RELATIVELY
DARK BLU'E
NEITHE” o

they were so tear-stained |
that you were unable to read,

N
:
1

Aiés
‘\

‘ﬁ\ A




mtentlona”y 1mp0§31b1

P’ ')
fﬂ \

Wahtamanvalax& \ R

commo bad( around

y familiar. &

You're going back to Earth, byt

you've been slowly submerged underwater




airstyles know no bound
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watched silently from behind as she dove in—a moment of cinematic magnitude, her loose curls whipping
in the wind, she could’ve been a brave-faced, sad-eyed, vaguely beautiful woman floating in the water in
full embrace of her fate, whatever it may be. A wave crashed over her head, and then she was gone.
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; i will soon i promise :( =

" Its okay very soon I'll have
Alzheimer’s And won't even
know who you are.

Plus lll be blind from eye
degeneration and deaf from
tinnitus in my ear.

sorry i forgot ‘
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L i The pag,e ende Somehow it made sense to open with death greet it and Eet it out of the way .
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e sun was setting. That was how I saw himj

3 ST e
ubway trains in 2018. Don't take the risk.
He could see into the train windows as they passed. In the tunnels he shoved his chest in, imagining he was
a sheet of paper, the wind forcing him steadily to the wall. He noticed a young girl sleeping inside the car,

acrylic-nailed hands resting softly on her orange bag. Over her was the sign. Maybe the warning was a sign
from God, but surely he would not be the eighth. Surely he would not be.
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He could peruse the in-betweens with his eyes closed, with acute balance. It was a form of meditation
really. Much like meditation, he tried not to let anything fill his mind. Not the statistics, nor the wind.

It was the corner of the city’s mind that seemed to be meditating too. It was the place void of snippets of
flyers, billboards, conversations, varied scents and sneakers. He pursued its skeleton. He reached underneath
its streets, its clothes. And underneath he found people trying to float back up. People he couldn’t hear. A

machine pumping people from one place to another was all it really was. A circuit board like our brain is for
thoughts, sensations, the nervous system.
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Dear human friends,
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till I realize,

the clock has been ticking all the damn way.
there’s a countdown till Tlook at you and see through your fading away.

and then I wake up in that cage once again,
on all of the photos there’s only I

with my demons, the only ones who ever held
me, and my memory resets to the default.
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I think I really fell in love when I was waking up
from dreams of the Chelsea Hotel and reckoning with March.
Lou, I want to write you a letter. I don’t think you'd want to read it
To someone who's been all the badness, all the goodness.
The sea mimicking that undecided heartbeat. I think you'd
understand. I imagine that August night at Max’s was magical
I'm trying to fill in the blanks here. I'm trying to study,
your voices and make friends with everyone. We
born under the same star. hope you understand.

Caroline
Magavern
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, ( i What if the water just closed in be

hind us? refuses to be forgotten.

so that Ill be fine and he :
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isn’t this why they call it a “farewell”?
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1 didn’t know I felt that way.

BT




ho is to blame
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Finding everything okay, they
finally heading home.




