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This publication is dedicated in loving memory to Edith Schrank. For more than a decade, 
she taught English in a distinguished and distinctive fashion. She had the capacity to impart 
to her students a sense of  urgency about reading and an appreciation for the written word.   
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Delv ing  into a project,  playing a sports game, or 
reading a stanza of  poetry al l  al low you to achieve 
a state of  total immersion. You begin to descend 
into the process, f irst with your physical BODY  – 
hands, synapses, hear tbeat. Then, your SOUL finds 
its way – with imagination, spirit ,  and intellect.  You 
call  on memories and create new ones in the pro-
cess. All too often, you are pulled between the poles 
of  BODY  and SOUL ,  the physical ,  natural world 
and the mental,  man-made one. To unite these two 
worlds, you may blur your surroundings, f inding full 
consciousness as you tune out the sound of  a f ly that 
buzzes around you. The scenery becomes hazier as 
you immerse yourse l f .

Immerse 
    Yourself
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Parallax is the writing club of  Ramaz Upper School, as well as the name of  our literary & art 
magazine. The club meets every Thursday after school. Parallax is a juried publication that comes 
out in June in time for distribution at our annual Celebration of  the Arts. Parallax 2017 was 
printed by Evergreen Printing on 80 lb. bond. Copy and layout were prepared by students on an 
Apple iMac in InDesign CS6. 450 copies were printed. All rights belong to Ramaz Upper School, 
60 E. 78th Street, New York NY 10075. 
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Icarus



Feathers gilded in the gold of  gods
Flap frantically to find that gentle lift,
The kind that physicists calculate for bulky birds of  steel 
Late into the night.
 
The sparkling plumage yearns for the gust of  wind,
Hoping that Mother Earth will lift her crying child in her arms, 
Or at least blow lightly on his tender wound, 
And thus carry him up, up, up
To where the clouds exist no longer.
 
And soon the gust finally takes hold,
The powerful wings yanked towards the heavens,
As though they rested on a god’s ascending palms,
As he brings his hands to his eyes,
Covering them in haste.
 
Apollo’s fiery arrows rain down,
A trickle, then a deluge.
The gold melts like vanilla ice cream
Under the blinding sun
Of  a bright August morning.
 
Beating with liberty
But now flapping in futility,
As the great craftsman’s
Hot wax
Oozes
Down his legs
In labyrinthine streaks.
 
Thus begins the descent.

ava H
ornblass

gabriel Klapholz



10

BODY

body



11

body



12

There 
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     The sun has set, and the breeze trickles in through the open window, rustling the 
crumpled papers on my desk. I watch them fly. I miss those days, the days when my heart beat 
wildly as I walked, and the summers were filled with hazy laughter and cool gazes. I wish I could 
forget them; maybe there would not be so much pain shooting through my chest every time I 
breathe. Sometimes, I pretend there are stars inside me, that the sun is moving slowly through 
my body, that all the lies will turn to ugly truth, that I can love even dressed in black until the end 
of  time.
        When it is dark and the house is deadly quiet, a heavy sleep engulfs me. I hear the door 
creak open and feel the evening wind blowing on my face. My feet make their way across the 
yard and into the woods. I know this path so well that I can find my way without my eyes.
        There is no sound but the shaking of  the leaves in the nighttime woods as I stumble 
blindly about, my feet caked with dirt and my body covered in sweat. I wander for what feels like 
eternity before my ears pick up the sound of  the small brook, crescendoing until I am certainly 
standing right beside it.
        I hear my mother’s voice in my head: “Do you know, darling, that the sound of  the river is 
that of  a thousand screaming souls?” She nears the water, dropping her hand in. “Can’t you hear 
them calling?” My heart thumps, but my head is empty.
        My hands move about, searching for the rough bark of  the weeping willow to support me. 
I lie against it for a few minutes, breathing heavily again and again, inundated with turbulent 
thoughts, remembering Edmund and what was. A young child is there, too. He looks familiar, his 
vibrant green eyes sparkling, and yet I can’t recognize him. He is smiling, beckoning for me to 
follow him.
        I stand up, walking forward until I feel the cold water lapping at my toes and know I am 
submerged. A satisfying wave of  chills reverberates throughout my whole body, shooting up 
from my toes like an arrow. I feel complete. I spread my arms wide to be my wings, the coolness 
relieving all the tension in my back and the tightness in my cheeks as I stare at the brilliant sky, 
the radiant constellations reaching for me, calling out for me to touch them.
        I sing softly to myself, “And will he not come again? No, no, he is dead. Go to thy death-
bed. He will never come again.”
        I try to remember where I learned that melody but can recall absolutely nothing. All I am 
aware of  is my birdlike voice, sweet and thin. Everything else fades into a blur, covered with 
mud, nebulous at most. How dark it is, even for the dead of  night, dark enough to kill.
        What color is death? I wonder. Death is nothing. Death is little ashes dancing in the wind.  
        My voice echoes in soft ecstasy, continuing thus forever. Music is so beautiful, so perfect. I 
am loathe to part with it as my lungs fill up with life and the world blurs before me, crystallizing 
into an abstract shape. My spirit begins to dance; softly, gently it makes its way to the land. If  I 
die tonight, let me be buried in the flowers, let me sleep with the daisies, the violets, and prim-
roses. They are waiting for me. Make me a crown of  rue. I am queen. I am dust.
        I am queen.
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food: 
she stands next to the saran wrapped half-cut watermelons 
at the supermarket 
she sticks her nails on the plastic 
squeezing it 
it turns into a small hole
she tries to cover it 
yet her fingers dig deeper 
into the frothy, magenta texture

air: 
she removes a moist cheek 
from a lint-covered, wool sweatered shoulder blade 
a left forearm from the top of  an opened canvas knapsack 
and loosens her grasp from layers of  hands 
on the metal pole, beside the door
she thrusts herself  out of  the subway car 

water:  
her patent leather boot hits the edge of  the puddle 
as she attempts to jump over it 
her heel skidding for an instant 
on rough asphalt 
painted with an oily rainbow hue
of  gasoline melted on wet pavement



Survival
julia Levi
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To Stand 
rebecca Araten

for Something
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m
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To Stand 

He wheels out of  the room with a look of  wistfulness, 
Silent like a smile.

