
 
 
 

S



 
 
 

LUNARIS REVIEW 
A JOURNAL OF ART AND THE LITERARY 

 

 

 

ISSUE 5 

 

 

Published in October, 2016 by Lunaris Review 

Email: africa@lunarisreview.com 

Website: www.lunarisreview.com 

 

 

Copyright © Individual Contributors, 2016 

 

 All rights reserved.   

 

Cover Art by Mufutau Apooyin 

Cover Design by Hezekiah K. Oluwadele 

Book Layout and Design by Tolulope Oke 

Without limiting the rights under copyright reserved above, no part of this 

publication may be reproduced, stored in or introduced into a retrieval system, or 

transmitted, in any form or by any means (electronic, mechanical, photocopying, 

recording or otherwise), without the written permission of both the copyright 

owner(s) (contributors) and  the publisher. 

 

mailto:africa@lunarisreview.com
http://www.lunarisreview.com/


 
 
 

 

 

 

MANAGING EDITOR                     MANUSCRIPT EDITOR 

           Eniola Cole                 Victor Ogunsola 

GRAPHICS EDITOR 

Hezekiah K. Oluwadele 

ART/PHOTOGRAPHY EDITOR 

Artist Carol Brown 

NON-FICTION/FICTION EDITOR 

Andanje Wobanda 

POETRY EDITOR 

Abeiku Arhin Tsiwah 

CO-FOUNDING EDITOR   FOUNDING EDITOR/PUBLISHER 

          Damilare Bello               Tolulope Oke 
 

 

E D I T O R I A L   T E A M 

 



 
 
 

C O N T E N T S  

Foreword – Eniola Cole       1 

In Lagos – Theophilus ‘Femi Alawonde     2  

When Blacks Ejaculate – Mbe Mbhele     3 

The Veins of the Black Continent – G. Louis Heath    5 

Contest of Distinction – Tom W. Miller      6 

this is how to live – Stanley Princewill McDaniels    16 

Lady in the Street – Victoria Griffin      17 

Two Artworks – Darrell Urban Black     19 

Tears that Freeze – Nicole Fougère      21 

In a Room Papered with Calendars - J. J. Steinfeld    25 

One Art – G. Timothy Gordon      26 

Vaginas – Michael Fontana       27 

Cartoons – Ricky Garni       30 

Generative Genesis of Grammar – Yuan changming    31 

Two Artworks – Mufutau Apooyin      32 

Projections – Isaac Birchmier       34 

About the Contributors          50 

 

 



 

 
 

 

Foreword 

When someone received a knock on the head with a hammer or an anvil,  

a huge banana would grow out of their scalp. For years, I couldn't eat bananas... 

 

hese lines are from Ricky Garni’s "Cartoon" written in an amusing literary 

fashion. One would definitely get caught in its web of aesthetic fascination. 

Words cannot fully express the amusement of words; the staccato of artistic strokes 

and the beauty in lines when you flip through the pages of Issue 5. 

      There are no limitations, except the ones we create for ourselves. At Lunaris 

Review, we have yet again pushed the creativity boundaries, and have achieved a 

mark of literary finesse, bringing you the best of different artists. We have done a 

bit more by capturing the true essence of art and literature: our hybrid piece "My 

Saviour" by Maribella Genova breathes in a new phase of literary expression, or 

better put, “a landmark achievement in the realm of modern psychological English 

prose fiction” according to Dr. Dalip Khetarpal.  

Dear readers, with all pomp and pageantry, we are pleased to present the 

awesomeness of Lunaris Review’s Issue 5. If you were to take a day off from the 

troubles of the world, where would you go? Nicole Fougère knows exactly where to 

go. Or should we speak life into the eccentric capture of “Women in Vanity”? We 

would leave that for you to decide. Enough cannot be said of "Vagina". It is that 

deep and deep does many things. The “Generative Genesis of Grammar” with its 

play on words is another remarkable piece. We have garnered the finest reads and 

we hope to satiate your reading appetite. 

      Dear lovely readers, we urge your continual readership and hope you find this 

Issue interesting enough to catch your fancy. To those who entrusted us their works 

and those who gave us the opportunity to share their creativity, we are grateful.  

     We wish you a pleasant reading. 

Eniola Cole 

Managing Editor, Lunaris Review 
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Theophilus ‘Femi Alawonde1 

 In  Lagos 

irst time in Lagos- 

my daydreams meet 

disappointment.  

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

                                                 
1 “In Lagos” by Theophilus ‘Femi Alawonde, the poet tells in reality the true nature 

confronted in intra-country migration, somehow pushing beyond the intricacies of 

our continental territorial emigrant issue. A situation that faggots many African 

youth seeking greener pastures in cities after exiting the beauties of their rural 

homes. – Abeiku Arhin Tsiwah 
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Mbe Mbhele 

When Blacks Ejaculate 2 

 EJACULATED AND NOTHING CHANGED. My mother called me to tell me 

that she misses me and I still do not understand what she meant. Regardless I 

told her that I miss her too. It has been a while since I have been honest and it is 

primarily because of fear. Fear to speak the truth because often those who do get 

isolated. They are treated as though they have a contagious disease, leprosy of some 

sort. I do not know who birthed in me the fear of being isolated. The world perhaps 

has not given me a chance to dance to the peaceful rhythm of being alone.  

I want to speak about people. I want to gossip on the page. I want to tear it with 

brutal observations of a world that claims to be true and real but only sustain itself 

on lies. I want to write a story about a barber that knows nothing but dreams and 

nightmares but still struggles to differentiate between the two. I want to write about 

school teachers who can’t listen to music, school teachers who only hear guns and 

knives in silence. There is no voice inside me and there is no inside. There is just a 

surface, confusion in a sentence. The knee and the elbow are not cousins. My skin 

colour and my thoughts are not familiar to each other. I have lied, not only to me 

but to us. What use are these guitars and trumpets when there is nothing but 

emptiness inside? 

                                                 
2 “When Blacks Ejaculate” is a psycho-philosophical evaluation of identity: both 

the collective and the individual. What is its place? Its repercussion? The 

consequence of this dichotomy?  – Damilare Bello 
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I was never young and never old, time died prematurely and I had no ways of 

tracing the Sun. I have been living in darkness for a long time and I have no 

memory of any other place. Light has disappeared without a trace. I remember only 

the rattling of empty pots and the growling of empty stomachs. That is the only 

sound that I am familiar with and the only sound that I understand. Days and nights 

have remained the same. The city has always been sleepless and cold. The winter 

has run all years long, centuries perhaps, with nothing but shackles around my 

ankles as shelter. Sleeping in alleyways and pavements and in a different world like 

I am some sort of caveman. The cold of the day and freezing of the night could 

always be felt between the spaces of my teeth. There are only a few that were brave 

enough to survive outside. The others did not have to be brave. It was enough that 

they were black and therefore had to adapt and survive outside and I was one of 

them. I never knew what people were listening to, jazz became strange. The only 

sound that was within my ears reach was the sound of screeching tyres and roaring 

buses. This was after I had decided to leave home and become a hobo. The only art 

that was within my reach was installations of stabbed bodies after every payday. I 

would go to the art to observe it and feel its texture. Should I find any cell phone, 

wrist watch or bank note I would take it. Make it mine, temporarily.  

I ejaculated and nothing happened.   
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G. Louis Heath 

The Veins of the Black Cont inent 3 

ollow railroads into the interior for corporate 

greed to extract whatever glitters to the colonists’  

eyes. The venous system does not connect inland.  

It branches direct to Dakar, Conakry, Accra, Lagos,  

Maputo, Nouakchott, Djibouti, Mombasa, Libreville, 

where veins are opened and blood let. The manifests  

of the container ships read Enough Is Never Enough. 

The vast, infinite cargo, sweated from ebony spines,  

clawed from the Earth, first milk of Mother Africa, 

thins the blood, weakens the bones of the myriad  

tribes who comprise the great continent and who  

hope the better angels of Western culture may soon  

fledge from their moribund nests and fly. Africa has 

seen this movie before, though in black and white. 

