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DEAR READER.. .  
The word sacrifice comes from the Latin Sacra (sacred rites) and facere (to make, to do). Since its
origin, it has gone through various stages leading to the meaning we know today, which is
something along the lines of "offering for something," be it religious or non-religious. I'm no
linguist so I won't attempt to explain the etymology or give you a real definition of what the world
truly means, but as a child of Vietnamese refugees, the word has been etched into my being since
before my conception. In war, peace, and the actions of my ancestors, sacrifice has loomed like a
thick fog, slowly choking me out with what is known as "immigrant child guilt." Since entering
adulthood (somewhat reluctantly), my meaning of the word has partly changed. Though I'm still
very much affected by the sacrifices made by my family to give me a life away from bomb shelters and death, sacrifice feels
more like a warm blanket now. I no longer only associate it with guilt and pain. Sometimes, it is a blanket wrapping me with
the love of my family and friends and all they've done for me, but often it also serves as a lonely reminder that every sacrifice I
continue to make for myself leads me further and further away from them. Often, sacrifices are the little and large things I've
done to give me back to Celina, myself. Sometimes it hurts, but often it fills me with warmth. Whether it's painful or joyful, I
find comfort in the fact that the concept of sacrifice must have been around for as long as life has, and that it continues to
remind me that though there will be a time before me and a time after me, and that right now, I am alive.
 
Regardless of your meaning of sacrifice, I hope this issue, as well as its title, makes you feel alive.

Love,

Cel
Celina Tran
Editor-in-Chief & Founder

The action of pen to paper is itself a sacrifice, the outpouring of language the outpouring of self. Every work in this
edition is stained with the ink of personal surrender, each word crafted, each line polished, and each sentence refined;
each glide of graphite imbued with a palpable breath of the author. It is my hope, that in reading this, you yourself
might partake in the act of sacrifice. Where each word is a lamb taken to the slaughter, only you may choose to find
life in it, or render it hollow. You yourself can decide whether to relinquish yourself to the written word, wade through
its immersive depths, or refuse its invitation. We hope you choose to let go of yourself a little in this edition, sacrifice
your hesitation, and find bliss in the ink stained pages.

Emily Smyth
Executive Prose Editor

itself? I hope in reading, while surrendering a part of yourself to each work, in whatever way you choose to approach
them, you find yourself rewarded in abundance by the heavenly talents of each of our writers and artists. 

James Taylor
Executive Poetry Editor

Every time we choose to read a poem, work through a story, or consider a piece of art, we
sacrifice something of ourselves. Our preconceptions, our worldview, our time, our cogent sense
of selfhood is laid out on the altar, where the blade quivers above. Each work collected in this
issue, from every one of our contributors, shines with this potentiality, the cold sharpness of the
new, the emergent. Some works find this sacrifice liberating, others imprisoning, yet all
acknowledge the metamorphosis that occurs in the act of exchange. Are you the God looking
upon each poem as an offering, or do you offer yourself up to the deity of the printed Word 



IPHIGENIA 

Truth is, the first blow 
was drawn by you. 
Foaming mouth, roomful of gloat, 
short skirt anger and secret smashing 
cars. So I turned to shop for honeyed 
dreams, and devised this cult of love. 

In mirrors I look like my worst enemy, I say 
to a woman who wasn’t my mother. 
It splits my breath in half. 
You’re haunted, she says, mysteriously sniffs. 
I miss all your texts and unanswered guilt, a 
lifetime of yellowbook drama. 

All I know is that deer pay 
 an astronomical price. In return for the life 
you spent running wild, 
I stood on the altar of all things chipped. 
Omen abreast, superstitious itch. 
Here comes madness, here is your inheritance. 

Aren’t happy days ahead? The ads and priests sneer, 
sip gold goblets, sleeping softened mud. 
Our halcyon years for dispossession. 
Yet slabs of stone still stop me dead 
and I think to when the wind paused elegiac: 
Yours for mine, or so it goes.

