


 

Hello ! First off, a thank you is in order
for picking up this magazine / anthology.

We appreciate you aiding us in further
continuing our work! We can't wait for

you to read the following pieces. Our
creators have worked tirelessly developing
their craft and we are elated to be able to

feature them.  
 

This volume is titled Rebirth, partially for
the coming of Fall but also because this is

our first print use! It's a rebirth of our
magazine as a whole. We can't wait to see

what this new start brings us.
 

The Ilinix Staff
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In September, my palm opens up to flowers
And spaces with more sides than one. My back

becomes the plane of existence between petals.
Soft.
Bent. Intimate. I’ve been told since my youth

That to bloom is a goal—opening up means
That I am beautiful. But what is a flower if not

A measure of time? Even the brightest roses wilt
After a storm. I want to stay here, now. An
unborn

oath, a promise drowning in amber, impossible
to break.
Even if it seems like fall will come, I wait to
bloom. Until Spring.
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I am scorched earth 
I have burned it all down 
I don’t want to rebuild 
I want that to be someone else’s
job. 
Someone come with your shovel
and pail
I have provided none. 
I have instead given you the cracks
in the dirt. 
With which to stick your garden
spade 
It doesn’t hurt 
When you cut into me 
I give over chunks of myself freely 
I am always around
It hurts when there is no one 
To plant flowers in the craters that
are left behind 
When I must tend to my own
garden 
After burning it down 

September 5, 2022September 5, 2022

You can find Faith
King on Twitter at 
 @queenofkings112

In which I want to keep talkingIn which I want to keep talking  

but I have nothing to say
but I have nothing to say
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FAITH KINGFAITH KING

What I want, is for you to ask about me. I
want you to text me and ask how my day was 
I’m counting down until my birthday because
I have a feeling you’ll call. 
And I’ll take any excuse to hear your voice 
In which I know people grow apart.
That’s how it goes. How the moments turn
into memories and they’ll slip through my
fingers no matter how tightly I clench my
fists. 
The loneliness of growing up. Here I am. 10
days shy of turning 20 and I thought it’d be
easier to find someone to hold me. That I feel
comfortable calling whenever I’m sad. I miss
companionship I’ve never had. I miss having
someone kiss my forehead before I fall asleep.
I’ve started winking at myself every morning.  
Perhaps I need to start kissing myself
goodnight.

more of King's work
on the next page!



They say all the best play-writes are
poets. 

Wordsmiths warp words into worlds
so real when people play pretend we

believe them. 
Twist my tongue, manipulate my

mouth so that when I speak I’m no
longer myself but 

Isabelle, 
Eurydice, 
Ophelia. 

Their words rushing up to meet me,
pouring out of me the way sand falls

through an hourglass.
Our time together is limited and you

are giving me all of you so in exchange
here is my voice. Here is all of me in

return for your lyrical structure, your
perfect problems. Here I am holding
your world in my hands. The words

are as much mine as they are yours and
for a moment we speak with the same

voice. 
Without my breath you are nothing

but text. 
Begging to be spoken 

Praying to be listened to. 
How when I speak our shared words I

hope someone is listening too. 

Faith King 

TWO IN ONE
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Today I am leaving someone
behind
A half days journey north reserved
for reflection
My rapturous joy will propel me
down the highway
And I will shake out the intrusive
thoughts
When I arrive I’ll clear a space in
my new home
and display my luck on a shelf
A weathered trophy carried
forward from a past life
Proof that I have made more than
one right decision
I will find the tallest building in
the city
And scale it to admire the lights
A sea of hopeful beacons
A modest reward for surviving

THE RESET

Kelsey Lister 

You can find Kelsey
Lister on Twitter at

@stolencoat



you can find Leslie Cairns on Twitter at
@starbucksgirly

Now: wearing a crochet crop top, black shorts
always. Wishing I could pat that person on
the head, tell her that someday you won’t see
her again. She folded napkins, opened up the
extra leaves of the table, just to fit you in. She
wanted you to feel full, whatever that meant
to you. She noticed you skipped dessert for
coffee, she saw you lace your shoelaces for a
run until you felt dizzy. You’d say the word
nervosa like a playlist song, she saw how you
came home as if dragging the underbelly of all
the cows bellowing, of all the cats lonely.

 I’d tell myself the one worrying about
pleasing people is holding a different kind of
weight. Just take the plate, thank her, pull her
close & kiss her forehead. Because someday
you’ll embrace your curves, and you’ll miss
her anyway.

