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Emily Foster

when hope lived in a ruined 
mansion
when hope lived in a ruined mansion
scrap-booking sundial shadows and false mimosa blossoms
praying that time would pass but beauty would remain
feeding stories to the birds instead of sunfl ower seeds—
those she planted in abandoned cookie jars
to fi ll the dark corners of the future with life—
she built ladders to far away places
and put false bottoms in all the drawers
and hid away half-wound bobbins, mismatched chopsticks and 
     cassette tapes.
freshly washed locks of hair
so that when she lost herself
all she had to do was look
among the contents of unused tea bags and decks of cards.
park maps…dried cherries…
and the occasional message in a bottle.
these were her ‘once upon a times’
but she kept them because she knew if she waited
just a bit
she would live in a castle once again.

Greg White

It Should Have Been Me

Oh. Em. Gee.
   I cannot—repeat, cannot—believe I just lost the Homecom-

ing Queen award to Kristi Trilk. Kristi “The-Number-of-Men-I’ve-
Slept-With-Exceeds-My-Age” Trilk. Kristi “Split-Ends” Trilk. Kristi 
“My-Left-Leg-Is-Clearly-Longer-Than-My-Right” Trilk. I’m dis-
gusted. I’m a wreck. I know how the Clevelanders felt when that 
Lebron guy went to Miami. I fi nally know how it felt to be there 
for 9/11. I want to strangle that fat bitch.

I’m smiling.
And applauding.
I have to. I can’t not smile and clap for Kristi. Nobody likes a 

sore loser, even one who is clearly more attractive and moral than 
the winner. It’s unbecoming.

So I clap. And smile.
The way these eyes are lying, the goddamn mentalist guy 

on TV couldn’t fi gure me out. I’m an enigma. A mothereffi ng 
mystery wrapped inside a riddle wrapped inside a sensationally 
dressed, beautiful body. Tracy Brookes stands next to me and does 
the same, so does Amber Hedley—she knew she would never win 
with a last name like Hedley, so it’s no surprise to her that she’s 
not the one putting on the crown—and so does Lisa Abernathy, 
and Jamie Krug—another loser based on name alone—and Tina 
Tembers (she had a shot based on alliteration, but her ass is gigan-
tic). We’re all so happy for Kristi “I-Shouldn’t-Be-Wearing-These-
Size-Two-Jeans” Trilk.

Because we have to be.
I fake my way through the congratulatory process and 