He looks forward to this day each year,
 Like a squirrel awaiting the hour when it can release
   the food stored in its maw.
He places one leg on each side of  his chair
   and stands,
    loud and wild as an empty room.
Months of  preparation
 are spent on this singular moment of  joy,
Arm-strengthening exercises
  such as lifting a shopping bag 
    filled with sugar free chocolates
and his late wife’s favorite brand of  crunchy rice cakes
between the fleshy parts of  his fingers
Leg flexes every other day
  before he lathers an oatmeal soap bar over his saggy jawline
and stares out his window at the hospice driveway.

His aide doesn’t know
 Or maybe she just doesn’t understand.
 She ignores the mumbles of  his neighbors
  and his silence.
But he continues to flex muscles thin as hope,
Feeding a stomach puffy from age,
 And a desire to stand for something.

Looking for danger like a crooked nail,
 He risks falling like a crayon,
  Breaking into moon dust,
Unusable.
But he is calm and free as Jupiter
Because it is all worth the struggle,
 Because struggling is as timeless as a karaoke machine
 And it transports him like a chess piece
  To the opposite end of  the board,
 Until he feels 
Like a newborn smelling of  warm cookies.

cloud C
ollective



27.
I thought you’d like to know it’s snowing,
That the feathery flakes touch upon my eyelashes,
That I suck in the biting air,
That it swirls and descends swiftly from the white veil of  heaven,
That it lands softly on my golden curls and melts into my tears.
You always said you wanted to live,
To feel the whirling wind surging,
Feathery cotton embedding itself  in your ears,
Smiles dancing and gazing upward.
It’s so beautiful;
You’ll see it soon.
I’m worried you’ll miss the snow.
The powdery flurries are vanishing.
My rosy cheeks are dry by now.
Where are your brown eyes reflecting it all?

hadassah Brenner
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Elemental Summer Nights
noa Att ias
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Last night with my feet buried in the cold sand in clusters of  silicon dioxide, 
I thought of  those who might be looking at the sea as I was –
as more than a combination of H2O and sodium chloride crystals –
wondering what they thought before such magnitude, 
which seemed to swath the earth 
like a shimmering, midnight blue sash,
glimmering and splotchy under the stars
bursting of  hydrogen and helium
while sparkling brilliantly,
for they had detonated in the sky 
like the cloud of  smoke of  barium and calcium 
emitted by juvenile firecrackers.

While the remains of  the stars ricocheted like platinum bullets, 
leaving behind a small glistening trail 
that reminded me of  my small silver necklace 
stashed at the bottom of  my jewelry box, 
others stayed silently still looking down at the sea
 – uncertain as to where they could go –
as though there were another unfinished trajectory down in the depths of  the sea. 

isabelle K
ahan  aaron Solom

ons



Samson
Lengthy filaments fan out
Behind his sturdy skull,
Tied tightly to both bedpost and sideboard
 
Thick locks looping round unmoving
Wooden furniture,
A spider web of  ten thousand silky brown threads
 
And, with a gasp of  submission,
A quiet procession,
Interrupted by the screech of  metal against metal
 
A slow, silent ordeal,
A holy ritual to an onlooker,
As glossy sepia strands descend to stone below
 
With each soundless stroke, a denser pile
As premonitions of  the penultimate
Moment become reality.
 
Arms as wide as redwoods
Roll listlessly to the side
Of  hapless Samson
Seduced stealthily,
Beneath the subtle glow of  dawn.

gabriel Klapholz
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    The AC is emitting a steady hum. The fan spins slowly, weak 
from overuse, giving off  a rhythmic beat. A little musical perfor-
mance for the room.
    The walls are white. They were probably clean once.
    The lights are on – it’s a bit too bright – though several bulbs 
are out. One of  them flickers. Probably about to die. I mean, they 
all are, if  you’re willing to wait long enough.
    The table in the center of  the room is relatively clean, save for 
an important-looking piece of  paper placed near one side. More 
papers are on the floor, probably blown off  by the fan. One of  
them’s on a chair.
    There are six chairs. Only one of  them is pushed in; maybe 
no one sat in that chair. One of  the chairs is on its side. One by 
the head of  the table is made of  worn-out leather. The rest are 
blue-painted hard plastic, like you’d find in a school.
    The door is slightly ajar. It looks like nobody’s touched it in 
years.

Room

akiva Weinberger

tamar Bacalu
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    So, I’m in this cafe. Relatively fancy place. Can’t remember the name right 
now, but it’s not that important, it’s just a –
    So I’m drinking my coffee in this cafe, feeling really caffeinated, really caf-
feinated from this coffee in the cafe, and everyone else is, also. Caffeinated. 
Yeah?
    And I overhear some conversations. Two guys are talking about a cowork-
er, I think, and one’s like, “I’m telling you, it was like he was a completely 
different person. A completely different mood. I’ve never seen him so happy 
before.” Or maybe he said ‘energetic’ rather than ‘happy,’ I don’t remember, 
but it was something like that, and the other guy doesn’t really seem to be-
lieve him because he knows this guy, he knows the coworker, and it’s weird 
for people to change all of a sudden like that; so yeah the guy in the cafe 
seems to be thinking all this, but he doesn’t really say anything, maybe he’s 
a timid guy, I dunno. And then this really energetic third guy comes to their 
table, and there are lots of greetings exchanged and somebody says, “Oh, 
hey, we were just talking about you.”
    So, yeah, I’m in this cafe, and on the one hand I’m surrounded by people, 
but on the other hand I don’t know anyone here so I guess that makes me 
alone? But I don’t really feel lonely ’cause I get to listen to all the other con-
versations, and I’m thinking maybe the distinction between alone and not 
alone doesn’t really apply to this situation.