WHAT RABBITS EAT
leslie cairns
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TW FOR
EATING

DISORDERS

I worry about my ribs. Only eat salad, but
want the meatballs wrapped lovingly, with
spaghetti. Dripping with your cheese & your
smile as you made it. You told me that’s what
rabbits eat, and if I was sure I didn’t want
anything. I looked at the crockpot again,
beckoning, and shook my head.

Now I run but not all the time. Now I swim
and sing lagoon songs just for fun. My body
soft and not my enemy. Now, I’m technically
a BMI of 25.9 Overweight in the index, but
still unable to say any feelings but the empty
ones: frown, sad, fearful, anxiety. My
therapist gives me a pinwheel of emotions,
there are poet words on there, swirling at me:
cheeky, disillusioned, repelled, fragile. I could
easily put them into poems, but I cannot
utter them. And, yet, I couldn’t believe I was
paying copays for this, spinning emotions on
a wheel of colors. But when she asked me to
tell our story, and then look at the wheel, I
put my head into my fists. Couldn’t think of
any words except sad, daisies, and tears. She
said that was a start, but not enough.



 I wouldn't be here without you, 2022 
acrylic on gesso panel

Lee Welch
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You can find Lee Welch on Twitter and Instagram at @_leewelch_
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Fatiha Quadri

The last time i walked into the homestead, it was my
shadow needling 
     me in the eye. The land, a soft wonder of drought,   
     spider webs, ghosts 
     in basketball fields, rocks curved into hearts, & the 
     moonbeam was just a 
sign of the night caged in bodies of girls whose hearts
are ellipsis in
    every history of love. That my ear perceived a slight 
    chirp and called it 
    the presence of songbirds, that I have grown 
    shoulder into a weak pollen
as I watched your storm gulped the stern of my
steamship. I know webs are destinies of 
    bereft walls & pearls are children of the sea but how  
    hard is it to reminisce 
    that my body is a pendulum that wants you  
    swinging. In transition, I am
dusting everything left in this poem as i fly you off
with a paper jet.

Paper JetPaper JetPaper Jet

For the broken, for Bobo
You can find

Fatiha Quadri at
@fatihahquadri

on Twitter
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You can find
Carly

Chandler at
@carlywithawh

y on Twitter 

When is God supposed to answer me back? 

Hannah Beth could handle blunt. She’d
been dealing with blunt for the six years
since she’d accepted her elementary
teaching position, and she was just fine
with answering the hard questions for
the little ones, thank you very much.
Hannah Beth knew how to answer
where do babies come from? (“When a
momma and a daddy love one another
very much…”) and do animals get
married? (“Not the way people do, but
there are some animals who love one
another for a very long time”). She could
handle inane babbling and crying, and
she could even handle temper tantrums
and crying and screaming. 

But when Peter Besson looked up at her
with that stony, serious expression, his
mouth pressed into a thin line and his
big, brown eyes daring her to answer
honestly, she didn’t know what to say to
him. She opened her mouth to answer,
but Hannah Beth didn’t know how to
handle this. Peter kept staring up at her,
waiting for a response, and she knew that
she needed to say something, but
nothing would come. 

Arbremara
 

carly chandler

They were standing outside, during the
children’s free time. Most of the
students were standing around the slide,
waiting to take their turn, or playing
tetherball; some of the quieter students
were keeping to themselves, picking
flowers or playing chase.  

“What are you talking about, sweetie?”
She says, placing a hand on his shoulder,
turning him around to face the rest of
her class, “Go enjoy the rest of your
break, Peter, go on.” He looks back at
her, clearly unhappy with her non-
answer, but what was she meant to say? 

Hannah Beth didn’t think of herself as a
particularly pious woman. Her parents
had raised her in the church, of course.
Put her through all the sacraments –
baptized as a baby, got her first
communion at seven or so, and was
confirmed before she finished high
school. She went to church on Sundays,
but she never really found herself asking
God to help her outside of the hour and
a half she devoted to Him. 
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Honestly, if it wouldn’t cause a big tizzy
among the older ladies in town, she’d be
more than happy to sleep in and enjoy
one of two days she didn’t have to wake
up before the sun, rather than dressing
up, sitting ramrod straight and making
small talk with parents and the children
she taught after the services ended.
Regardless of what she wanted, she’d
already been the subject of their gossip
more often than she’d like – working on
her own, childless, husbandless. She
couldn’t believe that their lives were dull
enough that they would spend their
post-Mass brunch talking about how
Hannah Beth Oakley lived alone in a
little house down the bayou that no one
needed to pay for anymore. It didn’t
seem like scandal enough to worry
about, but Hannah Beth imagined they
just needed someone to take it all out on.
 
