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Editor’s Letter 

Dear Readers,  
 
Thank you for picking up a copy of the inaugural issue of  Periwinkle Literary Magazine! In this issue, 
you will find twelve poems, three short stories, one essay, and sixteen visual art pieces all centered 
around the theme of “Something Old, Something New, Something Borrowed and Something Blue”. 
To tell you a bit about Periwinkle, I founded the magazine in October 2019 with a push from my 
good friend and assistant editor, Preston Smith. I told him all about how I wanted to start a literary 
magazine for people without institutional support. A magazine for people like me who might be 
turned away from certain publications because of their lack of higher education or the fact that their 
work is non academic in nature. We also hope to publish work that is magical and emotional with 
some of our favorite genres being urban fantasy and sad girl poetry. The pieces that were accepted for 
this issue are just that and more. 
 
We received over one hundred and fifty submissions which is absolutely wild for a magazine that just 
opened submissions for the first time in January! Thank you to all the submitted! Despite only being 
able to choose a few pieces from each genre, each person that submitted helped us grow and learn 
more about how to run a magazine.  
 
Without further ado, I give you the first issue of Periwinkle Literary Magazine. If you enjoy the work 
featured in issue one, be sure to follow the authors/artists on social media to support their future 
endeavors! 
 
Best Wishes,  
 
Venus Davis, Editor-In-Chief 
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Mother  
Keana Aguila Labra 
 
I can only ask forgiveness as though I am a broken record. The needle skittering over past 
incidences; the needle halts and repeats. Pink palms to cold cheeks: this is how I’m scolded. 
 
Parents uphold the codes and ethics on which they themselves are raised, to be sanded down to 
the perfect image. This method is passed from calloused hand to the next. Was there something 
wrong with my complexion? 
 
Unable to bend to the will of my mother, I would then be forced into it. Broken hangers and 
worn belts, 
evidence of a war won by the skin of my teeth. As clay is molded with force, I struggle to remain 
intact in the kiln. 
 
If I worry enough, she appears in an attempt to frighten me back into submission. I ask to pardon 
myself of myself as I will never gain her favor. My mother would demand I carry myself tall but 
I waver at any oncoming charge, at the slightest change on the surface. 
 
I will no longer be the same. 
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Two women 
Ann Marie Sekeres 
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Bi Girls in the Modern Age 
B.N. Wattenbarger 

 
you can't assume someone's sexuality, 
of course, based on outer cues— not even 
when their tongue is in another girl's mouth. 
there are too many words for this; it is 
too important to misspeak. 
but when i came out this year, i 
started cuffing my jeans— stereotypical 
but something more, something akin to 
the language of flowers 
for Bi Girls in the Modern Age. 
 
sometimes i think about 
my Victorian ancestors, corseted & gusseted 
& possibly repressed, the way i was 
when i was 16, but with wider skirts. 
and i think about them and i wonder 
if they think of me, from some supposed 
afterlife— and if they gape 
at that bare inch between jeans and shoes, 
scandalously revealing my well-turned ankles 
to any passerby who might chance 
a glance down at just the right moment. 
 
i think of them, perhaps sitting at a table 
alongside the relatives i might've met 
(once, as an infant) who survived 
the great depression after 
having found themselves 
embroiled in the first world war— perhaps 
watching me as i pressed my 19 year old lips to the skin of another girl, thinking 
 
"by that age, i had crawled across 
the western front, had cried over 
a thousand bodies, had pressed my lips 
to a man i just met, somewhere in France 
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and later i went home and pretended 
I had never met him." 
 
did they read the news, or on the radio 
hear and silently mourn Alan Turing 
as a kindred spirit, then vow to themselves 
to never think of this, never think of 
anything beyond the present moment. 
do you think they saw, through my eyes, 
Turing pardoned in 2013, 59 years 
too late to matter? do you think 
it matters to them, the way i cried 
in 2015 when obergefell became 
the law of the land and i 
learned i would have a daughter, soon, 
who would never know the need 
to hide behind her hands and send 
violets, only violets to someone she 
could only admire from afar or perhaps, 
perhaps, perhaps, could join 
 
at the dinner party i imagine is in heaven 
where everyone who ever hid their held hands 
is kissing full on the mouth (or maybe 
beside it, sloppy and free and laughing, 
missing those lips because they're spread 
so wide in smiles, happy at last.) 
 
every morning, I, a bi girl in the modern age 
sit on my couch and bare my ankles 
& myself 
& some days the news makes it hard 
& some days the news makes it easy 
 
and some days I look at the sun and squint 
staring right at that bright light! 
because I'd like to think Somewhere 
someone just like me is looking down 
and squinting too, because the world 
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looks so much brighter than 
when they last passed through. 
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The Early Bird  
Fabrice Poussin 
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SOCKING MEMORY 
Louis Faber 

 
It appears unexpectedly 
like a sock from behind the dryer 
long after its mate 
has been discarded or converted to rag. 
You have looked for it 
ever since it went missing 
and knowing the way of socks 
and their hiding places 
the dryer was one of the first 
places you looked for it. 
Memories are much like socks 
now and again running off 
and hiding, leaving half thoughts 
and untethered emotions, and there 
are those worn so thin, holes appear. 
It is horribly difficult 
to darn a memory, and once done 
they never again fit comfortably. 
You need only look 
in the back of your sock drawer 
for all the single socks 
pining for their mates, 
but even when you do so 
you know, deep within, 
its mate will not reappear 
and reconciliation will remain 
only an unfulfilled desire. 
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Blueberries   
Jenn Ashton 
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October Deer 
Natalie Crick 

 
The deer must have guessed I long for friendship. 
I see him and I feel joy. 
There is a famine that comes in fall. The pale wash of late afternoon. 
For the first time in years I can see faraway. 
 
He appears to me three times one evening, 
cocks his ear to the sky as if to hear the snow fall. 
Moonlight sweeps across the snow, 
blue with electric edges. 
Opalescent, godly, 
the deer moves by. 
 
I listen, listen, 
as though her spirit might stir 
in the final blades of light. 
I see one crow lie dead in the snow. 
The others bow their heads, 
but there is something here that beats quietly. 
When I soften, it will prise me open. It will love me. 
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To Jackson 

Fabrice Poussin 
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New Tomatoes 
Natalie Crick 

 
Plump tomatoes roll 
beautifully, with 
silken skin that puckers 
and splits. In my hands, 
they have a pulse. 
Each one is curious, childlike, 
thumping red hearts. 
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To Her 

Fabrice Poussin 
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A Frail Wick 
Natalie Crick 

 
Dried hydrangeas look on 
like dull, barren women: 
ethereal blue, blurred since she left me. 
 
The roses are over, baring their limp thorns. 
My child’s lamp 
moves among the low stars. 
 
Deafness and rotten lace. 
 
Life is frail as glass in a storm. 
I see ghosts sag in the trees, 
where nobody murmurs, nobody wakes. 
 
The moon never thought to snow 
her feet, wings, 
such cool blue 
lips 
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Janus  

Ann Marie Sekeres 
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Canis lupus signatus 
Ray Ball 

 
The wolf bites 
into the throat of the white 
doe in hopes of keeping 
the cold hunger away. The deer’s 
pulse fades at night, and, with it, 
the vision of a handsome 
prince, the true love 
of a shining maiden— 
 
How can she fill the broken 
vessel with water from the spring? 
How can she carry it 
through the stone arches 
glinting silver in the hot sun? 
How can she bathe 
for her husband and he 
for her? The jug tumbled 
onto the cobblestones, shattering 
before her hand could close: 
 
the wolf snaps his teeth 
of daggers far from 
the blue tiled floor 
where light reflects both 
past and present. 
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To The Apse  
Fabrice Poussin 
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The Pirate Queen and the Sea God 
Jasmina Kuenzli 
 
I keep your heart in a box, 
take it out every now and then,  
caress it lovingly, 

 
feel its still beat between my fingers, 
listen carefully 
and put it back inside 
so that no one sees. 
 
 
You are a sailor, across some foreign sea 
down in the depths of mystery. 
Magic. 
That awe-inspiring beauty of the wild places. 
 
And I— 
am a stubborn, willful mess of a Queen, 
who never lets go of the things 
that hurt her the most, 
and never stops running. 
 

 
I hear your heartbeat in the night 
like an echo or a siren call, 
I watch the foam cap each icy wave 
the wind tangles my hair 
and imagine I see you, 
rolling over the next set, 
beaching yourself in the sand   
with all your promises,  
apologies,  
and sparkling regard 
winding netting 
around blue fingertips.  
 
And sometimes I do really see you, 
the imprint on my eyelids in the mid-afternoon stillness 
as the sun beats down. 
I move slowly, the air suddenly liquid 
and you appear beside me, 
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shimmering and flickering 
your skin glistening, 
I am suddenly so cold. 
 
