires me
Lindsey Smith

My dad inspires me the way
a car crash inspires a new driver to get on the road.
When he invites me to church to save my soul for the eightieth time
it inspires me to convert to Buddhism.
When my dad talks about the chemtrails in the sky poisoning
all of us and killing the earth, it inspires me to hire a team of scientists to study him.
When he’s dragging a trash can slopping blood and full of
chicken carcasses he just butchered because it’s “organic” into the kitchen,
it inspires me to eat a steady diet of Oreos and packaged ramen.
But a fourth, very real, way my dad inspires me is in his soul.
In the way he can turn planks of wood into a cabinet in a matter of hours.
In the practical way he lectures me about checking the oil in my car.
In the gentle way he listens instead of speaks.
In fact, the ways my dad inspires me
might just be
a flower among the remains
infinite.
by Makaelyn Glienke
photography
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Albert
Leslie Werden

O

“

ne day, you’ll find me dead in this chair, I suppose,” Albert said quietly to his eldest son, David,
who was visiting for the weekend for the first
time in six months. Albert sat low in the dirty,
tan recliner, hunched with his chin close to his
chest. Anna, David’s little sister, would know how
to respond to their crabby, aging father, but this
was one of the few times she wasn’t there. Why
had David come by himself? He regretted it now.
David looked to his wife Claire for some kind of
signal, a slight nod, a shake of the head, something. Claire only stared blankly. She wouldn’t
respond, not after her cranky father-in-law had
put her in her place several times. Albert had
often said to her, “This
The married couple had only is my house. I’ll make
been retired for ten years. the coffee as weak or as
strong as I like,” when she
Ten years of planting a garden, had tried to be helpful to
canning corn, watching deer and get the kitchen ready for
fox run through the yard. breakfast. Albert never
spoke that way to Anna,
so Claire held tightly to the grudge and stopped
trying to be helpful years ago. David didn’t say
anything either. He dismissed the comment and
didn’t bother telling Anna.
It wasn’t really Albert’s house, but his wife’s
who had been dead for four years. Albert and
Adelaide had retired to the secluded farmhouse,
her birthplace and parents’ homestead, twenty-two
years ago. They lifted the original two-room house
off its footings, rebuilt the basement, and then
added on a bigger kitchen plus an additional living
space with a loft above (a place for Anna to paint,
Albert had said). Adelaide decorated the walls
with framed pictures of their ten grandchildren,
large paintings of wildlife, and a few “Grandma &
Grandpa Cookie Factory” kinds of hangings. Then
she started forgetting who was in the pictures. She
would stand in front of a picture and tilt her head
to the left, squinting her eyes as if that would help
her focus. After a deep breath, she would move
on, finding a knick-knack to move from table to
credenza or picking up a load of towels to fold.
Albert called his children: “Your mom’s not acting
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right.” From their long-distance, David and his
younger brother (by just 14 months) Mark, would
suggest a doctor’s visit. Anna, the youngest by
eight years, would say, “I’m so glad you’re the one
taking care of her, Dad.” None of them could make
their mother better.
After Adelaide walked out of the house twice
without Albert knowing it and made it a mile
where the nearest neighbor spotted her shuffling
along the dusty road, Anna called her brothers to
present a united front, and they gently suggested
that it was time for Mom to move to a care facility.
The married couple had only been retired for ten
years. Ten years of planting a garden, canning
corn, watching deer and foxes run through the
yard. When Adelaide moved to a memory care unit
thirty miles away, Albert could only bring himself
to visit once a week because he would cry all the
way home; he texted Anna that he hadn’t planned
to be in retirement alone. He watched the deer
and foxes and took pictures of them to send to his
grandchildren. He mowed the lawn and tried his
best to plant a garden by himself. It was too much
work for one person, and it wasn’t fun anymore.
Summer passed, fall came, and Adelaide died
just before Thanksgiving. She had only been out
of the house for eight months. Mark and Anna
arrived for Christmas with their families, and for
a while, the house was chaotic and joyful and full.
Eight grandchildren sprawled on air mattresses
throughout the house, card games like Whist
and Cribbage played every night, and food prep
constantly utilized the kitchen Adelaide had loved.
They all said their goodbyes before the New Year,
Mark and his family hustling out of there to catch
a flight back to Chicago. Anna loaded her family
in the car and hugged her dad an extra time. “Love
ya, Dad.”
“Love you too, sunshine,” Albert whispered in
her ear. The door closed behind Anna, and silence
coated the house like dust on the framed photos.

“There’s nothing on TV,” he messaged his kids
in their group text. Anna responded to him in a

separate text. She knew her brothers wouldn’t
want to be bombarded with pings from the conversation.
“What about Storage Wars? You like that one,”
she would suggest.
“Boring.”
“News?”
“Depressing.”
“Why don’t you play a game of solitaire?”
“No interest.”
When David visited in early March (he
couldn’t be there for Christmas because that was
the holiday he spent with Claire’s family in Ohio)
he found the living room to be fairly clean, but
Albert’s bathroom had caked urine all over the
floor and a limey film coating the bathtub. There
were some ants in the kitchen. He texted his sister
that the house probably needed a good cleaning
next time she was there.
“One day, you’ll find me dead in this chair, I
suppose,” Albert said. David snapped a picture of
the haggard and sallow father and sent it to Anna
with a note. “Dad’s not looking good.” The only
part of Albert’s body that wasn’t thin were his
legs, which looked a little swollen. The refrigerator was empty except for some grapes, a half a
loaf of cottage wheat bread, and miscellaneous
bottles of yellow mustard, brown mustard, honey
mustard, and Thousand Island dressing. David
took his dad grocery shopping, and Albert picked
out ten Banquet frozen meals: chicken fried
beef steak, Salisbury steak meal
with mashed potatoes, and
the like. He

added bananas at the last minute.
Albert texted his daughter after David left:
“I’m not much of a cook, but those frozen meals
taste pretty good.” He texted her several times a
day because she responded the fastest. She suggested he eat small meals throughout the day and
maybe try to pick out some healthier frozen meals.
Albert agreed with her.
“It’s good to have a daughter,” he texted her.
“Nobody else cares about us when we get old.”