When would God answer? She’d talked
to him, once, she was sure. She’d asked
him, begged him, prayed for so, so many
things that were never important enough
for him to gratify her with a response.
She asked him to show her kindness. To
help her learn. To understand. But she
couldn’t be like the group of old ladies at
church, sitting up front with her hand
over her heart, pretending to care more
about God than she did her neighbor. 

She’d been thinking about Peter
Besson’s question for the rest of the
schoolday, barely hearing when the
dismissal bell rings. Watching the
children pour out of the room,
clamoring over one another, like a pack
of wild animals, she wonders when they,
too, would stop talking to God.
Hannah Beth stood, retrieved her
schoolbag, and followed the children
outside, making sure that each of them
were either on their way home or found
their parent waiting for them. Once
she’d been certain everyone found their
way, Hannah Beth grabbed her bike
from where it had been knocked over
since that morning, setting on the path
to her house. 

She wasn’t surprised when Ashley
Poirot tipped his hat at her from the
mechanic’s shop while he shut the big,
rolling metal gate cars rolled past when
they needed servicing. She wasn’t
surprised when Nelson, a
curmudgeonly old man with wrinkles
older than Hannah Beth, winked at her
and waved from his rocking seat in front
of the general store. And she certainly
wasn’t surprised one of the many town
drunks, Porter Mayhaw, beckons her
over to the river’s bridge, calling her
name. 
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The idiot drunk was going to fall face
first into the river and drown himself one
of these days. She ignored them all,
regardless; she was thankful that it wasn’t
a long ways home, but as soon as she
reached the edge of town, she had to
walk her bicycle on the soft earth, her
dirtied shoes remaining so. 

The mirror offered an unwelcome
greeting when she stepped inside her
small, quaint house. Hannah Beth
looked like death; bags under her eyes,
hair falling from the updo she’d spent an
excruciating amount of time on this
morning, lipstick little more than a faint
reminder of what she’d smeared on. As
she reapplied the deep red shade of
lipstick, her eye caught the silver cross
pendant around her throat, and she’d
been reminded, against her better
judgement, of Peter Besson’s question.
She should have said something, should
have told him that ‘God answers in
mysterious ways’, or whatever web of
pleasant lies Father Elijah might have
spun.

Hannah Beth snorted out a laugh,
shutting the engraved tube of lipstick.
She took her hair down, grabbed a beer,
sat at her dining table, and closed her
eyes. 

God might work in mysterious ways,
but the same people who believed that
would accuse any man of being lazy. No
progress meant no work, and no work
meant that God was just another lazy
sack of shit. 

She took a long pull of her beer, having
tried to shake away the memory of Peter
Besson’s staring up at her, asking her
when God would answer his prayers.
She had news for him – it wasn’t a
question of when, but rather if, and she
knew the answer. It’d be nothing short
of a miracle before God answered,
whether it be via telephone or direct
answer-by-prayer. Maybe his parents
would have a better answer than she did
– all she wanted was a long, long night
in without worrying about a damn
thing. And, if she was lucky, there ought
to be a knock on the door any moment
now. 

She set her empty bottle of beer back on
the table, sweating with condensation,
and just as she’s preparing herself to go
grab another, there’s a knock at the
door. 
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She smiled, wide and hopeful for the first
time that day. She spent half a second
checking herself in the mirror, making
sure she mussed her hair just so,
unbuttoned the top button of the dress
she’d worn to work, and fruitlessly
smoothed stubborn wrinkles from the
skirt. She opened the door quickly,
certain of herself and who her guest was
going to be, and her heart dropped faster
than her smile could. 

Mr. and Mrs. Ashley Poirot stood there,
Ashley still covered in grease from his
day at work, Mrs. Lillian Poirot holding
a casserole dish. Hannah Beth knew
what this was. She was suddenly a
cornered rat, stuck between them and
everything she didn’t want to talk about. 

“Hannah.” Lillian began, wearing gloves.
Hannah Beth couldn’t imagine why she
was wearing gloves in this heat, “I’m real
sorry to barge in on you like this, but
Ashley and me…”

Ashley interrupted his wife, “We wanted
to come offer you a proper condolences.
Hartford was a good man. What
happened to him…” Ashley shakes his
head, and Hannah Beth wished that she
were anywhere but here. 

“Thank you.” Hannah Beth begins,
voice even and measured, “Really, you
didn’t have to go to all the trouble.” 

“I know it’s almost been a month since
-” Ashley said, leaning one arm against
the doorframe, taking up too much
space. Lilly takes a sidestep to
accommodate him. 