Cafe

25

akiva Weinberger



You think my scars are ugly?
That’s too bad
because they tell a beautiful story
of love and war.

5.
I think what frightens me most is that I did not recognize your voice;
it sounded foreign
and I cried bitter tears as it lilted beautifully.

hadassah Brenner

12.

26



1.
I draw a heart on the foggy window
and look through it
with one eye closed for precision.

hadassah Brenner

gabrielle A
m
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    “Can I pet her?!” the younger one of  two young, blond girls whined as they followed my 
father and little sister into our apartment after running into each other in the hallway. She removed 
a strand of  clean, wet hair from her face and stuck her arm out, careful not to knock into the fragile 
bookshelf  as she stepped into our foyer, eyeing our two cats. Both girls wore purple-rimmed glasses 
and looked like they had been getting ready to go to bed, made clear by their large sleeping shirts and 
bare feet. The older girl, probably 11 years old, tied her light hair back in a ponytail and seemed more 
matter-of-fact than her sister. She was the responsible one, standing up and talking to my parents as 
her little sister of  eight years kneeled on the floor next to the table in the living room, petting the 
friendlier cat. 
    “I’ve never met anyone named Claudia before tonight,” said the older girl proudly to my father, 
her hands folded across her chest. She was referring to the name of  the friendlier cat, I assumed, yet 
I didn’t remember anyone discussing their names. My mother laughed nervously. “Thanks for letting 
us help you with your science project,” said the older girl to my middle school-aged sister. “Good luck 
with it.” The science project sat on the table, a white board with a wire stuck to it. The girl adjusted 
her glasses and held onto the black metal rail of  the front area’s bookshelf. She slid her hand up and 
down the matte metal bar, making a little sound almost impossible to hear. Her bare foot rested on 
her other foot, and her knee was bent as she watched the cats frolicking around the Bosnian rug in the 
living room. She decided to sit next to her sister to get a better view of  the cats. The girls had been in 
our apartment for approximately eight minutes so far. I counted. I tapped my pen on the table, rested 
my head on my hand, and smiled at the girls. It seemed that they had just realized I was there. 
     “Wait, you play the violin, right? We hear you from across the hall every night,” the older girl 
offered, and I nodded, muttering a quick thank you and continuing to smile at her, as my parents 
chuckled. 
    “Okay, thanks for letting us play with your cats!” said the 11-year-old, “we should go now.” I noticed 
the front door had been kept open by my father the whole time, as he stood there smiling. 
    “Oh! I don’t want to leave the cute cats,” the eight-year-old pouted, still on the floor, facing them. 
    “Bye, nice meeting you girls,” said my mother through her teeth. “Come back any time.” They 
smiled their parted teeth smiles and pranced out of  the apartment together, waving goodbye to us, as 
my father closed the door behind them. I sat clicking my pen, listening to the young girls’ shrieks in 
the hallway, until I heard their mother’s voice asking where they had been, and the sound of  their front 
door closing behind them.

28



Cats
julia Levi

noa Attias
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22.
You know, 
There’s a reason it’s called titanium.
It never gives under pressure. 
It rises from the earth, 
Strong and proud
As the Titans 
When they ruled the universe. 
I promised I’d be strong
As strong as titanium 
And I was
But even the Titans fell.
They fell long and hard. 
And the descent of  the strong
Is far worse than that of  the weak
Whose fingers cannot reach up and crush the stars
Until shimmering dust 
Slips through the gaps in their clenched fists.

hadassah Brenner
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The Secret 
Visitors 
of the 

Third Floor 
Art Exhibit

noa Att ias

moselle Kleiner



The New Orleans Museum of Art was an old and 
new building – new because it was created and re-
stored in the twentieth century, old because of  the 
large Greek Portico that welcomed all the visitors 
through its tall columns and clanging iron door. It 
was in the middle of  City Park, situated beautifully 
between the surrounding oak trees, which  framed 
the entrance of  the museum with Southern charm. 
The trees provided a stark contrast to the static mu-
seum facade, as they swayed and danced with their 
mossy, green tendrils hanging loosely from thin, 
coarse branches, while their trunks stood proudly 
rooted to the ground with the certainty that they 
were in fact older than the museum and the paint-
ings inside it. 

The museum was separated  into three floors. The 
first floor contained Medieval art and was often 
skipped by the boisterous children, toted by their 
young mothers and nannies, who deemed the work 
dull and boring at first glance. The second floor 
was the most popular and looked the most lived 
in, holding more of  the modern collection, from 
surrealists like Salvador Dali and childlike Miro to 
impressionists like the young American artist – no 
one really knew his name – hanging next to the 
Monet. The young American had been heavily in-
fluenced by his neighbor at the museum, since the 
color and brush strokes seemed almost identical, 
yet the Monet was under glass, and his painting was 
not. The museum tours spent most of  their time on 
the second floor, causing a thunderous clamor that 
resonated throughout the open space.

The third floor was the highest floor as well as the 
most naturally captivating, for it was showered with 
light from large windows. The stream of  light dec-
orated the paintings with extra borders, as each or-
nate frame gained a bright glow. The third floor held 
the Renaissance art of  French and mostly Italian 
painters and sculptors. It was often quiet, as most 
visitors tired after exploring the expansive second 
floor collection and left before even attempting the 
third floor. 

However, on this day, an old couple had wandered 
in to seek solace from the crowd of  people on the 

second floor. The man slowly pushed his wife’s 
wheelchair, swiveling the wheels to the sound of  his 
echoing footsteps as the soles of  his leather oxford 
shoes clacked on the cold marble floor. The sound 
was soon surpassed by her laughter reverberating 
through the empty exhibit, for he had tried to pro-
nounce the Italian painters’ names while purpose-
fully sounding ridiculous, much to his wife’s con-
tent. The sound waves of  her laughter ricocheted 
off  the walls with a vigor that was unfamiliar to 
the stationary paintings, but they could recognize 
the beauty of  a perfectly mathematical sinusoi-
dal curve. They found the aesthetic quality of  her 
sounds analogous to the beauty of  their display on 
the white walls of  the third floor NOMA exhibit.