When Albert hadn’t texted for a few days in
mid-April, Anna, who lived six hours away, texted
her cousin who was only twenty minutes from
the farm. “Can you check on my Dad, please? He’s
not texting.” Calvin found Albert asleep in the tan
recliner. He texted Anna that Uncle Albert was
fine and left.
Anna wanted to check on her dad herself, so
she took some time off work, which wasn’t easy
to do as only one of two dental hygienists in the
small practice owned by a husband and wife, and
drove the six hours to see her dad. He was asleep
in the chair when she walked in but perked
up when he heard the door shut
behind her. He tried to
get up but didn’t
quite
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make it and plopped back down. “My legs are a
little weak, I guess,” he said.
Anna squatted down next to his chair and
patted his shin. “Hi, Dad — thought I would
surprise you with a visit.” He hadn’t shaved and
she thought he looked like a gray skeleton except
for his legs, which were swollen. Images she had
of her father superimposed this current elderly
frame: the official photo
from his Air Force days,
a snapshot of 22-year
old Albert in a white
t-shirt and jeans leaning
against his ‘57 blue and
white Ford, a newspaper
clipping of the new tech
school instructor in 1966
working with young men
in an electronics class.
“Good, good. Let me
go to the bathroom then
we can make some dinner.” She helped him
stand and he limped his
way to the bathroom, saying, “Arthritis in my hip
is pretty bad today,” as
he went. In the kitchen,
she found a box of whole
wheat pasta and a glass
jar of Three Cheese Prego
she had purchased during Christmas. There was
a molding head of lettuce in the fridge, which she
threw away and opted for a can of green beans instead. Ten minutes had passed and Albert was still
in the bathroom. Maybe she wouldn’t have a year
ago, but now she called for him—“Dad, how’re
you doing?”—he answered back he was just fine.
Albert arrived just as Anna was putting a
pot of water on the stove to boil for the pasta. “I
should really check on the...the...in…” he said and
gestured to the front door.
“Dad? What do you mean?”
He swayed a little and closed his eyes. Anna
grabbed at his arm but wasn’t quick enough or

strong enough to catch him as he crumpled to the
floor.
“Dad! Dad!” He was breathing and had a
pulse, but she couldn’t wake him. She called
911 and texted Calvin, who got there before the
ambulance did. Calvin loaded Anna into the passenger seat of his Chevy truck, and they followed
the ambulance fifteen miles to the hospital. She
texted her brothers.

“Congestive heart failure,” the doctor said.
“How long has he had that?” Anna asked.
“Hard to say. But he will have to make some
changes to his diet and exercise. The heart won’t
improve, but lots of people live with this condition
for a long time if they take the right steps.”

Anna called her brothers to suggest it might
be time to move dad to assisted living. David said
he would be there the next morning but could
only stay one night. Mark said he would look for
flights out of Chicago then rent a car in Fargo,
three hours away. He wouldn’t get there until the
afternoon or late evening.
“There’s my sunshine,” Albert said when Anna
walked in the hospital room. “Thank goodness for
daughters!” Only then did Anna cry.

C r e at i v e N o n f i c t i o n

Full Circle
Marianna Pizzini

H

orse. Sweat. We were running and galloping and
everything was going in circles.
“Tell her to slow down! Pull back on the reins!
Mari!” my aunt yelled. Her voice was distant, as
if no amount of screaming could get my six-yearold self to control Heidi’s gait.
I couldn’t figure out how to get her to stop.
Heidi kept running, and the saddle felt like it was
sliding off. Sixteen hands off the ground, velvetybrown wanted to run wild. Run free. I couldn’t
stop. Stop.
“Whoa! Heidi, stop! Stop!” I said in a small
voice. I barely stood above her kneecaps on the
ground, so it was no wonder I couldn’t control
her. She wasn’t listening, and I couldn’t get my
hands to pull the reins and my voice to work at
the same time.
“Hold the horn! The horn!” my aunt yelled. I
looked down. How was I supposed to take my
hands off the reins and put them on the horn?
No way. I had to tell myself to just try; if I didn’t,
there was no way I would stay in the saddle. I
had to place the worn ends of the reins in my left
hand. My fingers were almost too small to grasp
them. They were worn from many uses, but that
didn’t make them easier to grab. I had to get to
the horn. The horn. I looked down again and
finally grasped it. It was too slippery, too far out
of my reach while I was panicking. I placed the
reins back in my hand and tried to wrestle both.
Horn or reins, neither were good options.
“Mari, you need to clasp your legs together!
Push your knees into her sides!”
I couldn’t get my legs to work. My muscles
were nothing in comparison to Heidi’s. How was
this supposed to work? How was I supposed to
stop? I wanted off, but I didn’t want to fly.
Slipping, sliding, the saddle was unstable under my body. Were the straps giving away? They
must have been. I had nowhere to go and nothing
to stop me. No one ever tells you what it’s like
to fly, because it’s abnormal. It’s not supposed to
happen. Feet are meant for the ground, so they
never prepare you for flight or teach you how to
land. Flying, flying. My eyes were squeezed tight,

hoping that maybe if I couldn’t see what was happening that I wouldn’t have to feel it either.
I was wrong. I hit with a vigor hard enough
to make the world go slow. Dark brown patches
of dirt met my dark blue jeans. My head and
shoulders flew backward on impact with the solid,
ice-cold ground. It stole my heat and my breath.
Falling came fast but lying on the ground
pushed everything into slow motion, first with
my lungs gasping for air. In. Out. In.
Out.
“Daddy! Please help. Please help me,” I
gasped. Mouth open, my back arching, I tried
to scream but words only come out as whispers
when you can’t
No one ever tells you
breathe enough air.
My eyes were still
what it’s like to fly, because
shut, but I forced
it’s abnormal. It’s not
them open to look
up into the thick,
supposed to happen.
unbreathable air.
My daddy was there. Tall, and strong, he
wrapped my back and legs in his arms and
picked me off the ground. I was back to being
sixteen hands tall, but this time my daddy was
holding me, and I wrapped my arms around his
neck and squeezed. In. Out. In.

