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Letter from the Editors

Dear Readers,

We are shocked, excited, and honored by the amazing, open-armed reception during our first month. In this 
exciting debut issue, we are absolutely thrilled - and really proud - to present this compilation of writers, poets, 
artists, and photographers for your enjoyment. Each contributor comes from a diverse background. It has been 
exhilarating to see the different responses and submissions from all over the world! Issue One: “Woman Burn-
ing” includes creators who inspire with words and evoke emotions with their stories, poetry, images, and art-
work. This issue includes a Portuguese poet, a writer who combs the Alaskan coast, a photographer from Texas, 
two writers from Scotland, an emerging writer from Virginia, a sonnet stalker from Pensacola, and many others.

We anticipate growing, spreading love, and sharing talent with everyone and encourage people from all walks of 
life to submit to us! We seek passion that pours out, unable to be contained like waves of an ocean unhindered by 
the tug of gravity. Nowadays, it’s a scary world, full of unspeakable horrors, sorrows, pain. We hope to celebrate 
that which makes darkness glimmer, provide an outlet for your deep desires and dark demons, but also hope to 
display what makes them beautiful.

For this issue, our founder specially dedicates this to her mother, Sulyn Godsey, who has carried the seeds of 
muse inside all her life and was generous enough to share her stunning poem, “Woman Burning,” as inspiration 
for our cover. 

To the writers - keep on creating, no matter what. To the readers - we hope you enjoy the beautiful darkness 
we’ve cultivated in Issue One. We also must make a note of a Trigger Warning to anyone who has experienced 
trauma - while much of our work focuses on pain, we realize not everyone is able to read this. We ask you, please 
be gentle with yourself as you venture inside our issue. These stories need to be told, this pain needs to be shared, 
but if you find yourself unable to continue reading please step back, take deep breaths, and know we love you, we 
feel you, we share your pain. 

Now, if that hasn’t scared you off. You may now devour Issue One: Woman Burning.

Xxx

Tianna, Renee, and Charlie
Rhythm & Bones Lit Editors

Photo by 
Sulyn Godsey
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Woman Burning
by Sulyn Godsey

i am woman in pain.
burned for my desires
burning with a passion
that no man is willing to share.
it singes the finger of his hand
as he touches my womb.
in fear he turns away
never to return
never to understand
the constant burning
inside.

he ties my hands to a stake
so i may not reach out.
he burns me for my insight
i am burned for understanding.
burned
for speaking my mind
in search of peace.

my ancestors were burned for their religion
as too
the women of witchcraft
which i choose as relations.
women dancing under the full moon
knew
that the fire they danced around

“Dancing Flames” by Sulyn Godsey
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could someday engulf them.

expression
is such a high cost risk.
people sit silent
and listen to the crackling flames
of their burning needs.
silent
they watch the pain
inside the questioning eyes
burning with desire.

a fire
is not silent.
burned
burning
i cry out
to those who watch
the fateful flames
of woman
strong
speaking out
for freedom.

___________________________________________________________________________

 
Sulyn Godsey has been writing poetry since 
she was very young. She has recently begun to 
enjoy photography as well. She is happily mar-
ried and is the mother of 2 grown daughters. She 
works as a Student Assistance Liaison, assessing 
students of all ages for mental health and/or 
drug and alcohol issues. She and her husband 
own a small farm in Pennsylvania where they 
have a large garden, fruit trees, berry bushes, 
and raise their own pigs for food.
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THE TASTE OF SORROW
by Jacqueline Knight Cotterill

My sorrow inhabits me.
I wear it as an invisible 
layer of scarred skin,
in the silk scarves 
I twirl round my fingers,
in the outsize fleece I
sometimes wrap tight
for the comfort of touch.

I see it in their talismans,
charms to fortune now settling 
in a Mediterranean home;
the wooden sleeping Buddha,
the fairy hiding on the mantlepiece,
Chinese bells tinkling on red ribbon,
the framed photos my eyes see
and quickly flick away from.

I hear it in their voices
words left with me,
stories to remind me,
the voices in my head 
reassuring as in life,
the voices I worry I’ll forget,

“Spout” by Stephen Biseño
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missed daily as the 
goading phone stands silent.

I taste it in our shared treats.
Coffee and walnut cake,
pork pie and mustard,
crumpets dripping with 
finger licking butter, 
dried apricots and raisins,
the jar of mini chocolates
we all dipped our hand in.

It blurs my eyes as I fight 
to forget the replaying film, 
the minutiae still paining,
the visit of death.
It stings my lips as
I lick away salt concentrate,
tears furrowed down my face.
The taste of sorrow. 
 

_____________________________________________________________________________

 Jacqueline Knight Cotterill  has lived in Spain for 28 years. 
She is a writer and campaigner for the environment and 
voting rights and has been Deputy Mayor of her small vil-
lage for 11 years. Her poetry is inspired by nature, life’s joys 
and sorrows and the never ending fight for justice and 
equality for all.
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 Stephen Briseño is a poet and middle school 
English teacher. His work has appeared or is 
forthcoming in Mentor Mixtapes, 8Poems, 
formercactus, Riddled with Arrows, and Right 
Hand Pointing. He lives in San Antonio, TX 
with his wife and daughter, where you can 
usually find them lounging at a coffee shop. 
Follow him on Twitter: @stephen_briseno
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Magic Shop
by Inessa Carver

I step into a magic shop one day
A bundle slung upon my shoulder
My body breaking beneath the weight
Like Atlas broke

A sign upon the wall reads
“Exchanges Only, No Returns”
The crone behind the counter glaring
Like one of the Fates

I expect to see a string 
A red thread of destiny, ready to cut
But the decrepit figure has nothing
Only beady eyes

I place my burden down
Gasping from the relief in my soul
But it’s only temporary
“Exchanges Only”

I carefully lay down my heart
Broken, abused, fragile
Smaller than the parcel I entered with
Insignificant by comparison 

Photo by Bruce Christianson, Unsplash.com
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The crone weighs my heart
Then she weighs my troubles
I receive an offer, an opportunity
To exchange

My burden is substantial 
And I am unbearably weary
I yearn to leave my sorrows behind
And start anew

“Exchanges Only, No Returns”
An unknown suffering awaits
Another load to strain and labor beneath 
A salvation or a ruin 

A crooked finger rests upon the words
“No Returns”

_____________________________________________________________________________

Inessa Carver is a poet born in Las Vegas, Nevada 
though her life has led her to live in many states across 
the western U.S. She is an avid feminist and advocate 

for LGBTQ rights, with a love for finding beauty in the 
most difficult circumstances.
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Photo by Jacob Rank, Unsplash.com

Thaumatrope
by Christopher Iacono

His Side

Eric lifted his right fist, ready to knock on the door. His gold wedding band glittered. He tried to twist it off, but 
it had been a few years since he had put it on and it wouldn’t budge. He sighed. I shouldn’t be doing this. But 
Karla hasn’t been the same since Jeffrey was born. Working and caring for a child, who had just turned eighteen 
months old, left Karla with very little time for him. So now he was inside the apartment building of a pretty 
twenty-two-year-old co-worker, standing motionless, his fist raised to the door. Pictures of Karla and his son 
flashed in his mind. He rubbed his wedding band and knocked.

Her Side

Karla’s cell phone rang as Jeffrey used his unsteady legs to rush toward the TV. “Hello?” she said while grabbing 
Jeffrey’s arm. She was already flustered from working and spending most of last night trying to get him to sleep. 
The noise from the TV and his refusal to sit still agitated her even more. “Yeah, I’m going to be late again,” Eric 
said. “Okay, love you,” she said. “Love you too, Brenda.” Brenda? But just as she was about to ask who Brenda 
was, he hung up. A knot formed in the pit of her stomach. She was about to punch his number when Jeffrey had 
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fallen and started to cry. She scooped him up and pressed him against her chest, rubbing his back, whispering, 
“Oh, it’s okay, sweetie, you’re fine.” When he stopped crying, she sat him next to her on the couch so they could 
continue watching the video. Over a gentle version of Mozart’s Piano Sonata in A, close-ups of various objects 
filled the screen, including a thaumatrope with an empty vase on one side and flowers on the other. When it spun 
quickly on its string, the two sides flickered in quick succession, and the flowers appeared to be inside the vase. 
Her eyes wandered to Eric’s usual spot on the couch. The knot, which she had forgotten about, returned, and her 
hand gripped the cushion she was sitting on. Who’s Brenda?

Both Sides Together

Once inside the house, Eric used gentle footsteps to make his way from the living room to the kitchen. His phone 
rang. He pulled the phone out of his pocket, but it slipped from his hands and fell with a thud onto the hard-
wood floor. After he picked it up, it rang a couple more times while his fingers fumbled to flip the switch to silent 
mode. Jeffrey started to cry. Eric took a few steps back and peeked into the living room. The light from the silent 
TV glowed on Jeffrey, who was squirming on Karla’s torso while she was lying on the couch. He rushed into the 
kitchen and dropped his briefcase on the floor and the phone on the counter before racing back into the living 
room. Karla had sat up, whispering to Jeffrey, “Shhh!” but he kept crying. Eric grabbed Jeffrey and held him 
against his chest. “Sorry to wake you,” Eric said. “Why don’t you go to bed?” He took Jeffrey into his nursery, sat 
in the rocking chair, and together they gently swayed back and forth until the boy calmed down.  

Karla didn’t go straight to her bedroom. Instead, she trudged back to the kitchen for a bottle of water. Af-
ter downing half of it, she spotted the phone. Perhaps he had saved text messages from this Brenda. Wait! He 
works with a Brenda—young girl. She reached over but stopped. Even though they had given each other their 
passcodes, they had agreed to never look at each other’s phones… but had he broken his agreement to remain 
faithful forever? No, I’m just being paranoid. Still, she couldn’t stop thinking about Brenda, and their marriage 
became an illusion as two shadowy figures entered her mind, holding each other, giving each other kisses filled 
with passion and lust. She took a deep breath. Her wedding band gleamed as she reached for the phone. 

______________________________________________________________________

Christopher Iacono lives with his wife and 
son in Massachusetts. You can learn more 
about him and his works at cuckoobirds.org.
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Today
by Maddie M. White

I look at the newspaper clipping that is held to the wall by a thumbtack. Beside the article is my calendar. Big red 
X’s mark every passing day until this one.

I can’t eat or sleep. I put one foot in front of the other and walk to the park down the block. I contemplate going 
to her apartment, but I don’t. It’s bad luck to see the bride before the wedding. Even after knowing her for the 
majority of my life, I can’t stop myself from the overwhelming anxiety that encompasses my entire body. I don’t 
realize how far I’ve been walking, but I don’t care either.