 

 

 

 

                                                 
3 “The Veins of the Black Continent” tells of a continent written in erroneous 

historical precedents – by shaming the forgetful ones who think Africa is a 

presumed land of nothingness, he says boldly, “Africa has seen this movie before, 

though in black and white.” – Abeiku Arhin Tsiwah 
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Tom W. Miller  

Contest  of  Dis t inct ion 4 

ROM THE UPPER TIER OF THE AMPHITHEATER, James watched a 

biomedical engineering student rise from his seat and walk toward the stage 

where he would receive his diploma. Dr. Andrea Schminter, wearing a velvety, 

octagonal tam that James associated with Flemish painting, stood at a podium and 

leaned into a microphone. “With high distinction,” she said, denoting the graduate’s 

honors in modern English instead of the traditional levels of laude that few people 

could decipher.  

James’s older brother John, a new Master of Science, sat on stage in a small 

group of graduate students accepting advanced degrees today. John had already 

completed his stroll of glory, but he and his family had to sit patiently through the 

seventy or so undergraduates who had yet to receive their cherished scroll. In the 

seat to his right, James’s mother continued to click uninteresting photos of John, 

who sat motionless and expressionless in his chair. In the seat to her right, James’s 

father rested his eyes and breathed deeply.  

Dr. Schminter announced another name. A young woman, the top of her cap 

decorated in a pink paisley pattern, stood up and walked down the aisle. James 

listened for one of the three honorary levels, “distinction,” “high distinction,” and 

“highest distinction,” but no such honor was forthcoming from the announcer’s lips. 

                                                 
4 Among the lot this is my favourite story. It took me back to arguing with my 

sisters about chores and how we always need to stand up for ourselves once in a 

while. – Andanje Wobanda 

F 



 

Lunaris Review    Issue 5 

 
 

 
 
 

   
 

7                 

A few people in the amphitheater’s lower level cheered for their graduate, violating 

strict instructions to hold applause until all the names had been called.  

“She squeaked through and she’s just happy to be here,” said Jenny, James’s 

twin sister who sat to his left. He turned to look at her. Though Jenny was only 

three minutes older than he was and possessed many of the same facial features, 

James was often amazed that they had coexisted in the same womb. She was 

assertive and bossy, while he avoided confrontation. Jenny preferred individual 

accomplishment and achievement, while James took more pleasure from 

contributing to a team effort.  

James felt the need to advocate for the young graduate in the paisley cap. “In a 

major like biomedical engineering, that’s still something,” he said, keeping his 

voice low.  

“When it’s my turn to do this in five years, I’m not going to be satisfied with a 

distinction-less graduation, and neither will you.”  

“You’re probably right,” said James.  

“That brings up another thought,” said Jenny. “If we graduate on the same day, 

I guess neither of us will have to do the dishes then.”  

“Mom will get Dad to do them,” said James.  

“Too bad for you that’s not the case tonight. Mom’s preparing a Thanksgiving-

level dinner. It’s your day to do them and you’re going to be at the sink for an 

hour.”  

James knew their spacious farmhouse sink was already full of dirty dishes 

because he had helped Mom by peeling and slicing potatoes, while Jenny had hid in 

her room and probably watched a reality television show on her phone. Today was 

James’s day in the twins’ rotation, but the special banquet that Mom was preparing 

put the day in a special category.  

James’s reflexive response to his big sister’s exertion of will was to just go 

ahead and do them. He knew, though, that he had to start standing up for himself. 
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John’s graduation reminded James that he himself would soon embark on his life’s 

journey outside the home, where his parents would not be able to intercede on his 

behalf. It would be better to start his training now, in a safe environment, by 

refusing to give into somebody that was obligated to love him forever.  

“Afraid not, sis,” said James. “We rotate on the big days. I did Easter, so 

you’ve got tonight.”  

“No way,” said Jenny. “Ask Mom.”  

James leaned toward his mother, who was still looking through her phone at 

her masterful son. “Mom, shouldn’t it be Jenny’s turn to do the dishes this evening 

since it’s going to be a huge meal and I did them on Easter?”  

“I think you should do them together,” said James’s mother without moving 

her eye from the phone’s camera shutter. “Many hands make light work. I trust that 

you and Jenny can hash it out.”  

James nodded and did not try to change his mother’s mind. He found that he 

actually preferred to fight this battle himself. James moved back toward his sister 

and relayed his mother’s edict. “That’s a terrible idea,” said Jenny. “If we work 

together tonight, we’ll have to work together every holiday for the rest of our lives. 

How about rock-paper-scissors, three out of five?”  

While this seemed like a fair solution, Jenny had a distinct advantage at this 

game. While James was bereft of psychic powers, his sister Jenny had received an 

ability to mind meld with her twin. He needed a contest where his sister could not 

predict his next move.  

On stage, Professor Schminter called another name. Up popped a young man, 

wearing a gown but no cap, his long beard hanging eight inches below his chin and 

his wild locks compressed into a man bun on top of his head. James waited for the 

announcer to state his honor level, but she remained silent as the new graduate 

climbed onto the stage and shook hands with the dean. 

“I kind of feel bad for the ones who have no distinction at all,” said James.  
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“Oh, I could have called that,” said Jenny.  

“I thought you didn’t stereotype.”  

“I don’t, but in that case it was totally obvious.”  

An idea occurred to James, and he had his alternative to rock-paper-scissors. 

“If it’s so obvious to you, then put your money where your mouth is. It looks like 

they have about fifty names left to call. Whoever can predict the correct distinction 

level in the most people does not have to do the dishes.”  

Jenny smiled at the idea. She obviously felt that she had the advantage in such 

a contest. “Ok,” she said, “you’re on.”  

James knew that Jenny treasured her powers of personal perception. While 

James always thought the best of strangers—his “butterflies and gumdrops” 

perspective, as Jenny liked to call it—his sister claimed an ability to glimpse a 

person’s true self after very little contact. Just because she was right that one time, 

about Trevor Shifflett, Jenny considered herself wiser than her younger brother.  

James and Trevor had been friends, or so he thought, back in the third grade 

during his mild obsession with Twinkies. Mom had refused to buy the cream-filled 

sponge cakes, so James had used his own allowance money to purchase them. 

When Trevor, the best athlete in the class, started sitting next to James at lunch, 

James would split his precious Twinkie two-pack with his new friend. Jenny had 

insisted that Trevor was only using James for his Twinkies, but James did not 

believe it. He thought the new friendship was based on a common love of soccer, 

and Trevor was going to come over and play as soon his dad had the time to take 

him.  

When James started leaving his Twinkies at home, however, Trevor moved to 

another table. When he saw Trevor eating Matthew Johnson’s beloved pudding cup, 

James knew that Jenny had been right.  

Jenny had never said “I told you so,” but from that point on, James had always 

detected an air of superiority in her eyes. Subsequent events had reinforced this 
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attitude. Jenny had won many individual honors on the tennis court and the track, 

while James could only claim to be a middling soccer player on a mediocre team. 

Jenny had made an A in chemistry last year, while James had settled for a B.  

This contest was an opportunity for James to demonstrate how he had grown 

and matured since succumbing to the Great Twinkie Scam. Not only would he stand 

up to his sister and avoid doing a hellacious load of dishes, but he could show Jenny 

that he now possessed mad discernment skills.  

The next name called belonged to a slender Asian woman with smooth, 

shoulder-length black hair. She did not even crack a grin as she walked down the 

aisle. James sensed that this graduation was not a milestone for her, but only a first 

step on the road to an eventual doctorate and Nobel Prize.  

“Highest,” said James.  

“High,” said Jenny a moment later.  

“With high distinction,” said the announcer with precise diction.  

Jenny looked at her brother with a triumphant grin, as if she were sending a 

telepathic “butterflies and gumdrops” taunt. “You’re a racist,” she said.  

“She looked very serious,” said James.  

“She looked very Asian. Like you said, biomedical engineering is hard. Even 

Asians are going to falter sometimes.”  

Both siblings guessed wrong on the next three names, but then another Asian 

woman stood up. She had decorated the top of her cap with a layer of glitter, and as 

she walked, the sparkling teeth in her broad smile complemented the decoration.  

