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2026: Dream

Redjacket:

MOMDAYS

Harpep Robinsop

Mondays, Garfield sighed — ‘
i Munazzah Bhurwani

Photography

But I woke up today wishing every day felt

as quiet, and fresh, and new as this
The sun has only just begun to touch my horizon!
Color smearing itself with chubby, tiny fingers.

1 feel God.

This is Genesis.
A short gap between an outstretched
arm and a spark glimmering small and whit, flickering
just a half a beat away from touch. Its vestige is ephemeral
A relic to dig up on a Sunday when
I car’t stand the thought of praying for more weekend.

My bones are tired I
can’t sit up straight or
remember the last time
I slept.

This epoch, endless, doesn't fall far from
grief. For there are things I wasted away
The hours without consuming and even more
that I intended to do.

But, today is a crisp apple and

I've already brushed my teeth
to feel the way these calcified lumps

sink into sharp and sweet flesh.

Mondays, Garfield sighed —
but Creation began on a Monday;
My tongue was made ancient and

thick honey on a Monday;

Michelangelo painted on a Monday;
I was born on a Monday.
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In Failing

Skyeler Dyles
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Don’t Forget to Duck

Puck Elkins

It was a cold day in
the city, the seasons had just
started to change and the brisk
autumn air raised the hair on
River’s neck. She walked to
work everyday but on days like
this she wished she had a car,
even with the city traffic.

“Today - doesn’t feel
right,” she muttered to her-
self, maybe as a way of calm-
ing herself down. River wasn’t
a paranoid person, but she
couldn’t help but feel .. Like
she was being watched.

2026; Dream

But not by someone, but by some-
thing. Her dread was familiar,
maybe something she felt as a
kid? Like that feeling she always
got when walking into a room full
of dolls. Painted flat eyes, with
malicious stares. No one ever
believed her when she said she
saw their eyes follow her though,
they’d just say she shouldn’t
have watched Toy Story immedi-
ately after seeing Chucky. On
her way to work she kept seeing
bright, almost neon flashes of
movement out of the corner of her
eye, but every time she looked
there was nothing. She even
thought she heard a strange soft
rumble, but again there was noth-
ing to be found. Maybe her mom
was right, it was a trick of the
light. Or maybe River just needed
to talk to her therapist.

River finally got to her
job at the warehouse, and usual-
ly she felt safe there, but even
when she got inside she still
felt eyes on her. As River walked
down the dimly lit hall towards
the Lloading dock, she heard a
muffled sound that made her stop
in her tracks. It sounded like
the noise she heard on her way to
work, but it couldn’t be the same
thing of course.

-rumble- She heard it again. It
was clear now that it was com-
ing from the storage room and as
much as every instinct in her
body was telling her to run, her

curiosity outweighed any inteL743 f_';.

ligent thought of self preserva-
tion. She had to figure out what
that haunting -rumble- was. Like
a million bath toys all colliding
and shifting, but that’s ridic-{"
ulous. She reached for the door
knob. Her hand shaking as she
inched closer to it. The sound
got louder and louder the closer
she got and, as she turned the
knob she realised .. the door was
locked. And the noise stopped
almost as if whatever was inside
realized she was there.

River started her work,
she still couldn’t shake that
awful feeling of impending disas-
ter, but that’s also capitalism.
And she has cats to feed. Riv-
er finally made it to her lunch
break and had to go check out
the storage room. She had to make
sure that nothing was going on,
or prove her mom wrong if there
was something. River snuck the
key off her boss’s peg board be-
fore making her way over to the
storage closet. As soon as she
put the key in the handle she
felt a chill go down her back.
Everything went silent. The air
around River turned cold, oppres-
sive. She turned the key, and
opened the door to reveal a pitch
black room, as if it was almost
refusing to let the light from
just outside in. River ripped her
phone from her po to use the
flashlight.
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She tu .irubber duckies lined up, all | .. 0% ‘It was as if this amalgama- 2

‘heard them and made it out in

time. Although they knew that '
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hey knew what they had Santana Russel Photography
o do. They had to destroy the
uilding along with the su-

gathered the gasoline

garage_area

hat previously were a safet sins. They killed my whole
azard, but quite convenient in
he moment. And doused as much ill never let them live in
of the building peace. I will build

possibly could and
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as over.