Vegas is full of bright lights and dim lives.
Painted smiles wash away after nights of promiscuous labor or throwing away life savings.
“You never listen. What happened out there
today? You did so well yesterday, but you struggled today. You know that, right?”
“Yes, dad.” I rolled my eyes. I was the one
who had bowled. He sat back and groaned when
I missed a spare, or he made weird noises when I
made a lucky shot. It was embarrassing.
“You should have moved when I told you to.”
That was what he said. He meant it. It seemed
like an innocent expression, but what I needed to
change was completely opposite of what he said.
He thought he knew everything, but when had
he ever even bowled?
Kiosk19
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“You were wrong.” I could tell that made him angry.
“Every time I try to help you, you ignore me.
You roll your eyes. Why do you do that? Why do
you treat me like I’m an idiot?” He had told me to
move right because I continued to washout, but I
had decided to move back. I looked around at our
room in South Point Hotel and Casino. The beige
and yellow striped walls seemed bleak. I didn’t
know what to tell him. I felt so much anger but
there was nothing to be angry about. I mean, he
did try to make me feel guilty, and he had never
learned what I had learned or done as much as
I could, but he only meant well. What was happening to me? Dad was just trying to help. He just
wanted me to succeed, so why did that make me
want to fight with him?
This was a fight my rational side didn’t want to
start, but my teenage brain wasn’t going to give up.
“You don’t know everything that I do,” I said.
My dad stood on the other side of the room
from me. His T-shirt hung around his body,
rounded tummy offsetting his 5’9’’ height. I knew
this was going to spring into another fight; we had
been fighting more often lately. I had wrapped
myself in my blue and white tie blanket with my
right leg curled up under me on the bed. I felt safe
there even though I knew my dad, and I wouldn’t
end this tonight.
“You were wrong, okay? Just accept it.”
“I’m only wrong because you never listen to me!”
His eyebrows were knitted together and he had his
hand in a fist hanging by his side. His knuckles
were white. He would change is hand from fist to
running it through his mostly non-existent hair. He
was frustrated, and my gut churned as I was looking at him.
I lowered my head to cover up the tears that
were trailing down my face. I bit into my lip. I traced
the outline of my left knee as it hung off the bed
because it was hurting. My daddy usually helped
me ice it, but the dull pain in my knee was nothing
compared to how my heart was hurting.
“You never try anything I suggest, and your
attitude is getting worse. Just try it, acknowledge
me for once. Please.”
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He wasn’t begging, he was yelling, but
it was the type of yelling that if you lowered
the volume it would probably lead to tears.
The type of yelling that rattled walls and
bones, but wasn’t angry. Just desperate. His
hands went limp by his sides, and his head
was tilted as his mouth tried to stop shaking. I didn’t want to hurt him, but he hadn’t
understood what I meant.
I spent my time in my room. I wrapped
myself in my cotton comforter and my baby
blue walls closed in on me, embraced me. I
fell asleep at six PM and slept through dinner. I slept all night just to be alone.
Lonely.
Just to see if I could find peace.
“Why is he like this, Mom? Why are we
always fighting?” I asked. My head was in my
hands and my elbows were resting on the
dining room table. I was sitting in a dining
chair, pushed out just enough that my back
arched in order for my elbows to reach. My
face was scrunched and my hands were woven deep into my hair. I was trying not to cry.
“Because you two are exactly the same,”
she answered. She stopped putting the
dishes away and came to sit next to me. Her
thin hand rested on top of my head.
“I just don’t get it. Ugh, I don’t understand!” I said as my hands flew off my head.
They landed palms-up on the dining room
table as I stared at my mom, wide-eyed.
“Your father is a perfectionist,” she said.
Her brunette bob swayed as she looked
down at my hands. I had surprised her by
moving so fast. “He needs everything in his
family to look perfect because he wants to
always be presentable. He needs to be.”
“It’s not fair. That’s not possible,” I said. I
ran my hand down the crack in the middle
of our table. It could separate, and another
leaf could be added for more people. The
golden tint of the wood mixed with its

rough surface-scratches from years of dinners,
game nights, and missionary bible studies. There
were still newspaper headlines accidentally glued
to the top of it in some places from a craft night
gone wrong. It wasn’t perfect, but my parents refused to get rid of it. It was a mess, but a familiar
one. A single tear rolled down my cheek, meeting
the scratches and stains as it fell to the table. “I’m
never gonna be perfect, Mom.”
“I know. None of us will ever be perfect,
even Dad. But he doesn’t want this family to fall
apart either, and he’s scared that you’re going
to leave next year and not look back,” she said.
She rubbed her finger in circles on the top of my
other still-open palm. I sniffed, trying to hold the
floodgates closed.
“I just don’t want to disappoint him.”
Dinner at my house starts at six o’clock
sharp, according to my mom. It’s nothing special,
but Mom wants to make sure that we see each
other every night. We have specific seats at the
dinner table too. Everything is set in stone.
I changed that. In the middle of my junior
year of high school, family dinner started to run
longer than normal. Five minutes. Ten minutes.
Fifteen. I wasn’t trying to change our whole
“family dynamic”; I didn’t come home from school
one day and decide to pick any fight I could.
It usually started the same way. We would
all sit in our chairs and start eating. The same
old question from my dad, “How was your day?”
would be met by the same old answer: “Fine.”
The same old question of, “How was work?”
would be met by my dad’s same old sarcastic
answer: “It was just wonderful.”
I sighed. He was never straightforward about
his feelings, and it was aggravating.
Scratch that: he was always straightforward
when he was fighting with me.
“You don’t understand anything about bowling. You have no idea what you’re talking about.
I do,” I said, my fork clattering against my plate
as I set it down. The sound was startling, and I
looked down at the blue heart-shaped outline