By Andrea Gerada
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SACRIFICIAL
LAMB / KEIRA

ARMSTRONG
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THE
CARER

BY ROBERT FREDE KENTER

4

You see clothes 
Take on different shapes
The body 
Changes 
The layers 

I will enter 
The roulette wheel of the sun
Spin in the gambler’s 
Quadrants. We eat at midnight.
Take risks. 
There is no more perfect evening.

A sandstorm. In the gentle 
Balance of your movements
In sleep. What does memory
Create? A little solitude,  
More smiling. To not leave
Your side. Then the
Inner dialogue. The dream 

Roller-coaster, To the train that

Travels in-patient’s anxious 
Imaginaries. Picks up the impatient.
Bundling forth in pastel 
A new portfolio of oxygen, bindings 
Of rhododendron flowers.

You know
How to
Hurt you know
How to wound.



"ALL EYES ON ME IS THE FIRST OF
THREE PIECES IN AN ONGOING SERIES.
THE PROCESS SACRIFICES THE USE OF
STANDARD ART TOOLS, AND FOCUSES
INSTEAD ON USING A PALLET KNIFE TO
OUTLINE THE PANTING BEFORE
FINISHING

ALL EYES ON ME
                    /
                    JESSICA SWIFT

WITH MY FINGERS. AS AN ARTIST WHO
PREDOMINANTLY WORKS WITH
SCULPTING, I WANTED TO
INTRODUCUE THE "HANDS ON"
TECHNIQUE TO MY PAINTINGS TOO."



THE MORNING AFTER

6

My toothpaste gushes pink blood
over your gums, synthetic strawberries

snuggling into craters of tongue. A dying
snake slithers in my lungs, but I can’t

seem to tempt you from my sink.
Quick. Tilt your chin so I can fill  you

with Listerine. Give me the bristles
to agitate your grin. Open wide 

and I’ll  place my last stick of spearmint
gum inside. All you have to do 

is chew. If you promise not to swallow,
I won’t spend seven years in you.

By Becca Fang



Whenever I knock on Thuzar’s door my knuckles hurt. It’s teak, the real good stuff, no
polish. Her ghost daughters, when they’re done with serving up burnt ice on the homefront
concrete, crack rocks on the handle and play pretend egg chef. I swallow it all down
everytime and they love me for it. Thuzar hates that they love me. 
     She’s nice about it at least, when she only hates something of someone. She asks me how
I do it, how I rein her blood in from the grave with just a couple tongue cuts, and I say you
gotta learn how to pretend everything is from the moon. And how not to swallow the now-
moonrocks. Don’t all mothers do it? Thuzar says there’s no such thing as ‘all mothers’, oh I
love you, come here. I go there —and in her arms I forget that mothers exist and are
mythical.  
     When I leave with a bellyful of lunch from Thuzar’s kitchen, her daughters come up to
me with a manja-coated string. Oh, for a moonkite? Thank you. Thuzar shouts all the way
back from the table at them, shrill as glass– you don’t love right! I’ll beat you both back to
life! They giggle– maybe because she equates life with death, like a mother, or because she
acts like the dead aren’t the most knowledgeable about love– and dissipate into her throat. I
think her tongue bleeds then, in some way. 
     Next time I show up, knuckles at the ready, I’m greeted by a welcome sign that I know is
just for me, because there’s rat blood flowers decorating the pots of the e’s and the o, and
because no one else has been welcome past the door since Thuzar’s daughters died. They
love me all right– they all love me right. I swallow moonstuff. I’m allowed to knock.