A large rain drop falls on my shoulder. The dark skies open. I run to the hotel across the street and stand under 
the brown and gold striped awning. It can’t rain today. I’ve checked the weather for weeks. It has to be perfect.

I walk to the tailor’s shop. It’s a smaller shop. One man does the work and runs the store. There is a jingle of the 
bells and he appears from behind the curtains and motions for me to come to him.

“Big day today.” He says. I run my hands down my sides and let them rest at my thighs. My palms feel like they 
could fill up buckets with sweat.

I trudge back to my apartment carrying my tux in the plastic bag. The rain has stopped and the sun is beaming 
down. Steam rises from the asphalt.

It’s a couple of hours until the ceremony. I stand in front of the mirror and examine myself. The picture from our 
junior prom stares back at me from the corner. My hair is short enough to see the scar on my right temple from 
when we played baseball in the backyard and she threw the ball a little too high. My face is clean shaven and I 
look like the guy she took to the homecoming dance when her date stood her up. My tux fits perfectly, but I still 
feel smothered. I walk downstairs for the last time to hail a cab.

Photo by Scott Webb, Unsplash.com
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A few miles on the outskirts of the city, I stand in front of an old stone cathedral. My nerves return all at once 
and I feel faint. I can smell the candles burning from outside.

I walk in unnoticed. Two Bridesmaids stand to the side of the room chatting about which groomsman is the best 
looking and what their chances of getting lucky are. I continue to walk through the building and reach out to 
touch the smooth wood of the pews.

People begin to pile in through the doors. The bridal party enters one after another. Cameras are flashing and 
guests stand and turn to watch the bride walk with her father.

The small quartet is loud, but I’m positive my heart is beating louder. Everything is still when our eyes meet. I see 
a tear fall down her cheek, and it takes everything in me not to reach out and wipe it away.

She reaches the front and her father releases her hand. The minister begins and I can’t focus. All I can think 
about are the words I’m about to say.

“Is there anyone that objects to this marriage?” The minister asks. It’s quiet and everyone looks around. I sigh 
and step forward. I don’t want to ruin her perfect day, but I can’t go on without telling her.

“I do.” I say with a shaky voice. Her groom turns to me and his face pales.

“We’ve been best friends since third grade. We have been by each other’s side through everything. I should’ve 
said something before this moment, and I’ve tried to tell myself not to do this. I have been in love with you since 
the first day I saw you. Please, please don’t do this. Be with me. We could be together. We could start our lives, 
today,” I said.

“I.... I...” she stutters and grabs my shaky hands. “I can’t... I love him,” she whispers and downs her head.

My stomach feels like the time we rode the tilt-a-whirl at the county fair after a corndog eating contest. I let go of 
her hands and hurry to the back of the building. I push my way through the heavy oak doors.

Later, at the airport, I stand looking at 10 different cities on the flight schedule to choose from.

“One ticket to Seattle,” I say to the lady behind the glass.

“Round trip or one way?” She asks without looking up from the computer.

“One way,” I respond.

I took my seat next to an older gentleman who reminded me of my grandfather with the way his round glasses 
rested on the tip of his nose as he read the stock section of the newspaper.

“Rough day?” he asks.

I nod and look out at the city I’m leaving behind.

Today is the day I start over.

10
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____________________________________________________________________________________

Maddie M. White is 23 years old and lives in a small town 
in Virginia. She has loved writing all of her life and was 
encouraged by her husband to pursue it. She is passionate 
about mental health and hopes to inspire people with her 
stories and the characters in them. She is not limited to 
one genre and hopes to write a few novels someday as well.
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To the Writing Community:

Give a warm welcome to Maddie M. White. This is her debut 
appearance in a lit mag and we are excited to have her and 
share her work. 

xx 

R&B team
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my body
by Rebecca Kokitus

I know each inch of my body, but not gently
not as a lover would.

cold whipped cream
lotion slather, sink in like
water on parched earth

start with the legs,
solid things, size of
teenaged maple trees
they kiss shyly from time to time
at the thigh

then stomach, lightly rounded
as a naked child’s
doughy as I sit here on the edge of the tub

breasts heavier now, the wet copper
blood in my deepest part
ready to be shed

12
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I hold them in my own hands
just to feel their weight
remind myself that I am woman,
feminine, despite
man’s labor and broad shoulders

it’s why I feel grateful when the full moon
brings the blood on my underwear
like apple skins, reminder of original sin

that and the two or three pounds I bleed out
stubborn around hips and waist
clinging like flesh cobweb like
the stubborn soil of my homeland

the rain sinking in over and over
but never flowers

like pearlless oyster, fried and fatty
devoured, digested by
undeserving mouth

like being stung by a wasp
that just after, curls up and dies
for the opportunity to make me hurt

______________________________________________________________________

Rebecca Kokitus is a part time resident of 
Media, PA just outside Philadelphia, and a 
part time resident of a small town in rural 
Schuylkill County, PA. She is an aspiring 
poet and is currently an undergraduate in the 
writing program at West Chester University 
of Pennsylvania. She has recent work in Rag 
Queen Periodical, Moonchild Magazine, 
Rising Phoenix Review, and other places. She 
tweets at @rxbxcca_anna.  
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“I Dream of Elephants” by Christine Stoddard

forgiving mistakes i’ve made

you spent so much time trying to cage me, trying to silence me; but i already allowed them to silence me once—
wasn’t going to lose my voice again to a man who sought to own me but never know me or love me, you loved 
my naked body but had no use for my naked soul; so i will not hold onto your bones any longer—i am dropping 
you in the creek where you can wash away forever, all your contempt and your scorn; i can still see it in the sirens 
in your eyes that i once mistook for mermaids—you became so numb to living, that you failed to see you accept-
ed death as a lover; and lost pieces of your soul that you forgot even existed—i thought you were an unknown 
adventure that i needed to explore, but you were the one cave i should’ve ignored no matter how curiously my 
mind bit me; but i won’t hold it against myself any more—i have always found it hard to forgive myself, but i 
know that i must forgive myself for my mistakes, including you.

- linda m. crate
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Linda M. Crate is a Pennsylvanian native born in Pitts-
burgh yet raised in the rural town of Conneautville. 
Her poetry, short stories, articles, and reviews have 
been published in a myriad of magazines both online 
and in print. She has five published chapbooks A Mer-
maid Crashing Into Dawn (Fowlpox Press - June 2013), 
Less Than A Man (The Camel Saloon - January 2014), 
If Tomorrow Never Comes (Scars Publications, Au-
gust 2016), My Wings Were Made to Fly (Flutter Press, 
September 2017), and splintered with terror (Scars 
Publications, January 2018), and one micro-chapbook 
Heaven Instead (Origami Poems Project, May 2018).

Christine Stoddard  has presented her artwork at 
the New York Transit Museum, the Queens Muse-
um, the Poe Museum, the Ground Zero Hurricane 
Katrina Museum, Annmarie Sculpture Garden, and 
beyond. She is the author of Water for the Cactus 
Woman (Spuyten Duyvil Publishing) and the founder 
of Quail Bell Magazine.

Ailey O’Toole is a queer poet and bartender who writes 
about feminism, empathy, and pain. She hopes everyone 
who reads her poems feels less alone in their struggle. Her 
work has previously appeared in The Broke Bohemian, Af-
ter the Pause, Ghost City Review, Rising Phoenix Review, 
and others. She tweets at @ms_ocoole.
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Photo by David Hofmann, Unsplash.com

Self Biography As Zoo Keeper
by Ailey O’Toole

The men come to me with their hungry mouths,
their open throats. I remember the lessons: arms
extended away from your heart, elbows elongated
and wrists taut, palms face up, fingers unfurled by
violence, full of sustenance for the zoo animals.

They have only come for the taking;
there is no space for anything else.

I have only ever been taught to give
myself away, taught that my body
is a city waiting to be pillaged, taught
that I should be grateful when someone
arrived to do the job.

I don’t want this body to be an invitation.
I don’t want to flashlight myself for the hunting.
I know the bounds of my feralness and where it lies,
tongue wet with possibility.

I want to turn the zoo animals away. I want to withdraw
my hands from the cages, save some food for myself.
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Counting Elephants 
by F.E. Clark 
 
 
She’d asked for an hourglass. It was supposed to help her breathe through the tornadoes that raged inside her 
head. The plain-clothes Dr had become so enthused when the girl recounted a meditation she’d remembered 
reading about, that the girl thought the Dr was going to orgasm right there and then in her beige office with the 
sad sunflower painting on the wall. But all that happened was the request was sanctioned. 
 
They kept up their vigil of watching her, but were encouraged. 
 
Twenty-seven days later it arrived. They’d had to send away for it mail-order. It had a traditional hourglass shape 
alright—like a woman with ample bosom and hips, and a tiny waist. Only this was trapped inside a clear plastic 
rectangular prism. ‘3 MIN’ was stamped in black on the top of its casing. 
 
She’d hoped for something larger, something more authentic. Most importantly she’d hoped for the precious 
glass. 
 
What a joke. How could they call it an ‘hour’ glass when it only took two minutes and fifty-seven seconds for the 
sand to filter through? She’d checked it by counting elephants—one elephant, two elephants, three elephants. Like 
she would between a flash of lightening and roar of thunder, to calculate how close a thunderstorm was. 
 
Misrepresentation, wasn’t that against some kind of law? Not that she really cared. It was just something else 
that didn’t deliver. The bright orange grains inside, were they supposed to be sand? How the hell had they gotten 
them it in there? She held it up to the light, fancying she saw a spark of glitter amongst the orange. The prism 
shot rainbows over the other residents. 

“Image from a Field Trip”, 2017 by F.E. Clark
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The plastic already had a scratch down one of its sides. The evening after it arrived she’d begun to carve her name 
up the opposite side. She managed the first four letters before she got bored - ran out of space - got interrupted. 
 
It fit in the palm of her hand, it almost felt good to hold if she made a tight fist, the corners cutting into her skin. 
She kept it in her pocket, carried it with her for days. She even set herself up in the rec-room and pretended to 
use it for what she’d said it was for. 
 
Instead she was counting again—using the big old clock on the wall, watching the red hand that counted the 
seconds. The fake-sand was so fine she had to squint to see if it were actually moving. How were those grains of 
sand measured—by weight? Two minutes, fifty-three seconds? She tried again and got the same result. 
 
She’d had other plans for it all along. Late one night, never one to be un-resourceful, swallowed her stash of sto-
len meds, washing it and the prism down with watered down diluting orange. She imagined eating rainbows and 
the sands running out as she choked. 
 