James remembered the woman in the paisley cap. Her graduation had needed 

no distinction at all to be a huge accomplishment for both herself and her family. 

Then again, that graduate had been Caucasian.  

“High,” said Jenny, going with what was becoming her typical Asian 

prediction.  
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James weighed the factors and made a decision. “None,” he said. They both 

waited for Professor Schminter to speak, but as the camera flashed on the woman’s 

special moment, it became clear that she would receive no additional glory.  

“Lucky guess,” said Jenny, trying to goad her brother into revealing his 

reasoning.  

James refused to take the bait and kept his eyes toward the stage. His days of 

giving away Twinkies were over. With the score tied and the competitive juices 

flowing in each of the twins, a melting pot of young men and women, their robes 

the same deep shade of red but their skin a multitude of colors, processed down the 

aisle. Each time a graduate rose, James made a reflexive, split-second judgment 

based on appearance and demeanor. He then crafted a story about the person that 

supported his initial reaction.  

A lovely young Indian woman rose from her seat. James imagined her parents 

urging her towards a perfect GPA, but the persistent attention of her male 

classmates—interest that she never received from the narrow-minded, immature 

boys in high school—ate into her study time.  

“Regular,” said James.  

“Highest,” said Jenny.  

“With highest distinction,” said the announcer. Jenny flashed another satisfied 

smirk as she held up two fingers for James to see.  

An African-American woman stood. She walked toward the stage with a poise 

and confidence that surpassed any of the other graduates James had seen to this 

point. She probably sat on the front row in every class and assumed leadership roles 

in her extensive slate of extracurricular activities.  

“High,” said James.  

“Regular,” said Jenny.  

“With high distinction,” said the announcer. James felt his sister’s surprised 

eyes look at him, but his concentration had already focused on the next graduate.  
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After numerous wrong guesses from each sibling, James pulled ahead on 

another decorated cap prediction. Jenny finally picked up on the connection. When 

another graduate stood, her cap covered with stars and bows, both James and Jenny 

scored a point. Jenny tied the score with a random guess about an average-looking 

Anglo-Saxon male.  

The next woman who stood up made James momentarily forget about the 

contest. Her face could have been in a fashion magazine and her long, honey-blond 

hair flowed down the back of her robe. She walked with perfect posture and her 

high heels accentuated her long, slender calves.  

“Blond,” said Jenny. “I’m going with regular.”  

James knew at once that bias had clouded his sister’s judgment. This goddess 

now could have been a model or could have gone to college for an easy degree and 

a rich husband, but she had chosen biomedical engineering. She wanted to prove to 

the world that she had brain power behind her angelic face. 

“High,” said James.  

“With highest distinction,” said the announcer.  

“Impressive,” said Jenny, acknowledging her mistake. James’s instinct had 

been right, but he had not gone far enough.  

As the announcer approached the end of the alphabet, James was up by a single 

point. The next graduate had an acne-ridden face and a scrawny body. His cap sat 

atop an oily shock of bowl-cut hair.  

Those who could not socialize, studied, reasoned James. It was only a question 

of whether he would go with high or highest distinction.  

“High,” said James.  

“Regular,” said Jenny.”  

“With distinction,” said the professor at the podium.  

“Tie game,” said Jenny, no longer cocky.  
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Two graduates remained to be called. Tobias Yellen had the pale skin of a 

bookworm, but to the siblings’ surprise, he had garnered no honors from his extra 

study time.  

Professor Schminter announced the name of Stephanie Zimballa, the final 

candidate in this year’s pool of biomedical engineering students. The graduate was 

of Hispanic origin, not fat but slightly overweight. As she heard her name called, 

she stood up and her smile lit up the amphitheater. In the front row of the lower 

level, Stephanie’s families raised their right fists in celebration but did not shout or 

in any way vocalize their joy.  

Stephanie had decorated her cap for the occasion, but she had chosen a unique, 

square version of the black and white yin yang. Her design suggested a depth and 

distinction here that the other cap decorators lacked.  

As James debated his decision, his mind flashed to Gary, the middle-aged man 

who toiled in the kitchen of the fast food restaurant where James worked. For the 

first three months of his employment, James had watched Gary juice lemons, chop 

cabbage and perform other mindless andmundane tasks. The thought of Gary’s 

plight motivated James to work harder at school so he would not share a similar 

fate.  

Then James returned from a week of family vacation. During a break, as James 

sat in the kitchen and ate waffle fries, Gary asked him where he had gone the 

previous week, and a conversation began. James learned that the taciturn kitchen 

maestro had a led a rich and full life. Gary had visited all fifty states, all of the 

major national parks, had a wife, three children, two grandchildren, fourteen aunts 

and uncles, and hundreds of cousins. Gary, as it turned out, was the most interesting 

person that James had ever met.  

In that moment, James realized that he had been deceiving himself now and 

ever since the third grade when he lost his Twinkies. Jenny had gotten it right with 

Trevor, and some of the fiction he had created today may have been accurate, but it 
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was almost impossible to really know another human being. Even the apparent 

correlation between cap decorating and lack of distinction could have been more 

statistical anomaly than scientific fact.  

Though he now understood that discernment was useless in the present 

situation, James still desperately wanted to win this contest. He thought about the 

dining room table that would soon be laden with bowls, platters and gravy boats 

that would all need to be rinsed and wiped before going into the dishwasher. He 

visualized the pots and pans with their dried-on, crusty residue, stacked in the sink, 

yearning to be scrubbed. Jenny was right: whoever did the dishes tonight would be 

standing at the sink for close to an hour.  

More than the dishes, though, James wanted to defeat his sister and regain the 

full and equal respect of the one person he truly did know. Jenny loved him and was 

his best friend, but there had been an imbalance in their relationship since the third 

grade. This was his chance to restore harmony.  

James had to make a decision about Stephanie Zimballa. He knew he was 

blindly guessing, but his mind could not help but grasp at some kind of pattern to 

assist him. He selected a distinction level he had not heard in a while.  

“High,” said James.  

“None,” said Jenny, sticking with the decorated cap connection.  

“With distinction,” said the Dr. Schminter into the microphone.  

As the dean of the college of engineering took over the podium from the 

mellifluous female professor, James and Jenny looked at each other.  

“So after all that, we tied,” said James.  

“Well done, little brother,” said Jenny. “That cap decorating thing was a good 

call.”  

“Thanks,” said James. While he had not won, he thought he had accomplished 

his goal.  

“We could still do rock-paper-scissors, three out of five,” said Jenny.  
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“We’re not doing rock-paper-scissors. You always beat me at rock-paper-

scissors.”  

“Only because you’re so predictable, bro. So what do you want to do? Flip a 

coin?”  

James pondered the offer. The solution seemed fair, but he thought that this 

time, it might be best for there not to be a winner. “I think we should split up the 

duties, just this one time. One of us can rinse all the dishes and silverware, and the 

other one can do the big pots and pans. But come Thanksgiving, you’re still doing 

them all.” 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



 

Lunaris Review    Issue 5 

 
 

 
 
 

   
 

16                 

 

 

Stanley Princewill McDaniels 

`  th is  is  how to l ive 5 

eparate soul from water & 

living becomes a lonely road  

in the life of a radio 

if living is a song, how do i sing? 

how do i sing when my voice is an empty stream,  

how do i sing when my voice tastes like teardrops 

from the ruins of a broken god? 

he said, first, open your mouth into a shadow 

it is the exit out of oblivion 

each day opens like a double door so, 

open yourself to the colours of a rainbow  

to liberate a chimney filled with pain smouldering out 

as music notes to a sad song 

he said, it takes light to separate a shadow 

from a body, to be as soft & beautiful 

as the world beneath the sea;  

living is the flow of water. take a dip 

 

 

                                                 
5 “this is how to live” harmonizes terrestrial-existentialism with philosophies. He 

ends the blaze.... “living is the flow of water. Take a dip”. – Abeiku Arhin Tsiwah 

s 
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Victoria Griffin 

Lady in  the Street  

EAR MAMA, 

I’ve wanted to tell you something. I’ve been holding it in and winding it 

up like a toy so that it marches around my insides, trampling my stomach 

and poking holes in my lungs. (By now they probably look like Daddy’s did right 

before he died, like rotten Swiss cheese.) I’ve wanted to tell you so long, I feel like 

the words are raised on my skin showing through for everyone to see. I can’t keep 

them anymore. I don’t want them. There is enough of me for the world to see and 

scrape and judge. So I’m writing to give them back to you: 

Fuck you! Fuck you fuck you FUCK YOU. 