“It’s been a month.” Hannah Beth
interrupted, happily keeping the screen
door shut. She still held the door,
prepared to close it if they decided to act
a couple of fools like the rest of the
town. “He’s been dead a full month,
Mr. Poirot.” Hartford and Ashley had
been the best of friends, for years and
years, since they were kids. Hannah
Beth knew Hartford, and she certainly
knew Ashley’s type. They weren’t
friends. 

“A full month.” Ashley relents. Lilly’s
lips were pressed into a thin line while
her husband talked, “Me and Lil had to
do grieving of our own, I know it. But
Hart and me were real close. We served
together, you know that. I would’ve
stayed with him longer if I didn’t have
to come home, and Hartford thought
about you every single day, Hannah. 
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He wouldn’t want you to stay out here
all on your own, having to scrape by on a
teacher’s pay.” 

Hannah Beth furrowed her brow, trying
to gloss over the glorification of her late
husband, “I’d hardly call it scraping by –
I’m doing plenty well, but I appreciate
the concern. Now, thank you for your
condolences, but I am doing just fine.” 

“Hannah.” Lilly says, voice pleading and
quiet, looking at her with a look
somewhere between pity and sorrow,
and it stops Hannah Beth from
slamming the door in their faces,
“Hannah, please. People are worried
about you. They talk, you know.”

“They talk? And am I supposed to
believe that you just sit there listening, or
are you pretending not to be part of it?
Because it’s real hard not to hear things
in this godforsaken place.” 

Lilly hung her head a moment before she
said, “We just worry Hannah. You barely
come to town, unless you’re at the
school. No one sees you at the grocers.
No one sees you outside of schooling.
And people…hear things. Not gossip,” 

Lilly insisted quickly, eyes widening,
“They hear screaming, singing, all kinds
of fool stuff happening down this way,
after the sun goes down.” 

“I don’t believe in ghosts and specters if
that’s what you’re implying, Lilly.”
Hannah Beth shook her head, voice as
firm as she could manage. She didn’t
want to hear this. She didn’t want
another casserole. She didn’t want
condolences. She just wanted to move
on, “Hartford died thousands of miles
away from here. He died in the same
faraway place that you should have,”
She points an accusatory finger at
Ashley, “so you can take your casserole
and your condolences and leave me be.”
 
Lilly looked like she was about to say
something, or cry, or both. Ashley
looked like he was going to blow a
gasket, and she wished, before she
slammed the door in his face, that he
would have. She didn’t want him to
hate her; no, she wanted him to forget
about her, to go back home and
complain at Lillian for a few hours, and
live his life without tipping his hat her
way when she passed the mechanic’s.
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Hannah Beth stood with her back to the
door, chest rising and falling as she tried
to steady herself. She tilted her chin up,
her hair dragging against the wooden
door, eyes shut. She wasn’t praying – she
was counting the moments before she
heard the footsteps on the porch, the
stairs creaking with their departure. They
were gone. 

They were gone. She relaxed the fists she
didn’t realize she’d been holding at her
sides, crescent-shaped indentations on
her palms. She inhaled. She exhaled. She
tried not to think about Hartford
Oakley, the man she was supposed to
mourn. She inhaled. She exhaled. And
she jolted back to life when she heard a
knock at the door, not prefaced by
footsteps or creaking wood. 

Just as quickly as she’d closed the door,
she reopened it, the bayou she called
home greeting her. The winter months
had summoned the sun down sooner in
the day, dragging sunset over the tree
line. She released a breath of relief,
smoothing her skirt back into place
before stepping past the screen door. Her
foot knocked against something – the
casserole dish, she realized – left on the
floor. The screen door slapped shut
behind her, and she kept walking. 

It wasn’t that she hated the rest of the
town. They wouldn’t try to understand
anything that she wanted; she wanted to
move on, she wanted to live alone, she
wanted to continue to teach. She knew
it wouldn’t be long before the harpies in
town called for her removal, but she
loved teaching the children. 

She followed a well-worn path, one
she’d become much accustomed to,
humming an old song her momma had
taught her, back when she lived in the
town proper. She couldn’t remember
the words anymore, and the melody was
beginning to fade too. She hummed
whatever felt right, and whatever felt
prettiest. 

“I’m here.” Hannah Beth announced,
standing at the edge of the bank. She
unbuckled the right shoe, then the left,
and kicked each of them further away
from the water. She stepped into the
water, letting the current cover her feet.
The warm water reflected the rising full
moon, and she waited. 
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It isn’t long before it happened. Hannah
Beth would be lying if she said that she
understood what exactly would happen
when she walked from her house to the
heart of the bayou; she watched,
enraptured as she always was, as She rose. 