The man hunched down to reach his wife’s eye 
level, looked at her, and found a sense of  famil-
iarity among the endearing traces of  old age, the 
smile lines beside her eyes and on her cheeks, slow-
ly making their way around her face like elegant 
twists of  ivy on the facade of  an Upper West Side 
brownstone. She was old, but then so was he, and 
all that meant was that they had lived and, more 
importantly, that they had lived together. And they 
stared at each other the way all paintings wanted to 
be stared at – in a way that displayed complete ad-
oration filled with memories of  old and young love 
intertwined together like interlocked fingers.

The wheels squeaked and wobbled as they walked 
through the exhibit and got lost within each im-
age, as the paintings blurred into brilliant blues and 
ruby reds, while the walls seemed even whiter than 
usual in comparison. When he gently pushed the 
wheelchair out of  the main entrance from the lob-
by, letting the door close, he added the last sound 
of  their departure to the overwhelming chatter of  
the other visitors. He rolled her wheelchair loving-
ly over small twigs and dead leaves. Thin, elegant 
streaks of  the sun’s rays, like silk threads that had 
slipped through the clouds’ dewy spider webs, 
painted the tips of  the now lifeless blades of  grass. 
Meanwhile, the rigid white facade of  the museum 
seemed to fade gently into the overcast sky, as they 
approached the soft hush of  the swaying oak trees.  
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Sunlight filters
through the viridescent
leaves,

Slipping
onto
the undergrowth. 

alexandra Orbuch

Greenwood

lily Shams
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Early Morning Epiphanies
 
Each morning I wake gripping the washed-out sheets 
like stretched-out arms curled around your torso in a warm embrace.

noa Att ias

m
oselle K

leiner
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A Mondrian Mirage
moselle Kleiner

gabrielle A
m

ar



Three p.m. and a dark-suited man 
hurries into a gallery, hunched and skit-
tish. Guards at opposite ends give him 
cursory nods.

He stands in front of  a painting, mouth-
ing at the walls. As his sweat-tinged lips 
swerve in and out, words spoken and 
unspoken flitter about his brain, disap-
pearing swiftly like jolts from deep sleep. 
Woozy, ill, and beset by what seems to be 
a queer, temporal haze, he gazes at the 
Mondrian sitting across from him, syn-
thetically preserved in its own excremen-
tal dust. He studies the large, red glossy 
square that overwhelms the work, letting 
its creamy color stain his shrinking pu-
pils. Behind squinting eyes, that ambigu-
ous, rouge shape reminds him of  her lips, 
cloyingly conjuring the first night they 
met. 

A late evening hour and half  inebriated, 
entirely depleted, he was enshrouded 
in the vapor of  his own swollen affect, 
Wall Street’s inverted solution to the bot-
tomless rabbit hole of  natural selection: 
through sycophancy, prey can stalk pred-
ator, overtake the latter’s territory, finan-
cial and otherwise. And to the fairer sex, 
especially, this pattern extends: a constel-
lation of  leg-spreading women supplies 
the little black books, marked-up Dar-
winian field guides that, along with hand-
made handkerchiefs, would be smoothed 
over, then tucked into, the breast pockets 
of  every downtown banker. How he had 
managed to fasten her, too, to this map 
of  conquests, loosely at first, then with a 
steadier hand, he could not recall. 

Approaching the painting, in his charac-
teristic nearsightedness (a professional 
boon), memories saturated by melan-
choly quickly faded from thought. But 
just as she had, and yes, he could say this 

with certainty, the red proved teasing, 
intriguing. In the reversals of  romance, 
they both had drawn him to their grasp.

He walks away, forwards-facing, back to 
the center of  the gallery. Thudding slight-
ly as rear meets bench, his coccyx stings, 
but he pays it no attention. If  not actu-
al aphorisms, then that strain of  clichéd 
expressions furrows his thoughts and 
brow, arguing with no one, insisting: he 
believed in her, in the curious possibili-
ty and promise of  their life together, in a 
“he and his girl.”

And what a mad affair it was, it occurs 
to him in refocusing, bored, on the whit-
er forms outlined by black. All the mak-
ings of  a whirlwind courtship: four a.m. 
escapades to wood-and-leathered bars 
on dim amber streets, dancing their way 
through the garbage fumes to the smooth 
contours of  carameled scotch and anon-
ymous jazz the way when you’re young 
anything and everything beats instinc-
tively from far inside its made-up heart. 
These are the innocent and omnipresent 
thumpings of  youth, internal ba-dum-ba-
dums reverberating everywhere, Broad-
way boogie-woogieing, but first, how he 
wooed her with flowers and perfume and 
chocolates and all those silly things that 
culminate in fairytale happiness. 

And now, they pooled like small, pathetic 
ink-stains incised in paper, upon which he 
had penned her letter after letter swathed 
in what he called his innermost musings. 
After all these buried yearnings he had 
written of  to her, awaiting his warmth 
returned, how meaningful it was the first 
time and time and time after that: a cho-
rus of  facile I love yous and the cosmetic 
beauty of  what they had, what in those 
seconds, they aspired to retain as one, 
conjoined. Beneath fluorescent glares, his 
shimmering picture of  perfection cor38

with certainty, the red proved teasing, in-
triguing. In the reversals of  romance, they 
both had drawn him to their grasp.

He walks away, forwards-facing, back to 
the center of  the gallery. Thudding slight-
ly as rear meets bench, his coccyx stings, 
but he pays it no attention. If  not actual 
aphorisms, then that strain of  clichéd ex-
pressions furrows his thoughts and brow, 
arguing with no one, insisting: he believed 
in her, in the curious possibility and prom-
ise of  their life together, in a “he and his 
girl.”