Did you know what you were doing to me? When you slipped out in the middle 

of the night? You took my bottle and my heart and left your ghost walking the halls. 

You took Daddy’s strength and left his carcass and his cigarettes. 

Now I wander around Chicago because it’s not Georgia, because you’re not 

here. But I’m not really here either. I don’t have a life, I don’t have anything. I 

work temporary jobs as a secretary, and I sleep with men who buy me fruity drinks 

on the weekends. I look at picture frames in the store and know I don’t have a damn 

picture to fill them. 

I can’t look at myself in the mirror before the foundation and blush and 

eyeliner and mascara. I can’t look until I’ve made myself into a clown to laugh at. 

D 
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I see a woman on the street sometimes, long gray hair and shoes too small for 

her feet. I don’t know who she is, but the way she looks at me makes me see 

myself. Her eyes are soft. They caress my face like a child petting a kitten. 

She’s the reason I’m writing to you. 

Because when I see her on the sidewalk, when she looks at me instead of 

passing with her head down like everyone else, I become very aware that I’m 

wearing red high heels from the night before and that I smell of men’s body wash. I 

feel a magnifying glass hovering over me. The sun burns. 

I see her in the rain, no umbrella, her gray hair plastered to her skull. I see her 

in the winter, no coat, no boots, skin dark as if it were July. I want to ask who she 

is, but how can I when I can’t even ask myself why I screwed the bartender the 

night before? 

This letter is addressed to you, but I’m sending it for me. I’m sending it so that 

I can forget about what I’m not. I’m sending it so that I can speak to the gray-haired 

lady in the street. 

Sincerely, fuck you, 

The Daughter You Could Have Had 

# 

Two weeks later, an envelope marked 

Return to Sender 

Deceased 

### 
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Darrell Urban Black 

Women Seated at  the Vani ty 6 

                                                 
6 Masking the face into many colours of a yellow mind-boggling globe, a savouring 

journey into a silence of deep brownstone. Blending reds, blues and greens: a bold 

colourful journey. – Artist Carol Brown 
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A Real ly  Bad Trip 7 

                                                 
7 Overcrowding attractions of beautiful colours peppered on a mixture of road maps 

of a mask. – Artist Carol Brown. 
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Nicole Fougère 

Tears that  Freeze  

 AM CROUCHING BY A RIDGE. Knees curled up. Back to stone. I don’t want 

to go over the ridge because the wind frightens me. It folds me like paper. It’s 

dark. So dark: I can’t see what’s beyond the ridge. Only a small pile of stones that 

lets me know I am still somewhere on the path. Somewhere. Way down I can see 

the orange scar of a town. It’s really far down. I am as high as an airplane.  

IT’S 5:30AM. I started walking over three hours ago. I think Jeff and Farzim started 

out about an hour or so after me. I have more than ten hours of trekking to go to 

make the summit and get back down to camp. I know I have to keep going, but I 

can’t, I can’t bring myself to go farther. Not just yet. 

Jeff’s headlamp bobs into view. "You made it!" he says.  

"Oh I have? That’s encouraging." This is the crossroads, he explains, the 

choice point where the path splits. I can turn right for the short mountain or I can 

keep going left for the tall mountain. I choose the tall mountain of course, even 

though I’m scared. Jeff doesn’t need to ask. 

But the tall mountain is not the one I’d originally wanted to climb. I’d coveted 

an even taller one. “Too tall, too expensive, too dangerous, too cold,” said the man 

in the park office. Jeff and Farzim had wanted to climb that other mountain too. We 

three are refugees of that dream, scrounging around to prove ourselves on this new 

terrain. The park office man sent us here, to El Plata, The Silver, a summit of 6000 

metres. Not the tallest, but still very tall. Hardly anyone has heard of El Plata. There 

I 



 

Lunaris Review    Issue 5 

 
 

 
 
 

   
 

22                 

are just the three of us up here. If something happens, there’s no base camp doctors, 

no satellite phones, no helicopter rescue. We are on our own. 

“My fingers...” I hold up my hands. They are covered in my extra pair of 

woolen socks. I wore those socks for several days of hiking. They are stained with 

the dust of the path. I wear them anyway cause I have lost feeling in the end of my 

fingers. I ball my hands into hard fists because the pain is more reassuring than the 

numbness. I don’t explain how the expensive gloves I bought last week were not 

enough. Really not enough.  

“Here take mine,” Jeff says and gives me the gloves off his hands. ¨I have 

mittens too.” I put his gloves right over the socks. I do not push my fingers through, 

but keep my hands awkwardly curled inside. 

“My water froze.”  In fact the water in the straw from my water pouch froze 

almost immediately after leaving the tent this morning. And I’ve climbed a chunk 

of altitude since then. It’s even colder up here. How cold is it I wonder? 

“That happens,” Jeff says and pulls out his water bottle, smartly wrapped in 

insulation. He passes it to me and I drink what I can, but the cold water slices down 

my insides and makes me shiver. 

“Drink more,” he insists and I do as I am bid. 

I stand and together we cross the top of the ridge. The wind strikes me with a 

shocking violence. I stumble backwards.  

“There’s no clear path here so I’m just going to head towards the top of the 

glacier. Follow my light, ok?” 

“Ok,” I say, but I can’t see the glacier. And suddenly he’s gone. Not a man but 

a speck of light in the distance. I do my best to follow. 

Walking, walking, walking... 

 

FARZIM’S LIGHT COMES INTO VIEW from over the ridge behind me. He 

catches up quickly. 
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“I need your help.” I must put on an extra layer of clothing but there are things 

my hands can’t do right now like open the plastic snaps on my pack or pull 

zippers. “My water froze,” I repeat. I don’t know why but this still astonishes and 

annoys me.  

“Mine froze too,” he says. 

Farzim is careful and patient. Off with my raincoat. Off with my down jacket. 

On with my hoodie. On again the down jacket and raincoat. I am shaking badly by 

the end of this operation but grateful for the extra layer and the help.  

“You know there is no shame in going down if you are cold,” Farzim says. 

“It’s not worth losing a finger.” 

I hadn’t yet considered that it could be possible to lose a finger. 

And then he pushes ahead too. For a while I have the comfort of both little 

lights, kind eyes looking back at me. But one by one they go over the next hill. 

Blink, blink and gone. Now it’s just me and the glacier.  

 

I’M CLOSE ENOUGH TO SEE IT, iridescent purple in the starlight. A huge 

unruly beast. Still, but alive. The glacier looks soft against the sharp shale under my 

feet. I walk towards it. With each step I tug in cold air. Empty air. At more than 

5000 meters there is half the oxygen than at sea level. That stale wind blows in the 

space between my hood and neck. It prods me and examines my corners. It yanks at 

my feet as I walk like the current of a river. I hate it. I hate that wind. My lungs are 

starved, my mind shriveled. Is that glacier getting bigger? I’ll never get around it. 

I’m so tired. I should rest. If only I could rest, just for a little, in that glacier say, 

then maybe I would sleep until the sun comes and the wind goes away. Yes sleep. 

Sleep is what is needed. I want to sleep, now. Sleep now. That glacier looks cozy. I 

could sleep there. Please let me sleep. 

And I remember suddenly my Grade Eleven English Course where we studied 

old Canadian short stories. We nicknamed the class, “Snow, Death and the 
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Promised Land.” Characters were often falling asleep in snow banks. It wasn’t 

good. It didn’t help.  

I force my feet forward.  

Walking, walking, walking... 