They listed it as ‘misadventure’. On the report a ‘toy-perspex-timer’ was detailed, it had the word STEL scraped 
on one side. After the autopsy the pathologist, curious to see the sand flowing, flipped the three minute hour-
glass. It took two minutes and forty-three seconds to run out. The pathologist considered updating the report, 
but didn’t get around to it due to the arrival of the next case. 
 
 
 
______________________________________________________________________

F. E. Clark lives in Scotland. She writes and paints. A 
Pushcart and Best of the Net nominee, her words can 
be found/are upcoming in: Molotov Cocktail Literary 
Magazine, Poems for All, Occulum, Moonchild Mag-
azine, Ink In Thirds, Folded Word, Ellipsis Zine, Luna 
Luna Magazine, The Wild Hunt, Speculative66, and 404 
Ink. And in anthologies: Flashdogs Solstice, Calendark, 
and DeadCades, and Nothing Is As It Was from Retreat 
West. 
 
Website: www.feclarkart.com  | Twitter: @feclarkart
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Jack and Frank 
by David Rae 
 
                   Frank 
 
Jack was what you might call soft. Mum told me not to be mean, but Dad says Jack needs to toughen up. Dad’s 
right, once Jack gets past third grade, he’ll learn all about life. I’m trying to teach him for his own good. He’s just 
so gullible. He makes it easy.  
 
“What’s that behind you, Jack?” He turns around to look every single time. “Mum, Frank stole one of my chips.” 
 
Mum would start on me. “That’s your brother; be kind.” But Dad would be laughing. I could see. “Chip off the 
old block,” Dad would say. Mum would get mad, but it was Jack’s fault. 
 
“Jack, there’s ten cents.” He bends over, just asking to be kicked. What did they teach him in kindergarten? 
 
“You boys help Dad bring in the groceries,” Mum shouted.  
 
“You heard your mother.” Dad laughed, nipping into the basement to watch the game. I wanted to watch the 
game too. Maybe Dad would let me sip his beer, but Dad shook his head.  

Photo by Andrew Seaman, Unsplash.com
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“You help Jack,” he said and closed the basement door.  
 
“Hey Jack,” I said. “Those boxes look heavy. I’ll sit in the trunk and hand you the groceries.”  
 
“Ok,” agreed Jack. It was like taking candy from a baby. I sat in the trunk and handed Jack cans and bags and he 
carried it all to the house.  
 
Finally, the little twerp had moved everything.  

“Good job,” I told him. “That’s everything except those candy bars.” 
 
“Candy bars?” Jack’s eyes lit up. 
 
“Yeah,” I said. “Dad told me we could each have a candy bar after we moved all the stuff. Too bad they slipped 
into that hole in the trunk... I tried to reach, but my hands are too big.”
 
Jack held up his hands with excitement. “I’ve got small hands,” he cried.  
 
“Well, so you do,” I said. “If only you could get in here.” 
 
“You could help me up,” Jack said.  
 
“Great idea.” I slipped down and boosted Jack into the trunk. 
 
“I can’t see them,” called Jack.  
 
“They’re right at the back,” I replied.  Jack crawled into the trunk.  
 
I slammed the lid down. I knew he’d go for it. Jack started crying out straight away. It was funny, but the last 
thing I wanted was Mum getting on at me, so I let him go almost straight off after I made him promise not to tell.  
 
He was crying when I let him out. “Don’t be such a baby,” I told him.  
 
“It was dark.”  
 
“Only babies are afraid of the dark.”  
 
“There could have been spiders.”  
 
“But there wasn’t, was there?” I asked. “I’ll go in, and you can shut the boot on me. I’m not afraid of the dark or 
of spiders.” I climbed in and Jack closed the trunk.  
 
“You want out now?” he asked.  
 
“It’s fine in here,” I called. “You’re making a fuss over nothing.”  
 
It was dark in the trunk. When I opened my eyes, it was no different from when they were shut.  
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“How about now?”  
 
“No. It’s nice in here. Nice and cool. Think I might take a nap.” I wasn’t going to take a nap. I just wanted to show 
Jack that I wasn’t afraid. I lay there in the dark. After a bit, I’d had enough. “Ok Jack, you can let me out now.” 
 
But Jack didn’t’ answer. I guess I deserved that.  
 
“Alright Jack, I’m sorry I locked you in.”  
 
Still no answer.  “Hey look,” I called. “There really are candy bars in here. Open up and I’ll share them with 
you.” I listened but could hear nothing. “Mmmm. You better open up before I eat yours.” 

Silence. “Come on Jack, I’m sorry.”  It began to get hot. I put my hand on the lid of the trunk and started bang-
ing. “Joke’s a joke, Jack.”  
 
The air started to feel stuffy. It was hard to breathe and my head felt strange. I started shouting at the top of my 
voice and banging as hard as I could. “Jack! Jack!”  
 
Still nothing. “Jack, Jack, where are you?” 
 
I shouted until I couldn’t breathe anymore. 
 
 
        *** 
 
       Jack 
 
When Mum came back from the market, the trunk of the car was full of big boxes that had to be carried into the 
house. Dad said me and Frank should help. So, we carried the shopping while Dad went and watched the game 
on television.  
 
When we finally moved all the shopping, I told Frank that we should close the trunk and go play, but he said that 
there was candy in the trunk. I looked but couldn’t see anything, and he said I needed to get into the trunk to 
reach it. 
 
I always like to be helpful so I climbed into the trunk and reached as far back as I could but then Frank slammed 
the trunk tight, and I was trapped in the dark. 
 
Frank had played a trick on me. Frank was always playing tricks. I wasn’t frightened at first. I thought the joke 
was on Frank because I could eat the candy bar all by myself instead of sharing it. But there wasn’t a candy bar I 
could find. It was very dark, and even though I shouted and banged on the lid, Frank didn’t open it until after I 
promised not to be mad.  
 
I told Frank that he was mean to play a trick like that. But he said it was a joke and no harm was done. I said 
it was very dark in the trunk. He asked me if I was afraid and I said no, but there could be spiders in the trunk 
and he said there wasn’t and anyway if it was such a big deal he would get into the trunk and show me there was 
nothing to be afraid of.  
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Frank climbed in the trunk and I closed the lid. I asked him if he wanted to come out and he said no, it was fine 
in there. I asked if he wouldn’t rather come out and play, and he said no thanks he was quite happy where he was.  
 
Just then Mum came. It was time for lunch, and she’d made soup that had to be eaten before it got cold and no 
nonsense, come right now. she said. But Mum, I said, Frank is in the boot of the car, and I can’t go away and leave 
him. What nonsense. She told me; something should be done about that overactive imagination of mine and I 
shouldn’t go telling lies to my own dear Mum. I moved towards the car and shouted, but Frank kept silent so she 
pulled me into the kitchen and put a bowl of soup in front of me and told me to eat it all.  
 
 
There were two soup bowls on the table, one for me and one for Frank. Mum asked where Frank was, once again 
I told her he was in the trunk of the car. Mum glared and told me not to tell lies. I wasn’t lying.  
 
When Mum let me leave the table, I raced straight to the car. Poor Frank had been in the boot for a very long 
time. He’d been crying and wiping his eyes with his hands and they were all dirty. Mum was cross and said I was 
wicked to have locked Frank in the car boot and he could have died in there because there was no air. When Dad 
found out, he was angry too. For at least three days, everyone was angry.   
 
I think it will be a while before Frank plays a trick on me again, but if he does... 
 
 
______________________________________________________________________

David Rae lives in Scotland. He loves stories that exist just 
below the surface of things, like deep water. He has most 
recently had work published or forthcoming  in; THE FLAT-
BUSH REVIEW, THE HORROR TREE, LOCUST, ROSETTA 
MALEFICARIUM, SHORT TALE 100 and 50 WORD STO-
RIES. You can read more at Davidrae-stories.com.
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Magpie 
by Susannah Violette 
 
 
I dream of magpie 
an oil slick in snow 
dark sky and moonlight 
 
her brittle nest lined 
with ruddy fox fur 
late summer grass 
and rabbit 
- whose bones make a cradle 
for one egg 
 
inside the egg 
 
I guess 
 
she laid her diamonds 
cubic zirconia, broken glass 
all the same under nights 
- orange street lights 
 
the rings on her clawed feet 

Photo by Natasha Miller, Unsplash.com
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also dangle from twigs, 
like discarded ring-pulls 
 
earrings make her an indian queen 
her beak-nose shimmy shakes 
 
she caw-caws 
 
and 
her throat rattled bangles 
she was a bird-tambourine 
 
I feed her bread and cinnamon buns 
she pays me in rubies 
 
____________________________________________________________________________________

Susannah Violette is an artist, silversmith, musician 
and poet and lives in the endless forests of Germany 
with her husband and two daughters.
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tell it to me all over again  
by Vanessa Maki 
   
 
the desire to fix us sways    
it reminds me of birds 
navigating strong winds   
where their wings can’t flap right   
  
i devote myself   
& then you demote me   
to second best, second choice, 
a second-place prize   
 
what would you do if i twisted it?   
if i flipped you around   
so you would be in my position    
would you beg for 
another love confession?   
would i have you on your knees    
like i’m the one 
you pray to?   
 
tell me you love me   
tell it to me 

sink ii by Vanessa Maki
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all over again    
tell me you need me   
tell it to me 
all over again    
 
you lead me 
down a rabbit hole    
where i almost can’t believe    
you have ever really cared   
i get bombarded by 
all these moments   
that start carving me    
like people do to pumpkins 
 
or maybe i’m more 
like meat    
sliced    
put on your plate 
so you can 
devour 
me   
 
tell it to me 
all over again    
that you actually do 
love me   
 
tell it to me

____________________________________________________________________________________

Vanessa Maki is a writer (& other things) who is 
queer & full of black girl magic. She’s been pub-
lished in Enclave, Faded Out, Rag Queen Periodical, 
Occulum, Five:2:One Magazine, SYS, horny poetry 
review, sublet press, Entropy, Susan/The Journal & is 
forthcoming in Sorority Mansion, The Cerurove  & 
Sad Girl Review. She is founder/editor of yell/shout/
scream & rose quartz journal. Twitter: ahumantor-
nado.
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Gun Metal 
by Ailey O’Toole 
 
 
I am writing this poem 
in my own spinal fluid. 
I am all that is left. 
 
How fast can I forget 
that I’m alive? Ram 
shackle girl spitting teeth 
in the sink. I trace the 
foreign topography of 
my own body and find 
God in my skin. 
 
Tonight, I am allowed to be 
the girl the men want me 
to be. Look into my mouth, 
this endless, angry thing. 
You have no idea how much 
I can consume. 
 