 
I won’t say I wait for you, 
there is no waiting, 
but there is also no thread of our story 
where I toss your heart back 
into the ocean, 
and surrender to a landlocked  
dry,  
existence. 
 
 
Instead, I wish for you, 
even as I move on, 
the seasons and years turning beneath my feet. 
I keep the ocean on my left 
and I move,  
and move,  
and move. 
 
Even when the silence swells up 
when the noise screeches and clangs, 
or launches itself into oblivion, 
hot tears and shaky breaths, 
on the verge of crashing down. 
 
 
Your heart beats beside me 
It’s throbbing an ache 
and there is not a single moment, 
when I can’t hear you. 
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Maragaret by Moonlight 
Jenn Ashton 
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Deja-Vu 
Lisa Fleck Dondiego 
 
Swans swim in the pond, 
necks crane for the bread I throw. 
My tight bun comes undone 
in the rain. 
One of my sandals breaks, 
slips off my foot. 
 
Returning, I sit on the floor 
at a table with you. 
A blue sky vaults through the roof. 
You twirl a strand of my hair 
and I am undone. 
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Through Tomorrow  
Fabrice Poussin 
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The Walk 
Aditya Shankar 

 
Would I ever know 
the one I walk past 
is the one I want to know? 
When we meet, 
would I remember this walk? 
 
Would I ever know 
the crow perched atop 
an electric line I pass 
is the one to feast on my oblation? 
When it pecks at the feed, 
would I remember this walk? 
 
At the bridge, 
a cargo ship passes beneath. 
 
Would I ever know 
the t-shirt I buy from the street 
sports soulprints of the ship? 
When I wear it, 
would I remember this walk? 
 
I walk to a hollow destination, 
unaware of all that I walk past. 
 
Yet, I walk forward. 
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An Actor’s Autograph 
John Grey 

 
At the stage back door, 
an hour after curtain fall, 
I collar the actor 
for an autograph. 
No longer a greedy munitions magnate, 
he's just a thin, balding, stooped, 
middle-aged man, 
more lines around in his eyes 
than in the play. 
But he's gracious, 
signs my program, 
as I toss out a list 
of movies that I've loved him in, 
a wan smile 
his one response 
to praise from a stranger. 
He grabs a cab. 
I stroll back to the hotel, 
accompanied by his pen stroke. 
He has the rest of his life to live. 
I have his name on paper. 
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Sunshine  
Fabrice Poussin 
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Regarding Marriage 
John Grey 

 
A disenchantment? 
No, the contrary. 
 
What’s not to enchant? 
Dirty dishes in the sink. 
Dust on the television screen. 
Farts and belches. 
The flushing of a toilet. 
 
I am at the service 
of a fantasy made real – 
stains are scrubbed away 
by spirit, 
dirty clothes are cleansed 
as if by magic, 
even coughs and sneezes 
are a miracle cure away 
from a bandage around a finger cut. 
 
What is a vacuum cleaner 
but an object of sublimated worship. 
And the hum of a refrigerator 
is as soothing as the low notes of a choir. 
 
So I am neither disillusioned nor dissatisfied. 
So what if there’s a spot on my shirt. 
 
 
 
 
 
 

29 
 



 

 

To The Dungeon  
Fabrice Poussin 
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Life After Regret 
Kat Devitt 

  
 
Minsbridge Chapel, England 
1497 
 
Dain's heart walked with the bride to the altar as her auburn hair gleamed in the moonlight. Her velvet 

red skirts fluttered behind her, and her sleeves, sewn with seed pearls, brushed against her lovely curves. 

She looked like an angel trumpeted from the heavens, stealing the breath of every man she passed, but 

it wasn’t Dain waiting beside the priest. 

Dain stood at the church’s rear, leaning against the stone walls, sick with longing. He wanted 

to run up the aisle, grab her by the elbow, and twirl her around. If he had the courage, he’d say, 

“Estrilda, my love, you’re making a grave mistake.” 

But cowardice filled his limbs like lead. 

Rainard Franklin, Estrilda’s intended, beamed as she climbed the three steps to join him on the 

altar, but jealousy poisoned Dain’s mind. Rainard’s gaze never left her. Not for one moment.  

Not when the “hallelujahs” were sung. 

Not when the priest started his prayer. 

Not when the moment came—their vows. 
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Estrilda shared a look with Rainard as if they were the only two people standing in the church. 

Love flowed between them as the priest spoke, his words drifting over their heads. In her rich brown 

eyes, Dain saw the heartbreaking truth. She couldn’t wait to be Estrilda Franklin.  

Dain turned away. He couldn’t listen without hatred sneaking into his gut. He retreated to his 

solace, the one place in the world that belonged to him. 

As Dain climbed the spiral staircase to the bell tower, the priest’s words followed him “May 

these words never grow bitter in your mouth…” 

It’s what Dain never said to Estrilda that soured his memories. 

**** 
Minsbridge Chapel, England 
1839 
 
If it wasn’t for Enoch's ill fortune at the card tables, he wouldn’t be standing in this godforsaken 

church—and in the dead of the night, no less. 

Behind him, Jeffrey chuckled. “Your debt isn’t repaid until you’ve climbed the bell tower.” 

Enoch whirled around on him. “Bastard. Why wouldn’t you just take my coin?” 

“Because it wouldn’t be nearly as fun.” Jeffrey rocked back on his heels. “And how else am I to 

discover if the rumors are true?” 

“Climb the damn tower yourself.” 

Jeffrey tsked. “I’d rather not see a ghost. Might make me believe in God.” 
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“Coward.” 

He shrugged. “At least I’m a winning one.” 

Enoch’s hands itched to smack the grin off Jeffrey’s face. “Next time I win, I’ll make you sing 

outside Amy Hill’s window.” 

“If you win,” Jeffrey said. “Wouldn't you like to see where your ancestors married?” 

Moonlight bathed the stone floors beneath their feet, but further into the church, it was all 

darkness. In the distance, a shadowy altar loomed. Many generations of the Franklin family had stood 

there and recited their vows, and seldom had any of those marriages been happy. 

"Not really.” Enoch sniffed. “Do you fear the altar?” 

Jeffrey’s brows furrowed. “Why might I?” 

“You’re an adamant bachelor.” 

“As are you.” 

“You won't be for long if Amy Hill has her way.” 

“I wouldn't be caught dead outside that chit’s window.” Jeffrey shivered. “Now go find our 

ghost.” 

“There is no plural possessive in this endeavor.” 

“If it weren’t for my renowned card skills, you wouldn’t be here. This is our adventure. Now 

go.” 
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Jeffrey pulled the doors closed behind him. On the other side, he snickered. Once Enoch was 

finished with this ridiculous scheme, he intended to strangle Jeffrey on the church’s doorstep. 

“Bloody, bloody bastard.” Enoch fumbled around in his coat pockets. “I’ll make his eyes bulge 

out of his sockets ...” 

Enoch’s fingers brushed against a matchbook. He pulled it out and struck a match, 

illuminating the church’s nave. It looked like no one had sat in these pews in years. The ceiling was 

cracked, the walls bare, and the Mary statue close by was missing a hand. 

“Devil take him.” 

Enoch searched the room for a set of stairs. The sooner he climbed the bell tower, the sooner 

he could settle his debts—and strangle his friend.  

**** 
Minsbridge Chapel, England 
1496 
 
Dain lay beneath the shelter of an oak tree. His back pressed against the hard ground, padded with 

nothing but grass. He tore the blades up as branches swayed in the breeze. 

Between the green fingers, Dain found the azure blue sky barren of clouds. He thought, If I 

just stretched my hand between the branches, I could touch the heavens ... and maybe, an angel.  

Dain raised his hand, but instead of the sky, he found fingers.  

Estrilda’s fingers.  

He recognized her delicate hands, the milk white of her skin.  

“Why are you lying on the ground?” she asked.  
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Dain turned to look at her smile. It warmed him like a hearth’s glow.  

“I was trying to touch heaven.” 

She wriggled her nose. “You say the silliest things, Dain.”  

Her auburn hair fell in cascades, settling in her lap. She sat cross-legged, her boots peeking out 

from the hem of her emerald green dress. Her rich brown eyes roved over Dain with a happiness he 

couldn’t name.  

“Are you alone?” Dain asked.  

“My father is in the church speaking with the priest.”  

“About what?” 

“Marriage.” She rolled her eyes. “He’s asking the priest for advice on how to guide me to the 

altar.” 

Dain twinged at the thought of another marrying her. Why not him? Why not her childhood 

friend—The boy who knew her favorite hiding place in the moors and the scar she’d got on her knee 

from climbing a tree?  

But Dain said none of those things.  

“Has he found you a husband?” 

Estrilda snorted. “Do you think I’d let him choose a man for me?” 