Arbremara was what rose from the
swamps; She was who Hannah Beth had
been waiting for. 

Arbremara had many names before this
one, but that was the one she’d given
Hannah Beth when they began these
liaisons, so many years ago. Hannah Beth
had long abandoned any fear she held
when Arbremara made her ascent; she
had plenty reason to be frightened,
though. She was a beautiful creature, in
the vague shape of a human woman but
terribly different. Her body was built of
cypress wood, jagged and covered in the
bayou. Her face was covered in moss,
and just like someone waking from a
deep slumber, Arbremara wiped it from
her cheeks, tossing it aside. 

 “You came.” Arbremara said to Hannah
Beth – She doesn’t speak, not from a
mouth, or a pair of lips. Either side of
Her neck flutters with every word and
breath.

She gives back to the earth. Her eyes
were a madman’s nightmare, glistening
with Hannah Beth’s reflection, so black
they almost glowed in the moonlight. 

“I’ll always come,” Hannah Beth
promised, her smooth palm holding the
jagged contours of Arbremara’s hand,
“when you call.” She gives her lover a
little smile.

“I...worried.” Arbremara admitted to
Hannah Beth, “When the man
screamed, what was I meant to think? I
worried you would hear it and regret
asking me to take him.” 

Hannah Beth shuts her eyes, pressing
her lips to what would be Arbremara’s
palm, breathing in the murky scent.
Hartford’s screams did play in the back
of her mind, but so did hers. 

Nearly a decade ago, Hannah Beth had
fallen in love with Hartford Oakley.
Head over heels she fell for that man,
who’d been born into as much money
as people in this town could have. He
was by no means rich, but his parents
left him with a sizable enough
inheritance to buy them a little house
on the outskirts of town. 
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Hannah Beth fell for him in the way she
felt all things; passionately, fully, loudly. 

She learned, too quickly, that he didn’t
love her the same way she did. 

They were married after their second
year of courting, quick “I do’s” sealing a
deal Hannah Beth had begun to doubt
between all of the promises he’d left
unfulfilled. He promised to be kinder.
He promised to tell her when things
were going wrong. He promised her that
he loved her, really and truly and fully,
and he would hold her while she cried.

When he carried her over the threshold
of their new home, he unwittingly sealed
his fate with his unkindness. Months
after their marriage, Hannah Beth found
this place, found Arbremara in the
bayou. She’d been overcome, frightened
at first, but more curious. Stories in this
part of the swamp tended to have talk of
witches and swamp maidens; Arbremara
looked more like a nymph to Hannah
Beth, and she’d never heard of any
nymphs in these parts. Regardless of
what She was, She was kind. She was a
promise that Hannah Beth wouldn’t
break.

In Arbremara, Hannah Beth found a
lover who finally treated her right. 

After years of a loveless marriage,
Hartford was finally sent away when the
war started. He and Ashley left, and the
bayou was better off for it. Hannah
Beth had a joy in her lover’s arms that
she held onto as tight as she could; it
lasted until the night he rolled back into
town, angry and drunk and heady. That
night was the only one Hartford spent
in the bayou. Hannah Beth was the only
person who saw him. He was angry –
loud and vengeful. He’d been gone for
so long, and she lived on the kindness
he’d built for her? Hartford on her tail,
she ran out to the riverbank, screaming
and sobbing for help, the thicket and
bramble catching on her nightgown.

Hartford wanted her to scream, to give
chase. She tried to ask God to save her,
to get him away from her, but God
didn’t answer her. Hannah Beth had
asked God, that night, to send
something, to help her escape from the
half-feral man who’d come home worse
than he’d left. God hadn’t answered,
and she knew now that there was no
need for him. It wasn’t God, but her
lover who took Hartford Oakley away
again. 
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Folks could hear her screams, and his,
that night and every night since, but no
one in town had come to save her then.