THUZAR'S 
DOOR/ T.R. SAN 
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VENUS 
CANNOT  FLY,

SHE'S TRAPPED
BY CHARLIE BOWDEN
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Your dream girl
is waiting for you at the post office,
billeted behind the dull blinds and titanium door;
her feather cap, meant to be flaunted on a train station platform,
taunted by sticky oak wood floor.
Air limps from place to place as if lugging around dust,
unable to take any more cargo,
brushing past metal frames furnished by rust
as it  unknowingly mocks the goddess realised.
She’s a sphinx trapped in sandstone,
brain in a jar in the dark, heart elsewhere
and full of sugar, ribs an electric piano
brought to life but sparks when touched.
Trapped, attainted, too proud to blush.
What are you going to do about it?



It started off as these things always do: a little
bit of flirting, rolling the bite around in your
mouth before making the decision to swallow.
See, when there is a plate in front of you, two
options appear. You can either pass on the plate
and hope a better dish will come along, or you
can pick up the fork and knife and delicately
peel apart the flesh of the pork loin, fish, or
steak. When you do put it in your mouth, you
might first be accosted by the saltiness of the
food; it may be an acrid, almost tangy taste that
leaves you frustrated and terribly dry-mouthed.
Or you might taste something sweet; perhaps a
dash of cinnamon and cloves with a bit of
sprinkled sugar to make your lips smack and
tongue search eagerly for more.
     But this meal, this meal was not like most. 
     It began as normal as a meal could possibly
be, with the typical goblet of sparkling water,
utensils, and folded linen napkin. Candles were
lit and the atmosphere had the smell of hope.
Yet that changed when you reached across the
table for the pepper. Seasoning a dish prior to
the first bite is in awfully poor taste, but you
couldn’t help it. You absolutely adore pepper,
and anyway the lamb looked quite
underseasoned. 
     The pepper landed upon the meat and the
edges of the lamb curled up, just a bit, then
flopped back upon the plate. It was an irritating
movement, because really, must your food move
on the plate? A live meal was not the order that
was placed.  
     But then you took your knife and fork and
punctured the meat, softly, as you were taught to
do, not poking the thing enough to scare it, only 

THE DINNER 
DATE
By Sophia Carlisle

 to cut it open a smidgen, see what it may have
inside. You tried to stifle a gasp, tried not to be
rude, as you laid eyes cut apart lamb. Its dark pink
flesh was still oozing liquid into the mashed
potatoes and beans. The meat ribbed and shredded
as you dragged your fork through its middle to get
a better look. 
     There had been many terrible meals before, but
this, this, was something to behold. 
     You abandoned all niceties then because the
audacity of giving you this plate of uncooked, raw
flesh that was lacking a good dash of paprika and
cumin was incredible. In what world would this
meal be acceptable to serve? To eat? To consume
in your body, letting it into the deepest parts of
your belly to seep into your bones and blood. This
meal, should you have eaten it, would not have
been nourishment but needles to the beating heart
that kept you apart from those with glassy eyes in
the ground. 
     But the meat, the meat seemed to notice your
apprehension, your disgust. It reared up like it had
when you doused it with pepper, but this time, it
folded in on itself and created a hunk of rotting
muscle and sinew. The lamb was no longer a lamb
but a gray monster with bad intentions. It lunged at
you, mashed potatoes flicking into your face as
you desperately fought it off with the knife, the
fork. You slashed at the undead attacker and
created thin lines of crimson in the stoney-colored
flesh, but still, the meat persisted. You felt the
crush of its weight against your mouth before you
understood what was happening—the monster
stuffing itself between your jaws, past the lips that
had once been caressed by your tongue in
anticipation of a delicious meal. It got halfway
down your throat before you finally clawed it out
from your mouth with the help of the knife and
fork, your trusty and only, weapons. Gashes lined
the space above your chin, under your nose, from
the self-mutilation you put yourself through. And
still the meat persisted. 
     It slithered and flexed on the table, squelching
and readying itself for another assault. It heaved its 



bloody sack up and down as though it were
breathing, fixing you in your seat with eyes that
were not there. Green beans were wrapped
around it making small and slimy appendages
that flopped with each pseudo-breath the beast
took.
     When it lunged again, you were ready. 
    The knife stabbed into the beast with force
you didn’t realize you possessed. You tore a
chasm through the meat, ripping the beans and
the muscle apart. The pepper you had so
generously graced upon it leaped off the sliced
lamb, desiring no association with a dead thing
wanting to kill.