in the middle of the white porcelain. I glanced
at the clock and then back down at my father’s
face. His forehead was red and his cheeks were
scrunched around his eyes. I winced.
We were five minutes late. This was an argument we had multiple times, and I dug my dull
fingernails into my thighs as I asked myself why I
had to keep picking this fight.
Ten minutes late. These were the minutes
dad fought back.
“I have watched you compete for
eight years. Give me some credit. Sitting behind you and watching you has
taught me a little. A lot actually.”
He was infuriating. It had been
close to two years, and we would
have the same fight at least once a
week. I wanted him to forget about it.
He had never been coached. He had
never had any class to teach him anything, and he had never competed. I
was the one with the coaching certificate, not him, but he still had an ego
large enough to bait mine. He had
watched my swing and my progression since I was eight, but he didn’t
know everything. I wasn’t going to
lose to him, not about this.
Fifteen minutes late.
“Hey, why don’t you both just see
what you have to offer each other?
Fighting about it isn’t going to solve
anything,” my mom said. She looked
between the both of us. I’m sure the
almost-hatred was palpable between
us. I moved my eyes away from hers, which were
drawn up at the corners, and moved them to
my dad’s. I raised my eyebrows, baiting him. He
stood up and planted his palm on each curved
corner of the table.
He leaned towards me and I instinctively
backed away. My spine chilled. This felt different.
This fight wasn’t one of fire anymore; Dad was
packing ice and he had carved it to a point.
“We drive you across the state. We fly you
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across the country to compete. We let your boyfriend drive you around when you don’t want us
there,” he said, “even when you would be nowhere
without our help. You are ungrateful.”
His words drew the breath from my lungs.
They stung more than any he had said yet, mainly
because he was right. My eyes bounced from him
and his stance to the table and my fingernails still
dug into my thighs, and then the clock. Oh, that
minute hand kept moving and I bit my lip when I
saw the time.
Thirty minutes had passed, more than had
ever passed before.
My eyes caught Dad’s movement as he lowered
himself into his chair again. His spine compressed
and his shoulders collapsed around him. He had
wielded a double edge sword and each swing he
took at me cut him right back. That was my fault. I
pushed him. I pushed him. I don’t think he could
have stood even if he wanted to. Maybe this time
it was too much for him. Too many minutes past
the end of family dinner. Too many harsh words
spoken in raised tones. The life was draining out of
him, his head bent forward at the neck. Seeing him
like that sapped my fight; I crumbled watching as
he fell down too. I noticed how much of his hair
he had lost over the years. There had always been
a bald spot in the middle of his head, but it was
more prominent now. My daddy was tired, defeated. He was trying to hold himself together. He was
trying to hold me and him together.
“Sometimes I don’t even believe that you love
me,” Dad said. He raised his head to meet my eyes.
I watched as he struggled to breathe; he choked out
his words through tears. Watching my daddy cry
broke me in two. “I give you everything you ask for,
but it’s never good enough for you. I don’t know
what to do.”
Thirty-two minutes.
I sat there for two minutes. My arms went
limp. My mind went numb. What I was supposed
to say? My daddy didn’t know if I loved him or not.
My daddy was supposed to be my hero, and I was
supposed to be his princess. But I broke his heart.
“I do love you, Dad. I promise,” I whispered.
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Tears began to trail down my face one by one as I
watched a waterfall cascade from his eyes. I didn’t
want to win anymore.
January 2018 started fiery hot. Under a
navy blue Sherpa and a Winnie the Pooh cotton comforter, my fever spiked to 101.8 degrees
Fahrenheit. I was sweaty and weak. My head was
spinning in circles, like a drunken stupor I didn’t
deserve and couldn’t puke my way out of. I hadn’t
been home in close to four months, but today
home was filled with the flu.
Dad had just had a full knee replacement
surgery and was laid up in bed, so I joined him.
My body was broken and so was his. I slept from
midnight till two in the afternoon and then from
three in the afternoon until seven that evening. I
wrapped myself on the bed next to him and slept
restlessly. I didn’t want to get him sick, but I also
didn’t want to be alone.
I woke up with my bangs drenched in sweat.
Moving my head any direction tilted the world,
but I wanted to see where my dad was and how
he was doing. I could hear The Incredible Dr. Pol
still playing on the TV as I turned my head to the
left and lifted my heavy eyelids.
“Hi, Daddy.”
He looked at me and smiled. “Hi, sweetie.
How are you feeling?” Such a simple question
filled with so much concern. He was the one in
excruciating pain, but he wanted to know how I
was doing.
“I think I’m doing better. Thanks,” I said with
a small smile. Just a little out of it, I forgot to ask
him how he was doing too. I looked at the TV
and back to him, sliding my hand into his warm,
calloused one. It engulfed mine. Looking at our
hands together, I remembered my dad’s favorite
story of the day I was born. I was so tiny that I
fit into the palms of his hands, and now here we
were, eighteen years later, and his hands could
still keep me safe.
I smiled as I drifted back into my sweaty
sleep. My daddy was here, and everything would
be okay.
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an unfortunate comparison
Kristen Brown

I’ve got to tell you—you’re not
like he used to be.
When you are close to me, your
clothes
aren’t bittersweet from
cigarette smoke. Yet your fingers
drift and your facial hair scratches—
but it’s my fault
for comparing you to him.
Still, I pull away.