 “You saved me. I can’t thank you
enough for that.” Hannah Beth feels
lucky. With Arbremara, she feels safe. 
 The wind blows a little warmer this side
of the bayou, and it’s worth knowing
Hartford Oakley might have died, but he
would never rest again. 



 i fisted the bedsheets in my arms, checked for that
stain of the moon wandering across. i glanced out at
the closed windows, saw the 7 am parrots cluck at each
other, the black cat growling at the water sprays. 

but god, my god, i cannot move. the systems in my
body are slowing down. the food of yesterday is
trickling down to the intestines like a sloth in a
marathon, like a solitary cloud with no wind currents
to latch itself on. my vision is blurring, my brain has
stopped buzzing. 

i touch the cool granite but all i receive back is the
soreness of my fingertips, the peeling of skin. god, my
energy. i cannot see it float down my throat anymore.
god, i feel like i’m not going to die. i am going to
disappear in this whiteness. 

is this overbearing laziness, lethargy? or am i mistaken
in your designs? because for the love of you, this grief
renders me immobile. i don’t know where it’s from,
don’t ask me; please. there are moments where i feel
like this lethargy is forever going to bind itself to me.
for grief makes it so hard, so hard to move. 

i’m in the bathroom, slumped against the metal rods,
water trickling down as if it’s the summer rain. 
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lethargy
Keerthana A

i have blood on my hands, god. 

as a little girl, i closely watched the
movements of my mother: she would
dance across the marble floors with
coffee cups balanced on her. every day,
when the afternoon sun would blaze
into the biggest window of our flat, she
transformed into a dancer of empathy;
she became the cool breeze wafting in
the heat across my tiny face, and i would
laugh, my trinkets echoing. holding her
calloused hand, i tried to memorise the
feel of her hands, nodding at all of her
words i see crisscrossing on her actions.
her movement pushed me to bring
motion to my body, that little temple of
me that tried to move with meaning. 

but i tried so hard, god. i opened my eyes
to the ceiling and took a shuddering
breath. i pulled myself up from bed.

you can find keerthana a at
@literakiphany 
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Keerthana A

the resistance to movement pushes its
sword and grinds against my teeth as i see
it. the hours standing in front of my grey
soul, a bloodied mother with grief as her
child that keeps eating her alive.

grief, let me make movement my friend
and bring the sword down on you. but
please, stop bringing yourself back alive
in my mind; please, let me stop being so
immovable and bring my mind back to
life. please, let me heal my wounds and
place a balm on your mother, your
mother time. but grief holds my hand
and stops it from moving. grief, the all-
consuming bastard – it plunges the
sword from my hand into time’s throat.
blood oozing, splashing across my
unglazed, unaware, incapable of
movement, lethargic face. 

 for time is a mother, and i have her
blood on my hands. matricide, true and
pure, god. therefore i implore you,
imprison me with immortality. cage me
in the never-ending loop of being alive
and dead and alive all at once, so that i
don’t forget mother time’s imprint, her
constancy in movement. 

 for killing a mother is a grievous crime,
and i can only pay through my own
countless lives.



In her numbness, she feels Aphrodite’s
trim fingers beneath her chin, pushing
her face to eye level. Her voice glitters
like gold under the influence of grief in
Psyche’s ears, the tongue unfamiliar as it
attempts to seize her throat and choke
her. Like a mother’s hands, soft and
tender, making the breath creep out of
her windpipe slower and slower, until
agony itself runs out of words to flutter
deep inside her lungs. 

“Psyche, the most beautiful human on
the earth, famed for your golden locks,”
she says, her slimy, pretty fingers on her
burnt, golden locks that reached the
ground. “Who’d ever worship you
now?” 

Psyche sees stars as the goddess
disappears with ichor bleeding down her
fingers, and she knows she is doomed.
She is cursed, her cut human hands
itching for the burning ground, to allow
Gaia to consume her alive in every single
fire that sustains the void. 20
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Keerthana AIn a different story, in a different ending; the psyche
and the eros are never reunited, and humanity has lost
its eyes. 

In this ending, Psyche extends her tunic upon her
young hands, knees chapped with the sands of the
Underworld; the scent of burning flesh rampant. She
is pleading to the goddess standing; vaguely
remembering her descent for Persephone’s beauty that
was actually murder. On her knees, she tells her I love
your son I might as well give this humanity to Hades.
Even if I become a cold, blue corpse for him to love,
she holds her tunic to the rusted, red, angry skies, I
would love him. The mere image of Eros fills her with
the unshakable love they gave each other, and the
hollowness that consumed her when he left her to the
mercy of his mother, the unforgiving goddess.
Aphrodite holds her faded pink, bloody glitter of gold
across the edges like ichor tunic and tears it apart. The
cloth, detached from its owner, breathes its last as
hellfire and Hades’ ghosts eat it up like hungered
beasts. 

 The pink tunic was a symbol of all hope for Psyche–it
was the only thing that held a shred of Eros’ smell of
roses–that pulled her through all the trials of this
goddess. But it had been fading fast, like her will as it
lies eroded at the feet of a divinity who was born to
create mischief and grief for love. 