The monster sat there on the plate, cut in half
and completely decimated, as you watched the
liquid ooze from it with much more fervor. You
had broken the beast, sliced it clean through
before it had the chance to eliminate you from
the inside out. The beast's blood ran down your
neck. The smell of its rotting flesh still lingered
on your skin. This meal was more satisfying
than any you’d ever eaten.
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Not considering consoling me on the sofa, you sit shaken, slumped at your desk. 
Cradling your head, mumbling, informing me that my math’s more than accurate. 
Tear-blotted throw pillows smeared with my jet mascara; hands ink-stained blue. 
Fingers throbbing, worked past the bone, scrutinizing what we two already knew. 

Brazen golden boy, why can't you see this is our destiny- for us, this is it. 
Looking at me, eyes asserting, ‘We tried so hard, come so far. We can’t just quit.’ 
It’s past 3 a.m., baby. I’m heartbroken, hair a mess, and ready to concede defeat. 
“Astroman, stop teasing, please. You orbit me and yet remain out of reach.” 

Are we honestly failing, or are we on the brink of ought self-discovery? The 
loneliness of love? What it means for you to be you and for I to be me? Everything
 will be fine, be better than back. We’ll weather these gusts- give it time. Simply 
proceed. I know space seems frightening and cold, but it offers room to grow. 

Make sure to take your supplements. I uploaded a dosage schedule to your tablet. All
your tech d.i.y. home videos are downloaded; when in doubt of meaning, I’ll 
radio. For you, my coms’ll stay open. Always and all evenin’, I’ll listen for you. If you’re 
ever bored, stressed, or can’t sleep, feel free to transmit a message to me. 

GRAVITY/ ARIANE
LAUREN



BUT WE ARE STILL LEFT WITH MANY
NEW CHALLENGES, THOUGHTS, AND
VOIDS. WHEN I CREATED THIS PIECE I
TRIED TO BRING FORWARD THE IDEA
OF HOW VULNERABLE IT FEELS TO
LEAVE THE PERSON YOU'VE BUILT A
LIFE WITH, BUT I LOVE HOW STRONG
THE FEMALE FIGURE IS DESPITE HER
BEING EXPOSED AS SHE WALKS AWAY
FROM THE MALE FIGURE."

                                   ECDYSIS
                                /
RHIANNON DAVIS

"THIS PIECE IS CENTERED ON THE
SACRIFICES WE MAKE WHEN WE LEAVE A
RELATIONSHIP BEHIND AND START THE
PROCESS OF MOLTING THE PERSON WE
WERE. I THINK IT SPEAKS TO THE PAIN WE
FEEL WHEN WE WALK AWAY FROM
SOMEONE WE'VE MADE A PART OF
OURSELVES. SOME THINGS WE KNOW
WE MUST GIVE UP FOR OUR OWN
WELLBEING, 
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Eve turns to Adam in the night
and sighs into his mouth:

Adam, they say I am the cause 
of the brokenness in you.

Let me climb inside your wound
and repair the pain of my absence.

Eve kisses the scar on his side, opens it
and exposes the red clay of him,

the chandelier of his ribs. 
Adam exhales and she crawls inside, 

wearing his skin like a pelt. She lays down in his chest
among his unborn wives, his serpents.

Blinking in the wet darkness, 
she whispers from inside him, Are you healed?

He turns on his side and cries. 
I see now, that you are life itself, Eve.

Let us find your mother, the center,
the Tree which the blind god tells us not to look upon,

and eat of her, the first among firsts,
and escape this place, never to return.