Your hair
isn’t speckled gray, your skin
isn’t falling from age,
and your voice is different.
But please—don’t say you’ll
“open up a can of whoop-ass,”
even once more, because
it isn’t your voice I hear.
I won’t really say, “stop!”
of course, because it’s been six
years and I need to settle down.
So just know, I love you, but
I hate how he lingers in me
through you.
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Das Toddesschatten (The death shadow)
Anthony Glackin

T

ownsend sat upright, suddenly wide awake, in
the middle of the night. Cold sweat drenched his
brow and stuck to his skin, somehow impervious to his attempts to wipe it from the creases
above his dilated eyes, which strained to see
even the slightest indication of movement in his
room. This task was futile, though, as the dark
room was lit only by the dying embers left in the
fireplace from hours ago, still trying to keep the
house warm. Despite their best efforts, his body
had suddenly become enveloped by the cold.
Through the quiet, still night the old man
heard nothing but the
None of the family had ever groan of the house
seen it and lived to tell about it... as the wind pressed
against the wooden slats
that made up the roof, and the faint ticking of his
wound pocket-clock: tick… tock… tick… tock…
tick… tock. He knew what time it was without
looking at his pocket-clock and without raising a
lantern to the old, broken grandfather clock that
stood like a sentinel in his living room. It was
hiding time.
Townsend threw the covers from his pajamaclad body and slid out of bed, grabbing his pocket-clock as he crept across the room. He grabbed
a match from the chest of drawers and lit his only
lantern, casting dancing shadows onto the walls
of his humble home. Looking at the shadows,
Townsend was reminded of the dark history of
the place in which he resided, which had been
passed down through generations of family members in a valiant attempt to keep the rest of the
world safe from the terror within.
Das Toddesschatten, his grandmother had
called it when she had been the owner and
resident of the house many years ago. It was an
ancient evil, one that was as old and unforgiving
as time itself. None of the family had ever seen it
and lived to tell about it, though every inhabitant
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of the house had felt its presence, and not one of
them doubted its existence. Townsend thought of
all this as he quickly and quietly made his way to
the sanctuary, a secret room built long ago to keep
those in the house safe from the evil presence that
visited one night a year.
He pressed a small button in the base of the
old grandfather clock and stepped back as a section of floorboards was released from the floor,
opening up to expose a cold, damp room lit only
by the light from the cracks in the floorboards
above and the burning lantern in Townsend’s
hand. Slowly descending into the dimly lit room,
Townsend replaced the floorboards carefully so as
to ensure that there was no evidence of his presence underneath them. He crouched in a corner
far from the entrance and reached into his pocket
for his clock, which he would need in order to tell
when the time had come to extinguish the light
from his lantern and wait for the danger to pass.
He felt his left pocket, and then his right…
but there was nothing. He felt the breast pocket
on his shirt… and again, nothing. Frantically,
he extinguished his lantern, deciding to leave
the pocket-clock wherever he dropped it rather
than risk retrieving it. The house was again
silent, except for the ominous tick… tock… tick…
tock… tick… tock of the grandfather clock, which
Townsend noticed sounded much closer than it
had in past years.
Before long, Townsend felt the familiar sensation that came with knowing that Das Toddesschatten had begun to descend from the attic. The
wave of anxiety was so strong that Townsend felt
compelled to leap from his hiding spot and run for
his life, though he knew such a mad dash would
prove fatal. Next came dread, engulfing his entire
being as though even his muscles and bones were
aware that they were but two feet below an entity
that would show them no mercy. Finally came the
physical effects, one by one. His hair rose on end,
then sweat broke out across his entire body, dripping into his eyes and making it nearly impossible
to see. The tremors came next, his body shaking as
the temperature in the room seemed to drop well

below freezing. These feelings had become
familiar to Townsend due to years of hiding
in the sanctuary on haunting night. However,
the next sensation he experienced was entirely new, as he felt for the first time during
the haunting night a sense of absolute and
indescribable terror, as though all fear in the
world had been fashioned into an arrow and
shot directly into his heart. He heard a pop,
saw a shadow cast into the sanctuary room,
and suddenly the entire world went dark.
It was four days after the Eve of Halloween, and the people of the town had begun
to worry. The nice old man who lived at 14
Bellin Drive had not been seen or heard from
in days. None of the villagers had encountered him at the market, the bank, or even the
pub. The police were called by friends and
neighbors, and after the fourth day of silence
from the house and its inhabitant, they decided to investigate.
They found the door unlocked and the
house undisturbed. The bed was made, the
fireplace dressed with fresh logs, and a vase
of wildflowers placed on the kitchen counter.
The police searched high and low without
finding anything of interest or suspicion and
were on the way out when the head detective
paused on the front door’s threshold.
“Quiet,” he barked, “something is wrong
here!” His seasoned ears had picked up on a
barely-perceptible tick… tock… tick… tock…
tick… tock coming from somewhere in the living room. He slowly moved back into the house,
listening intently for the noise. As he approached
the grandfather clock, it became apparent that the
noise came from elsewhere, as the clock showed
the time but did not make a sound. However,
when the head detective stooped over slightly, he
could hear the same tick… tock… tick… tock…
tick… tock emanating from somewhere beneath
the floorboards.
Excited to have a lead, he leapt up from his
crouch, and as he did his foot brushed the button
on the side of the grandfather clock. The floor

sprung open, casting a beam of light on the cold,
lifeless body of Mr. Townsend, whose face was
frozen in a look of sheer terror. Just three feet in
front of him lay a golden pocket-clock, which was
just close enough to the entrance to betray the
presence of the secret room to the house above.
Tick… tock… tick… tock… tick… tock.

