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�is Life More Sweet
by J.D. Isip

�e alternative:
Ending in the bottle,
ending just before the ending
and forgetting
the number of drinks, the number of years,
the point
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death had been exposure in the snowy and isolated woods. �e doctors had injected her with an experimental 
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She chewed on this for a moment. “�ey can’t be perfect all the time. Everybody fails, sooner or later.”6He rolled over and looked at her, studied her shadowed features, brushed her hair back from her face.6“I never understood why you feel so uncomfortable with the company,” he said. “Especially considering 6
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We Hit the Ground, but We Never Ran
by Connor Krause
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Nautical Notions 
by Kelsey Hixon-Bowles

Brains are like oceans. �inking creates waves
of kinetic energy that stir, whisk
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up trash along the bank if you can reach it – crappie play with the bait for a while before they bite – did I ever tell 
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into a bar and bets the bartender that he can bite his own le� eye; and most of all, I want to have been there hold
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	 From the open door of the lodge could be heard the now tipsy sing-along to some popular seventies song. 
Teri, backlit by twinkle lights, stood at the door, calling for her. Juliette turned to look but did not respond. She 
stood up, wiping her other hand across her forehead. She gazed into her own re�ection in the passenger window, 
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�e Quarterback
by Maggie Stephens

� ere’s a bar in Pittsburg, Kansas that seems to attract all the co-eds, and not just the Greeks or the phi-
losophy majors or the student council, but really, all college students. I guess that’s why I was there. Not that I fall 
into any of those three categories, but I am a college student. 

I was home for Christmas and sitting at the bar with a few old friends from high school. It was something 
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business and know these people. My greatest concern was not being able to relate to the younger students. A ma-
jority of the group were enough years my junior, and for most of my life, my friends and family have told me I’m 
an old soul, always feeling more comfortable at the grown-up table rather than the kid’s table during holidays. 
Predictably, I sat next to the professors supervising the trip.
As the night carried on, my anxiety dissipated. In fact, I’m not sure what I was nervous about in the �rst place. I 
soon realized that all of these people, professors and students, were here to experience. Experience what? I’m not 
sure. But I made a mental note to �nd those answers before our two short weeks were up. 
For dinner, Martha, the biology professor, and I shared a vegetarian plate and caipirinhas, the national drink of 
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*	 *	 *

Our last days in Brazil were spent in a small town named Soure on Marajó Island. It seemed hard to be-
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A Book of Hours
by Je�erson Holdridge

�e one always contains the myriad.
�e look of the individual child

Shaped by arbitrary forms
And faces not necessarily ours.
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Su�ering like the open sea
�at embraces the drowned sailor and
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I Drug Him Further
by Isaac Spear

Introduction
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“What is?” he asked. 
“Everything sir,” I said. “Your work, your animals, your friends, your land.” 
He looked at me for the �rst time in about three hours. Compassion leaked from his tone to his stare. 
“Why do I treat them with such pride andT8(o)1oa(k)9(c)-7(ti)3(s?)-18(” h)3(s sd fo)11(usd f)4(ee)-6(hr)13(e)- bwihe (” hb)-9li(a)9(n)3(a)7(h)go I te in a5n a(k)9(e)-5(e f)9(o)12(r t)-6(hp)12(rg)-7(h)-6(a). 
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person I see.” 
	 He paused for a minute as he kicked around on the ground in search for something. It was then that it 
dawned on me: I started to choke up and it was all I could do to stop the tears—never could I let him see me cry.  
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Dreaming Ophelia
by Angela Zito

Floating between banks, mallard hens call home
to chicks roaming the Kalamazoo, swollen
in springtime. Little girls race dandelions
and forget-me-nots near �e Forks, where they
bob, drown, resurface in the turbulence
of rapids in separation—where north
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and a third secured me a ride out
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Scenes
by Tucker Wilson

�e Beginning
S
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Either that, or DeAndre is supposed to develop a talent for writing raps, or impress wide-eyed scouts with his 
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�e Worker
by David Shroyer

�
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One Lost Year: 
Photography, Haiti, and Recomposing a Few Memories 

by Christopher Garland

1. I