BEYOND THE GLACIER THE PATH IS CLEAR, a licorice strip against the dark 

chocolate mountain. Why can I see the path now when I couldn’t before? I spin and 

look to the east behind me. The first cherry stain is seeping into the fabric of the 

sky. Dawn! The night will end and it will be ok! I will be ok. I turn back and for the 

first time I see where I am. Mountains and mountains and mountains. So many. 

Waves of rock with a froth of snow. A small laugh floats from my throat. I’m 

already higher than most of them. Except one. I see her then for the first time. 

Aconcagua, the beautiful mountain that called me here. A head taller than even the 

mountain I’m on now. Aconcagua, the one I wanted to climb. She is graceful and 

proud dressed in morning pinks.  

Then something hits me hard. Harder than that wind that makes me hunch. 

Harder than the pain in my hands. A year ago I put a photo of Aconcagua on my 

computer desktop. I see now that this photo was taken exactly from here in dawn 

light. I was called here to this view, not to that other mountain. I was always meant 

to be here.  

I weep. But just a little, because I am afraid the tears will freeze to my face.  

The first sunray is caramelizing the crest of the hill ahead. I must get there. I 

will be warmer there. I must walk to the light. To the light. 

Walking, walking, walking... 
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J. J. Steinfeld8 

In  a Room Papered wi th  Calendars  

ou stand there arms folded 

against your chest 

a defiance as woeful 

as it is inadequate 

sadness returns to you 

despite the rearranging 

in daylight anticipating night 

such tricks on and off stage. 

You close your eyes 

beg for just one or two words 

from lips lost to time 

(maybe a description more apt: 

betrayed by time) 

time both muscular and cunning 

even a month of whiskeys 

would not return a single touch. 

You unfold your arms 

somewhat acknowledge the days 

then in a room papered with calendars 

seek a gesture that will approximate 

courage and timelessness. 

  

 

                                                 
8 J. J. Steinfeld’s “In a Room Papered with Calendars” is a cyclic atmosphere of 

intoned sentiments and bagged feelings. – Abeiku Arhin Tsiwah 
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G. Timothy Gordon 

One Art 9 
 

. . . something beyond themselves, beyond words. 

-Celan- 

here’s a scent that can’t be defined 

Like breathless painting, music, dance 

Unplowed yet into sentient fields,    

Graphic grey-mists hovering water,   

That won’t be read or turned to tongue 

But be lived in its own skin as attar  

From nard or musk, commingled  

Jungle flora, balm from incense forests  

Or fetid, pressed-against-the-pavement  

Hog-nosed weasels littering freeway ditches,  

Splatters and drips reeking formidable life  

Without intrusive name, logic, their rank 

Ineffable, what we can’t arrest as our own 

Smart and sensible and very own keepsake. 

 

 

 

 

                                                 
9 “One Art” is filled with nostalgia; heavily laden with solitude. – Abeiku Arhin 

Tsiwah 
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Michael Fontana 

Vaginas 

’D LIKE TO ORDER AN ENDLESS SUPPLY OF VAGINAS, 

please,” I said to the clerk. 

“I’m sorry.  We’re fresh out of vaginas today.” 

“Look, this is the Addict-O-Mart.  I am addicted to sex, with a propensity and 

hunger especially for vaginas.  How can you be out?” 

“Plenty of penises down aisle 8.” 

“Not interested,” I said, even though I briefly considered the option in my 

head.  “The stress of this is going to kill me, you know.” 

“You might try a new store across the way.  The Dalai-Lama-O-Rama.  Sure to 

soothe your aching soul.” 

I shook my head and pounded my fist on the countertop.  “Thanks a bunch.” 

I did not walk to the Dalai-Lama-O-Rama. I walked out of the shopping arcade 

entirely.  When I passed an alley, a voice emerged from the shadows.  “Psst.” 

“What?”  I said to the sky. 

“Psst!”  The sound from the shadows called out louder, followed by a vaguely 

palpable presence behind it.  “I hear you need a vagina.” 

“I need hundreds of vaginas.  Limitless vaginas.” 

“Oh I got just what you need,” the voice said with a lilt. 

“But it’ll cost you.” 

“Name your price,” I said, nearly in the shadows myself. 

“Your soul,” the voice said calmly. 

“I 
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“Done.  Don’t believe I have one anyway.” 

“That’s where you’re wrong.  Dead wrong.  But I’ll take it if you’re not using 

it.” A deft set of fingers wiggled from the shadows, touched my beard and then 

retracted. 

I felt somehow lighter, yet more sullen than ever.  “What did you just do?” 

“Snatched your soul,” the voice said.   

“So you’re the devil?” 

“No such creature. “  The voice dropped to a whisper.  “I’m God.” 

“God?  God doesn’t deal in illicit vaginas.” 

“You’ve been away from me too long, my friend.  I deal in all sorts of 

addictive paraphernalia, from vaginas to heroin.  Just giving my creation what it 

thinks it needs.  What it prays for.”  God took a whimsical pause.  “How often each 

day do you pray for a vagina?” 

“All day.Every day.” 

“Not for a full woman, a person, a human being.  Just for the tiny sexual 

apparatus, free of any context whatsoever.” 

“Yes.” 

“Pretty sad for someone of your age.” 

“I agree.  But it’s what I pray for.” 

“And I am giving you what you pray for.” 

“So you’re saying, God, that if I prayed for something other than vaginas, I 

might receive it?” 

“Depends on the prayer.  How earnest, heart-felt, sincere and serious.  You’re 

very sincere about vaginas.” 

“I love vaginas.  Don’t like the power they have over me, but love them.” 

“You’ve allowed that small article of flesh to become your God instead of me.  

It’s sad really.  Especially when most women can’t stand you.” 
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“Men either,” I admitted. “Nobody. At least the vagina is a step toward 

intimacy.” 

“Physical intimacy maybe, except for you it’s removed from all context.  

You’re running from intimacy, not toward it.  Your desire is reductive.  True 

intimacy is expansive and contains the wholeness of the other person.” 

“But I don’t know how to deal with people.” 

“So you’re basically an outcast from the human race, and yet your solemn 

prayer is for a vagina.  Do you realize how ridiculous that is?  I mean, if you were 

transgendered inside and wanted the vagina to make you whole, I could see that.  

But you want to keep it separate from you but just use it like an inkwell.  And not 

just one, like most people.  You want thousands of them.” 

“All of them,” I said. 

“You want all of them.”  God sighed.  “And what good do you suppose will 

transpire if you have all of them?” 

“One of them will fix me.” 

“You realize how Freudian this all is.  Mother issues, trying to retreat back into 

the vagina.  Repetition compulsion. On and on. 

“Yes.  But maybe the right woman can fix it.” 

“No one can fix it but you, and you don’t want to take on that much work.” 

For some reason, this made me cry.  God handed me a sodden white 

handkerchief from the shadows.  “Want to change your prayer?”  God asked. 

I did.  I stood there and prayed for wholeness.  I received neither it nor a 

vagina.  Just God’s footsteps growing distant down the alley, as if on another 

mission of grace. 
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Ricky Garni10 

Cartoons 

hen someone received a knock on the head with a hammer or an anvil 

a huge banana would grow out of their scalp. For years I couldn’t eat 

bananas  

and I was worried when I saw a hammer. I never saw an anvil. Now I realize that  

I like bananas. I just don’t like head bananas. Sometimes I look for an anvil,  

but not very enthusiastically. When I really need one, it will show up.  