Heat causes split ends
by Riley Custer
photography
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Running out of time
Paytn Harmon

Do you know what it feels like to love someone you know you will lose?
I don’t mean when you are fighting and things get hard and you choose to let each other go,
but rather one where you look at someone with all the love you could gather,
and it is still not enough to save you.
You know this and become aware of it every time you look at them.
When you are scared to get mad or upset because the time is running out,
and the precious time can’t be wasted on bickering
because the time can’t be wasted on arguing,
because the time can’t be wasted on crying,
because the time can’t be wasted on the honest emotions you feel,
because the time is running out.
It’s a little reminder that this is not forever.
You hold each other close even though these arms have long since felt like home.
And you smile with an “I love you.”
Good God, you say you love them every chance you get because you know one day
someone will be saying it better than you.
This feeling.
When you look at someone with love and know they will not say it back.
It will be something you appreciate in the end because you were tired
of abusing your heart anyway.
You will smile and laugh knowing that when these moments are over
they will be the best memories you have.
You will spend all your time holding one another.
This feeling is genuine, but this love is improbable.
And it is not forever.
So you will acknowledge the existence of it all because pretty soon, too soon,
you will start to wonder whether it was real at all.
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Sonreir (smile)
Abby Salguero

I hear tu nombre;
a name that siempre crosses my mind.
Sometimes, I wonder, “why?”
because me hace
sonreír.

Siento like a star at night
that stays bright como
the sun’s rays in the day.
Siempre, I feel like me haces
sonreír.
You look at me but you nunca
realize how I really feel, sabes ?
Como a heart beating fast
every time tu me haces
sonreír.

What if up is down?
by Rae Clinkenbeard
photography

Kiosk19

39

P OETR Y

beautiful disaster
Mariah Wills

A butterfly
landed on my finger today.
I reached out to see what it would do
and it perched, balanced
on my finger.
Its wings opened
and closed,
opened
and closed;
a couple butterfly wing beats more
to bring disaster to the doors of people around the world—
or not.
The butterfly effect isn’t definitive proof
of reality balanced on a string,
on a finger.
“He’s resting,” my dad said, nodding at it.
“He just ate some sap.”

frogball
by Anna Uehling
photography
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“We must accept
finite disappointment,
but we must never lose
infinite hope.”
M artin L uther K ing
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IMAGE GA L L ER Y

G allery

WWRD
by Abby Koch
illustration
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imagine dragons album cover
by Kaitlynn McShane
graphic design

first year adults BROCHURE
by Elliott Conover
graphic design
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i’d like to buy a vowel
by Ben Hieb
graphic design

BLUE BEAUTY
by Ashley Brus
photography
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Artichoke
Tracie Tuttle
painting

CHINESE LITTLE TOWN
Angela Chen
painting
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Type buffalo
by Abby Koch
graphic design

performance plus
by Elliott Conover
digital

46

Kiosk19

be awesome
by Kaitlynn McShane
illustration

Lift magazine cover
by Abby Koch
digital
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Life love
by Kaitlynn McShane
illustration

Bloom
by Kaitlynn McShane
illustration

48

Kiosk19

Butterfly
by Anna Uehling
Photography
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Pa g e f r o m t h e pa s t

The MERRY– GO– ROUND

K iosk 1960

Virgina Bailey

T

he little girl had never ridden the merry-goround without her mother before. She followed
the sound of it—tin calliope music—through the
carnival crowds. Canvas posters waved at her,
and the cotton candy smelled sweet and sugary
and dusty. The dime was sweaty and thin and
gritty, held tight.
She was not lost, but her family was, and
there was the dime to use up while they looked
for her.
Shyly reaching up to push the dime to the
ticket seller, the cold dust-and-talcum powdered
face looked through the grating at the upturned
one. She seemed too little
The people were going to be buying her own ticket,
round and round with their but that was no business of
heads hanging down… a ticket seller’s. If she gets
hurt, she gets hurt. The
ticket pushed out with the little hand reaching
blindly higher than her head, scrabbling eagerly
till the fingers touched the little cardboard. They
finally closed in on it, clutching it tight to the
pink cotton dress.
The eyes were wide, bewildered. The fence
was as high as her chin. There was a gated place
with a chain across it.
“Wait here, little lady,” said the man leaning
against the gateway. He was tall and thin with
faded blue-jeans and a dirty shirt. He had black
hair that hung around his ears, an old cap, and
a cigarette drooping from his mouth. His eyes
did not smile. Flick went the long gray ash. “You
gotta wait your turn.”
The music went round and around, loud and
louder, loud and louder. The merry-go-round
had fine wooden horses with long manes with
ribbons in them. It had a tall, round, red tent
roof with gilded trim and shiny brass poles. The
horses went up and down and up and down with
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big seats shaped like swans for the mothers sitting
in them with their babies. It was like the one her
mother had taken her on last year; it was like the
one in the storybooks. The little girl pushed forward, her stomach against the chain.
Round and round went the merry-go-round;
down and up went the prancing horses; louder and
louder went the music, and the people were laughing high and low, but something was wrong.
“It is upside down,” cried the little girl, “the
merry-go-round is upside-down.”
“Be quiet, kid, if you want to ride,” said the
thin man. He lit a new cigarette and shook out the
match. “There’s nothing wrong.”
But there was. The fine, red tent roof went
round and round in the carnival dust and the
dirty plank floorboards went round and around in
the sky. The music was upside down and strange
and ugly.
The people were going round and round with
their heads hanging down, and it made their
smiles all empty and upside-down.
“Stop, stop,” cried the little girl, “it’s all wrong.”
The song ended and some of them turned to look
at her with puzzled looks on their upside-down
faces, but the calliope started and its stops started
jiggling and tooting. A new song started. The thin
man at the gated pulled his cap down over his
eyes. Wind flicked away the ashes but the dirty
black hair hung limp, his face leering down close
to hers with brown teeth.
“Shut up, kid!”
She dropped the chain and pulled back. The
people on the merry-go-round laughed and shouted as they did not know or they did not care. The
horses went down and up, down and up, and the
little boys shook the reins on their shiny brown
horses with the red ribbons in their manes. Down
and up, down and up, hanging helpless from the
brown backs while the horses went round and
around with their hooves pawing the air and their
heads thrown back, laughing.
The swan seats went round and round on
the ceiling with the women clinging to them like
desperate spiders. The babies, like young mon-

keys, went gaily swinging upside-down, and they
were all laughing and laughing while the red tent
roof with gilded trim went dragging around and
around in the dust.
The little girl began to cry, hot tears falling. It
was all wrong, not what she had imagined. Under
the chain at the gate, the thin man shouted at her,
“Hey, you!”
Running up to the edge of the merry-goround she shouted, “Please, please, stop and
turn it right-side-up again!” The big man with a
cigar and greasy overalls sitting in the hole in the
center by the gears was standing up to look at her
while the horses flashed by, laughing. He looked
at her slow, a little troubled. “Make it right, make
it all right!” The big man looked around at the
horses prancing in the air and the little boys
shaking their useless reins, going down and up,
down and up, laughing and shouting.
“Why,” said the big man, “when they are
laughing?”
She listened to the thin laughter in the dusty
wind and saw the red tent drag round and round
in the dust.
“No, no,” said the shrill little girl voice, “no,
no, no.” She turned and ran, frightened, blind.