Let me explain how nothing 
ever changes, how it was the 
gentlest of guttings, how I never 
even said no. There was a time 
when I would have stayed 
and watched everything burn 

Photo by Gabriela Matula, Unsplash.com
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around me, celebrated in the 
decay, but what now? 
 
They ask for details, so I give them 
my body. They ask for proof, so I 
give them my hands. If you cut me 
open, you’ll find a body that was 
buoyant in the face of darkness. 
 
I have felt the living heat of things 
most likely to kill me and decided 
not to stay. I have built a cathedral 
of malice and anemic bruises. Of 
course it isn’t pretty. Nothing holy 
ever is. 
 
I think of all the ways I’ve been 
taught to hide myself away and 
I wonder who I will be 
on the other side of this.

______________________________________________________________________

Ailey O’Toole is a queer poet and bartender who writes 
about feminism, empathy, and pain. She hopes everyone 
who reads her poems feels less alone in their struggle. 
Her work has previously appeared in The Broke Bohemi-
an, After the Pause, Ghost City Review, Rising Phoenix 
Review, and others. She tweets at @ms_ocoole.
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Escape Velocity 
by David Alexander 
 
 
Energy is all around us. Every action we make, everything we do, takes energy. 
 
Cameron would read about physics when he was shut in his room. He would close the door and climb headfirst 
under his duvet with the book and the dinosaur lamp he got two Christmases ago. That way the noises from 
downstairs didn’t distract him. 
 
There are different kinds of energy in the universe; kinetic… 
 
Kinetic energy was movement. Cameron remembered Mr Egan saying that. His mum and dad’s car has kinetic 
energy when it’s moving. So does something thrown through the air, like a tennis ball. Or an ashtray. 
 
You nearly hit me then. 
 
I was trying to. 
 
Heat… 
 
There were different kinds of heat. There was fire that you started with gas or wood, and then there was the heat 
you got from things, like a cup of tea, or the warmth from a person. His mum was warm. If you hug them close 
enough you can feel it inside them, like one of those hot water bottles you put in the microwave. Sometimes the 
heat can build up, it can bubble away like lava inside them, then burst out everywhere. Cameron hated when that 
happened. 
 

“MIsty Morning” by Sulyn Godsey
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Gravitational Potential (GPE)... 
 
That’s what made the planets circle the Sun. Mr Egan said that everything, no matter how small, has a gravita-
tional pull. Planets, buildings, chairs. People. That must be why you’re drawn to some people. They have stronger 
gravity than others. Mum always said she couldn’t explain it, she just couldn’t stop the attraction between her and 
dad. Cameron imagined them young, happy, mum spinning round dad, caught in his gravitational field. 
 
Energy can be changed from one kind to another. 
 
The noises stopped. Cameron heard his mum click her lighter a few times, then loudly blew out a puff of smoke. 
He thought he heard crying, but it could just be talking. Another puff of smoke, drawn out into a sigh. 
 
Energy efficiency can be calculated to find out how much energy is wasted. 
 
There were photographs from back then. Mum had curly hair and dad was thin. They were smiling, sometimes 
holding hands. They would all laugh and joke about how silly they both looked. Dad would make a joke about 
mum’s clothes, say that she looked like a parrot, and say she spoke as much as one too. Mum would ask where 
that boy she fell in love with had gone. 
 
All energy around today was present during the big bang. 
 
His mum shouted again, but this time it was quick, only one or two words. Cameron covered his ears and con-
centrated on the page in front of him. 
 
The law of inertia dictates that an object does not move unless acted upon. 
 
That’s what kept the planets circling the sun; inertia. Gravity held them in place and they stayed there, in the sky, 
circling each other forever. 
 
The front door shut. Cameron crawled from under the duvet to look out of the window. He watched as his moth-
er stormed down the path and into her car. He heard the engine start. 
 
The first law of thermodynamics states that all energy in the universe is constant. It cannot be destroyed and no new 
energy can be created. 
 
Once gravity had you, you couldn’t escape. The Earth and the Moon, The Sun and the planets. They couldn’t 
escape each other’s gravity; they would spin around each other forever. They had no choice. They had to. 
 
The second law of thermodynamics states that entropy increases when energy cannot leave an isolated system. 
 
Then the car pulled away. 
 
______________________________________________________________________ 
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David is a Creative Writing student. He runs a 
writing group to share his love of short fiction 
and edits Newman University’s creative writing 
magazine ‘Newmag’. David has stories published 
in (B)OINK, Glove and Ellipsis Zine.

Sulyn Godsey has been writing poetry 
since she was very young. She has recently 
begun to enjoy photography as well. She 
is happily married and is the mother of 2 
grown daughters. She works as a Student 
Assistance Liaison, assessing students of 
all ages for mental health and/or drug and 
alcohol issues. She and her husband own a 
small farm in Pennsylvania where they have 
a large garden, fruit trees, berry bushes, and 
raise their own pigs for food.

31



Rhythm & Bones: Issue One

Places, saved and lost 
by Joaquin Fernandez 
 
 
Obviously, you will choose the worst possible day to clean out your mothers house. Fallen mangoes will con-
gregate under her favorite tree, shriveled in the Florida sun, betrayed by the density of their own sweetness. The 
grass will be tall with secrets and aloe plants will burst boldly from among the ferns, untrimmed and unafraid. 
On the chain link fence behind you, the lizards practice their side eye as you fumble with keys at the front door. 
You are literally on their turf. 
 
When you enter your childhood home, the entire house will be holding its breath. The entire house will be wait-
ing in a closet, hiding, guilty, and definitely about to get caught. For the last ten years of her life, your mothers 
knees betrayed her to osteoporosis and she would move from her bedroom to the living room, holding the wall 
for balance like a toddler learning to walk. You will hear your mothers familiar creaky shuffle from down the hall 
and instinctively follow it, dazed by the heat, your heart thumping at the impossible. The air will be drowsy and 
stale, almost opaque with humidity. At the end of the hall, there’s a thermostat for the air conditioning. At the 
end of the hall, your mother’s bedroom is waiting for you with the door ajar. At the end of the hall, something is 
moving. There’s a rustle from her bedroom too loud to be imagined. 
 
The house becomes a museum as you move through it. Younger versions of your mother and father and sister 
look to you, forever trapped on vacation, at weddings, at Christmases and birthdays, pleading with hopeful eyes. 
Did you bring any news from the future? When you share a knowing look with yourself at your high school 
graduation, your lifelong pessimism feels justified. The rustle becomes louder and more real as you approach the 
thermostat. It’s important to stop for a second with your hand on the air conditioning control box and look up. 
It’s important to look at the old sepia photograph of your mother as a child in the arms of her mother. It’s im-
portant to remember how small she once was. 
 

Photo by Ksenia Makagonov, Unsplash.com 
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When you enter her room, the oscillating  fan on her desk will feel anticlimactic. Watch it for a moment as it 
rotates left, then back to you, scanning for signs of life, fluttering the pages of that old Garcia Marquez book 
your mother loved. The air conditioner will groan with effort and the fan will refresh you, wiping beads of sweat 
from your forehead and down your cheek. The nub of an old pencil keeps her place in the book. The pages flutter 
again, motioning you to the words like an old friend. As the heat begins to dissipate around you, you sit at her 
old chair and go on from where she started.   
 
 
 
______________________________________________________________________

Joaquin is a recovering filmmaker, constant 
wanderer, and Miami native currently evading 
the sun in Portland, Ore. His work can be found 
in AFTERMATH and Thought Catalog and he is 
currently working on his first novel.
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Spinning 
(Creative Nonfiction) 
by Ann E. Wallace 
 
It is raw, too new, to make sense of. I do not even know where to begin. And that is unusual for me. I can always 
find a line, a snippet of conversation, something, to get the story going. I am a writing teacher—I know how to 
ask questions that lead to a place of meaning. But here, in this moment, I struggle. I do not know where this 
narrative is meant to go. And, without that, I do not know where this narrative begins. This is a story that is hard 
to tell. 
 
It could begin so many places. Perhaps here. One month ago, I began having severe vertigo. All the time. Every 
few minutes in fact. Over the next few days, my hands started to cramp up. Then my arms went numb. Next my 
peripheral vision seemed to go. And I began forgetting things. Little things, like the funny comment my two-year 
old made last night. But also bigger things, like the end of the year meeting at my five-year old’s school. 
 
A week after the vertigo had begun, I had an MRI and was diagnosed with multiple sclerosis. Now, MS is not the 
end of the world. It is not exceptional. It is a very livable disease. But it is incurable, degenerative, unpredictable. 
And it is lousy. It is really, really lousy. Because it has thrown my whole sense of who I am, of what my story is, 
off course. 
 
Until MS, my story—or at least the story of my body—had a very specific arc. It hinged on the fact that I had 
ovarian cancer when I was 22 years old, just as I was graduating from college. Most women die of ovarian cancer. 
Those who survive usually go through early menopause. But I had an eggplant-sized tumor removed from my 
right ovary, endured six grueling months of chemotherapy, and was fine. In fact, I went on to have two children. I 
was, what, lucky? 
 
Exceptional? A miracle? If nothing else, I am a story, a wonder, to most medical professionals I meet, to anyone 
who knows anything about ovarian cancer. I, too, am sometimes surprised by my own story. It almost seems 
fantastic, in its combination of suddenness, intensity, and triumph. I never had time to think about why or how 
any of it had happened; I had cancer and the task ahead of me was to get better. It was not an easy task. Certainly 
not easy, but it was clear. 

Photo by Quentin Keller, Unsplash.com
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But MS, this is the piece that makes me feel I have gotten a raw deal with this body of mine. Hit hard, twice, 
before age forty. My body, which seemed so strong in the face of not only cancer, but also miscarriages, appen-
dicitis, broken bones, the list goes on, has proved that it is not ultimately resilient. The fact that a degenerative 
disease like MS could take hold within me, rooted within my brain no less, well, I do not yet know what to do 
with that. It does not fit into my image of who I am, or where I am headed. And the task ahead is not so simple. 
Because there is no getting better with MS. Unlike cancer, it is incurable. 
 
For the first time in my life, I have lost control over my body. Most immediately, if you look closely, you will see 
my fingers curl into a tight claw as they rest in my lap. You will see my hand shake as I reach for a glass of water. 
You will see my eyes close as I wait through a moment of vertigo. And if you look very, very closely, you will see 
me pause, to reassure myself, before picking up my toddler, bracing against that same spinning that could send 
us both toppling to the floor. All of these effects are bearable right now, today. But where they lead, and whether 
or how much or when they will abate, those are the questions that leave my story without that arc, culminating 
in a tidy ending, that I so desperately crave. 
 