And what a mad affair it was, it occurs to 
him in refocusing, bored, on the whiter 
forms outlined by black. All the makings 
of  a whirlwind courtship: four a.m. esca-
pades to wood-and-leathered bars on dim 
amber streets, dancing their way through 
the garbage fumes to the smooth contours 
of  carameled scotch and anonymous jazz 
the way when you’re young anything and 
everything beats instinctively from far 
inside its made-up heart. These are the 
innocent and omnipresent thumpings of  
youth, internal ba-dum-ba-dums reverber-
ating everywhere, Broadway boogie-woo-
gieing, but first, how he wooed her with 
flowers and perfume and chocolates and 
all those silly things that culminate in fairy-
tale happiness. 

And now, they pooled like small, pathetic 
ink stains incised in paper, upon which he 
had penned her letter after letter swathed 
in what he called his innermost musings. 
After all these buried yearnings he had 
written of  to her, awaiting his warmth 
returned, how meaningful it was the first 
time and time and time after that: a cho-
rus of  facile I love yous and the cosmetic 
beauty of  what they had, what in those 
seconds, they aspired to retain as one, 
conjoined. 



Beneath fluorescent glares, his shimmering picture of  
perfection corrodes, dissipating quietly, suspended in 
the liquid air. 

Why do red squares morph into black slashes and 
white cubes and green rectangles?  What are their 
endings if  not intersections, converging here and 
there? Reasons for the abrupt conclusion of  good 
things consume him. Synapses fire as he oscillates be-
tween reality and art, the barrier threshold blurring as 
this nervous osmotic exercise accelerates. Streams of  
semi-answers break through. He reviews their final 
days together: she inhales his scent with her trade-
mark whimper; the way at her voice heard from the 
opposite end of  the apartment he would smile, pos-
sessive; or their delicate salutations, elegiac anxieties 
left unarticulated. How these rituals disappeared just 
as they came: removed by dawn, and in their place – 
her place, really – was a crumpled note on the back 
of  a mail-to-order catalogue. Digging so reluctantly 
into the dense mass, the vague sentences expensive 
to him and cheap to her had sunk with reticence into 
his brain, this singular example of  rejection inducing 
a pervasive but invisible impotence. 

Just to breathe, he visits Mondrians on stolen af-
ternoons. The finite frame of  their liaison gave rise 
to daytime drinking, fodder for other distractions. 
She was gone, and he, well, he’s flushed, boxed in. 
Deluged by an intense urge to escape, to mimic her 
smoky flight, he pivots leftward. Trailing beside him, 
seen at the periphery, is the painting, etched forever 
in his mind? A chimera, perhaps, but he can’t change 
the stripes.

Out he goes, bouncing with purpose as he shifts his 
weight between the balls of  his feet.

Beneath fluorescent 
glares, his shimmering 

picture of perfection 
corrodes, dissipating 

quietly, suspended 
in the liquid air.

“

“



“Silver.” 
      
My eyes were shut. It took me a minute to open my eyes and another to actually comprehend what was 
going on. I was in my room with my best friend, Abby. We were studying for a test on the periodic table, 
which consisted of  learning every single element. I had waited until the last minute to study as always, and 
the two hours of  sleep that I got the night before weren’t helping me stay awake. If  that wasn’t the reason 
I couldn’t keep my eyelids open and my brain on, it was because anything that had to do with science 
bored me to sleep, literally.
      
“Huh?” I forgot what that last element was.
“C’mon, we don’t have all day, the test is in nine hours.”
“Can you just tell me what you just said?”
“I said: c’mon, we don’t have,” Abby paused when she saw the look on my face, tired and bored out of  
my mind. She didn’t understand because she was the perfect straight A student whom everyone went to 
for help, including me. Abby somehow managed to get at least seven hours of  sleep every night, which I 
personally found a miracle. She flashed me an understanding smile and finally told me what I wanted to 
hear, “Silver, a precious shiny grayish-white metal, the chemical element of  atomic number 47. (Symbol: 
Ag).”
      
“Okay,” I said, “Silver, a precious shiny grayish – what?” BLANK. “Can we just go to sleep? If  we don’t 
you’re going to harm your perfect seven-hour sleep record.”
      
“I’ll be fine.” She was determined.
      
I was lost in my thoughts for a minute while Abby read the information over one more time, trying to 
figure out some way to help hopeless me.
      
“I know how you can remember this one: it’s kind of  like our friendship. There are some white, amazing 
parts and some grayish parts. I was born on the 4th and you were born on the 7th, so 47 is the atomic 
number. The symbol is Ag so that’s kind of  like August, the month we were born in.”
      
“You’re amazing!” I hug her tightly, trying to forget that we have many more elements to come.
      
I let her go and head over to the light switch, “Great, we’re done now.”
      
“Stop!” Abby shouts.
      
“Shhh!” I remind her of  my four younger siblings sleeping on the other side of  the thin walls that sur-
round us.

“Sorry,” she whispers back, “next is Sulfur.”

“Are you serious?” I ask her.

And of  course, Abby, being the person she is, responds unphased, “Yes.”
       
I’m not perfect in many ways, but I have a friendship made of  silver, a precious element in my life. 