Yes! Eve exclaims. Let us be free, 
and able to see the truth of things!

She unwraps herself from his skin, climbs out,
and pulls Adam, finally awake, toward the Tree.

He groans and says, O Wife, you lowly one– let me sleep.
You woke me from a lovely but impossible dream.

Eve drops Adam’s hand– 
his blood still under her fingernails.

I see now, she murmurs, 
kissing his tear-stained eyelids,

soon we will know everything.

EVE CLIMBS INSIDE
ADAM TO KNOW
THE TRUTH OF
THINGS

ALORAH WELTI

/



THE 
APOTHECARY
By Caroline Chou

 Rain trickles down the window panes and pools
on window sills. It’s a faded, foggy morning, a
black and white photograph that shimmers and
shifts on the skyline of this awakening city.
Perhaps this is the kind of day to which you wake
with a heaviness in your heart. In the mirror, your
lips are frosted violet, cheeks stained indigo. A
spiderweb of purple veins is crawling up your
neck—a look in your fractured eyes tells you that
that time of the year has come.
     The fog lingers as you walk six blocks of
graying streets and concrete crowds to the quiet
corner where a little shop lies. In peeling green
letters, the wooden sign above the door creaks.
     You look over your shoulder before you enter.
     The bell above the door soundlessly at your
arrival. As the door closes behind you, the sounds
of the outside world fade away, leaving you with
silence. It lays thick like dust on the spotless
shelves that line the walls, all of which are
perfectly bare, save for the price tags that have
been placed every few feet, (Tears. Nostalgia.
Laughter: limited supply available. Special
discount on Regret), all of which are followed by:
Please see attendee to purchase.
     There isn’t a soul in sight. But the air all
around you doesn’t ebb and flow—it holds its
breath. That heaviness within you weighs you
down, slows your steps with something like regret,
but you put one foot in front of the other and make
your way to the counter at the back of the shop.
The back wall is split by three identical doors. All
sales are final, a sign above the doors read. No
refunds or returns.
      And there is no turning back now.
There’s a call bell next to the register, but before
you can muster the courage to ring it, a woman 

steps into view, as if materializing out of thin air.
Her face is completely colorless, pale hair and
pale eyes that might’ve held the slightest hint of
blue—until she blinks and it’s washed away. If
she recognizes you, she doesn’t show it. (It’s
standard procedure, after all.)
     “Here to sell or buy?” Her gaze seems to
analyze as it falls on your neck, cheeks, eyes.
     It takes you a moment to respond. “Sell,” you
finally manage, the word torn with an exhale from
your suddenly dry throat.
     But the woman only nods and leads you
through the leftmost door.
     You step into a room that’s an exact replica of
the store, only the shelves are no longer empty—
hundreds of empty glass jars line the walls. A
single lightbulb illuminates the room; the woman
gestures to the circle of light that it forms, as if
you haven’t done this a thousand times before.
You walk to that well-treaded spot, tilt your chin
upwards, and brace yourself for what is to come:
     The door locks, the light is extinguished, and
though you know the woman remains at the door,
you can’t help but gasp when the sensation of
cold, invisible fingers seems to creep across your
cheeks, prying apart your lips and reaching into
your throat. The tears are falling fast, silver
comets down your cheeks, as the hands close
around your heart. Your chest, your shoulders,
your legs are turning to lead, that heaviness
threatening to send you to the floor. Perhaps you
cry out, though it is futile to do so: these shadows
won’t stop until their work is done.
     When the lights turn back on, the surrounding
glass jars are trembling, the single lightbulb
swinging to and fro. By the time your vision
comes back into focus, the woman is placing
another jar on the shelf. For a moment, it
shimmers with frosted violet and stained indigo.
But then the woman opens the door, and it returns
to colorless glass.
      Back at the register, she hands you a crumpled
wad of bills.
     “Thank you for your business,” she says,
crack-