“I can’t see you listening to anyone.”  

She batted him across the shoulder. “I do listen. When I want to.” 

Estrilda’s fingers broke away from his. Her gaze lifted to the church, which had been built 

more than two hundred years ago. Its stones had witnessed hundreds of births, and deaths, and 

marriages. Someday it might witness Estrilda’s wedding—and perhaps Dain’s.  
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“I’ll choose my own husband,” she said, her voice soft, sad. “I won’t let him bait suitors with 

my hand. If I marry, it’ll be for love.” 

Estrilda’s words drifted away with the wind, a promise sealed. A tendril of her hair lifted to 

tickle her freckled nose, and Dain knew his soul belonged to her. He wanted no other, but he was an 

orphan who’d been raised at this church. He worked as the bell ringer here. He didn’t have anything to 

offer her besides his heart.  

“Estrilda …” 

She glanced down. “Hmm?” 

“I …” 

“What is it?” 

“I lo—” 

Dain’s thoughts blew away. He couldn’t admit it to her.  

Instead, Dain reached up to brush the auburn strand from her nose. She caught his hand, her 

dark gaze searing him, and she turned his palm over and kissed it—more so with sisterly affection then 

passion.  

His breath hitched. 

“You’re an angel,” Dain said.  

His gaze lingered on her lips, as red as ripe strawberries. Was her mouth as soft as velvet?  Or 

rough like chapped skin? He wanted to wrap his fingers in her hair, pull her lips to his, and find out.  

But he knew she’d box his ears if he tried.  

“Dain?” Estrilda broke away from him. Her blonde lashes fell against her cheeks as she blinked. 

“You’re brooding again.” 
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He swallowed. “Do you think…” 

“Yes?” 

“Do you think angels walk on the earth?” 

Her smile faded. She thought of him as silly, so Dain said nothing more. 

Estrilda shook her head, but as she leaned back and dug her palms into the grass, interest 

flickered in her eyes. Her brows creased, and slowly, she leaned forward, as if being reeled in like a fish 

on a line.  

“Who’s that over there?” she asked.  

Dain followed her gaze across the churchyard. Her father emerged with the priest and another 

man in tow. A tall, blonde fellow with piercing blue eyes and a glowing smile. He had a forceful but 

kindly energy about him, as if he’d chase after whatever—or whomever—he wanted.  

“That’s Rainard Franklin,” Dain said. “He comes for confession once a week. He bought a 

manor not far from here about six months ago.” 

Estrilda’s eyes glittered. “I’ve never seen him before.” 

She uncrossed her legs and pushed herself off the ground. As he watched her bound across the 

grass toward the church, Dain’s gut clenched. Somehow, he knew he’d lost his chance forever.  

**** 

Minsbridge Chapel, England 
1839 
 
Enoch’s light dwindled as he finally discovered the stairs. He flicked the burnt match to the floor, 

smoke sailing before it died on the cold stones.  

Bastard. “Jeffrey could’ve at least provided me with a lantern.” 
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Enoch plucked out another match and lit it. His gaze travelled up the steps cut into the 

church’s rear. It spiralled up into the darkness, its grayness reminiscent to a purgatory—if it even 

existed.  

In truth, climbing the tower frightened him. Generations of the Franklin family’s firstborn 

had died from falling off heights. His father’s older brother had fallen from a tree, and his 

grandfather’s oldest sister from atop her pony. Balconies, rooftops, and even bridges had claimed the 

Franklin’s eldest—and always by accident.  

From an early age, Enoch’s parents cautioned him about heights. Being their first and only 

child, their protection suffocated Enoch as a boy, but as he grew—and never died—his parents 

slackened their warnings. Maybe the curse had skipped him? 

Enoch had always listened to these tales with a note of skepticism. No one knew where the 

curse originated. Was it only a familial myth? He was inclined to think so.  

But still, as he stared up those steps, dread chilled him.  

Enoch gave himself a mental shake. There was nothing to fear. ExceptJeffrey’s taunts if he 

proved unsuccessful.  

“Let’s get this over with,” Enoch muttered as he took the first step.  

His feet struck the stones, each step echoing through the tower. A draft swept over him, 

prickling at his flesh.  

Enoch paused by a slit window. He listened to the night, but all he heard was his 

breathing—short, heavy, anticipatory. But what was he waiting for? 
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Enoch glanced out the window, and his eyes found an oak tree. Its shadow stretched across the 

churchyard as it eclipsed the moon. It must’ve stood there for nearly a thousand years, its branches 

reaching toward the heavens but never touching. 

He shivered. It looked like something out of a penny dreadful.  

And then he heard it—a sigh.  

Enoch’s gaze shot up the steps, and at the very top, he saw a glow fade into the tower’s top 

floor. As if it had walked out into the night air. As if it had feet and thoughts … Enoch swallowed back 

a scream. 

Goddamnit, Jeffrey, he thought. This is the worst trouble you’ve placed me in. Worse than the 

time I woke chained to your mother’s pig or was nearly toppled over by your runaway horse.  

But a bet was a bet.  

So, Enoch dashed his fear, and he took the tower two steps at a time.  

**** 

Minsbridge Chapel, England 
1497 
 
Tolls rumbled through the hillside as Dain tugged on the rope. His heart crumbled with each ring, 

signaling an end to his hope. But was there anything left to hope for? Was there any chance for him? 

He’d never find another woman to love. Estrilda had stolen his heart, his breath, his soul. He’d 

never find another like her, for she’d been his angel. And how often did a man find an angel? 

Maybe once in a lifetime, if he was lucky.  

Dain wasn’t lucky. He hadn’t been since his parents died.  

Dain strode toward the tower’s ledge and glanced up at the night sky. He shook his head, 

trying to keep his chest from swelling with sadness. But there was no use. Not anymore.  
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“Will you send me another?” Dain asked.  

A few stars twinkled. A cloud drifted over the moon. Somewhere below, a wolf howled. But 

nothing miraculous answered his prayer. Nothing fell from the sky, and the moon didn’t split apart.  

Dain reached up to the sky. “Will I ever love again?” 

Nothing.  

Regret ripped through him, and he knew he couldn’t stay.  

Dain stepped up onto the ledge. “Will you at least let me touch heaven, God?” 

Dain stretched out his fingers, and then he slipped. He clawed at the stone, but it broke away 

from the wall. They fell together, and his last thoughts were of her but also of life.  

I never wanted to die, God. Dain saw it hurling toward him. His end.  I didn’t want this to be 

your answer.  

But it was. And his love stayed with her, even after his skull hit stone.  

**** 

Minsbridge Chapel, England 
1839 
 
It looked like an angel had thrown flecks of silver across the sky. In the moonlight, the brass bell 

gleamed, it’s rope worn and beaten. Loose stones lay scattered on the floor, but other than this, Enoch 

saw nothing but nighttime.   

Enoch blinked. “Did I imagine it?” 

His hoarse whisper cut through the stillness, but no answer came.  

Enoch picked his way through the stones and walked over to the bell. He pressed a hand 

against it, its metal frigid. Unfeeling.  

How many hands have rung this bell? Enoch wondered. And were the rumors of its ghost true?  
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Enoch shook his head. He must’ve drank too much wine at the inn. It’d explain his loss at 

cards and his being in this crumbling, desolate place—and seeing that, well, light. 

His second match diminished. He tossed it aside and struck a new one, finding comfort in its 

flicker.  

“Well, I’ve fulfilled my end of this bet.”  

Enoch turned away … and found the glow in front of him.  

Fear stole his breath. He stumbled into the bell, eliciting a dull ring. It was perhaps the first 

time in decades, maybe a century, that it’d tolled.  

The figure of a man stood in the glow. His features weren’t defined, but he seemed to turn his 

head to look toward Enoch.  

“I-I’m sorry,” Enoch managed to say.  

He stood there, staring. His skin seemed to emit a silvery light like the moon and stars above. 

And about him hung a sadness … the unknown.  

“W-well, it was a pleasure meeting you.” Enoch swallowed. “I’ll s-show myself out.”   

Enoch started for the staircase when a voice drifted across the tower floor. It curled around 

him, filling him. “You look just like her.” 

Enoch’s feet froze. His jaw dropped. It wasn’t every day a ghost spoke to a fellow, and he 

hadn’t a clue what to say to this lost soul … Or if there was even anything to say.  

“My darling Estrilda.” Sobbing noises came from the glow. “All I could have had … All I 

wanted ...” 
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Enoch shook himself. This man—this ghost—was in pain. His mother had never taught him 

how to console a phantom, granted, but she’d taught him one or two things about comforting the 

living.  

“Here, ol’ chap.” Enoch pulled a handkerchief from his pocket. “Come downstairs with me, 

and we’ll have a chat …” 

Enoch started for the ghost, his hands shaking, but the light quivered as the ghostsaid, “Don’t 

come closer. You might fall. I couldn’t stand to live if another of her kin died.” 