In the meantime, I shall move to a country of bananas and I shall be pleased  

with the things I find there and of course the danger will also excite me. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

                                                 
10 Ricky Garni’s “Cartoons” enthusiastically melts under the tongue when read 

aloud. It is a healing of expression! – Abeiku Arhin Tsiwah 
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Y u a n  C h a n g m i n g  

Generat ive  Genesis of  Grammar 11 

ay 1: Let there be language, God says 

  Then there was language 

 And all otherness became loose thoughts 

Day 2: God created all nouns 

  Giving names to everything 

 And letting them be all kinds of subjects  

Day 3: He created verbs 

  Made everything alive 

 And let them marry subjects 

Day 4: To describe anything 

  Any body, or any act 

 He created myriads of modifiers 

Day 5: God created all function words 

  To help humans make senses 

 Out of His and their own utterances 

Day 6: He created grammar 

  Like a tall ladder 

 Standing against the Babel Tower 

Day 7: God took a break 

  While watching how words 

 Parading on the paper or the screen 

 

 

                                                 
11 “Generative Genesis of Grammar” with its play on words is a remarkable piece. – 

Eniola Cole 
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Mufutau Apooyin 

A Bust l ing Day in Lagos 12  

                                                 
12 Urban life is a spice of diversity, assortment of colours both rusty and 

glimmering. The hues of grey created by the buses; the purple, green, blue colours 

of the umbrella submerge into a rainbow of attraction creating a timeless look of the 

scenery. – Artist Carol Brown 
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At the River Bank 13 

                                                 
13 The deep brown wooded canoe opens up the clouds on a warm sunny day. The 

music from the air, the colours of yellow and red, and the shimmering bluesy waves 

give strength and durability to the heart. – Artist Carol Brown 
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Isaac Birchmier 

Project ions 1415
 

Part 1: A Brief Description of Lionel’s Environment 

OWN THE STREETS HE WALKS in his torn cargo pants. His hometown is 

full of tall brown buildings, each with an exponential number of windows—

near all of them holding in stasis an AC between sill and pane. Along the street 

sides, pushed against the metal fences’ vertical bars, are bags of trash: stray pieces 

of garbage. On the ribcages-of-trees: the dark green remnants of leaves. Overhead, 

the cloudless sky is pewter gray, lusterless. The streets are glossed over with melted 

snow, lined around the edges with innumerable cars, 98% of which have 

windshields topped with a light powder. Metal poles hold suspended streetlights: 

trichromatic. A bright red palm, pixelated, at the corner of an intersection. A bus 

stop. COOPER PARK HOUSING reads the sign. He races up the dilapidated stairs 

to the complex, with confidence. He knows this small part of the world like the 

back of his hand, so often has he followed these same paths at this same time of 

day. From the entrance to the apartment complex are a number of flights of stairs, 

                                                 
14 “Projections” reminds one of the 3 faces in the popular Japanese axiom: the first, 

one reveals to the world, the second to close family and friends while the third, the 

truest reflection of oneself lies hidden within. That truth is pushed to the fore by 

Isaac Birchmier and makes one ask oneself tough question. – Andanje Wobanda  

15 “Projections” is a textured incursion into the very fabric of humanity: the 

multilayers of it, and the consequence of its dialectics. “Projections” is man at his 

utmost insecurity. – Damilare Bello 
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each leading to separate hallways with beehive-sized living areas for each of the 

denizens. The eighth floor is the location of his home. The elevator broke somehow 

somewhere along the line and so now there’s a DO NOT ENTER strip of tape 

sealing off the area, preventing entrance. As a result, he must take the stairs. 

Apartment block 4, floor 8, third door on the right—room 833—is the apartment of 

the Brooks family.  

He opens the door and kicks the snow off his Nikes. WELCOME! reads the rug 

beneath his feet, ornamented with mud-stained flowers. 

“Pizza! Pizza!” his baby sister runs from the turn into the kitchen.  

“Alicia, don’t bother the pizza man,” his mother says. Then, “Ah, it’s Lionel.”  

“Hi, Mom.” 

“Lionel!” Alicia croons, runs over, and hugs Lionel’s leg. 

“Hi, Alicia,” Lionel says smiling, patting her on the head. “How was work?”  

“Same old, same old,” Mrs. Brooks replies, disinterested. “And school?”  

“Ditto,” he says, passing through to the kitchen. Swings the refrigerator door 

open, inspects, pulls forth an orange, inspects, closes fridge door. “Tell me when 

the pizza’s here.”  

“Yep, yep,” vaguely. 

He opens his bedroom door and throws his backpack on the ground. Falls into a 

swivel chair, directs his attention to the desk. He opens the first drawer on the right 

and inside is a sheet of paper: a list. It reads as follows:  

LIST OF PROJECTIONS:  

1. The Worker: kindly and caring, strong-hearted and polite, with a 

good work ethic  

2. The Romantic: warm and caring, consoling and intimate  

3. The Friend: light-hearted, energetic, fun, capable of maintaining 

good conversation, never saying no to any given opportunity  
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4. The Class Clown [REQUIESCAT]  

5. The Nostalgic: self-explanatory; for old acquaintances  

6. The Hospitable: for guests—hospitable  

7. The Parent: strong and a good role model 

He mulls it over for the umpteenth time and sighs.  

Part 2: History and the Art of Projection; or, The Class Clown 

LIONEL BROOKS’ ABILITY TO CAST PROJECTIONS was not a gift given to 

him at birth, but rather a skill he learnt on his own. When he was younger, there had 

only been in him the ability to cast a single projection, the reason for this being that 

he had never thought deeply enough about the intricacies of why one should cast a 

projection. The idea of casting out various forms—all of them manifest of his 

singular bodily presence—was unthinkable. So, throughout his younger years, he 

remained only as Lionel Brooks.  

The first of Lionel’s projections came about once he entered middle school, 

where he discovered his ability by accident and immediately began using it to 

manipulate the minds of his peers. Outward he projected the image of The Class 

Clown. When he created the projection, focusing really hard on a figure whom he 

respected—imagining himself to be the funniest man to have ever lived, he—with a 

few physical starters (some leg and arm movements)—he was able to cast the 

projection of a person completely opposite himself.  

Then the projection burst forth in a flurry of mind-numbing sparks, racing 

around the room, wobbling its arms side-to-side, acting outrageous. The projection 

lifted up a stapler and declasped the bottom, clicked rapidly on the magazine, 

making labiodental machinegun sounds:  

“Thththththth.”  



 

Lunaris Review    Issue 5 

 
 

 
 
 

   
 

37                 

The rest of the class, watching the projection’s display, fell into a riot of 

laughter. The projection bowed and smiled, then walked over to where Lionel sat in 

hiding, and receded back into him.  

“Lionel, to the office, now,” said the teacher.  

Bad thing about having projections is that the Projector faces all the 

consequences. Though the projection may have been happy from all the ruckus it’d 

caused, Lionel himself would feel none of the same happiness. The projection 

would get all of the love and endearment—and Lionel was left with only the 

loneliness and consequence. Before you cast a projection you must keep in mind 

who you are and what the repercussions behind casting the projection might be. 

You must keep in mind the social obligations that then concrete themselves after 

the projection has been cast. Lionel only learned this later on.  

Beginner’s tip for projection-casting: once you’ve cast the projection—be it 

one of a comedian, one of a cool guy, one of a hard worker, one of a hipster—you 

have to escape from this decoy you’ve created and hide in nearness. The science 

behind this material replication is much too complicated to explain in details. But 

the simple version is this: If you run too far away you risk becoming the projection. 

Detaching entirely from your projection loses You forever, and you become the 

projection for the rest of your natural life. The projection overtakes you. It’s 

dangerous. Don’t try this at home. Following the casting of a projection requires a 

going-into-hiding of the original consciousness. Keep this in mind. 

That being said, so long as you don’t let it overtake you completely, there is 

still the unavoidable fact that the projection, no matter how opposite you it is, will 

still retain a number of your fundamental traits. (A projection can’t completely 

escape the original person, so long as the original person still remains nearby.)   

Thanks to continuous experimentation, Lionel has figured out that he can 

slowly have the projection take his own place. This means that instead of casting the 

projection all at once, he can actually build it slowly into existence, backing away 
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methodically, creating it section by section, as if some life-size 3D printer. The 

person with whom Lionel converses with, this means, can grow accustomed to the 

projection slowly, rather than have the entirety of the transformation thrust forth 

onto them all at once. And yet, there remains the obvious problem of people 

knowing that something has happened when these resources have been tapped. It’s 

quite possible that you and your projection will need to merge back into a singular 

entity before the other party can realize that what they’ve been speaking to has 

actually been a false manifestation of the self (though, of course, they’ll never 

initially consider this as a possibility, because, y’know, Occam’s razor). If 

someone, for some reason, somehow, out of thin air, discovers that the person that 

they’ve been talking to has actually been a projection all along, then they might 

report your abilities to the CIA, and the consequences could be dire. It’s a 

dangerous game, this chess match of replicas and projection. All it takes for Lionel, 

after he’s done and the projection has fulfilled its purpose, is for him then to will 

the projection out of existence, and to slip away from out the sidelines, where he 

initially sat watching, intrigued, as a spectator, and make himself once again be 

seen. 