But that’s not all. The true terror of my MS is that its effects are not limited to the physical. The true terror is in 
the unpredictable effect on my brain, on my thinking, on my focus. Some days, I think clearly. But most days, 
it takes an effort to focus myself, to commit to following through on a complex idea, an abstract thought. For a 
teacher, an academic, who spends my days grappling with words and ideas, it is deeply unsettling to think that 
this disease could eventually upset the course of my life in ways that extend far beyond the physical. 
 
For now, it would be—it is—so easy to slip into the self-pitying, solipsistic moment. But that is an impulse I 
reject. And yet, MS is forcing me to reframe my sense of who I am. Cancer is the story that set my adult life into 
motion. Now, I know I have always been a fighter, a little girl of strong will in a large family of boys. It is impossi-
ble to know whether cancer made me into the woman I am, or if I dealt with cancer the way I did because, at 22, 
I was already becoming that woman. But, whichever it is, cancer has fit easily, smoothly within my conception 
of who I am. Now, MS—it changes the story in ways I do not yet fully appreciate. It is a story of slipping away, of 
losing control. And while I am sure I will eventually incorporate it into the broad rhythms, the larger meaning, 
of my life, right now I do not know what to make of it. Because it is a story without the possibility of resolution, 
of completion. And that is not one I could have ever imagined for myself. 
 
______________________________________________________________________

  
Ann E. Wallace writes of life with illness, mother-
hood, and other everyday realities. Her work has 
recently appeared in Wordgathering, The Literary 
Nest, Juniper, The Same,  Rogue Agent and other 
literary journals. She lives in Jersey City, NJ where 
she teaches English at New Jersey City Universi-
ty. She is online at AnnWallacePhD.com and on 
Twitter @annwlace409.
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i’ll make you nothing 
 
 
your mercy 
withered on the vine 
you’ll hold me 
accountable 
for all your crimes, 
but i am not the type of bird 
you want to cross; 
i will claw out your eyes 
without remorse— 
you send out your nightmares, 
and your monsters; 
thinking you’ve got the upper hand 
but you don’t see the light 
of my dreams or my love and how 
they’ll both erase your names 
until they’ve become void— 
i will step out of the shadows of your swords, 
and i will carry the sword called kindness 
slaughtering you beneath your egos; 
and forever sever your ties to me 
until all you can see are the sunsets of days past 
that will never greet you with a punching bag 
ever again. 
 
- linda m. crate 

“Whispering Strands” by Sulyn Godsey
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____________________________________________________________________________________ 

Linda M. Crate is a Pennsylvanian native born in Pitts-
burgh yet raised in the rural town of Conneautville. 
Her poetry, short stories, articles, and reviews have 
been published in a myriad of magazines both online 
and in print. She has five published chapbooks A Mer-
maid Crashing Into Dawn (Fowlpox Press - June 2013), 
Less Than A Man (The Camel Saloon - January 2014), 
If Tomorrow Never Comes (Scars Publications, Au-
gust 2016), My Wings Were Made to Fly (Flutter Press, 
September 2017), and splintered with terror (Scars 
Publications, January 2018), and one micro-chapbook 
Heaven Instead (Origami Poems Project, May 2018).
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An elf in the witch-garden 
by Kate Garrett 
 
 
breaking hexes in the hydrangeas / concocting 
desire with bees and valerian / the purple heads 
reach her waist / under high walls 
 
she looks just like you / fortune-telling tapestries 
lace the washing line / she duels with a spider 
and loses / sometimes a loss is a win 
 
harvesting sparkle off a slug’s back / gemstones 
for her fingers / this is where they grow / this is 
where the city ends and cats congregate 
 
superstitious magpies wish on bedroom windows 
they see their own reflections when she salutes 
them / she tames jackdaws who promise 
 

Photo by Lawrence Greene, Unsplash.com
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to pull her carriage / she doesn’t have one / so they lift 
her up / under high walls she looks just like you / break- 
ing hexes / this is where you grow 
 
____________________________________________________________________________________

Kate Garrett is the founding/managing editor of four 
online journals, including Picaroon Poetry. Her own 
work most recently appears or is forthcoming in for-
mercactus, Riggwelter, Anti-Heroin Chic, Allegro 
Poetry, and Gyroscope Review, and her latest pam-
phlets are You’ve never seen a doomsday like it (In-
digo Dreams, 2017) and Losing interest in the sound 
of petrichor (The Black Light Engine Room, 2018). 
She was born and raised in southern Ohio, but moved 
to the UK in 1999, where she lives happily/grumpily 
ever after (depending on the day) in Sheffield with her 
husband, five children, and a sleepy cat.   
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VENUS 
by Miguel Guerreiro Lourenço 
 
 
I believe that I have lived many lives before this one. 
I have met her before, even if I wasn’t really me 
and she was someone else. I am pretty sure, 
we both fell in love all those other times. 
 
In Pompeii I took up a chisel and carved 
on a wall: If anyone does not believe in Venus, 
they should gaze at my girlfriend. To this day 
I believe that. I believe that like my hexed eyes, 
I too have fallen in love with her yet again. 
 
Myths grow from tales known and told, 
throughout ages and souls and hell if I know, 
if I haven’t bathed in the River Styx just so I 
could hold her hand a second longer— 
and I know that I drowned happily. 
 
We were driving home and I told her about 
an ex of mine that didn’t believe in Evolution. 
She asked me if that didn’t throw me off 
that dying horse and I said no, because I knew, 
deep down, that I wouldn’t ride it long. 
 

“Reaching for the Moon” by Sulyn Godsey
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I know now like I knew back then, that all things 
end and her, and us, and we, even if meant to be 
will end too. 
But I told her: I hope it’s from old age. 
I hope this doesn’t break due to a stupid mistake, 
but from brittle bones and back-breaking memories. 
 
When my eyes are glazed from cataracts and my heart 
skips too many beats, I want to hold her hand again, 
not to be drowned by Hades’ moat but by Vesuvius’ 
gloating hell blaze. 
 
I too sometimes burst. I too am a volcano, 
erupting happiness and washing down whole 
bunches of people with hot, oozing poetry 
about that girl that I vandalized walls for. 
 
I have fallen, drowned and burned for her, 
but this love is neither suicide or murder. 
It is true and never-ending, age-lasting. 
Fuelled by a fool, a goddess and passion. 
 
______________________________________________________________________

Miguel Guerreiro Lourenço is a Portuguese writer, 
currently living and studying in the United Kingdom. 
A prolific poet, Miguel is influenced by many contem-
porary artists and slampoets and his love for music, 
namely hip-hop, when writing most of his pieces, espe-
cially in the flow and rhyme schemes. When inspiration 
is combined with his penchant for sensory details and 
metaphors, and the alignment of the planets, some of his 
work can be perceived to be... good... sometimes? 

Sulyn Godsey has been writing poetry since she was very 
young. She has recently begun to enjoy photography as well. She is happily married and is the 
mother of 2 grown daughters. She works as a Student Assistance Liaison, assessing students 
of all ages for mental health and/or drug and alcohol issues. She and her husband own a small 
farm in Pennsylvania where they have a large garden, fruit trees, berry bushes, and raise their 
own pigs for food.
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Frozen Hearts Never Thaw
by Danny Beusch

The cruel arctic wind ravages everything. Other villages fled but we cling on while it snaps and howls around us. 
We survive, somehow, although our land is barren and we are hard and bitter.

One night I dreamed of a stranger who burned through the mist and melted a trail through the snow. When I 
awoke I felt heat on my breath, prickling my skin, blazing inside me. Our son arrived nine months later: a red-
head, who lit the sky, warmed the earth and sea. I named him Sol.

Farmers and fishermen prospered. We all feasted; the mood light, warm. ‘A miracle’, said the elder. ‘A God’, said 
the crone. ‘Our saviour’, said the villagers.

It did not last. Day-by-day - cooling, fading - he changed: hair dulled to brown, eyes of soot, lips tinged glacial 
blue. No more. I gathered him in a blanket, tightly smothering the dying embers, as I watched the sunset.

But we cling on. We survive. Somehow.

“Daily Painting 6th of June”, acrylic on canvas by F.E. Clark
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 Danny Beusch lives in the UK and tells stories, 
succinctly. They can be found online and in 
print. Follow him on twitter @OhDannyBoySh-
hh

F. E. Clark lives in Scotland. She writes and 
paints. A Pushcart and Best of the Net nomi-
nee, her words can be found/are upcoming in: 
Molotov Cocktail Literary Magazine, Poems 
for All, Occulum, Moonchild Magazine, Ink In 
Thirds, Folded Word, Ellipsis Zine, Luna Luna 
Magazine, The Wild Hunt, Speculative66, and 
404 Ink. And in anthologies: Flashdogs Solstice, 
Calendark, and DeadCades, and Nothing Is As 
It Was from Retreat West. 
 
Website: www.feclarkart.com  | Twitter: @
feclarkart 
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Darkness Within Me 
by Maddie M. White 
 
In the garage freezer was a blue, soulless man. I opened the lid and was sickened by the gruesome reminder. 
Hours earlier, he tried to rob me outside the Black Tavern Saloon. I had gone there to unwind after work every 
day.  
 
Walking out, I felt a hand on my shoulder and a fist connect with my left cheek. My training took over and I 
wasn’t outside of a bar, I was in Iran. The gravel in the parking lot was dunes of sand. I had the man down on the 
ground, but he still tried to fight. My mind told me to stop, but I couldn’t. 
 
My hands constricted around his windpipe like a snake with its prey. I watched his last breath leave his lungs and 
his lips turn blue. I had lost control over the white-hot anger that coursed through my veins. I wrapped his body 
in a blanket that was in the backseat of my car and sped home before my wife arrived. I placed his body in the 
deep freezer and rushed to get tarps from the store. 
 
“Dad?” My six-year-old son rubbed sleepy eyes. 
 

“Light” by Stephen Briseño
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I shut the freezer, feeling hair rise on the back of my neck. 
 
“I think I heard the boogeyman.” 
 
I cursed myself for letting him watch Halloween with me when his mother was out of town for a business trip.  
 
 “There’s no such thing as the boogeyman. Come on, let’s get you to bed.”   

I nudged him in front of me and locked the door to the garage. I tucked his ninja turtle sheets around him until 
he resembled a burrito. 
 
 “Wait!” he yelled and sat up in bed.  
 
“Batman,” he said and pointed to the small nightlight by the door. 
 
“Are you sure you don’t want to try sleeping without it?” I asked. 
 
He balled his sheets up in tiny fists and I could see fear in his face. This had become a nightly struggle. I checked 
the closet, under the bed, behind the dresser, and peeked around the door.  
 
“No boogeyman,” I said. 
 
I flipped on the light and pulled the door up until it was cracked. From the hallway I saw my wife flip the kitchen 
light off and walk to the bedroom. 
 