Enoch wasn’t about to point out that he was no longer a part of the living. It’d be the height of 

rudeness to correct him, especially when he had to live in this bell tower all alone.  

“What do you mean if another of her kin died?” Enoch asked.  

“The curse.” The ghost walked—or more like floated—over to the tower’s ledge. “It dies right 

now, for one of her blood has finally visited me.” 

Enoch blinked. “What are you driveling on about?” 

“I’m free. At last.” 

“You aren’t making any sense here, my friend. I grew up being told about a family curse, but I 

never understood how it worked.” 

“It doesn’t matter anymore. It’s finished, and I’m late for my appointment at heaven’s pearly 

gates.” 

“If you weren’t a glowing specter, I’d think you a madman.” Enoch ran a hand through his 

hair. “Or maybe I am one for talking to ghosts …” 

The ghost said nothing more. He reached a hand to the heavens. Enoch watched, 

dumbfounded, as he appeared to step onto the ledge … and then he was gone.  
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“No!”  

Enoch ran over to the edge, his mind spinning with what he’d witnessed. He’d just seen a man 

jump … Jump! Of all things!  

Enoch’s heart jumped to his throat as he peeked over the ledge. He spotted a small, white light 

twinkling on the ground. Like a fallen star kicked out of the heavens.  

Finally, He has taken me home ... 

The ghost’s voice drifted through Enoch’s mind as his light faded, like a match, burnt and 

discarded.  

I’m free… Free of her love ... 

Behind Enoch, the bell tolled, as if invisible hands tugged on the rope. As if to fill the 

countryside with the ghost’s loss and regret in the hopes his beloved would hear his soul’s pain from 

beyond the grave.  

Enoch stood there, aghast at what had just happened. At the state of his sanity. At what Jeffrey 

might say if Enoch told him he’d held a lengthy conversation with the bell tower’s ghost, only to have 

resolved his family curse … and freed the ghost.  

He started for the tower’s staircase. “Well, I won’t be strangling Jeffrey tonight.” 

Enoch made it down the steps without cracking open his skull. He glanced at the altar masked 

in shadows. Maybe that’s where the curse had begun. Or maybe in the ghost’s heart, when it had been 

a beating one.  

“I need a drink.” Enoch walked over to the church’s door, his hand on the knob. “Maybe 

three.” 

Enoch pulled it open. Jeffrey stood outside with a grin on his face as he rocked on his heels.  
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“What did you find?” he asked.  

Enoch bloody well wasn’t answering that question.  
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Gramma’s Hairpins 
Jenn Ashton 
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Keepsakes 

Don Noel 

 “Jessamine, I really don’t want you going through my bureau drawers.” 

“Mom, would you rather the moving men do it tomorrow?” 

“I’d rather just go on living here and maintain my privacy.” 

“Of course. We’ve been through all this. Mrs. McGarry can’t come anymore. She’s no spring 

chicken herself, and she’s having a knee replacement.  What’s this in the underwear drawer?” 

“That? A lavender sachet. Couldn’t we get someone else meantime?” 

“Lavender? Here, you take a sniff!” 

“I know, dear. Its fragrance has diminished. Attenuated, your father would have said. He loved 

words.” 

“I’d call it ancient. Withered.” 

“Careful, my darling daughter. You could be describing your own mother.” 

“Touché, Mom. How old is it?” 

“Mama gave it to me when I married your father. Slipped it into my honeymoon suitcase. She 

was sticking up for me. Why can’t we get someone until Mrs. McGarry’s knee is done?” 

“So you would exude lavender in your wedding bed? Lovely idea. Because she wants to retire. 

She has her eye on a place just down the road from yours.” 

“It’s not mine. It’s the one you’re sending me to. Why can’t she move in there? And don’t 

knock the sex appeal of lavender. You were conceived that night, or the next few, and he was off to the 

war.” 

“Mom, she can’t afford it.” 
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“Well, suppose she earns her keep at the high-priced place by taking care of me?” 

“Mom, she shudders every time she helps you take a shower. If you fell, she couldn’t get you 

up. So my father picked my name?” 

“Sort of. He said when we had a daughter, we should name her Jasmine to remember our 

wedding night. He didn’t know one fragrance from another.” 

“But I’m Jessamine.” 

“He was long gone by the time you were born. I made it less obvious.” 

“I never knew. What’s this on the top shelf of the closet? A muu-muu?” 

“Exactly. He bought it for me. A souvenir of Hawaii.” 

“That’s where you honeymooned? I can’t remember ever seeing you wear it.” 

“When he flew off to duty in Korea, I packed it to bring home, but it seemed too gaudy for 

anyplace but Waikiki Beach.” 

“I’m discovering I’ve never really known my own mother. Shall I pack the muu-muu for 

Harmony Acres?” 

“What a flossy name for an old people’s barracks! Why not? A girl’s entitled to a few utterly 

useless mementos.” 

“Mom, if it brings back happy memories, it’s not useless. And what about this lacy thing? It 

feels seductively smooth. Must be real silk.” 

“I was an only child. Papa wanted his daughter to have the best trousseau that money could 

buy, or at least that he could afford. Made me feel guilty. But I wore that nightie in Hawaii, and kept it 

as a remembrance.” 

“Along with that nightstand photo of you two, half-naked on some beach, like Deborah Kerr 
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and what’s-his-name.” 

“Burt Lancaster. ‘From Here to Eternity’.” 

“Right. What a handsome man my father was. That photo must be Waikiki?” 

“A passing tourist took it for us. It’s the only one of us both. People didn’t have 

camera-phones in those days, and we didn’t court very long. There was a war on.” 

“You’ve never said where you met.” 

“At the USO. Young women used to go to dances, giving well-chaperoned companionship to 

young GIs. Papa didn’t want me going there, but I was a little rebellious. Anyway, it was love at first 

sight. A week later we were on our way to Hawaii.” 

“Your parents bought a fancy trousseau in a week?” 

“Not exactly. Why can’t we find some younger Mrs. McGarry to take care of me here?” 

“Mom, I tried. I put ads on Craig’s List.” 

“Whose list?” 

“It’s an Internet classified ad service. The fact is that any young women willing to do this kind 

of work nowadays want benefits.” 

“What’s more beneficial than old ladies’ wisdom?” 

“Cute, Mom. But retirement communities can afford health insurance and pensions. 

Individuals like us can’t. What do you mean, ‘not exactly’?” 

“They’d already begun buying my trousseau. I never got to wear most of it. Three weeks after I 

got home from Hawaii I was a war widow. I soon learned I was a pregnant widow.” 

“Mom, you’ve never told me any of this. Did you elope?” 

“I guess you’d call it that. Papa was pretty angry. Mama understood: She packed for me, 
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including that nightie. We were married by an Army chaplain in Oahu.  Good thing, that five-minute 

wedding: I had benefits, so when you came along I didn’t need to beg from Papa.” 

“Mom, I get it. He’d picked someone else for you, hadn’t he?” 

“A man everyone thought enormously promising, from a wealthy family. I’d have been a rich 

wife and you’d have been a spoiled brat with money-grubbing genes, nothing like your father’s child 

that you’ve been all these years. I’m glad.” 

“I’m glad too, Mom. What’s in this shoe box under the bed?” 

“Ballet slippers.” 

“You studied dance?” 

“A little. I wasn’t really very good; gave it up because my legs hurt. Those slippers are 

instruments of torture.” 

“So why did you keep them?” 

“I went to the USO to see if ballet had done me any good at ballroom dancing. When I met 

your father, I decided they were – what’s the word for a lucky charm?” 

“A talisman?” 

“Yes.” 

“We’ll definitely take them. What’s this other box?” 

“Never mind that. We’ll leave it here, or throw it away.” 

“It’s a very fancy box.” 

“No! Don’t open that, Jessamine!” 

“Mom, all this lace and stuff! It’s your wedding dress!” 

“No, dear, it’s my Papa’s wedding dress, that I never wore. I’ve kept it to remind myself, 
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whenever the going was hard, that it could have been harder.” 

“You mean married to a man you didn’t love.” 

“Exactly. Rich but wretched.” 

“What shall I do with it?” 

“Throw it out, dear. I don’t need it any more. I have happy memories.” 