By this point in time, the projection will have become your alter idem, your 

second self. You will stay up late at nights, thinking about what combination of 

characteristics will necessitate which projection. You will learn that there are 

unlimited possibilities for projections. If it can be imagined, it can be projected. 

(When you cast projections, you need to learn the rules of the trade.)  

Part 3: Lovebirds; or, The Romantic 

ALEXANDRA IGRIS FIT PERFECTLY Lionel’s very definition of “soulmate.” 

And he knew from the way she acted around him that she thought the same. To 

him, this was a plus. She was perfect, the embodiment of his every dream and 

desire. She was a brunette, with the perfect body structure—not too much fat, not 
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too little—and a jaw full of the pearliest whites you ever could see, and her constant 

smile brought this to the forefront of sight. She was lighthearted and caring and 

smart—everything he ever could’ve wished for in a girl.  

As with every day, between 2nd and 3rd period, the two met at the side of the 

hall and exchanged awkward conversations. This happened every day at that same 

time, the two of them together, talking, the world filtered out. But this time, Lionel 

wanted to take things a step further: He wanted to ask Alexandra on a date. 

Though Lionel wouldn’t be able to do this on his own. 

The bell rang and they met at the usual place. The other students passed by, 

paying the two no mind. 

 “How are you, Lionel?” Alexandra asked, smiling, interested in whatever 

Lionel had to say. 

He knew that his normal self wouldn’t be enough to get her. Alexandra was 

better than him. It wouldn’t work. It wasn’t working. His normal personality wasn’t 

clicking with her. On its own his normal personality was nothing worth falling in 

love over. Especially not in the case of someone as flawless and beautiful as 

Alexandra. Since Lionel was no good with women, he would need to cast a 

projection who was. 

Immediately, without thought or hesitation, Lionel cast a projection of The 

Romantic and disappeared into hiding. Alexandra looked into the eyes of The 

Romantic, not having seen Lionel slink off to watch in the distance. Lionel 

crouched behind the glass window of the cafeteria on the other side of the hall. A 

painting of The Romantic and Alexandra conversing stood reflected on the glass, 

Lionel watching voyeuristically behind. He watched in secrecy, biting his 

fingernails, as The Romantic did what he never could in his wildest dreams.  

“I’m better now that you’re here,” The Romantic winked. 

Alexandra smiled and lowered her chin to her chest, coyly, looking deep into 

The Romantic’s eyes.  
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“So,” The Romantic continued, “I was thinking you and I could go watch a 

movie this weekend.” 

Alexandra broke from her expression and looked around the halls from the 

corners of her eyes. Her face had turned pale, her expression as if The Romantic 

had just forced the both of them into a case of irreversible social suicide.  

“Trust me. It’ll be fun,” The Romantic winked.  

Upon hearing this, Alexandra giggled, the color returning to her face. “Okay,” 

she said flirtatiously.  

“Alright, I’ll pick you up at five. How does that sound?”  

“Sounds like a plan.” She reached her hand out and ran her fingers across The 

Romantic’s shoulder. “See you tonight, Lionel.” She turned around and walked 

away with a flighty step.  

The Romantic stood in place, winking at her confidently before she turned to 

disappear at the end of the hall.  

From behind the glass of the cafeteria, crouching, hiding, Lionel saw the 

confident happiness of The Romantic and knew then that it was not his own.  

Part 4: Adulthood and Antinatalism; or, The Worker and The Parent 

NOW BOTH THIRTY-TWO, Lionel and Alexandra were married and had joint 

ownership of an apartment. Lionel, a recent higher-up at a substantial firm, had to 

go to work. But he couldn’t do it by himself. He—in his casual self—was unfit for 

the job. So he cast out The Worker. The Worker was ambitious and had an infinite 

capacity for competence and good work ethic. The Worker manifested and entered 

the car. Lionel slunk into the backseat of the car and watched The Worker drive to 

work, an elated smile stitched to its face.  

 But Alexandra loved kids. And this biological maternal affection led her to get 

a job at the Cooper Park Child Care Center. She was a babysitter, and was thusly 

tasked with watching over the children: making sure they got to sleep during 
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naptime, distributing fruit snacks amongst groups of outreached, sticky hands. 

Never once had Alexandra had what she could potentially define as a “bad 

experience,” in her years of work at the daycare. 

Lionel and Alexandra had yet to come to a consensus on the whole situation of 

whether or not to have children. Lionel didn’t want kids, and he knew this whole 

“daycare” business was Alexandra’s way of coaxing him into the thought. He didn’t 

like children but he loved Alexandra more than enough to play along with her little 

games.  

Alexandra had what Lionel would quickly describe as an “affinity” for kids. 

She just understood them, and they understood her. Even as they wrestled on the 

ground, na-na-na-na-boo-booing in their obnoxious tones of voice, Alexandra could 

defuse the situation really quite easily. All she had to do was say, in her loving 

manner, “Children, stop.” And they would stop. Her voice was like a melody to 

those children’s ears, they all halting in their chaos to follow the song of her voice, 

lining up into pristine order.  

Lionel, on the other hand, did not share this affinity.  

But The Parent did.  

“Lionel, Lionel,” Little Joey said, a goopy bubble of snot running down his 

face. “Tell me a story!”  

“Alright,” The Parent said. “Sit down and I’ll tell you a story. Everyone gather 

around,” he announced, “I’m telling a story.”  

The kids stopped what they were doing and ran to the circle rug before The 

Parent. They sat criss-cross-applesauce, attentive. Alexandra smiled.  

“So, once upon a time, there was a man….”  

Part 5: Entertainment; or, The Friend 

THERE WAS A FOOTBALL GAME ON TV; it was the Steelers vs. the Ravens. 

Two people sat watching. Their names? Luther and Duncan. On a coffee table 
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nearby were transparent bowls of chips and liter bottles of Pepsi and Sprite. Duncan 

and Luther watched The Game, while The Friend was in the bathroom. 

The couches were set at perpendicular 90° right angles, like the bottom three 

sides of a square. The Friend sat on the left couch, Luther in the center, Duncan on 

the right. For some reason or another, Duncan didn’t want to sit down today. So he 

watched the game standing.  

“Oh, come on!” said Luther, when a player was mowed down by the 6'2", 312 

lb. defensive tackle instead of catching the ball.  

Duncan stood behind Luther’s couch, watching the game. “Did you know there 

are over four-thousand species of animals that are critically endangered and on the 

path to extinction?” Duncan said. He readjusted the tie he always seemed to wear 

over a t-shirt. The shirt he wore under the tie today was from Hollister. The tie 

obscured part of the logo—the letters spaced across the shirt’s chest—so it only 

read “HOL__STER.”  

“Yeah, yeah,” Luther said.   

A player from the Steelers caught the ball and hit the ground running.  

“Oh! Oh!” Luther got out of his seat. “Come on, come on, come on… woo! 

Touchdown!” He pumped his fist excitedly at the ground.  

“Of those four-thousand include the mountain gorilla, the African wild donkey, 

the pygmy three-toed sloth, the yellow-crested cockatoo, Kaempfer’s woodpecker, 

the Indochinese box turtle—”  

“My god, Duncan. Shut up about your endangered box turtles. No one gives a 

shit. Did you even see that rush? He got a TD from ten yards behind the half-yard 

line.” 

“—the corroboree frogs, the forest owlet, the Sulu hornbill, the harbour 

porpoise—”  

Luther sighed.  
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“—the black-headed spider monkey, the Tristan albatross—which has become 

endangered due to the invasion of house mice—”  

“House mice? Pfffhahaha! They deserve endangerment, if you ask me, (can’t 

deal with petty house mice).” Luther cracked open his beer and took a lengthy 

drink.  