“You too?” I chuckled and leaned against the doorframe, crossing my arms. 
 
“Oh, like you’re not afraid of the dark.” She huffed and slid under the white duvet. 
 
As I brushed my teeth, I looked in the mirror and studied myself. My once black hair was peppered with gray. 
Deep wrinkles were etched on my forehead and under brown, empty eyes. 

I wasn’t afraid of the dark, I was afraid of the darkness within me. 
 
______________________________________________________________________ 
 

 Stephen Briseño is a poet and middle school 
English teacher. His work has appeared or is 
forthcoming in Mentor Mixtapes, 8Poems, for-
mercactus, Riddled with Arrows, and Right Hand 
Pointing. He lives in San Antonio, TX with his 
wife and daughter, where you can usually find 
them lounging at a coffee shop. Follow him on 
Twitter: @stephen_briseno

Maddie M. White is 23 years old and lives in a 
small town in Virginia. She has loved writing all 
of her life and was encouraged by her husband to 
pursue it. She is passionate about mental health 
and hopes to inspire people with her stories and 
the characters in them. She is not limited to one 
genre and hopes to write a few novels someday as 
well.
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After 
by Ailey O’Toole 
 
 
There is loss and then there is how it lives 
in your body after // organs shoved out of place 
to make room for the grief // body cavities overflowing 
with things that you do not have the words to describe 
yet // because how // are you supposed to explain 
that you now share this anatomy // with something 
else // something that is and is not you // something that is 
stealing // all the air from your lungs // and you’ve 
forgotten // how to get more air // You feel the beat 
of your blood muddying your veins // shuttling 
the loss through every inch of your skin // but no longer 
understand the purpose of your pulse // Your nerves 
are convulsing under the weight of such calamity // 
You will forget where you are or // how to get to 
where you are after // There is the sun and there is 
the afterlife and the density // of knowing this fills up 
any empty space that’s left // in your body // You will be 
Betrayed by this skeleton // and the things it holds onto 
in the wake of this // You will want to tear yourself 
out // of your own skin // try to find the place where 
the catastrophe // has nested itself // split open 
your own skull if you have to because my god 
the loss was painful but // how it lives in your body 
after // is so much worse. 
______________________________________________________________________

Photo by Aaron Burden, Unsplash.com
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Ailey O’Toole is a queer poet and bartender who writes about femi-
nism, empathy, and pain. She hopes everyone who reads her poems 
feels less alone in their struggle. Her work has previously appeared 
in The Broke Bohemian, After the Pause, Ghost City Review, Rising 
Phoenix Review, and others. She tweets at @ms_ocoole.

Inessa Carver is a poet born in Las Vegas, Nevada though her life has led her to 
live in many states across the western U.S. She is an avid feminist and advocate 
for LGBTQ rights, with a love for finding beauty in the most difficult circum-
stances.
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Only Laughter 
by Inessa Carver 
 
 
They say there’s glorious light 
At the end of an endless tunnel 
And there will be only laughter 
 
When I rolled within a tin can 
Caught glass in my eyes 
It looked like glitter, like a rave 
 
When I lost my innocence 
Thought it was a game 
Realized I didn’t know the rules 
 
When I tried to breathe water  
Become a mermaid in my bathtub 
I never grew gills, always gasping air 
 
When I finally find the darkness 
And there is nothing else 
There will be 
Only Laughter 
 

Photo by Allef Vinicius, Unsplash.com 
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life size  
by Rebecca Kokitus 
 
when I was twelve or thirteen 
in my first sex ed class 
outside of “good touch, bad touch” 
I saw a diagram of the uterus 
that ram’s skull painted in 
blood and tongue color 
 
and I pictured it much larger 
than it really is 
 
I was surprised to find out that 
that birthplace—that thing 
where we all nestled like 
the yolk of an egg 
all slime and yellow 
sprouting downy— 
can be held in one hand 
with its tubes and bulbs 
flickering like fallen power lines 
 
and my lungs aren’t large either, 
which surprised me too 
because at twelve or thirteen 
all girls know the bleed and scream 
look at their bodies and think 
this image is not to scale 
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______________________________________________________________________________

Left photo by Mallory Johndrow
Above photo by Emily Goodhart

Unsplash.com

Rebecca Kokitus is a part time resident of Media, PA just outside Phil-
adelphia, and a part time resident of a small town in rural Schuylkill 
County, PA. She is an aspiring poet and is currently an undergraduate 
in the writing program at West Chester University of Pennsylvania. She 
has recent work in Rag Queen Periodical, Moonchild Magazine, Rising 
Phoenix Review, and other places. She tweets at @rxbxcca_anna.  
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The Beast and the Hummingbirds 
by Madison McSweeney 
 
 
Humans seldom involve themselves with the dealings of the forest-folk; however, on occasion, worlds do collide. 
 
It was a temperate night in June, and Pyle sat on the steps of her uncle’s porch, watching the sky grow dim. She 
lost track of her family’s conversation as her eyes wandered to the woods. The grass there – what little grass could 
grow amid the roots and brambles – was dry and brittle, starved under the shadowy canopy of the leaves. 
Through the porous wall of trees, she could see the sun, a pale pink, sinking steadily towards the horizon. Cica-
das, invisible but omnipresent, had begun to chirp their ragged songs. 
 
A few yards away, there was a subtle clamor from within the forest. Pyle perked up, scanning the undergrowth 
for the cause of the disturbance. Scrambling through the woods, she saw, was a little man, roughly the size and 
shape of a pumpkin. He wore wooden shoes and a rough wool coat, and his curly hair was slick with sweat. He 
took no heed of the humans as he bounded deeper into the woods, running as quickly as his legs would carry 
him. 
 
Pyle looked up at the adults, wrapped up in country gossip. The coyotes were at it again, her uncle was saying. 
Second goat this year. Her mother was half-listening with the appearance of rapt attention. Quietly, Pyle stood up 
and walked towards the edge of the woods. 
 
The dwarf was travelling so frantically, and breathing so heavily as he ran, that he didn’t hear the girl as she 
followed him through the brush, walking in his footsteps until her uncle’s voice had faded and the farmhouse 
was well out of sight. Eventually, they came to a clearing. In the centre, its wrists and ankles bound by glittering 
ropes secured to the trunks of the surrounding trees, was a beast. 

“Still LIfe” by Sulyn Godsey
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The monster was nearly seven feet tall, covered from head to toe in thick, bristly fur. Its eyes were the size of 
apples and bulged out of its head like those of a mad bull. Its mouth was open wide as it snarled and yowled, 
revealing rows of sharp yellow teeth. Its claws too were razor sharp, three jutting out from each hand and foot, 
more like the talons of a hawk than the paws of a bear or wolf or whatever creature this monster shared kinship 
with. 
 
Upon closer inspection, the monster was not alone in the clearing. Three hummingbirds hovered around him, 
their bodies glinting green and blue and pink as they flitted from rope to rope. These ropes, she saw - the ones 
that held the beast - were fraying at an unnatural pace; whenever one was about to snap, a hummingbird would 
land on the final thread, and the rope would glow softly and be restored. The tiny birds moved like the intricate 
mechanisms on the inside of an old clock, hopping from one thread to another, never resting, always materializ-
ing at the exact moment they were needed. 
 
As she gazed in wonder at the vision before her, Pyle lost track of the dwarf. It was only when she heard a snap of 
a branch to her left that she whirled around to see the man creeping toward one of the ropes, clutching a dagger 
in his right hand. 
 
“Hey!” Pyle shouted, causing the man to stop dead. He looked up at her, startled and unsure of what to do. He 
was very ugly, she saw, and held the knife loosely in a scarred hand. Pyle was unarmed, but twice his height. She 
took a step forward. The man yelped and ran off in the other direction, dropping his knife as he did so. 
 
Pyle bent down and picked up the dagger, lest the dwarf return for it. The blade was old and rusted, incongruous 
next to the glittering ropes of the hummingbirds, and stained with what could only be long-dried blood. 
 
As she examined the weapon, a hummingbird appeared before her eyes, its green wings shimmering as they 
flapped. “Thank you,” it said, its voice bright and clear. As it spoke, its body shook with a thousand miniscule 
vibrations. 
 
“What is that creature?” Pyle asked, her eyes never leaving the chained beast. 
 
“A tyrant,” the hummingbird replied. It zipped away to repair a rift, then returned in a fraction of a moment. “If 
we had not trapped it here, it would have devoured every living creature in the woods.” 
 
That was believable enough, but Pyle was still unsure of what was before her eyes. “Why did that man try to free 
him, then?” she asked. 
 
The hummingbird paused for a beat, then responded, “Perhaps he thinks it will eat him last.” 
 
“Eat?” Pyle asked, her eyes wide. 
 
The hummingbird’s voice seemed to quaver, but that could have been its body quivering. “If it breaks free, it will 
hunt down all the dwarves in the forest and cook them on a spit. Then, it will gobble up the farmers and their 
wives and their children.” 
 
Pyle shuddered. “But it won’t, will it?” she asked. “Escape, I mean?” The beast roared. 
 
The hummingbird flickered away again, repaired the rope, and was back. “The beast is strong, and the ropes 

52



Rhythm & Bones: Issue One

decay,” the hummingbird said. “We must guard it every minute. And we are tired. Maybe one day, we will slip.” It 
paused. “But maybe you can help us.” 
 
Pyle stepped back. “How do you mean?” 
 
“You have the dwarf ’s dagger in your hand. If it could sever the enchanted ropes, surely it could slay the beast.” 
Pyle stared back in horror. “We are forbidden to take its life,” the hummingbird said. “But you are not bound by 
the old rules.” 
 
“I wrote those rules!” the beast roared suddenly, the first intelligible words it had spoken since Pyle’s arrival. 
 
“The beast lies,” was all the hummingbird said. Pyle looked down again at the knife in her hand, and back up at 
the beast. Its chest heaved with exertion; she thought she could make out exactly where its great heart resided. 
 
The hummingbirds seemed to know Pyle’s decision before she had even made it, for they abandoned their posts 
and retreated to the border of the clearing. The only one to remain was Pyle’s confidant, who lingered behind her. 
Pyle held the knife up and stepped forward; glancing down, she noticed her foot had barely avoided contact with 
a clump of bloodstained feathers. She looked towards the hummingbird for an explanation. “The beast’s cruelty 
knows no bounds,” it said. 
 
Pyle stood before the monster, studying its muscles as they writhed uselessly, nearly bursting from its skin as it 
tried to rip itself free. The ropes held it for now; if they gave, the beast would be able to tear her limb-from-limb 
like a paper doll. If the creature could even get an arm free, it could easily lop her head off with a quick swipe. 
But for now, the ropes held firm, suspending its great arms in the air above its head. She lifted the dagger above 
her head and aimed it towards the monster’s heart. 
 