-End- 
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Hoping  
Fabrice Poussin 
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Clean 

Rachel Mendes 

Things you can buy at the estate sale happening in the house next to yours:  

An extremely ugly clock left on the corner of the living room. It was a gift from a Christmas party held 

at the school one of the two men who lived in the house worked at, and the clock is awful but he genuinely 

loved the place. You know this because there are pictures of the students everywhere, hung up on the 

otherwise bare walls. There aren’t any gifts from the students left behind, and you assume he took them 

all with himself. The clock is probably a gift from a fellow employee. You know he was a psychologist, not 

a teacher, you can imply this much from some of the books scattered around - 

An unopened copy of “The Secret Garden”. It’s a beautiful edition, lilac hardcover with shimmering 

silver pages. You don’t know why it’s never been read. You read it when you were younger, and, granted, 

the plot isn’t very nice, and the characters aren’t that engaging. Certainly the psychologist, a sweet 

blonde-haired man with lovely rose gold eyes and a tendency to blush for the smallest things with whom 

you exchanged pleasant small talk over the picket fence, was a reader, as is obvious by the many empty 

bookshelves, but it doesn’t seem as if he ever took a liking to ‘The Secret Garden’. It is here, haphazardly on 

the carpeted floor, unopened, unread. You pick it up, touch the cover, put it back down.  

A single baseball shoe, missing its pair. You can’t guess which one of the two it belonged to; both of them 

were extremely fond of the game, you know, they spent many lazy, idle afternoons playing catch, throwing 

for the other to hit, taunting and cheering, exchanging kisses over the edges of their bats. They watched 

games on their television together, invited their friends over, and you could hear their excitement in good 

evenings. It feels strangely silent now.  

A wooden desk, nothing in the drawers, just a lonely pen. The desk is slightly inclined, in that way 

architects use, as far as you’re vaguely aware. You think architects tend to use computers and softwares 

now, but maybe the one who lived in this house was a bit more old-fashioned. You rather think he was; he 

was a hands-on type of man, liked to learn by touching, fixed broken tiles and faulty wires himself. You 
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saw him go under his car to solve one issue or other more than once. He cooked as well, and you could smell 

the food all the way from your house. Hands-on, trustworthy hands, strong arms. You heard one time his 

husband call him “shortstop”, and you can see that, if you close your eyes you can see, in the back of your 

eyelids, the image of him younger, brasher, running on a baseball diamond, gripping the ball tightly 

between his fingers, fitting the inner curve of his knuckles to the seams, throwing, catching. You wonder if 

his palms had callouses.  

A box of wine glasses, cared for and used, but there’s also a mug, and you wonder which one of them 

liked wine and which one preferred beer, wonders if they toasted to what they had, to their marriage, 

their life together. Which one of them was the lightweight, which one had to handle the mess in the house 

after they were done and heading to bed. Did they get drunk together, you think, did they stumble over 

each other in between giggles and messy, clumsy kisses, did they nurse their hangovers with coffee and soft 

touches.  

The bed in the master bedroom. Lonely. You wait until you’re alone in the room, until all the other 

potential customers have left to investigate other areas, and you touch your palm to the blue bed sheets - 

they left the bedcovers behind. You wonder if they had sex here. Wonder how good it was, if they stayed 

here for long afternoons feeling each other, touching, loving. You’ve seen them around each other - the 

taller one liked to pick his husband up, kiss him until he was giggling, until he was blushing pink. They 

looked like they loved each other, like they couldn’t keep their hands away. You wonder how many 

passionate nights this bed saw, wonder if it ever died down between them, if they ever went to sleep without 

a single kiss. Somehow, you don’t think that was the case. You don’t think they died down or waned away 

- you think they just ended. Just like that. One night they were having sex in this bed, touching, desperate 

and warm, and the following morning it was over.  

A strange sense of longing for something that was never yours to own or to mourn over.  

-  

Things you can't buy, for they are saved in someone's heart or pocket or soul:  
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Ilya's favorite book, a beat-up edition of “Alice in Wonderland”. Given to him by Ivan, many years ago, 

almost two decades, with nothing but “from your brother” written in the first page with his neat 

handwriting. Jack had always had a strange interest in the book, and Ilya sees now that he was attracted 

to the small piece of Ivan in the pages. Ilya carries it often, keeps it close. It comes back with him when he 

moves away from his old home. A bit of his childhood, before everything. It reminds him of his brother, 

something constant.  

The keys to the house. They don’t open anything anymore, but they’re there, inside Ilya's pocket. He’s 

always been sentimental.  

A light pink bunny plushie, inside Ilya's backpack. Jack bought it for him after their first dates, in one of 

the amusing whims he had, saying it reminded him of Ilya. It’s a bit old, but still soft to the touch. 

The password that opens Jack's phone: Ilya's birthday, mixed up with their wedding anniversary. He 

still hasn’t gathered his mind enough to change it for something else. It comes too naturally to him 

still.  

Their pictures of high school, split between them. Some of them blurry, a lot of them caught in the 

midst of their daily lives, The one where Ilya is lovingly looking at Jack, candid, adoring.  

Baseball bats and gloves and balls. They took them all with themselves.  

Jack's habit of hugging Ilya from behind and kissing his head when he arrived home from work. 

All the post-its and reminders. Buy milk. My brother is coming over this weekend. Call David. Fix the 

coffee machine. I love you.  

Date nights, that never grew boring, never turned dull, the best type of routine. Watching movies 

together, Jack easily scared of the horror flicks, huddling close to Ilya as an excuse to kiss him, Ilya 

happily indulging, slow making out under the low light of their living room.  
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The easy smoothness of their movements, how natural it was to touch, to be together. Keystone duo. 

Ilya calling for “my shortstop”, Jack answering with “my second baseman”, even if they knew, they 

knew.  

A text message from Ivan, saying “You can stay over at my house”. Because Ivan will marry Jack at 

some point, he knows, because Jack has always loved him better than Ilya. Now that they’re not together 

anymore, Ivan knows it’s just a matter of time. Either him or David, he doesn’t know, he wonders. It 

depends on many variables. One way or the other, Ilya is his brother, he’s family, and so he’s the one who 

gets to run to Ivan's apartment and sniff and whimper, “He left me”, he’s the one who gets to crash on the 

bed and hug the pillow close and cry himself to sleep. Jack, Ivan figures as he tucks the blanket over his 

exhausted heartbroken brother, can wait.  

Two bottles of beer, empty. Crumpled bedsheets at David's house. You can borrow my bottle-opener, 

it's fine. Drunken, desperate kisses in the dark, I missed you, it’s been years, hands, wandering hands, 

familiarities. They will talk about this tomorrow, or maybe they won’t, maybe Jack will run to Ivan 

like the devoted puppy he has always been, or maybe he’ll stay here, in David's arms, trapped in his 

kisses, maybe he’ll go back to Ilya and apologize. I missed you. They missed each other. Maybe here is 

home, maybe it’s somewhere else. Neither of them thinks about it, not for tonight.  

The way Ilya would stop Jack before he left every day, to fix his crooked tie and press a kiss to his lips 

before sending him off for the day.  

A folded copy of Jack's wedding vows, tucked inside his copy of “The Art of Fielding”. The scribbled 

promises ending with I’ll love you forever, for as long as you’ll have me. 

Both their wedding rings, kept close, there. In each of their pockets. Safekeeping. 
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That Time You Bought Me Flowers 
Jenn Ashton 
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Father of the Bride 

Camille Hart 

As soon as he stood up to speak, the last bite of Chardonnay chicken crept up in my throat. It 

was the father-of-the-bride’s turn to speak, and of course he wasn’t going to miss it. I swallowed several 

times, urging the mass to move. As contempt filled my chest, I decided to stare him down. My wine 

glass in hand for courage, I just begged the coward to make eye contact with me. 

He began by thanking the seventeen tables of wedding guests for coming to this most joyous 

celebration. Standing behind his wife, one hand lovingly on her shoulder, he asked if everyone was 

enjoying their food and drink. The gracious guests of course, whooped and clapped, their own drinks 

in hand. As I mouthed the words “are you fucking kidding me?” my brother glanced my way and 

gently shook his head as if to say, “don’t say anything…”  My ex, and the woman he screwed while we 

were married, had not contributed a single cent to the “most joyous celebration” with which he 

referred enjoying. That, however, didn’t stop him and his entire family from ordering the steak dinner 

instead of the chicken. Or “chipper chicken” as my daughter put it, quoting Steve Martin in the movie 

Father of the Bride. The most joyous celebration was courtesy of me and my husband, as well as the 

groom’s parents. My brother furrowed his brow when a pissed off look crept over my face as I watched 

the waiter clear a half-eaten, forty-dollar steak from his nine-year-old son’s place at the table. 

After thanking guests and a timely clearing of his throat, he strode to the head table; his one 

hand casually tucked in his front trouser pocket, the other holding the microphone to his lying lips. 

My husband leaned closer to my ear, “ten bucks says he’s playing pocket pool.”   
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I held my hand to cover my mouth. “Doubtful, testicular cancer last year, remember?”  