The thin man was behind her, and he grabbed
her by her wrist till he hurt her.
“Stop the merry-go-round!” he sneered to the
big man, twisting her wrist. He smelled of dust
and sweat and tobacco. “She’ll ride.”
It slid to a halt, and he dragged her forward
and put her on. Her eyes were frightened saucers
as she stood on the red tent roof and clung to a
brass rod.
“Not like that, kid,” the strong, dirty hands
seizing her legs and turning her upside-down,
tying her ankles to the brass pole with the leather
reins. She shrieked for terror.
“Help me, mother!” But her mother was
long gone.
“Help me, help me!” she said to the silent spectators standing in the dust under the blue sky.
“Help me!” She kicked herself raw in despair.
“Help me.” She turned to look at them for help.
They were all standing on their heads.
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literature
Kristen Brown is a history and English double major at
Morningside. She is president of Sigma Tau Delta English
Honor Society and writer of the alumni section of The
Morningsider.

Bernardo Cadario Moreno is a senior Business Administration major with a minor in Economics. He was born March,
9th 1996 in Santa Cruz, Bolivia. He is the captain of Morningside’s tennis team.

Marianna Pizzini is a sophomore English major who has
always found writing to be her passion. She works as a
writing consultant and wants to be a professional editor.

Elizabeth Roop is a junior English/History double major. At
Morningside, she’s active in campus ministries, ODK, and
the Writing Center. She is currently studying in Japan at
Kansai Gaidai.

Anthony Glackin is a sophomore from Moville, Iowa. He is
majoring in Mathematics and Education. In his free time,
he likes to exercise and cook.

Dr. Greg Guelcher began teaching history at Morningside in
1996. His wife, Yumiko, is an immigrant. Greg’s poem was
inspired by the recent 2018 U.S. policy separating children
from their asylum-seeking parents.

Amy Jackson is graduating with BAs in English and Theatre
and a minor in Philosophy. She will pursue her master’s
degree in Vancouver at Simon Fraser University, and
thanks the Kiosk for beginning what will hopefully be a
long editorial career.

Kit Stallmann is a junior English Education major. They
hope to teach middle school and pass on their love of creative writing to their students.

Summer Kramer moved around as a kid and has 15 siblings.
Her hobbies include plotting a revolution, eating everything in sight, laughing at inappropriate times, and bursting into show tunes.

Taylor Van Vliet is an English Education major from Lincoln,
Nebraska. Her poem “Coffee Mug” was written in a Starbucks and is inspired by the countless hours she has spent
in coffee shops.

Allison Linafelter is a recent Morningside alum and, now,
a first-year law student at the University of Iowa. She
would like to thank Dr. Coyne, her mom, and her cat.

Leslie Werden is a Professor of English and the Chair of the
Humanities Department. She received her BA from The
University of Minnesota, MA from Winona State University,
and PhD from The University of North Dakota.

Alexi Malatare will never be able to thank Dr. Coyne for
teaching her that writing costs less than therapy and is
often just as intrusive and life-changing.

Mariah Wills graduated from Morningside College in 2017
with an English and Spanish major. She is currently working as an ESL Instructor at Iowa Lakes Community College
in Spencer, IA.

Abby Salguero is a junior English Education major who
occasionally writes some poetry. When she’s not creating
lesson plans, she usually likes to relax at home with her
daughter, Nayeli.
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Lindsey Smith is a senior English major who hopes to be an
editor one day. She loves classic rock, Jack and Coke, and,
most of all, dogs.

Art
Katsunori Baba studies Theater and Music at Morningside.
He grew up in Japan and traveled in Europe, Southeast
Asia and the United States. He enjoys music, the art,
traditions and nature of any country. He would like to introduce others to these from Japan, his home country.

Ashlee Brus is a freshman at Morningside majoring in
Photography. She has a passion for photography and hopes
to own her own photo studio after college.

Elvis Castro is a senior Biology and Chemistry double major
who will be attending the University of Iowa Carver College of Medicine this coming fall. His interest in the arts
covers a large range of areas from creating Hip-Hop/Rap
music to portrait painting.

Wanying (Angela) Chen is a Chinese girl studying animation
and videogame development at Morningside College. She
loves painting, crafts, skateboarding, and basketball.

Rae Clinkenbeard is a junior pursuing a double major in
Arts Administration and Photography along with a minor
in Advertising. She enjoys photographing nature, and her
goal one day is to have her own photography business.

Elliott Conover is a Graphic Design Major at Morningside
College with an emphasis in both Marketing and Advertising. In his four years at Morningside, he has met some
amazing people that have lead him on the path he is on
today. The experiences and memories he has made will
never be forgotten.

Riley Custer is a junior year Biology and Studio Art student
from Gilbert, Arizona. Her favorite mediums are linoleum
block printing, charcoal, and photography. When not in
the studio, you can find her outside or watching Parks and
Recreation with her cat, Newt.

Makaelyn Glienke is a junior double majoring in Advertising and Photography. Her photography career began by
taking sports photos, but now, she has ventured into
doing more product, fashion, and portrait photography.

Ben Hieb is from Mitchell, SD, where he attended high
school. He started his college career in 2017 here at Morningside. He majors in graphic design and photography.