The beast whimpered, and her hand faltered. “They lie,” the beast moaned, not sounding very beastly at all. It 
didn’t try to convince her further. Tears welled within its glistening eyes, turned towards the swirling pink sky 
that hovered above the tops of the trees. 
 
It was only as its body convulsed in a sob that Pyle saw the two gaping lacerations where the creature’s shoulder 
blades should have been. The wounds oozed with black blood, congealing but un-cauterized. An image entered 
Pyle’s mind: a pair of great wings ripped from the beast’s back. 
 
Pyle looked down at the feathers at her feat, and once again eyed the hummingbirds, still hovering expectantly at 
the edge of the clearing. She thought again of the dwarf, rushing to free the beast. 
 
The task ahead required no further thought. Had she thought about it, she would have thought herself out of it. 
As the hummingbirds watched, Pyle stood up to her full height and extended her knife arm, the blade veering 
rightward, not toward the beast’s heart but towards its bound wrist. In one fluid motion, she sliced apart the rope 
that tethered it to the tree.   
 
She didn’t linger to see what would transpire; by the time the severed ends of the dimmed rope hit the ground, 
she had already turned and started to run back to the farmhouse. 
 
That night, as she settled in between scratchy woolen sheets, she wondered if her trust had been well-placed – or 
if the beast, once it had exhausted its supply of dwarves and goats, would come for her. 
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Madison McSweeney is a writer and poet from Otta-
wa, Canada. She has published short stories and po-
etry in Deadman’s Tome, Women in Horror Annual 
Vol. 2, Unnerving Magazine,The Fulcrum, and Dark 
Horizons: An Anthology of Dark Science Fiction. She 
has a pair of horror and fantasy stories set to appear in 
Weirdpunk Books’ forthcoming Zombie Punks F*** Off, 
as well the upcoming issue of Polar Borealis. She blogs 
about music and genre fiction at madisonmcsweeney.
com and tweets from @MMcSw13. 
 

 
      The End 
______________________________________________________________________
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Minus Tides 
by Cassondra Windwalker 
 
 
    Sea spray left salt deposits on her thick glasses. She shoved them up her nose and squinted at the flash of white 
against the volcanic sand. Fingers stiffened with cold pulled the artifact free of its tidal bed. 
 
    A fan of snowy eagle feathers. 
 
    She looked down the beach, but the other remnants of the carcass must have been swept out to sea or carried 
off. Idly she wondered how many feathers she would have to collect to lift herself above the waves, to ride the 
air channels as the raptors did. Instead, she sank onto the wet black sand, her eyes traveling with the wings that 
dipped and soared over the storm surges. 
 
    Somehow the cold made the pain so much worse, but the wind snatched away her gasps and sighs. That was 
okay – she wanted the pain. She wanted to sink into this agony, hold onto it as she couldn’t hold onto the baby. 
She hadn’t felt the child come: it was too early to do more than pretend that she could sense some tiny life flutter-
ing in her belly. She needed to at least feel her leaving. 
 
   It wasn’t the first time or even the second. She’d known as soon as the cramps had woken her this morning 
what was happening. She’d crawled quietly away from her sleeping husband, determined that this farewell would 
not happen in a sterile white room with bloodied white sheets and the cool compassion of strangers. The sea 
understood loss. 
 
    She curled up as she felt blood and tissue draining out of her, through the pad and panties and pajama pants, 
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into the coal-stained sand. Around her lay the remains of other lives, whole colonies of seaweed and sponge, 
beak-scraped mussel shells, air-drowned jellies, battered crabs. Eagles sparred at the water’s edge, and she won-
dered which of them would see the midnight sunset tonight and which would not. 
 
    Sea Star, she decided. Not the sort of name you could give to a little girl who had to endure lunchrooms and 
recesses, but perfect for a child whose only time on this earth was draining out into sand and sea and salt. The 
tide would carry her out onto the secret roads of the ocean, and when her mother walked the shoreline, the child 
would splash her feet, linger close in the droplets that gathered on her cheeks. 
 
    She wrote her daughter’s name in the sand with a broken piece of shell. 
 
    By the time she gathered herself up, the tide had turned. Each step back to her car took enormous effort. Her 
blood seemed to have pooled in her feet, and the longing to lie beside Sea Star’s crumbling name until the icy 
water pulled her to a hidden bed grew and grew. She fixed her eyes on the feathers clutched in her hand and took 
one more step. One more. And another. 
 
    Her husband was gone to work when she made it home, a cheery red-penned heart propped up against the 
still-warm coffeepot his morning missive. She laid the eagle feathers beside it. 
 
    In the shower, hot water revived her chilled body, washed the last remnants of her child into her drain. Later 
she would clean the car. Tell her husband. 
 
    Now she would curl up, naked and wide-eyed beneath the piles of warm blankets in this bed where babies 
were made and lost, and count the tide tables in her head. 
 
 
The End 
 
 
 
_____________________________________________________________________

Cassondra Windwalker collects sea debris and story 
ideas on the Alaskan coast. Her poetry, short stories, 
and essays have been published in numerous literary 
journals and art books. Her novel Parable of Pro-
nouns was released in January 2018, and Bury The 
Lead will be released in September 2018. She enjoys 
hearing from fellow readers and writers on Twitter, 
Instagram, and Facebook.
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An elf in awe of her human lover 
by Kate Garrett 
 
 
We are so often one instead of two, and when 
our bodies separate in the murmur-softened room, 
the similarity of our shapes enchants me—on you, 
it is considered a delight, this unexpected curve 
below your broad shoulders, narrow middle; on me 
it is seen as lacking, the subtle rise from my waist 
to hip – a distance the others say should bore you, but 
you can’t look without touching, and I want no charm 
to change me. You say, let them count down seconds 
in an hourglass. I will o’ wisp into hidden spaces, 
other worlds, like this one where I found you waiting, 
where our years dissolve like honey in the rain.

Photo by Vinicius Henrique, Unsplash.com
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Kate Garrett is the founding/managing editor of four online 
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prose has stalked magazines like X-R-A-Y Lit, SCAB, 
Trembling With Fear, Mojave Heart Review and Luna 
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is available from Maverick Duck Press and she has two 
forthcoming:  Pensacola Girls, (Bone & Ink Press, Sep-
tember 2018) Shakespeare for Sociopaths, (The Hedgehog 
Poetry Press, January 2019). Follow her on Twitter: (@
lolaandjolie)
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Another Day at the Office 
(Creative Nonfiction) 
by Kristin Garth 
 
 
You’re there because he chose you -  front row of his concert, Princess Lea buns and a Catholic schoolgirl skirt. 
Your small town civic center is a cheap week’s rental for his world tour rehearsal, a hotel presidential suite across 
the street, your strip club a block away. 
 
You’re 25. Your tipsy coworker is 18 – tall, lithe body, bouncy black curls. Anyone looking at you two would 
reverse your ages.  She is your crush at the club. You rub flesh together for an aging rock star, far older than your 
fathers, all week — nuzzle breasts, tweak nipples, one $20 dance at a time.  Sometimes he doesn’t even seem to 
pay attention, but you are mesmerized — not with the rock star but with the girl. 
 
His second night at the club, he invites you both to his concert front row, and for drinks after at his hotel. You 
hesitate. When you chose this life, you made rules: no private parties, nothing outside the club. You’re an exhibi-
tionist; not a prostitute.  You know yourself. You’re passive -- require boundaries. 
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Tabitha, your coworker, bounces in her chair at his invitation. Dark curls float and land across wet brown eyes, 
wooing you for your essential yes. You hear it leave your lips before you realize you’ve said it. 
 
When you tell your asexual stoner best friend Claire about your concert plans, her mouth drops. 
 
“I’ve got an article somewhere about them from the 70’s. Maybe I can find it.” 
 
She looks, unsuccessful, and then pulls a chair up close. 
 
“Something happened on a plane.  And there was an underage girl that he — it’s fucking a straight up miracle 
they didn’t go to jail.” 
 
“But they didn’t, right?  It was the 70’s, a long time ago.” You don’t even believe your own argument.  You’re only 
thinking of Tabitha. 
 
Claire shakes her head, “You can’t be alone with him.” 
 
Claire’s stories concern you, but they don’t match the paternal man who discussed progeny and poetry with you 
for a week with more enthusiasm than he seemed to garner for his double schoolgirl topless dances.  Not wanting 
to argue, you nod and change the subject. 
 
Tabitha collects you before the concert, offers a Xanax. You swallow it quickly though it’s your first, beyond anx-
ious for a reprieve from nerves. By the time his iconic songs waft in your ears, the drug whirls inside your mind. 
At the edge of the stage, he bends down as close as possible and plays to you, only you. His lips form a kiss. 
 
You lean your head against Tabatha’s chest. She takes your hand. Topless, gyrating with this girl all week, you’ve 
felt teased; here, fully clothed, holding hands, it feels stripped-nude consummated.  He looks at you, for the first 
time, a real girl in street clothes as you are a thing he could easily possess. You look away. 
 
After the concert, his assistant walks you both to the hotel. The bar downstairs is packed with fans hoping he’ll 
stop for a drink. You know he won’t. Ushered through the elevator to the top of the hotel, down a hallway inside 
a massive room, Tabitha pulls you to a couch and embraces you. You’d be happy if he never showed. 
 
When he does, he’s red-faced, a towel wrapped around his sweaty neck. 
 
“I’ll hop in the shower. Drinks are on their way.” 
 
A minute later, the assistant pulls in a cart with champagne, vodka, cheeses, an array of olives, unwrapped Her-
shey kisses. The assistant offers you a glass you sip as the rock star emerges in an oversized robe and plops down 
next to you. You lean to put down the glass, avoid a nervous spill; when you lean back, his arm is around you. 
Tabitha moves closer. 
 
The assistant lights a joint. You take a modest hit, pass it to Tabitha. Strong pot mixed with Xanax makes you 
instantly dizzy; your head finds his shoulder.  Eyes flutter closed.  He’s speaking about a son in Argentina, kids 
he’ll visit in the States. His elbow nudges. Your eyes open to a gesture, joint in fingers, towards what looks to be 
ten silver-framed photos on a credenza. 
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When your eyes leave the credenza, you see a blur that is Tabatha, on the ground between his legs, eyes glisten-
ing as they lock with yours, mouth furiously occupied. His eyes, half closed, breath only slightly affected. If your 
eyes had stayed shut, you wouldn’t have known a thing. 
 
He pats his chest. You rest your head against him, close your eyes. 
 
“Tell me about these sonnets.”   
 