It’s been 2 months
since that fateful day,
iver and Damon have become
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Wrong Fish
Sonia Krishan
New moons pull
over the North Sea.

I lay at your disposal
sinking to the ocean bed.
My Wreck, my Compass.

~ Mo depth | would not drink.
- For you, I'll breathe this salt deep

Jam the wrong fish

10

that took the- bait.

~ gnawing on the ock

hoping the taste of sal
will remind me of you.

v ~Wax Casted Silver

Kirya] Allen

Photography

UV Reactive Makeup and artist’s statement

She’s long gone, yet around every dimly it corner. Ancl
every night, for hours, she torments me, as soon as | fall

asleep. Neither of us is restmg%ho needs to find peace
first? L ‘ .
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@or at least, |

My dreams arelostto me

Wandering somewhere b

my reach, 7 !%IY

ome childhood talent,

ne now, Severed,

y the closing of an eye,

The deepening of a breath,

The slowing of a heart,

Sleep is like death,

‘And I die each night,

Craving the end,

‘The slow blink,

‘That heralds the dawn.

0 ivia Odbert

Acrylic Paint
on Board and

Raw Canvas
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In Falling

Skyeler Pyles

The sky was a crumbling tomb of stone that hung low and sullen;
breaking under the weight of its grandiosity,
and did not move with intention,
but as if pulled by the whims of winds existing beyond it.
If there were winds, he thought, he could feel none by his position.
For him, the air was stagnant and dank,
. imbalanced,
as if already corrupted by his person.
With weary muscles, sore feet,
disgusted by the scent of his own breath,
he stopped walking to crane his neck and blow his distaste at the sky,
hoping in vain, to see the clouds part.
Staring at the canvas of the heavens,

it seemed doomed to collapse as it sank closer and closer to the earth,

pieces of its grand wall falling.
It was stuck in a unending cycle of deterioration,
yet, each torn shred of this vast facade
became inexplicably replaced by some other fragment,
concealing its failures
in more degradation and allowing no
truth of the star-ridden night to be seen.
No, he thought, there was no wind pulling these clouds;
it was they who were tumbling down themselves.
He could not understand where they could be falling and began
to think he did not want to.
Despite their consistent concealment,
the feeling of those absences remained,
lingering on each futile movement of the damned heavens.
The sky was mourning
the pieces of itself it lost,
with no means by which to stop losing them.
He had no taste for this loss;
its sight was as mesmerizing as it was sickening.
He averted his gaze back to the land of the finite
and stared fixedly at his feet below;
he sought to wane out this feeling of falling, this
helplessness that had permeated his being, nestled in his core.
The land was bathed in the light of this sickness and loss;
his walk home was foreign.

15
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Echoing in _thex

cave, |

Rumbling in the ;s"t_onej

Beauty that escapes the most watchful eye
Because it’s only visible to the heart

It’s singing a wonderful song
Brightening the darkest corners'
It’s lovely, all on its own'

Ah, how swhe shines’
Richer than bejew-

Her understanding
touches th sky -

Away from the gems
that glitter and cast.
images dancing on

the walls

Away from the little
lake

Born from unex-
plainable tears

She must wait to ask

What’s underneath the sea?
* Grains of sand, more addictive than that spring, call out
to me

Alien notes surface with the waves|

_ And cry like children of the foam
L il The never lose that pi

Our sky is so many different colors|
It’s enough for the birds, but too bright for the bats.