“Oh, that’s right.”  He almost sounded sincere. I was surprised he didn’t remember. Months 

prior, upon hearing the ex would be having his balls removed, my husband asked, “didn’t you offer to 

do that for free once?”  I recalled thinking I could have saved him months of cancer treatment.   

My ex spoke endlessly about how proud he was of his little girl; how as the father of a beautiful 

daughter, he dreaded the thought of her growing up and dating; although he didn’t meet the first four 

boys she dated. He almost teared up as he paused for dramatic effect in his Oscar worthy performance 

when recalling in his mind how his princess had dreamed of getting married all her life to her “prince 

charming.”  It was at this point that he freed his hand from his pocket pool cue and motioned to the 

groom. The vomit churning in my throat began to burn. I reached across the table for my golden 

glittered clutch desperately in search of Tums. 

As I reached for my water glass, I glanced across the table at my parents. My mother rolled her 

eyes and curled her mouth as if to say, “what an ass…” I smirked in agreement. The ex droned on and 

on about the special bond between a father and daughter. About this time, had a judge been present, I 

would have stood to raise an objection. In my mind, I had already dismantled his father-of-the-year 

acceptance speech masquerading as a wedding toast with factual statements. Since he and I divorced 

when the bride was one, the only consistent part of his fatherly role was his inconsistency. 

I looked at the bride. Sitting there, she glowed with a stunning beauty. Her hair swept to the 

side; her big doe-eyes more apparent than ever with the help of professional make-up. She held her 

manicured nails to her lips when giggling, which was often, due to the extended cocktail hour. 
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Although almost thirty, I saw her in her Little Mermaid pajamas sprawled out on my living room 

floor. Looking at her, I thought of all he had missed in her life.  

As expected, having already dated for two years while we were married, he remarried quickly 

and started another family adding on two of his three sons within five years. One Saturday, a mere 

three hours after dropping my daughter off at her father’s home, she called asking to be picked up. I 

assured her I was on my way. My eight-year-old sat quietly in the front seat tying and untying the 

strings of her hoodie as we made our way home. I finally broke the silence asking why she wanted to 

come home so soon. My heart broke as my little dolly stated she thought her dad “liked puppies better 

than dogs.” She only saw him sporadically after that for several years; the asshole didn’t ask why. 

The bride never wanted to get married and have children. As a young girl and teenager, she 

wanted to graduate from college, travel, and become the first female president.  She was a serial dater in 

her high school years. Boys seemingly something of a play toy for her. Brand new, out of the box, she’d 

play with them until she grew tired. Once bored, back into their box they’d go, tucked away and 

forgotten. She was the captain of her cheerleading squad and the most red-carded member of the 

Woodbury High School lacrosse team, boys or girls. She was a member of the Young Republicans and 

volunteered at a local food shelf. She was a carnivore one week, and a devout vegetarian the next. She 

practiced with the church youth choir the same day I picked her up from the principal’s office after 

she kneed a boy in the crotch when he snapped her bra. She had no intentions of marriage and 

children.   

And then she met the groom.   
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If someone asked her how they met, the answer was on a church retreat bus. The truth was, 

yes, it was a bus, but not traveling to a religious retreat; unless, of course, Whiskey’s Inferno and Cy’s 

Bar and Grille are religious places of worship. The two met on the party bus, barhopping with mutual 

friends for a birthday celebration. By the end of the night, he was holding her long brunette locks as 

she threw up into a bucket. It was, of course, true love. 

Fast forward five years. She wasn’t president, and here I was listening to my ex deliver his 

father-of-the-year acceptance speech. As I heard the DJ say, “And next we’ll hear from the mother and 

stepfather of the bride,” my dad reached over and touching my knee, whispered, “are you sure she’s 

his?” 

I could always count on my dad. 
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On We Go  

Fabrice Poussin 
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Interview with the Creatrix and Editor-in-Chief of Pussy Magic, samantha rose 

1. Can you tell us a bit about your journey as a writer? The beginning, highs, and lows.  
 
Not to sound like one of ‘those’ people, but I’ve been writing my entire life. I wrote short stories as a 
kid, but my 7th grade English teacher was the person who introduced me to poetry, and I’ve been 
writing it since.  
 
I think a high for me is that from 2008-2017 I wrote poetry non-stop. It just flowed to me, no matter 
how good or how terrible. I wrote a lot… another high for me was that my tumblr reached 10k+ 
followers. A low would be that a year after gaining that following, I would delete said tumblr… some 
kind of self-sabotaging, or what?! I could’ve been as big as some of those other tumblr writers! But 
no… it’s never worth comparing.  
 
Another high is when I was invited to perform in Oakland at the Paint Your World poetry slam. I had 
just moved back to California from New York, feeling like a failure in terms of my career, and to be 
invited to read… I wondered how they found me, I felt like it was a sign to keep going. It was an 
amazing event that was a writer’s dream. Joining Kristen Sollee and Jacq the Stripper the same year for 
The Sex Witch Tour in Salem to read poetry at The Satanic Temple was amazing… I used to live in 
Boston and getting to return to get paid to read poetry was a dream. That was one of the best trips of 
my life. Not to mention it was around Halloween. It was fucking awesome. 
 
My journey has honestly been all over the place, and very “self-made.” I studied poetry as an English 
major at U.C. Riverside, but I have yet to get an MFA, and I don’t know if I ever will. I keep it much 
more grounded, in a sense. I like poetry and writing that breaks rules, I have never been a person to 
care too much about form or knowing all the terms… and some may criticize me for that. I’m not 
against all of those things; I appreciate them, probably more now… it took me a long time to even edit 
my poetry, and I’m grateful I finally reached that point. There’s always room for growth. 

 
2. You are the founder of Pussy Magic. What was the process of creating a literary magazine for 

you? Would you do anything differently if you were to create the magazine today in 2020 
versus in 2015?  

 
So, I have to say… Pussy Magic wasn’t actually a literary magazine until 2017. In 2015, when I first had 
only created an Instagram account, I wanted to create a spiritual safe space for women. I had some 
product ideas I wanted to sell, which I’m stewing… but I had always wanted a blog and started there 
since that was what I had experience in. Pussy Magic, to me, is so much more than a literary magazine, 
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although we’re mainly known for our publishing side. It’s actually now an imprint of The Tiny 
Divine, my company that is still in the works. There is so much more to come! 
 
I don’t know what I’d do differently if I were to create it now because I’ve learned so much from the 
process I have gone through, and we’re smoother now than ever before in our functioning. Marketing 
matters, inclusivity matters, amplifying voices matters… and I’m proud to cultivate this space for 
womxn and I’m immensely proud of the amazing and talented people that make up our coven. 

 
3. In 2017, you self published your first book of poetry and prose, L’ACQUA. What have been 

the pros and cons of self publishing in your eyes? Would you recommend self publishing to 
aspiring authors? 

 
Whew, self publishing is hard. Pros are that you have creative control over everything. In major 
publishing, most people don’t even get to decide what their book cover is or who the artist is. I not 
only got to decide, but I also was able to create it myself, which was fun for me. It’s simple and was 
very easy, but I enjoyed the creative process of that in addition to writing. A con is that it’s all on you. I 
mean, everything. Not only do you have to push yourself to finish the thing, you also have to market 
yourself, edit yourself (unless you pay others to do these things, which is possible), and then handle all 
of the logistics yourself in terms of finding a platform, uploading, figuring out distribution (Amazon, 
etc.). I used Createspace, which was fairly easy to use, but now things have shifted and I am 
anti-Amazon… I haven’t done the research for another place yet because I’ve been putting my energies 
elsewhere. 
 
I don’t know if I’d recommend self publishing. On one hand, it teaches you incredible self-discipline. 
On the other, I think putting effort into your writing to polish it and hone your craft, focusing on 
submitting work and getting rejected until you get accepted, pushing for an agent… that is what 
deserves your focus if you want to be externally published. It really depends on your goals as a writer. 
If you just want to get a book out there for yourself, self publishing is a great and unique experience. 

 
4. How have you grown as a writer since the beginning of your career? How do you wish to grow 

in the future?  
 
I edit now! It’s amazing! Haha… but really, I officially as of 2020, am taking my writing more seriously. 
But maybe too seriously because it’s taking me too long to finish anything. I think in the beginning of 
my career I just thought (especially in terms of poetry), what comes out, comes out, and that’s it. 
Learning to edit poetry is an amazing skill to have. I am also eager to write things that aren’t poetry, 
and have begun to finally take that seriously but also to trust my voice and to trust that my voice is 
worthy of being heard. To really go for opportunities and stop letting them pass me by. If I think too 
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much about how I let my 20s pass and all of the things I didn’t aim for or even try for, I will actually 
get depressed… so let me stop there. 

 
5. Many writers struggle to balance their day jobs and creative ventures. How do you balance 

writing, editing, podcasting, freelancing and your day job?  
 