40



Silver
evelyn Landy
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    He always loved the sound of  carbonated water, when the thin metal exterior of  its con-
tainer would finally rupture, and the gases that some efficient corporation had neatly dissolved within would 
issue forth. 
     He used to spill out the innards of  his Volkswagen in his garage in Westchester, letting the petroleum 
stream down the side of  his vehicle as he scooped it up in a cup and carelessly tossed it to his side. He 
would then wipe down the car and throw his cigarette – smoked down to the butt – onto the puddle of  
carbon compounds at his feet, watching the flames leap out of  the liquid as though they had been hiding, 
waiting eagerly, in the earth. He would watch the fire dance before him, let its bright glow and nearly un-
bearable heat consume him. This was nature at her best. 
    Once, the edge of  his favorite blue suit caught fire. He loved the danger in it – the thrill, the escape from 
the other fires in his life, including but not limited to his credit-card consuming wife, his estranged son, and 
his dachshund hound’s late-night barking. 
    Indeed, it was his wife, draped in her newest fur from some Madison Avenue brand that he didn’t care to 
remember, who had stifled his carbon cravings. After his little accident in the garage, which cost him a blue 
suit and $650 in medical bills, she took away his cigarette lighter and started giving him nicotine patches 
each morning before he went off  to work.
    Sometimes, he would purchase soft charcoal – made from the black, dirty element he adored – online, 
from an art supplies site for which he had an official login. Then, he would bring it home when wifey was 
not around and spread it out on a table, pounds of  it, letting the newspaper below keep it from leaving any 
trace. He would smash it with a mallet and watch it explode onto the newspaper, first forming sporadic 
blotches like bullet holes and then full seas of  darkness that ultimately merged into one black sheet. 
    When his wife would return home, she would yell mercilessly and painfully, “What in God’s name appeals 
to you about some random chemical element?”
    “I can ask you the same thing,” he said, “you diamond-loving pest.”
    She slapped him across the face, making contact long enough for him to feel her cold, precious carbon 
upon his tender cheek – her diamond. Maybe, carbon wasn’t as great as he thought. After all, it had sealed 
him in holy matrimony to a selfish beast.



Sulfur
julia Levi
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it was a fourteen-minute wait until 
the next 6 train to “Pelham Bay Park,” as the 
announcement put it, would arrive at the 
subway station.
sunday; 8:17 in the morning 
she paid extra mind to walk as far away
from the tracks as possible 
brushing against the buttery 
yellow wall tiles 
the cracks between them thick with grime
that poured onto the tiles, creating an almost
transparent 
coat of  filth.
she looked to the opposite side of  the station 
watching as a man wrapped 
in a dusty black parka 
paced up and down the platform
barefoot 
shoes in his hands. 
she avoided yesterday’s spilled beverage
its foamy pink-turned-brown liquid 
melting into the uneven concrete platform 
on her way to take a seat on one of  the many deserted wood benches 
covered in mosaic of  light brown 
cat-like scratches 
hardened gray chewing gum 
and scattered loose change gleaming 
in the dimly lit sodium light of  the subway station.

yoni Linder
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Letter
gabrielle Amar

"They stood in the noon of that 
strange and solemn splendor, as 

i f  i t  were the l ight that is  to
 reveal  a l l  secrets ,  and the 
daybreak that shal l  unite 

al l  who belong to 
one another." 

(Hawthorne 139)
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Ions
microscopic angels
floating on silence
with crystal hearts
and tiny faint beats
in the cold ground            heat pulls them up
from deathly still
nighttime dreams
torn apart dances
in purified liquid          seas of  even terror
and fear of  being
forgotten promise
to the little homes
opposites attract            for resting bones
smiles missed by
winter’s cold feet
of  moonish stone
watching so sadly            waiting for dawn 
screaming softly
do remember me
remember me please
i want to be loved

natalie Kahn
      
 



Shabbat
Eerie silence of  my palpitating heart,
a blooming wildflower, but
two candles are burning in their own gardens
of  serpentine vines, of  roses and enigma.
Sweet dreams, my turning world,
see through those slowly blinding eyes of  yours
a place where hate has drunk its full share 
of  blessed wine from a silver goblet and gone to rest with you.
Sway back and forth, back and forth, angel
before you disappear at dusk. 

Two loaves of  warm bread braided and covered in
the stained cloth you wore the night you cried heavy tears
from the realization that the sun had set
and we couldn’t turn on the bright lights,
the unyielding daylight will not let you be. 
Pray with me, let me wash my hands of  my troubles,
two on the right, and two on the left. 
I feel the sticky quiet surround me
and adhere to my bent back. 
My mind shifts, my mind tosses and turns
in its bed, the earth spinning without end on its axis
even on the seventh day.

natalie Kahn

arielle H
adad



Spinning
I can’t stop thinking and thinking 
and my mind 
it never stops spinning and spinning 
and the funny thing is 
I am afraid of  spinning.

louise Si t t
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I had known

I hadn’t known I was drawn by the sound of  the sea
The solitary waves that strike like spoons
Clashing in a cupboard 

I hadn’t known I savored the taste of  salty skin
The sweet sensation of  tingling taste buds
All lining up as though linear in structure 

The glistening glow of  sunset 
Its stunted moment striking my face
I hadn’t known I’d want it again
The way it whisked away and returned

And those purple pebbles in the prairie  
Reminding me of  perky plums, juicy time and time again
I hadn’t thought I would miss it
Those summer days I’d spent pondering the beauty of  round rocks 

I now recall that child in springtime 
I believe his name was Edgar
He played by the boats in striped shorts that sang for notice  
I hadn’t known the image of  him running around the dock 
Would be so ingrained in my memory 

And that time in the winter
When I brought myself  to a mourning house 
Black dresses and gray ties swam amongst each other
Yet there was an orange pin resting on the chest of  a woman
I hadn’t known I loved orange pins 

If  I had known I loved the feeling of  damp grass 
Sitting beneath my feet
I would have walked in my backyard every morning
Letting my feet sink an inch deeper into the ground with my every step

The nights I spent begging for sunshine
Yet when rain fell on my face
Had I known its sweet scent would settle calmly on the tip of  my nose
I’d never have wished for sun again

I remember a secret whisper
The moment held between a friend and me
A thousand more secrets would I want to hear
Had I known I’d savor warm breath on my ear

Even the instant of  loving you 
Saying goodbye as I tied my shoes and left the house
Your lips at my feet kissing them to stay 
If  I had known
I would close my eyes to capture the moment
Of  one last goodbye
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For a long time afterwards, my slumbers were filled with foggy wastelands, barren and 
colorless, if  I even slept at all. Most nights I just lay awake in my bed, sweating miserably under 
the white sheets but refusing to open the windows for fear of  catching cold. It was my ridicu-
lous paranoia that made me afraid to move, to take any small risk. I ignored the mathematical 
probabilities of  danger; my mind forbade the use of  reason.

