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AZURE TOKEN
acrylic, oil, glue, and epoxy resin on panel

TIME TURNER

REAL TALK

photography

poetry

an empty page is like an empty heart:

but, at the end of the day,

because pages burn and hearts
get broken
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FLOOD OF LIGHT
infrared photography

OUTLAW TO GRANDPA
poetry

desperado
with a black cigar 

blues—
a thin cotton twill

that cuts and seeps and creeps

No solace for an outlaw—

your palm remembers the weight,

and words that echo 
across that yard
and those miles
you found the Cash that you were looking for, 

Finally, freedom found you

and made your way 

from gun to guitar, 

but a twinkle in your eye 
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nontraditional costumes as well as the addition 

town known as the birthplace of the most well 
known poet and playwright in history, we stopped 

a performance of Henry IV: Part One

ridiculous, drunken Falstaff perfectly paralleled 

hour to ensure that we could get the best standing 
Antony and Cleopatra

stage and the seats where spectators can stand 

comes with a price of its own, though, which is 

Antony 
and Cleopatra seemed to take no more than a half 

enough to be standing as close to the stage as we 

and worked, and made lifelong friendships along 
As You 

Like It,

waste my time wandering along your cobblestone 

say cheerio, mate! 
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YOGA POSES
prose

remember as much as you can, and feel from it as 

one hundred and twenty beats per minute, two 

straight to the top then leaned forward and looked 

front of the class now facing the doorway rather 
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NOSTALGIA
watercolor

most of the painting is cool colors like blue and 

the naked woman was bowing to the naked man 
who was bowing to the weird blotch of color or 

“No one looked at the title card beside the 

CONT.  



CONT.
stopped writing and raised an eyebrow and a 

dropping his clipboard to his side and sliding his 
pencil behind his ear, “How did the painting make 

Carolina dropped her hand with the nails she was 

pencil to his temple, raised an eyebrow, and tilted 

idea where you only show your true self when 
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IT MADE ME FEEL LIKE I WAS 
IN A DARK PLACE, BUT I CAN 
SEE THE BRIGHT EXIT.
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THE CALL OF ADDICTION
blender and photoshop

wall, their paws blanketing the other 

He glares at me, demanding an 

GATHERING DUST
prose
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after school, we ran with our pillowcases full of 

our little crew, had taken the honor of mapping out 

had taken some time, about two weeks of planning 

went to get the makeup, the most important part of 

 

going home to sleep while their parents ate candy 

strategy: where to get the best candy, who hands 
out more at the end of the night, who just wanted 

somehow ended up a footstep in front of me, there 

the owners know this was no trick but few enough 
to know you were on a mission and were there for 

some candy and joked about the ignorant children 

blueprint, we were beating all of the other kids to 

TRICK OR TREAT
prose

SOMETIMES, I WISHED 
THEY DIDN’T NOTICE I WAS 
GONE, THAT I COULD HIDE 
IN THE BACKGROUND LIKE 
EVERYONE ELSE.



down kids and steal their candy, but he would do 

ability to plan out his night with such perfection 

heard of kids trying to trick him, trying to see if 

 

could hear my friends calling for me, but they were 

 

footprints were the same distance apart, about 

CONT. 
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LATHER
photography
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LOST PROPHETS
oil on canvas

AEGRUS
poetry

front porch

but with sharp edges that do their best

salty

in constant fearful indecision like your mother 

before she cuts her birthday cake,

before she tries to

before reaching the faded magnets and crocheted 
and useless doilies

remind herself that
no, some things

fall apart without at least

beginning

the chilly metal bars of past and present, 
and wrench them sharply towards a twisted

on the 4th shelf to the right

and is still waiting to be purchased
by a younger hand





around the edges, he was smiling with his lips 

one way or another, we all made our way back to 

theory, 

after being hailed by a young woman in her early 

was grateful for it, twisting around to look at her 

Her nose was rather long and sharp, hooking 

Her eyes crinkled in amusement, and she answered 

in the backseat, staring out the window in silent 

back, like we shared a secret, and then she 
asked me:

them with such sympathy and enthusiasm put me 

back comfortably in her seat, staring again out the 

stop at last, she unbuckled her seat belt and leaned 

she said was:

opening the slip of paper, my hands slightly 
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GRAND CANYON
photography

dows

hands,

For now, you lie temporarily slain

Carry away the pristine, morning dew,

TENNESSEE SUN
poetry
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UNTITLED
mixed media

out what was written in error,

rash heart beats,

slow
hearts rashly beating

into

ERASER SHAVINGS
poetry