Well, in my early 20s I wrote at random times whenever I could. There was a time when I lived in 
Boston where I would write nightly. That’s kind of how L’ACQUA came to be. But I was always 
inspired and made time outside of my day job because I knew there was more for me to do. I’ve always 
known I wasn’t just here to work for someone else. I think the age of the internet really changed and 
inspired me to create my own platform after working for people who had their own platforms. I love 
the creativity that goes behind it and I also have a great work ethic outside of writing that pushes me. I 
just do it because if I didn’t, my life would feel meaningless. It sounds dramatic but I just can’t be the 
person who only works and then does… nothing else. That’s not what I’m here for. And when I left 
NYC to come back to CA, I actually didn’t have work, which allowed me a lot more time for Pussy 
Magic, publishing my book, etc. 
 
I worked again for a while before finding a job in LA that I moved here for, a publishing company. 
After a few months, they laid me off and I was back to hunting for work. But while I was doing that, I 
had signed a book deal with indie publishing company, Wide Eyes Publishing, for my collection of 
erotic poetry, mouth made of satin. This is what drove me to start the podcast, etc. However, money 
got in the way… and it was really hard for me to work for myself knowing that I wasn’t able to pay my 
bills. I got back to working two jobs. It is a delicate balance that is not easy. Sometimes it really comes 
down to willpower. mouth made of satin is on hold now, and so is my podcast… I’m deeply praying 
that with coronavirus comes a swift change in the way artists are able to produce without worrying 
about money. I hope we can all stop worrying about money. 

 
6. Do you have any big literary goals that you hope to achieve? What are they? 

 
You know… if I could really just finish this Midsommar article I’ve been sitting on… that would be 
amazing. 
 
(But yes, I do…!) 

 
7. Who are some of your favorite writers and your favorite books? How would you say they have 

influenced your work? 
 
Favorite books: Jazz by Toni Morrison, Giovanni’s Room by James Baldwin, White Oleander by Janet 
Fitch. Sarah Dessen was the first author I read where I said, “I want to do this.” “This” meaning, write 

64 
 



 

novels. She was my favorite in high school, but of course… I was in high school. And no disrespect to 
her, but that is her main audience. 
 
I’d say Janet Fitch had the biggest influence over my work because I loved her poetic way of writing 
and I knew that when I write a novel, I could only hope to write in such a thoughtful and poetic way.  
 
Toni and James… they’re just mindblowing and I would never even have the audacity to think I could 
ever be on their level. I just enjoy their work as a reader because they’re 2 of the greats of the 20th 
century. I mean… how do I even do them justice describing their work? You just have to read it. 
 
I’m lacking a favorite author at the moment besides the authors of the three books I mentioned. I need 
to read more contemporary writing, which I’ve finally started to make time for again! I’m currently 
reading Circe by Madeline Miller… and whew, she writes beautifully and with such detail. A seemingly 
simple sentence stopped me in my tracks the other night when I was reading. I wish I could remember 
what it was. I’ll let you know when I find it. 

 
8. Who are your role models and why?  

 
Don’t laugh… because they aren’t writers! They’re pop stars. Lady Gaga and Janelle Monáe are two of 
my biggest role models. They aren’t afraid to be their authentic selves, they are hardworking and 
successful by being themselves and perfecting their crafts, they encourage people to stand out and be 
different and stand UP for something… aside from their immense talent, their values align with mine 
(that I know of) and they are badass, daring, empowering women. I resonate with them on a deep level 
and they’ve kept me going when I felt my lowest. Marry the Night got me through my last paper of 
college… when I could barely take it anymore. I listened to it on repeat while I wrote the whole thing. 
They both inspire me to not be afraid to be myself in a world full of people trying to blend in. I just 
love them. 

 
9. What project/projects are you currently working on?  

 
So many things… workshops, a workbook… I have been plotting on running workshops for years and 
I’m still preparing. I have let a day job get in the way for too long, but it’s time. L’ACQUA is also part 
of a series, and the second book in the series has been done for quite some time. There are lots of 
things, most that are not ready to share yet. Everything has kind of been on hold because of work and 
now the state of the world… I’ve been called to slow down immensely, recalibrate, and recenter… but 
the time will come, and I’m eager to share with the world. 

 
10.  What are some tips that you have for emerging writers? 
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Please, please, please… do not doubt yourself. And when you hear the doubtful voices in your head, 
push them aside and keep going. Not only does the world need your voice, but you need your voice. 
You need your own self-expression. Your authentic self-expression will heal you and save you and lift 
you, and others, up. Write and read as much as possible and don’t let anyone or anything stop you, 
because many people and things will try. You’ll tell people you’re a writer and they won’t give a shit, or 
they’ll judge you, and I’m telling you to keep writing anyway… remember how it feels to read 
something that tugs your soul, and know your words will do that for someone else. 
 
 
 

 
 
 
 
 

66 
 



 

 
 
 
 
 
 

 

Let’s Go 
Fabrice Poussin 
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Contributor Bios 
 

 
 

Keana Aguila Labra (she/her) is a poet, essayist, and columnist who resides in the San Francisco Bay 
Area. She examines literature & media through a cultural, feminist lens. Knowing the importance of 
representation, her work is evidence that Filipinx Americans are present in the literary world. She may 
be found reading, watching anime, or writing in her journal. Her favorite genres are sci-fi thrillers, 
mysteries, and Westerns.  
 
 

 
B. N. Wattenbarger is a queer poet living in the American South. Her poetry has been featured by 
Ayaskala, Nightingale & Sparrow, Laurels & Bells, and Backchannels Journal. She can be found on 

social media as @BNWattenbarger. When she isn't writing, she is probably making coffee.  
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Louis Faber is a poet residing in Port St. Lucie, Florida. His work has previously appeared in Atlanta 
Review, Arena Magazine (Australia), Exquisite Corpse, Rattle, Eureka Literary Magazine, 
Borderlands: the Texas Poetry Review, Midnight Mind, Pearl, Midstream, European Judaism, Greens 
Magazine, The Amethyst Review, Afterthoughts, The South Carolina Review and Worcester Review, 
among many others, and has been nominated for a Pushcart Prize. 
  

 
 

Natalie Crick, from Newcastle in the UK, has poems published in The Moth, Banshee, Strix, Bare 
Fiction, New Welsh Review and elsewhere. She graduated with an MA in Writing Poetry (distinction) 
and is now studying for an MPhil in Creative Writing at Newcastle University.  Her poetry has been 
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nominated for The Pushcart Prize twice, shortlisted for The Anthony Cronin International Poetry 
Award 2018, commended in the 2019 Hippocrates Open Awards for Poetry and Medicine and one of 
her poems was a runner-up in the PBS & Mslexia Women's Poetry Competition 2018, judged by 
Carol Ann Duffy. This year one of Natalie's poems was commended in the Verve Poetry Festival 
Competition 2020 on the theme of diversity.  She is currently a creative-practitioner-in-residence at the 
Wellcome Centre for Mitochondrial Research at Newcastle University. Natalie's poetry featured in a 
collaborative pamphlet ‘Co-Incidental 5’ (The Black Light Engine Room Press, 2019).     

 

 
 

Ray Ball grew up in a house full of snakes. She is a history professor, a Best of the Net and 
Pushcart-nominated poet, and poetry editor at Coffin Bell. Her chapbook Tithe of Salt came out with 
Louisiana Literature Press in the spring of 2019, and she has recent publications in descant, 
Gingerbread House, and SWWIM Every Day. You can find her in the classroom, in the archives, or on 
Twitter @ProfessorBall. 
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Jasmina Kuenzli is an author of poetry, creative nonfiction, and fiction. She earned her Master of 
Arts in English from Texas A&M in May, where she wrote about romance, true love, and epic 
galaxy-altering space battles. When she isn't writing, Jasmina enjoys running, weightlifting, dancing, 
and teaching English to a group of 9th grade demons. She would like to thank Brenna and Sarah, who 
hear all these stories first, and Harry Styles, who is sunshine distilled in a human being.  
 

 
Lisa Fleck Dondiego’s poems have appeared in The Sigh Press Literary Journal, The Westchester 
Review, and The Writers’ Café, and in several anthologies, including Red Moon Press’s yearly 
anthology and in the Contemporary Women Writers of the Hudson Valley’s A Slant of Light. Work is 
forthcoming in the Ecopoetics2020 special edition of Dispatches, and The Writers Circle 2. Her 
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chapbook, A Sea Change, was published by Finishing Line Press in 2011. She lives in Ossining, NY, 
with her husband. 
 
 

 
Aditya Shankar is a Pushcart and Best of the Net nominated Indian poet, flash fiction author, and 
translator. His work has appeared in international journals and anthologies of repute. His work was 
recently published or is forthcoming in Brasilia Review, Poetica Review, Ideate Review, Reality Break 
Press, Maria at Sampaguitas, and elsewhere. Books: After Seeing (2006), Party Poopers (2014), and 
XXL (Dhauli Books, 2018). He lives in Bangalore, India. 