Even more terrifying it is, when the people

lyou tried to see as less real in order to stay

awake, who you tried so hard to not care

bout by the time this dream sequence is

over, end up still being people. You still want

some of that connection you craved in your

lown soil, but now, not even the most won-

derful array of words in their tongue will

lexpress how you truly are. No matter i ay. The harm of
hat you do, you won't fully under-|

stand their tone, expressions or way of
hinking. But to be fair, not even in your

a own languaﬁe were you able to dO that Flll— olice behlnd ou

TE;RTH WE ly. So what is next in line? Conformity was

fs

E{E% E N Inever an option, since you were born with mistake, to feel like
S J (L]

our eyes open. Companionship was denied there’s somewhere to
) -y 1% 3% p

at the same time, after being the oo forward at all. And

only one born in the hospital that as you fear not filling

but to forget the first one you knew. Taking

pieces. Before cursing your mind for letting
R -

o -

. . 1l you have left 1s [T, BN o0 for & moment, for letting the machine
imuch of our creation would have been what o TSI e : F R s wam

BT 8 1) N ¥
i . . . e 5 mind faster than 2
it is, had we decided to be outsiders? What B — 2

conscience. But hey, at least trying to keep

ere never invaded in the first place. How

happens to those who never wake and realize

is entertaining. At least you can learn to

exists. Terrif_‘yinﬁ to have complex

ind entertainment in your surroundings

and bright thoughts in a language

and, transactional as usual,

[you cannot conjugate properl

u want to give that

entertainment back.

worth the
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»/;c The petals of the Dogwood flowers

%L " e

are wh1te as wh1te can be

for this magmﬁcent tree!
~Perchance they quiver in the breeze -
] ‘- or o;hsten in the Sun - =
mo .A)“’. e
»"‘*?then buds and blossoms will thereb lease © ¢
‘thls fraught, unchosen one. ﬁ =
£ 3

‘, 1

Oh, trunk and branches 1ve good rest 2

our moderacz doth grayly best % «
~Nthe har harshest lloht and dark. -ﬁa Q‘
e here &
QAAnd whence thy stillness, rooted there
bespeaks the calm of night, é(

AL

then, dogged, would your lack of care &N | ‘
jenable such delloht° wi, 0 AN
\ l,%”& ;:

What provender shall sprites provide
“to sweeten thy cauldron 's brew,

~ when Autumn’s Fall ha hath smote their pride

in leagy retinue?

< 19f

Figure 4
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AUARKE

Rachel Crespo
Collage
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I wish you a good night.
And pray you have pleasant dreams,
But know my pleas will fall.
On deaf ears,
Of dead gods.
[ would follow you,
If T could.
Into nightmare.
Shelter you from
memory.
Distorted.
Through the
looking glass.
Of a dreaming mind,
But all I can do.
ls be here for you.
When dawn breaks,
Nightmares hold.

Nightmare
Olivia Odbert

2026 Dream

Non-Being
Mex Rogolsky

Spinning around in a dizzying
flow,
always caught in the vicious cycles,
without any garnered wisdom to show;
non-existence we can never know.

Non-conscious, ‘there is naught to
dream; /
to be or not is not the question --
xanon-being bears neither worry nor

tak. " " FAMiIliar

FLly me home via gentle miles;
steer around all the mountainous piles;
“I’m not home yet” I’Ll report --

- “When will we be there?” - a brat’s re-
tort.
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To freaks & Cheats

anonymous

6@ Fleeting, Floating Freaks

N o 3Z°/ Each adorn with logque & Qi

LR “& Cheeping, Chortling, Chatting
Everso dear to me & me

s Balance shifts & worlds Become

| S e R, ™ 1 cdll

ro 4 Here am I, I cull.

U Stories Swirl between the Domes of Lum

4 Bar Waking Eyes only present-—
% Yoy When Challenges adorn your undead presence.
: What taste of Death, your Eternal Present
Who Calls to you? the world presents

G@ My Priends, My Preaks
.kif;~v My Charttling, Chapping Cheats
UV I ask of me, for me to stay

I beg of thee, for not to stray

AN s What challenges to thee, unlife Before-

2V 1D Goud. Mourn.

Chef’s KlSS Quartet
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