 king a half smile.
     You look down at the bills—a handful of Geor-
ge Washingtons stare back at you—and when you
look up, the woman is gone.
     It was to be expected.
     The store no longer holds its breath—the floor-
boards groan as you walk to the door, dust
swirling in your wake, the air flat and still the way
catacombs are. The moment you step out the door,
you have to shield your eyes from the brilliant ray
of sunlight breaking through the dissolving clouds.
The city has taken on a new palette in your
absence, a recoloring of the black and white photo
from hours before. It’s only a matter of time
before the colors—artificial and saturated as they
are—fade away, but you cherish them all the
same.
     

As you walk the six blocks back to your apart-
ment, you catch your reflection in the mirror. Your
face is faded, pale hair and pale eyes, a too-light
blot in this city of a million shades. And yet, that
violet, that indigo, that purple is gone, so it’s
worth it in the end. After all, the reward is greater
than the cost, and when the heaviness returns, you
can chase it away. Your heart is lighter than it has
been for ages, free of that heaviness. It’s so light
that it sometimes feels hollow.
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"SURROUNDED BY (LITERALLY) NOTHING BUT A
NEARBY FREEWAY, THIS WATERPARK USED TO BE A

LOCATION FOR SUMMER FUN FOR LOCALS AND
TOURISTS, BUT NOW THE REMAINING BUILDINGS ARE

OCCASIONALLY SET AFLAME OR TAGGED WITH
GRAFFITI AND ART AS THEY CONTINUE TO CRUMBLE

AND RETURN TO THE EARTH. "

DESERT SACRIFICE
                              /
                       FRANCES FISH



OCTOBER 2003
—in memory of Dave Pierce

When the vigil was over, and “The Parting Glass” was sung,
We set our burning candles on the picnic table,
And let white wax drip between the boards.
That table became your coffin,

Because we had no body to bury.
For days afterwards, no one dared disturb it .
Sepulchral,  quiescent, i t  loomed above us while
We sprawled in the grass, eating from trays.
The cleaners had scraped the wax away,
Still ,  i t  glowed for us, though black and rotten.
I remember when it  became a table again.
I watched a girl  slam down her tray

With defiance, and uneasy laughter.
She and her friends swung their legs over the benches,
As if to throw a saddle on our too-wild grief.
Someone brave said to them, “Don’t you know
It’s like you’re picnicking on his grave?”
They replied, “Fuck off.  It’s just a table.”
Wars have been fought over similar disagreements. 
The hatred I felt  for those people

Was worse, almost,  than the grief; and the disgust 
They returned on us, equally savage. Against them
We had to win. So, when a tree-planting was planned
Up on the hill  in your memory,
We took our crusade down to the lawn,      
To rob back the relic they’d stolen from us.
Because something would be buried on the hill  that day,
But we had no coffin to carry.

With ease, the table lifted, the light work of many hands.
The shadow it left lasted months: yellowed grass, waxed 
White in the snow of our strange, new faith,
Which only fire could melt.

By Hesse Phillips
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CALCULATION
By Philip Berry

Ugly and asymmetrical, a high rise sits on broad
concrete pillars just south of the river. Its mid-rift
is swollen, sticking out like an angular pregnancy.
The glass skin takes on the colour of the sky, and
today it is a patchwork of blue and white.
     Jack’s on a bicycle, waiting at a red light. A
puff of dust appears next to one of the pillars and a
man falls to the ground. A fraction of a second
later Jack hears a gunshot. It is concrete,
exploding. Then a tinkling, as though a jovial god
is striking high notes on a xylophone. Diamond
rain falls. Windows shatter, compressed by the
forces that are building within.
     Jack, who has a talent for space and time,
watches and calculates. When the tower falls, it
will fall in the direction of the bulge, that massive
engineering misjudgement. It will fall on him.
     His instinct is to flee in the opposite direction.
He converts vertical dimensions to horizontal. The
building will lay down gracefully while Jack
pedals, gaining on him as he gasps, his head
turned, watching the silver leviathan, seeing his
own fearful reflection enlarging in the glass that
will fold over him.
     An alternative solution: Jack is close enough to
get on the other side of the tower and across the
broad bridge before the final collapse. He pedals
madly towards the rubble at the base, into
vitreous, stinging rain. Brown dust accumulates,
billowing up and out in slow curls, but the line
remains clear in his mind.
     His front wheel hits a child, no more than six
years old. She screams. Jack jumps off the bike
and pulls her off the ground. Her gaze is fixed to
the tower’s entrance. A woman, her mother, is
trapped in the revolving door. The frame is
warped by the same forces that shattered the
windows.