Duncan yawned. “Do you have anything besides PBR?” he asked.  

“Yeah, there’s Mike’s in the fridge.”  

“Cool. Thanks.”  

The toilet flushed in the bathroom, and The Friend walked out. Luther and 

Duncan were too focused on the TV to acknowledge its arrival. The Friend slumped 

onto the couch by itself, its surreally-large eyes attentive and confident.   

Time passed in silence as the three watched attentively the game.  

Luther suddenly leapt up from his slouch as if stricken by a thought, breaking 

the silence. “Lionel, Lionel, Lionel: hear this. Duncan told me a crazy fact 

yesterday.”  

“Hmm?” said The Friend.  

“Duncan.”  

“Yeah?” 

“Tell Lionel about the Amazon ants.”  

“Ah,” Duncan said, looking up at his eyebrows as if to incite thought. “The 

Polyergus.” 

“Yeah. Tell him what they do to the other ants.” 

“Yes. The Polyergus enslave Formica ants.” Duncan said, watching the ceiling, 

disinterested.  

Luther was suppressing his laughter. “You hear that, Lionel? Ants enslaving 

ants!” 

“Mhm,” The Friend said.  
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“The only way the Polyergus can survive is through complete dependence on 

the slave labor of the Formica ants,” Duncan continued, mechanically. “They go for 

the larvae first when they initiate a raid. This is not too dissimilar from the 

kidnapping of children.” 

Luther looked to The Friend with wide, excited eyes. The Friend nodded, 

smirking.  

“They use pheromones as markers to attract more Polyergus to the raid site. 

The reason the Formica ants end up becoming enslaved each time is because they 

always surrender by fleeing—possibly the intimidation of size differences.”  

“Possibly the intimidation of,” Luther whispered the words to himself, 

repeating. He thought for a second, then spoke out abruptly:  

“Jesus, Duncan, you’re like a fuckin walking encyclopedia, I swear.”  

“Yeah, why do you know all this stuff?” The Friend asked.  

“It interests me,” Duncan said.  

Luther and The Friend looked at one another, asking wordless What is going 

on? 

“To each his own,” Luther shrugged. He took a drink of his beer and turned his 

attention back to the game. “Oh, come on!” he yelled, scooting to the very front of 

the sofa, his knees bumping the coffee table. “That was barely even a shove!”  

Part 6: The Birthday (From Lionel’s Perspective) 

LIONEL’S 33RD BIRTHDAY WAS RIGHT AROUND THE CORNER, and he 

had the perfect plan to escape from the world; it went something like this: After 

work, he would make his way to his apartment in southern Brooklyn where he 

would lay down on a couch and flip through the channels. He would find a 

documentary on either WWI or WWII or the Vietnam War or the Cold War or the 

Iraq War or the War in Afghanistan, or watch the news to see the latest coverage on 

the upcoming war, and he would stuff his mouth with Lay’s potato chips and see 
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what sort of events were happening outside his own little bubble of social influence 

via Facebook, and then fall asleep imagining how exhausting it would be to create 

and cast a new projection for each of those scenarios. That was the plan. That’s 

what he would do.  

But it was interrupted prematurely. Alexandra had given him a list of groceries 

she needed him to get from the Queens Center. Not to mention Mr. Allen, his 

landlord, had called and said he needed to speak with Lionel about something, 

which was never good. Even on his birthday he wasn’t spared a break. He sighed.  

Ugh, he thought. Why is she making me get groceries? She knows how much I 

hate the mall. He walked down the aisleway. Teenage couples passed him by. Not-

yet-matured girls giggling. He passed by a Spencer’s, a Hot Topic, a Build-a-Bear 

Workshop.  

Some birthday. 

Part 7: The Birthday (From the Party’s Perspective) 

THE APARTMENT WAS SPACIOUS AND NOUVEAU. Platinum were the 

countertops, and a number of appliances with brilliant sheens lined the shelves with 

obsessive-compulsive clarity. The apartment had the collective appearance of a 

futuristic manor. Mahogany cutting boards and glass display cases. The furniture 

could very well have been purchased in its entirety from the call #s on late night 

public broadcast shows marketed to insomniacs and the elderly: the sleep-deprived 

and the senile.  

On the table was a cake, the candles unlit.  

Everyone stood in darkness, waiting. Alexandra had recently gotten off the 

phone with Lionel, who’d said he was almost home and that then he’d talked with 

the landlord and Some birthday. Alexandra busily worked on making finishing 

touches to the party, scrambling in the dark. “You think he’s gonna show?” her 

phone flashing a rectangle in the blackness.  
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“We agreed to meet up for a few concerns regarding the payment of his 

apartment,” Mr. Allen said in his thick Indian accent.  

“Some birthday,” said Mrs. Brooks, arms crossed.  

“Lacey,” Alexandra said, grabbing Mrs. Brooks by the shoulder. “It’s alright. 

Lionel will love this.”  

The kids from the daycare had arrived, since Alexandra knew how much 

Lionel loved kids.  

Luther and Duncan had arrived to the party, intent on surprising Lionel with a 

bottle of Bordeaux. Luther gripped it on the countertop, his fingers making 

condensed print shapes on the surface of the bottle, while Duncan recounted beaver 

facts he’d learned from Animal Planet.  

“Beavers warn others of danger by slapping the water with their tails,” Duncan 

whispered.  

“That’s because nature is dangerous,” Luther sighed.  

“Humans are also part of nature, as much as we’d like to think otherwise,” 

Duncan said.  

Everyone stood in the darkness, waiting.  

“This isn’t nature,” Luther said, now squeezing the bottle.  

“Technically it is.”  

“No, Duncan. No this is not.This—” Luther waved his hand around, wide-

eyed—“is not nature.”  

“If you look into the specifics—”  

“There are no specifics, Duncan!”  

“Boys, calm down,” Alexandra interjected. “Lionel should be coming back 

from the mall any moment now.” 

“There’s his car!” someone said.  

“Sh, sh, shhhh,” Alexandra said.  

Lionel got out of his car, holding grocery bags in each of his hands.  
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They stood silent in the darkness.  

Alexandra counted down: “3… 2… 1…”  

The doorknob turned.  

 

Part 8: The Birthday (In which the Two Perspectives Meet) 

THE LIGHT FLICKED ON.   

“Surprise!” they yelled in unison.  

Like a deer in headlights Lionel stood, a bag of groceries in each hand. Oh my 

god, he thought. All at once he was struck with knowledge of the fact that he would 

need to cast The Nostalgic, The Worker, The Romantic, The Hospitable, and The 

Parent, all at once, in subsequent order, nonstop, continually…  

He was tired.  

They each came up to talk to him. There was his boss who asked him how he 

was doing, and Lionel cast The Worker. They spoke for a few and then Lionel 

returned to his own body. His boss walked away, pleased. Then came Alexandra. 

He cast The Romantic, then she walked away happy. Then was his mom. Then 

Luther. Then little Joey from the daycare. Then Duncan. 

It had only been ten minutes. 

Lionel looked from the corner of the room, behind Duncan, and saw the full 

line of people waiting, all people for whom he’d have to cast new and separate and 

individual projections, all of these people waiting for Lionel, the line stretching to 

an infinity, endless. The hopelessness of the situation struck him in full. These 

people would never stop. Every person wanted something from him, wanted a 

projection, wanted him to become someone else. He was trapped in this limbo, 

forever. He buried his face into his hands and began sobbing profusely, the tears 

running endless—one for each projection he’d ever casted. He sat hidden in the 

room’s corner, bawling his eyes out, watching Duncan speak to The Friend.  
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The room went silent, everyone turning to look at The Friend. Duncan 

appealed quizzically to the rest of the room, attempting to forestall any potential 

blame. 

Little Joey from the daycare tapped Alexandra on the arm and asked 

innocently, “Why is Lionel crying?” 
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Fill your paper with the breathings of your heart. – William Wordsworth  
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