 And even in Hades, death evades her:
her sisters had fallen from cliffs, but
Eros’ immortality had rubbed off of her,
she thought savagely. Her grief mingles
with a feral  scream that climbs up her
jaws and she lets it out; her lungs folding
into a deafening, muscle scarring yell.
She allows her roaming fingers to dig
into her pearl-like, brazenly shiny gold
skin and crack it between her nails: in the
paroxysm of grief-fury, her skin opens
like a jaw and bites her nails brittle. She
cannot, for her own humanity, stop
from turning into a demon, a love-
parched god-forsaken hunted woman.
 
But, as she witnesses her reflection in the
slow waves of the Styx, she realises that
without love, without Eros, her
humanity is completely eroding. The
tongues that blinked on her fingers
whisper their language to her. Psyche,
they say, wobbling to the surface, you
are not human. Your half-state belongs
to this anger, this feral emotion.
 
 In that moment, she hears her mother’s
voice: the same heavenly lilt distorted by
her anger. Psyche, she begins, and she
listens in rapt attention as her mother
anoints her with a pronouncement–that
without the soul, without Psyche, Eros
and love will never bloom, it will destroy
humanity itself. 21
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Psyche sees her mother rise from the Styx in her
glorious blue and gold tunic and her eyes hold pure
fury. The kneeling princess stands as her mother gifts
her a red and gold tunic, divined in anger. 

The soul has no place in this world, mother, she says. 
Then burn humanity and bring us alive once more,
beloved, her mother blesses her. 

And so, humanity doesn’t last. Their souls are sucked
out and in frenzied love, they destroy one another as
the Olympians scramble around. Psyche feels her
laughter echo as her hair streams behind her like the
fires of Hades: she is climbing Olympus, melting every
bit of snow and frost with her bare, human hands.
Above, Eros cries out for his beloved and
momentarily, her anger is suspended by that same
hollowed sadness that plagued her on Styx’s banks:
Psyche’s teeth aren’t weapons, her lips aren’t meant
for laughter that escapes her throat now, her feet
aren’t meant to be blistered by her own anger. She
looks up at him and fury floods her once again: he
cheated me. He didn’t save me. He destroyed me
instead. 

 Destruction is hers once again, and so she drags Eros
by the hair as meteors fall on the regal buildings of
Olympus; she can hear the gods mutter prayers to
themselves. She laughs then, lungs filling with hot,
Olympian air as it burns, burns, burns. It stings her
throat, but now she cannot stop. Her lips are hot, so
she kisses Eros and lets her dragon breath singe his
lungs. He screams with pain and she is filled with glee,
devious glee, this despised world of the gods is
burning, throbbing and alive and burning. 
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I am burning, she says. 

At the end of the world, Psyche rises from the ashes
and her whole body trembles. The new world is here,
and she is its phoenix.



The last time I saw you, tired, drooping with humming thoughts and disappointment
for the future, I forgot to bring an umbrella with me. It wasn’t a big thing; really, you
and I have been drenched so many times over the years, sometime with guilt, sometimes
with sorrow. I see the ice in your eyes, the cold flutter of your eyelashes and realize you
do not wish to drown today. 

I can’t seem to forget how the last thing you said to me was “you’re forgetful”

Today I will wander back to the cliffs you ran to in search of shelter, I will slip myself
underneath the oak tree and scratch its bark and smell your blood lingering on the
leaves, the scent barely recognizable from the overpowering water, the water I’ve come
to hate so much. 

Really, you were the one who always liked the texture of rain, the way it sighed onto
your skin before going away, the way it cycled throughout the atmosphere just to hug
you once more; you were the one who I wouldn’t have thought would die on a rainy
day. 
The moths flying around rest on my knee, as if to say, we know. They’re moving in
patters similar to that day, but maybe it’s not just that day, maybe its everyday for them.
Or maybe I am forgetful.

each moment of the day plays back, some hazy after this level of thought, after me
cycling them again and again in a cinema screen in my mind, forever at the forefront of
my thoughts, their multiple versions coexisting with each other, sometimes the umbrella
was next to my bag, sometimes i had tried pulling you back, but really there is one set of
time sequences where you ran from me, and ran until you fell off. 
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Maybe hats why the smell of your blood is only present to me, I carry it with me. I carry
so much of you with me though, the way you tore apart tangerines just through the
middle and handed it out to me, the way your laugh bounced around the room, the
smell of fresh daisies in your hair on Sundays, after we returned from nearby parks
holding flower crowns to ourselves, the way you could always skip lines and no one
would know. 

See, I’m not forgetful. 