My joints ached, and I had terrible heartburn, but that was nothing out of  the ordinary. The 
troubling part was that I could never find a position that was suitable for a long enough span of  
time in which I could drift off. I was constantly squirming, like Jacob in the womb, constantly 
searching for something to grasp onto, for a sliver of  hope to brighten the darkness.  

I’ve often tried to remember what I thought about for all those hours I spent in the darkness, 
but my memory, like most other things, evades me. The world would fade and then brighten 
again without warning. I suppose I spent the nights swimming in my own dense myopia, losing 
track of  the minutes and the hours on the clock that was one hour fast, but waiting for them 
to pass nonetheless. I know once I stared into the darkness, pressing my nose against the glass, 
waiting for something to move outside, but nothing stirred. All was dead. Or sleeping perhaps. I 
was beginning to lose track of  the difference.

Over the course of  the morning, I would drown myself  in seven to eight cups of  strong, hot 
coffee, putting spoonful after spoonful of  sugar into the cup until the bitterness faded away 
and the sweetness made me cringe. I used to always drink my coffee black, but now I can’t even 
remember how.

I can’t remember how I even forced myself  to stay awake at all. I can just see my ghastly, bony 
hands reaching out to touch something when I would realize that there was nothing there, how 
my cheeks first lost their roses and then became hollow and wan. When I would press my hand 
on them I could count my teeth, and then I would feel my tears dripping down my fingers to 
cleanse them of  the dirt I never managed to wash off  with soap.

The moon was full and round, perfect and pristine, and yet I still couldn’t dream. I thought of  
love and the future it held for me. I saw the house we said we’d build together, the little one 
painted yellow on the seashore, surrounded by pearly grains of  sand adorned with conch shells, 
where I could sleep to the lapping of  the waves outside my bedroom window. I heard the me-
lodic laughter of  young children, shrill and pretty like the chirping linnet birds that used to stay 
in the garden of  my childhood home all day and sing until they flew away come winter. I smelled 
the salty air I thought to be tears before something refreshingly cold tickled my feet, and I real-
ized that I was surrounded by seawater. I felt my own body burst into watery flame. And I knew 
I was alive, for a dreamless sleep is no sleep at all.
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Dreamless 
   Insomnia

natalie Kahn
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Letter 
From a 
Furious
Farmer
They would jump at the sudden
pitter patter of  rain descending upon the roof,
in a world where a sneeze is deafening
and a whisper enough to make the ears ring.
 
Like fish caught in a net,
they would suffocate 
slowly
outside of  their bustling metropolitan reef,
would dry out and beg for their sewage waters
to quench their thirst.
 
Goodnight, fair city,
with your forty Towers of  Babel,
your endless rat races,
your hot dog stands and cross-town buses.
May you one day meet tranquility,
and never – never – creep up
to my front lawn. 

gabriel Klapholz
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This domain is blocked. 
Not a writer’s block,  
Or a building block,
No, no – this domain is blocked.
 
We read your book.
It was pleasant
But not juicy.
We are not going to be  
Publishing it, 
Unfortunately. 
We are taking it and 
Burying it
With your hopes of  becoming a novelist.

gabriel Klapholz

How to 
Throw a
Monkey 
Wrench

louise Sitt
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A step out the door, and the piercing wind blows in my face,   
and I shut my eyes.
I continue walking
the same path I do every morning, 
making sure to step over the cracks 
on the sidewalk. 
The first thing I do is notice the sky,
the color 
the texture 
the taste 
the scent 
the sunrise is today. And I think:
There is a building blocking my sight
of  the newly risen sun 
in the distance past the hill. 
I wonder what color
The sunrise is today.

I imagine an array 
of  every shade the sky has ever been,
a dark orange with hints of  rose 
a light pink with hints of  yellow.
But when I turn the corner 
past the building 
I see the sunrise 
and the sky is light blue. 
There is a cloud that looks like absolutely nothing, 
and I am disappointed
because the artist 
that paints 
my every single morning 
decided 
to stay asleep.
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The Last Dance
sarah I ssever
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My hands began to blister as they always did at night in Shinkoiwa, Tokyo. The walk to the 
station was uncaringly cold, and my eyes began to water from the winds that whipped against them. When I got 
to the station, I watched the trains pass while I waited for my own. The manufactured sound of  birds chirping 
emanating from the stations’ speakers reminded us that there had been times in Shinkoiwa more gentle than these.

In the distance, I heard the tracks of  the Ginza line making its way towards my feet. The vibrations of  those chug-
ging noises had my mind wandering to places I’d forgotten. I got on the train, and I looked down at my fingers, 
whose paleness began to blend into their normal olive hue, as the heat permeated them. Taking a seat next to 
the people whose faces were concealed behind surgical masks, I hid my own face, too, by turning to the window. 
Through dim streetlights, I could see the silhouette of  snowflakes beginning to fall over the Shinkoiwa streets. I 
must have lost track of  time staring at those snowflakes because the door opened, and suddenly I felt the air of  
home.

I left the station and followed the streets, slowly making my way to the place that had once provided so many 
“firsts” and now would hold so many “lasts.” I stopped in my tracks, as I tensely opened the front door to the 
house. I did not know when I would find myself  facing that door again. That moment could have been the last 
time I would feel the swift rush of  heat brush across my face upon entering the foyer.

As I walked deeper into the house, I saw those toes that I knew so well wiggling in slippers. Then, I saw the 
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crossed legs in crocheted gray pants. I knew that those thin legs carried a man who ate seven grains of  rice for 
dinner. The caramel colored sweater – yes, I finally saw it. It reminded me of  the sweet moments of  days past.