“They’re weird, about stuff like this.” 
 
He laughs at your chatter and gasps, the latter not for you. Eyes closed, you feel her ministrations in the race of 
his heart. You hear chokes, smacks, pops of lips, and the slap of erect flesh. His motions shake you, on his chest 
progressively pulling you out of the coziness of deniability.  Then you are just an impediment he pushes aside, 
lunges forward.  You look away and her distinct staccato pants suggest he doesn’t finish in her mouth. 
 
Alone, you’re pulled back on his chest. Wanting no attention, your eyes remain shut.  Invisible, quiet and still. His 
heartbeat slows and you hear the faintest snort and snore. Moments later, footsteps. 
 
“He fell asleep?” 
 
Your eyes open to Tabitha’s pout, tears ready to drip down her freshly scrubbed, makeup-free face. You don’t 
want her to cry in his presence, even sleeping. You grab her hand and walk her to the bedroom, where you both 
climb on the puffy cloud bed fitting for the richest world travelers to come to your southern small town. This 
is the only way the two of you would ever be together in a presidential suite.  Puffy eyed, without makeup, she 
looks her age. Comforting her, you feel like your own. 
 
“I wanted it to be memorable. Not just—” 
 
You feel terrible. You say things you don’t know why you understand but you do. You stroke her cheek. 
 
“He’s done this thousands of times - just another day at the office.  Not like us — not like me.” 
 
You kiss her, and your hand wanders boldly between her legs. You feel a small curl of pubic hair, a damp surprise. 
She moans at your first touch. Your mouth travels to that spot below that little curl of pubic hair that bounces 
when you touch her just like the hair on her head. When you lick her, she begs for more and you are happy be-
cause it means you know what you are doing, even though you don’t.  You enjoy every lick and every squirm. It’s 
not another day at the office for you. It’s your first time with a girl. A night at a concert that turns into everything 
you always wanted.  
 
 
 
______________________________________________________________________
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A Creative Study: Artwork by Christine Stoddard

Artist’s Statement 
 

I use photography and video to explore how the digital age has both empowered and silenced women, immi-
grants, people of color, and other marginalized voices. For every #metoo or #blacklivesmatter movement, there 
are trolls producing opposing hashtags. My process is one in which analogue meets digital, mimicking how our 

real lives and online lives overlap. I make sculptures and paintings and then photograph them to merge with 
screenshots from social media. I scan clippings from books, magazines, and newspapers and composite them 
with photographs of gutted electronics. I take video footage in my neighborhood and cut it with video footage 

downloaded from free websites. 
 

Exploring feminine power and energy is integral to all that I create as an artist, both online and offline. I feel that 
energy and power everywhere in nature, which is one of the reasons why I am drawn to flora and fauna imagery 
in my work. Just as the digital age has failed to truly empower marginalized people, it has failed to solve our en-
vironmental challenges. A culture of technological obsolescence and a culture of dispensability go hand in hand. 

We must foster a culture that allows all people and nature to thrive.

Butterfly Spaceship

Border Trauma
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Christine Stoddard  has presented her artwork at the 
New York Transit Museum, the Queens Museum, the 
Poe Museum, the Ground Zero Hurricane Katrina 
Museum, Annmarie Sculpture Garden, and beyond. She 
is the author of Water for the Cactus Woman (Spuyten 
Duyvil Publishing) and the founder of Quail Bell Maga-
zine.  
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Breast Under a Microscope

Cemetery on the Wall

Faceless Among Pearls

Crab Attack (blue)
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designed by Renee Firer

Our founder, Tianna Grosch, had the luck to hold an exclusive interview with Stephanie Hut-
ton and provide some insight into her creative process and the creation of THREE SISTERS OF 
STONE in general. 
 
To create something all her own, Stephanie takes a single thread of similarity and weaves it into 
something entirely new. The first flash piece, “Blow Your House Down,” alludes to the looming 
shadow of a wolf, long ago defeated but still with its presence lurking in the corners of the sisters’ 
minds. 
 
Just like the novella-in-flash form that this work of fiction takes, Stephanie’s characters all end up 
standing alone in the end yet still depend on each other for a full understanding. It is a tragedy 
when they lose Chloe, and they are never the same again… just as I would readily argue Steph-
anie’s novella-in-flash wouldn’t be the same if it lost 1/3 of its stories. Yes, it would still function, 
but no, it would not be as clear of a picture, as wide of a view, as deep of an understanding for 
what these three sisters are going through. 
 
When I read the first flash piece “Blow Your House Down,” I almost expected there to be a real 
wolf they encountered in their lifetime. What we discover throughout is that the “wolf ” is very 
human... See what Stephanie has to say about her creative process and the work itself.

Tianna: I’m fascinated with the novella-in-flash form. Yours is the first I’ve read, and it amazes 

Interview with Stephanie Hutton
discussing her novella-in-flash, “Three Sisters of Stone” 

(published by Ellipsis Zine)
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me how each piece of flash stands on its own yet adds to the greater narrative arc as a “chapter.” 
How did you piece together each separate work of flash fiction while at the same time creating a 
whole, seamless work that could be taken apart and devoured in pieces? 
 
Stephanie: I think it’s a wonderful form and probably easier to write than an unrelated group of 
flash fiction because you already have your characters and know their past and future rather than 
each flash being unrelated. I wrote out an overall plan of what would happen in childhood, teen 
years, twenties and thirties. The fact that each flash must stand alone is a challenge as repetition 
could become tedious. But it’s also liberating – usual flash form can continue including the fo-
cus on first and last lines, a shift or movement for a character, and the freedom to step outside of 
realism in some pieces. 
 
Tianna: Why novella-in-flash? (What appealed to you about the form?) Was this style your intent 
from the beginning or did it come naturally as you wrote the story? 
 
Stephanie: Last year I pulled a bunch of my flash fiction together that all focused on a mother 
and daughter to submit to the Bath Novella in Flash Award. But it wasn’t strong enough and I 
think that forcing work together was not effective. This time, I wrote a flash based on the story of 
the Three Little Pigs which was published by Atticus Review. As soon as I’d written it I knew that 
there could be so much more to say about these three sisters. Initially I mapped out a version in 
which each flash was based on a different fairy tale. In the end, this didn’t work out as trying to 
fit into known stories was becoming more of a focus than the characters themselves. So I decided 
to treat these sisters as living in the real world and figure out how life turned out so differently 
for each. 
 
Tianna: Was it difficult to hold yourself far enough away from the old fairytale? What precautions 
or measures did you take to not “overdo” it with the comparisons to the three little pigs? 
 
Stephanie: I was teaching a workshop that included a prompt to use items in the room in a sto-
ry. There was a glass bowl on the window ledge that was unusual in that it appeared to be made 
of glass bricks. This gave me the idea for a house made of glass bricks and how that would al-
low you to see out in a distorted way. The three pigs came to mind, so I wondered how else two 
siblings may live. I think because I imagined one sister who is very controlled and hidden away, 
and another that has poor boundaries and invites anyone in, the link to the original tale was 
not overdone, which sticks, straw and brick may have led to. Ultimately the strong link was the 
diverse ways in which three siblings react to the threat of a wolf, or wolf-like figure, with some 
strategies more effective than others. 
 
Tianna: How do you think your background and experiences in psychology played into the creation 
of this psychological-heavy work? 
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Stephanie: I think characterisation is key. In all my work, I tend to think about a character’s 
attachment style, how their history manifests in their everyday life and relationships, and what 
coping mechanisms they use. This is similar to the assessment process in therapy when you and 
the client try to figure out together how things came to be as they are. I also wanted to include 
a character with neurodiversity and show a more rounded portrayal of both the challenges and 
strengths this brings, which I do with elder sister Agnes. Finally, the issue of domestic violence is 
highly relevant to my professional work. It is very common that people accessing mental health 
services have faced violence in their life, often starting in childhood. However, a traumatic start 
to life does not dictate a person’s future. I wanted to show the different paths that people can take 
from challenging circumstances. In the end, each character in the novella is doing her best to 
survive. It’s not as clear as ‘good’ and ‘bad’ ways of handling trauma: each is understandable but 
can also come at a cost. 
 
Tianna: What suggestions would you give aspiring authors of novellas-in-flash? 
 
Stephanie: Find a piece of your flash work that pulls you in, that has characters who want to tell 
you more about their story. Write out a timeline for them that can become a clue to where to 
place each of your flashes. And consider how people and relationships grow and change over 
time. There’s no rush of course, just dip in and out. You may just find that your characters come 
to life in your mind and start to write their own story. I’d also suggest a mix of approaches and 
mood, be playful and remember that even people with the most difficult of lives have moments 
of lightness, fun, love and hope. 
 
Tianna: What was the most difficult task, but also; what did you LOVE about the process (what 
made it worth it and that you would do all over again?) 
 
Stephanie: Well what was a challenge but I also loved was creating the whole novella in a short 
space of time for a competition. I’m no good without deadlines and just float around from idea 
to idea. But it was also very demanding on my time and tired brain! 
 
Tianna: Would you be able to share a tidbit of advice? 
 
Stephanie: I recommend that you read We The Animals by Justin Torres and Bottled Goods by 
Sophie Van Llewyn. These are examples of outstanding novella-in-flash that create intense read-
ing experiences which stay with you. 
 
Tianna: What’s the most valuable lesson you learned from this experience, start to finish?  
 
Stephanie: Don’t say “I can’t.” Don’t say “I haven’t time,” or “what if nobody likes it,” or “I should 
be writing it in a particular way.” Write it just the way it comes out – that’s my version of what a 
novella-in-flash looks like, which is just as valid as anyone else’s, including yours! 
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To purchase a copy of THREE SISTERS OF STONE visit : www.ellipsiszine.com/three-sisters-of-
stone-by-stephanie-hutton/
 
___________________ 

Stephanie Hutton is a clinical psychologist who came to creative writing by accident later in life. 
She has published fiction, non-fiction and poetry. In 2017/18 she was shortlisted for the Bristol 
Short Story Prize, Bath Novella-in-Flash Award, was a finalist in Aesthetica Creative Writing 
Award and won Hysteria Flash competition. Find her at stephaniehutton.com and @tiredpsych.

Three Sisters of Stone is available as print, digital or kindle editions at http://www.ellipsiszine.
com/three-sisters-of-stone-by-stephanie-hutton/
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We hope you enjoyed this first installment of Rhythm & Bones Lit. Please share the work you have 
enjoyed widely and don’t hesitate to reach out to the amazing authors, artists, photographers, etc. in 

this issue and let them know you enjoyed their work!

Thanks for reading and we look forward to having much more in store for you with our Issue Two, 
upcoming this October.

xxx

Rhythm & Bones team