I didn’t kill you, you are my best friend and I only want to make you happier.
It’s not a story from my books, it’s true. 

--
Oh, we were such good friends. Your aunts, my parents, the strangers on the train, the
candy shop man who smoked a five-pack each day, the barista at the starbucks, they all
knew it. We were always one entity, It could just as well be you here, sitting with moths
fluttering their wings onto you, the wind salty against your chapped lips, the whiskey
glass nudging against our leg, the bark of the oak tree freshly mutilated. 

it was a matter of fate of who would do it to whom, I know you said no in the way of a
child refusing a flu shot, after all, isn’t it better to be one person? me and you and you
and me is difficult. We are each other. Your scars will be absorbed into mine even as my
bruises collide with yours. We were always destined to be I. 

Today it is the forty fifth day after your temporary death, and today I will begin nursing
you back to life. 

the manual wasn’t extremely coherent about this part, but the revelation does come in as
I see your friendship ring glimmering on the surface, as i dive, the branches scraping
against flesh, and I tumble into the water below, scratched and hurt, as blood pools the
water into a bubbly red mist, as I do not see anything but your ring, I will wear on my
fingers, as we will begin to reunite. 
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I will find maimed eyeballs, their muscles pickled into sour lips, the whites rusted with
weeds. There will be a splattered spleen, shards of bones, wrinkling sponges that once
made up the brain, now not much more than river-flavoured noodles clumped together,
fresh from the freezer, morsels of fingers, onion-layered skin peeling off, clots dotted all
over. 

I’ve been collecting you back together, and my body aches with each moment, the
screws inside rusted, the cuts innumerable, and now, don’t you see, none of this was
selfish, i am doing as much to care for you as i. I will always adore you. 

I’ve threaded black steel wool throughout each inch of your heart, I’ve muddled the
blood, I’ve replaced your arm with mine without fainting, now isn’t this a truth, now
isn’t it better dear? 

your volume inside my brain is too low and I know what must be done so I will fetch
my knife, I will begin inching a crimson marking along the centre of my chest, I will let
the droplets splatter the earth, stain it with our bond, true and pure as ever, I will force
the knife to crunch my ribs aside, crackling like fresh fire, I will look at the muscles
clinging onto the edges, the slight panic inside us as this should pain, but really it
doesn’t. and there, underneath manhandled patches of flesh and red splats and
gelatinous muscle and fat will be the box to my dreams. 

It will be pounding, pulling the strings that empty out of my body, and I will reach for
it, I will wrench it out, even as the muscles snap like springs, their ribbons flailing out,
the wires of my body becoming the wires of our body. I will rest my heart upon the
bench, I will slice it open and I will bring half of yours to mine, and their strings will
play the violin, snuggle into each other’s love and mend the other.

I will place the heart back into our body, and I will hear us say that we’re a good friend. I
will hear our scars neutralize each other and become reality and I will realize our volume
is equal and we have the same thoughts. we will look over the cliffs and ourself, and face
one of those feelings where we’re very indecisive about ourself until i will hear our heart
crack into two and fall into the puddles of our insides.

we’re reunited now. 25
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Triage
The summer of my separation, I learned how to hold fast to a bullet wound, pressing
deep, pressing firm, pressing with my might because saving someone’s life may be the
only thing I could do when my own was falling apart, my own majesty, crumbling, a
new marriage over so quick after it just began. Six weeks, seven days, an hour. Time
speeds up and stands silent in emergencies. 

A mewling infant is susceptible to dehydration five times quicker than a full-size
human, and wrapping someone up in newspaper is better than a blanket, is better
than a human hand held in a makeshift gurney, in a last-minute birth, better than
wailing with all your might for someone to hear your distress, alone in a closet, public
toilet, anywhere.

A tourniquet isn’t something you just decide to do, but a decision made in the event
of a deep blood loss, and not done unless one is certain you may lose that appendage.
Hearts pump faster than you would expect, and it’s sole mission is to share silently
throughout a body. No one ever hears blood pass, but you know it by the changing
color of the arm, leg, torso. 

At the scene of an emergency, one must triage first. Assess who can answer, then who
cannot. Move those who lose consciousness first, the instructor barked. As I held
back tears thinking of watching someone die, I considered my own mortality. I’d
leave behind a child, maybe two. Decisions must be made, bodies must be labeled
and assessments must take into account what one can do to assist. Save those who
languish. Apply firm pressure, but clearly understand, not every broken-hearted or
broken-bodied person makes it out alive. Tourniquets, newspapers, nor prayers can
save them all. 
 26
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