My mother ran forward and grabbed her father’s hand, as she too knew that a moment like this one would not 
last long. I stood idly examining his face – a collection of  sun spots 
and layered skin sitting below feathered eyebrows that reminded me so 
much of  my own.

I stepped closer, and so did he. He stood up, took my hand, and led 
me outside to the backyard – a place I had been to so often back in 
summertime, when I would watch the cherry trees flow across a neigh-
bor’s backyard, as if  the land belonged to them and they had a right to 
be there. Yet then, we stood on the patio under the lights as hundreds 
of  snowflakes embraced our bodies, one by one. We shivered at the 
feeling of  a last time. My mother began playing a song in the kitchen 
that made its way outdoors, and my grandfather’s feet gently moved to 
the rhythm. Slowly, and without noticing, we were hand in hand on that 
patio under the slim branches and light of  wintertime, dancing with the 
wind that pushed us back and forth. His hand placed on my shoulder 
was olive just like mine, pebbled with birthmarks and paved with veins 
that showed his age. He spoke to me in English – broken, but under-
stood. With eyes saying more than his next words, a quiet “thank you” 
passed his lips.

I had never seen my grandfather’s feet move so effortlessly as they did 
at that moment. Those toes wiggling in slippers became aware of  the 
patio underneath them, and that embroidered collar looked like an atti-
tude on him more than an accessory. It would be the last time I saw my 
grandfather that way, under the glistening lights above us, with sheets 
of  snow nestling themselves in his folded skin. A snowflake rested in 
between the hairs on his eyebrows, a white flake in between the waves 
of  those gray, coiled strings. And soon enough, the snow began falling 
on both our olive hands.

Separating from the last embrace, we walked inside as the music de-
scended into songs we didn’t know. The memory that we had just created of  the last dance lingered behind us on 
the patio, as if  it would remain there forever. The ceiling lights made our skin turn green, as the night escaped and 
it became time to leave. I looked back as I walked out the door, my eyes fixated on the wiggling toes now resting 
on the floor as my grandfather sat on the ground watching us say goodbye. His fragile, freckled hands waved until 
all I could see were his crocheted gray pants.

As I walked back to the station to get on the Ginza line, I noticed that the snow seemed frailer. The trees bent 
over more than they had before. And the last dance turned into a memory I would remember for those alive and 
for those dead.

gabrielle Amar
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On a second floor walk-up on a drab street in Queens, there lives an old couple, alone, with 
nothing but each other – to me, officially, Abuelito and Abuelita, Mama and Papa. Their 
apartment sparkles clean, white, from the plush carpet floors and the small sofa-bed to the 
snow-colored walls and the cheap plastic of  the kitchen. When you walk in, you need to take 
off  your shoes and leave them resting, heel up, on the stairs under the large green planter – 
never to trail the mud of  the outdoors into their space. And yet, the perfect white color of  
the apartment is not cold or uninviting; it feels warm and bright, like a summer’s day, and it 
smells like a home they left long ago on a continent they cannot revisit. And like their old 
home by the equator, the apartment is hot – blistering hot – but they never seem to mind, 
teasing us for being gringos and turning on the AC. 

Abuelito and Abuelita will laugh in a language they are watching us forget. They gently re-
mind us of  old childhood songs that we heard in our cribs, sharing other artifacts: poems 
my grandfather wrote before he got pressed into long, hard hours in a factory, pictures he 
drew before his hands grew gnarled with the repeated stress of  unskilled labor, songs my 
great-grandmother would sing as she washed the family’s clothes in the river behind the 
plantation – remnants of  the life they have lost, remnants of  a life that we will never know, 
not here, not in the land that takes the soul of  dozens of  cultures and dilutes them. 

As the seasons go by, the apartment changes, too. Winter brings the Christmas tree and 
nativity scenes, and we decorate them together. Spring brings flowers, sewing and mending, 
views of  their garden. Summer brings open windows, shouted greetings to neighbors across 
the street, and the smell of arepas wafting through the air – a recipe that Abuelita brings from 
her mother, and her mother before that, and her mother before that, a line of  women that 
ends right at the doorstep of  the apartment, when we walk out, and we are no longer in 
Colombia, but standing outside a drab-gray block of  apartments on a long street in Queens.

sela R
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Stripped me bare to the bone,
pearly white hearts shone in the moonlight
while the blood trickled
placid, ever placid for the thick dark,
bereaved, my veins sing lullabies
rocking the wind to sleep
 
only the hard ground caresses me,
my soul is wrapped around my neck
to bleed out onto my ripped dress
and missing buttons;
the twilight wind breaks me open;
can you see me?
 
fingers fumble, search for an evanescent beat
of  a butterfly’s wings, snapping
white snow in summer freezes my bones;
cover me up;
don’t leave me for the birds
 
watch the insomniac walk across in white,
call my name, bloody Rose,
whistle it to the sound of  my fragmented pulse
again and again
do not let it die             or whisper
 
we are whirling in the forest
stars applaud our touch,
two lost children with roots
ripped out of  the earth,
with hearts ripped out of  our bodies.





Tattoos
Your tattoos are scars, 
Your scars a tattoo
Prominent and decorative, but never to you.
Your life is on display,
Can't beat the stench away
Of  hurting hands and filthy cheeks
Of  broken toes and worn physique,
A price to pay, no faith to lose,
You've become steadily more confused.
A challah cover's your only memento
Of  life before the broken ghetto.
You want to remember, you want to forget
The casually malicious epithets.
You're walking in circles, you see the decay
It's okay to step 
                                                 away. 

rebecca Araten
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they told me I could traipse
along the sandy beaches
with all but the frigid winter water
falling at my feet  
like soft snowflakes
and my own bitter tears
for gentle company
 
and all I hear are the sharp
cries of  dancing Valkyries,
hair wild and flying
while they sing.
I try to call out
but my voice is drowned
out by their music
 
I say nothing
can frighten me
but I lie,
they do
they really do.

Valkyrie
natalie Kahn
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