 

 
John Grey is an Australian poet, US resident. Recently published in 
That, Dalhousie Review and Qwerty with work upcoming in Blueline, 
Chronogram and Clade Song. 
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Kat Devitt’s work has appeared in or is forthcoming in Books ‘N Pieces Magazine, TWJ Magazine, 
Squawk Back, Suspense Magazine, and other venues. Kat is a Pushcart Prize nominee, Best of the Net 
nominee, and placed as a runner-up in OPQ Press’s 2019 Spooky Samhain Contest. She also acts as the 
fiction editor for Bold + Italic. If you'd like to learn more about Kat or her writing, please visit 
https://katdevitt.com/. 
 
 
 

 
 
Rachel Mendes is a medical student from Brazil, and in her second year of medicine - as Anton 
Chekhov put wisely, "Medicine is my lawful wife, and Literature is my mistress." Literature and 
writing have been a huge part of her life since she was a child. She started reading at 3 years old and has 
been unable to stop ever since - amongst her favorite authors and her major inspirations, Shakespeare, 
Dostoevsky and Murakami are the most important ones, and she has carried their tales with her in my 
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heart for a long time. She has been writing for passion and pleasure for over 8 years now, and she has 
done everything from poetry to short stories to full novels. She is also a ballet dancer, and English is her 
second language. Most of her work is absolutely character-centered, and she adores writing emotional 
pieces about the many ways through which human beings interact with each other.  
 

 
 
Camille Hart obtained her MFA in Creative Writing from Hamline University. As a mentor with the 
Minnesota Prison Writing Workshop, she has the unique privilege of encouraging incarcerated writers 
in the craft of nonfiction writing. She reads fiction and nonfiction for two literary journals. Her own 
piece “Dad’s List” was published by PBS as part of the Minnesota Remembers Vietnam Initiative. 
When hit with writer’s block, she works incredibly hard overcommitting herself with projects and then 
regretting it. She and her husband are part-time empty nesters living in Stillwater, Minnesota. 
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Don Noel is retired from a prize-winning career in television and newspaper journalism that earned 
him a place in Who’s Who in America. He and his late wife, Elizabeth Brad Noel, lived for a half 
century in an African-American and Jamaican neighborhood in Hartford, CT, and were deeply 
involved as volunteers addressing urban issues for four decades; he is former chair of the ACLU of 
Connecticut. They moved to the Seabury retirement community in nearby Bloomfield in 2016, still 
near their daughter, Emily, her husband, Tim, and their grandson, “TJ,” now a senior at Yale. Brad 
Noel died of complications of Alzheimer’s in January 2019.  

 
 
samantha rose 
The Creatrix and Editor in Chief of Pussy Magic, sam is a writer/editor originally from Northern 
California. Her work in and outside of writing revolves around the merging of spirituality and 
authentic well-being to foster community, raw self-expression, and holistic healing to honor our sacred 
selves: mind, body, and spirit. 
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sam is the author of L’ACQUA (2017), a poet, and the columnist of sacred wild exile at Pussy Magic. 
Her writing has been featured in ILY Mag, The IN Magazine, The Vagina Zine, Tiny Flames Press, 
Occulum, Rose Quartz Magazine, and more, with a poem forthcoming in Blood Orange. 

sam offers Sacred Serpent Writing + Healing sessions to bring people more intimacy with themselves 
and their writing which you can find more info about on her website. She currently resides in Los 
Angeles with her partner and plant babies. 

Find more about sam, her writing, and her offerings on her website and follow her #soulbits on 
Instagram. 

 

 

A long time ago, Ann Marie Sekeres went to art school and learned to paint.  She showed a bit 
around New York in the 90s.  But I didn't get where she wanted to be, but did become a very happy 
museum and nonprofit publicity director and started a family.  She found out about the procreate 
drawing app from an illustrator she hired, stole her kid's iPad and has been drawing every day since. 
Follow her work at @annmarieprojects on Instagram.  
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Fabrice Poussin teaches French and English at Shorter University. Author of novels and poetry, his 
work has appeared in Kestrel, Symposium, The Chimes, and many other magazines. His photography 
has been published in The Front Porch Review, the San Pedro River Review as well as other 
publications.  

 
 
Jenn Ashton 
 
Jenn Ashton is an Award-winning author and visual artist living in North Vancouver, B.C. She is 
currently completing a book about the history of her First Nations family in Vancouver and is a 
Teaching Assistant in The Writer’s Studio at Simon Fraser University, where she is helping others 
learn how to tell their stories. 
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Staff Bios 

 

 
Venus Davis is a 21-year-old nonbinary writer from Cleveland, Ohio. Their work has been featured in 
InQluded, Marias at Sampaguitas, Ayaskala and Royal Rose. They are currently working on self 
publishing their first chapbook, which is centered around astrology. Aside from writing, they love 
learning about philosophy, astrology, and the Korean language. They also play guitar, ukulele, and 
piano for fun sometimes. Their main goal is to be confessional and compassionate in their writing and 
in life 
.  

 
 
Preston Smith is an MA candidate in Literature at Wright State University. He is currently a 
co-editor-in-chief of Nexus and a poetry editor for Periwinkle Literary Journal. He can be found on 
Twitter (and Instagram!) @psm_writes, tweeting about his cats, Helios and Misty, and his love for 
fairy tales. He has poems published in Black Bough Poetry, Brave Voices Magazine, Catfish Creek, 
Nightingale & Sparrow, and Pink Plastic House a tiny journal, among others. 
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Purnima Bala writes literary and speculative fiction and feminist, usually cynical, poetry. She is a TA 
and graduate of The Writer's Studio, Simon Fraser University, and her short pieces can be found in the 
TWS anthology Emerge '19 as well as on her website The Dabbling Zone. She works as a full-time 
editor, part-time artist, and life-time cat mom. Her twitter handle is @purnimabala.  
 
 
 
K Dulai lives in California. Her work has appeared in Pretty Owl Poetry, Glass: A Journal of Poetry, 
The Eastern Iowa Review, Marias at Sampaguitas and other publications. 

Twitter Handle: @kjdulai 
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Nick Jacobs is a Las Vegas native attending Nevada State College pursuing a bachelor’s of English 
degree. He focuses his time reading and writing, painting, and cooking for others. He’s been featured 
in From Whispers to Roars, Skrews Syndication, and The Montag - Literary Journal of University of 
Nevada, Reno. 
 

 
 
Sarah Marquez is an MA candidate at Southern New Hampshire University. She is based in Los 
Angeles and has work published and forthcoming in various magazines and journals, including 
Amethyst Review, Capsule Stories, Crêpe & Penn, Ink&Nebula, Peculiars Magazine and Royal Rose. 
When not writing, she can be found reading, sipping coffee, or tweeting @Sarahmarissa338.  
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 Sarosh Nandwani is a mechanical engineer & anthropologist, and is particularly interested in the 
overlap between those subjects. She loves impulse buying poetry books and experimenting with her 
curly hair. Her Twitter and Instagram handles are @saroshnandwani. She has been published in 
Phemme Zine, the Hellebore, Peculiars Magazine, the Brown Orient, and is a regular contributor for 
Royal Rose Magazine. She is also a reader for Anomaly and the Longleaf Review. 
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Andrew Talbot (Andi) is a 30-year-old Gemini, writer, and performer of poetry in various locations 
across the North East of England (and anywhere else that will have him). 
Since July 2019, he has performed regularly at local open mics and other events such as The Edinburgh 
Fringe (‘Love Poetry on the Royal Mile’), Crossing the Tyne Festival and a feature slot at The Black 
Light Engine Room (September 2019). He has been fortunate enough to have been published in a few 
magazines, such as Grindstone Literary (Volume 1, 2018), Vamp Cat (Feb 2019) and Bonnie’s Crew 
(#5, October 2019) as well as the collection, ‘Passionate Penholders’, by Ruchi Acharya (Wingless 
Dreamer, 2019). In his free time he enjoys reading, drinking rum and getting lost in unfamiliar cities. 
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Persephone Kirkland Delatte (she/her or he/him) is aesthetic coordinator for Periwinkle Literary 
Magazine and a grad student. She is a writer and an illustrator. She also makes jewelry, embroiders, and 
speaks Italian. 
 

 
 
Desdemona Wren is a social media manager and indie author living in the Bay Area, California with 
her two cats. She has 7 years of experience in social media and has been writing content for her whole 
life. Writing and marketing are her true passions. 
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Special Thanks! 
 
We’d like to offer a special thanks to the following magazines and publishers for supporting our dream 

of becoming a nonprofit!  
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