Mitchel T. Keller grew up on a family farm in southwestern
North Dakota. He joined the Morningside faculty in Fall
2018 as an Assistant Professor of Mathematics. His photography is frequently inspired by his love of global travel.

Abby Koch is a graphic design and mass communication
major from Sioux City, IA. When she isn’t designing or in
the campus radio station, she’s enjoying long walks in the
frozen food aisle.

Shaina Le is is a senior pursuing a major in Art Education with an ESL endorsement. After graduation, she
aspires to continue making art for herself and for future
students.

Kaitlynn McShane is a senior from Bennington, Nebraska,
majoring in Graphic Design and Advertising. She loves
Harry Potter, painting, and golfing in her free time.

Natalia O’Hara is a junior at Morningside, majoring in Arts
Administration and Photography. Her passion for photography started in high school because of her teacher, Jon
Cochrane, and it has grown tremendously since!

Tani Russell is a junior year double major in Religious
Studies and Studio Art. She explores photography, photographic alternative processes, and encaustic and other
sculpture mediums.

Tracie Tuttle is a junior majoring in Studio Art and minoring in Graphic Design and Journalism. She is involved
with Art Club and writing for the Collegian Reporter. She
enjoys both the process of creating art but the satisfaction
of seeing the final result.

Krista Waite is a senior at Morningside College. She’s a
double major in Religious Studies and Non-Profit management with an emphasis in Human Services.

Anna Uehling is a sophomore at Morningside College. She
is majoring in advertising and graphic design. Growing
up in Minnesota, Anna was surrounded by nature, fishing
and camping. This love of nature is the inspiration for
much of Anna’s art.
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A bout the Kiosk
“Subject to editorial fallibility, the best will be printed.”
This quotation first appeared in the foreword
of the 1938 issue of Manuscript, the predecessor
of the Kiosk. In the early years of Morningside, student satire and short fiction was often published
in the yearbook, but an idea for a student literary
magazine began to grow in 1937 during a meeting
of the Manuscript Club.In March, 1938, student
and faculty gathered to read aloud stories and
poems, which had undergone a screening process; only pieces of “sufficient literary merit” made
it to readings, recalled Miriam Baker Nye, first
editor. That fall, South Dakota poet laureate Badger Clark visited campus, further fueling student
desire for a literary magazine, and so on December
7, 1938, Manuscript was printed and distributed.
Response to the publication was instant. One of
the stories described students skipping chapel to
go to an ice cream parlor, and the next week President Roadman started taking roll during chapel.
Over the next several years, students were motivated to submit their work and have their words
read and their voices heard. The group published
sixteen issues until Manuscript disappeared in
1952. The magazine resumed publication under
the name Perspectives in 1955. Students changed
the name to Kiosk in 1971 and have continued publications nearly every year since. Advisors over the
years have included Donald Stefanson, Carole Van
Wyngarden, Janice Eidus, Scott Simmer, Robert
Conley, Jan Hodge, Jason Murray, and for the last
30 years, Stephen Coyne.
While the Kiosk has included cover art in
many of its publications, the format of the maga-

zine was revamped in 2006 to include student
and alumni-created art of various media. Art
advisors John Kolbo, Terri McGaffin, and Dolie
Thompson have assisted student editors in allowing these artistic pieces to take a more central
role in the magazine.
With the continued support of President John
Reynders and the Morningside community, this
publication continues to grow and evolve. Since
2006, the Kiosk has won multiple awards from
the Columbia Scholastic Press Association and
Associated Collegiate Press, including a Silver
Medalist Award, three Silver Crown Awards, eight
Gold Medalist Awards, three Magazine Pacemaker
Finalist Awards and a Gold Crown Award.
Submissions are accepted in the spring semester of each academic year. Literary work is then
reviewed by the editorial boards, and recommendations are forwarded to the head editor, who then
forwards accepted pieces for judging. Art work is
selected by a panel of student judges who represent Morningside’s various art majors. A panel of
area artists then selects the award winners. Those
interested in working for and/or submitting to the
magazine may contact Professor Stephen Coyne by
email at coyne@morningside.edu.
The Kiosk is published annually by Morningside College and is distributed at no cost to Morningside students and alumni.

79 Years of the Kiosk
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1938

1956

1971

2006

2018

First literary magazine
on campus.

Name changed to
Perspectives.

Name changed, again,
to Kiosk.

Format change introduced
more artwork.

Columbia Scholastic Press Association
Silver Crown Award.

Kiosk19

R ecent Awards

2006

Columbia Scholastic Press Association Silver Medalist
Associated Collegiate Press Pacemaker Finalist

2007

Columbia Scholastic Press Association Gold Medalist

2008

Columbia Scholastic Press Association Gold Medalist
Associated Collegiate Press Pacemaker Finalist

2009

Columbia Scholastic Press Association Gold Medalist

2010

Columbia Scholastic Press Association Silver Crown Award

2012

Columbia Scholastic Press Association Gold Medalist
Associated Collegiate Press Pacemaker Finalist

2013

Columbia Scholastic Press Association Gold Medalist

2014

Columbia Scholastic Press Association Gold Medalist

2015

Columbia Scholastic Press Association Gold Medalist

2016

Columbia Scholastic Press Association Gold Crown Award

2017

Columbia Scholastic Press Association Silver Crown Award

2018

Columbia Scholastic Press Association Silver Crown Award

Kiosk magazine is printed on an offset
printing press using four process colors on 80#
matte-coated cover and 80# matte-coated book
paper stock. Adobe InDesign is the page layout
software used to assemble the entire publication.
The book is perfect bound. Typefaces used
include fonts from the Folio, Trade Gothic and
Berkeley type families.

Copyright 2019 by the Kiosk, a publication of Morningside College. After first publication all rights revert to the
authors and artists. The views herein do not necessarily reflect those of the Kiosk staff or Morningside College.
The Kiosk is published by and for adults. Some material may not be suitable for children.
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