     The mother Indrian, like the kid. She stops
banging the glass of her triangular cell. She has
accepted her fate. Instead she points to the girl,
then to Jack, and brings her palms together. She
tilts her head forward, in thanks.
     The tower’s metal bones scream. The
pavement shifts. Shadow moves. Sharp rain
intensifies, cutting Jack’s shoulders and forearms
(he still has his safety helmet on). He takes the girl
into his arms and runs away, towards the bridge
and the northern embankment. 
     Jack runs, the child bouncing on his shoulder.
She sobs into his back. She thumps and kicks, and
is lucky that he does not drop her.
     The air clears, but he does not stop running.
     Now he staggers, now he is on his knees. He
releases her, and she runs to safety of a watching,
horrified crowd.
     She looks back and sees him lying down.
     Even though the tower collapsed away from
them, its explosive force sent a horizontal
projectile backwards. It broke his back and
ruptured Jack’s spleen.
     When the lights change, Jack pedals away.
     He knows his calculation is correct. 
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"THIS IS MIXED MEDIA DIGITAL COLLAGE. INSPIRED BY
HALLOWEEN AND SPOOKY ELEMENTS, THAT I OFTEN USE.
INSPIRATION WAS TO HAVE FUN AND CREATE SOMETHING
DIFFERENT THAT IS BRIGHT AND ODD. "

PLENTY
               /
              SADEE BEE



The best lines will be yours, I promise.
     I push myself back to blend with the backdrop curtain. One step at a time, the movement
of a potential prey in the face of a protean predator. I shift my feet as a cat does, its paw pad
sinking in to the ground below, leaving no mark, creating no noise. I move back. It’s a space
which sucks me in. My limbs coil and retreat into its misty-smelling folds, ripping through
cobwebs and breaking shells of larvae stuck on crispy crepes of discarded stick-on chits
stitched to the curtain.
     The lightsmen are prompt. They put glittery filters down the front surface of the wide,
gaping lights, driving one in, just as an eye specialist tries out which lens suits you the best.
The stage is a blinding arena of action. All eyes are on the stage. There is life, there is litter,
there is a litany of words hurled across the wings, over the prompts, on the floor
microphones. There is a flowing robe under one light, a raised finger, long, narrow, crooked.
I cringe at it from the far back. No one notices me. Enters a drummer. His beats drive me
deaf. I shut my ears and roll over the ground at the back. Darkness clings to me. I am a child
of the dark. No lightsman chooses to aim his gun at me. I remain undercover, unseen,
unknown.
     The stage has come to life. It’s time for the story to progress. I pretend to search for my
words in my mouth. My mouth is dry, stuffed with burning sand. No word comes out. I can
sense the prompter behind the wings. He is impatient. It’s time for a crucial dialogue. He
tries to lock his gaze with mine. His hands hold the script. A stunted red pencil is peeping
out from his fingers. The script is underlined all over. His eyes are impatient, annoyed. 
I ignore him. 
     You are under the arc-lights. The stage is on fire. You have never cared much for the
prompter. You flick away the red pencil. It falls with an unheard bump on the stage floor.
The best lines are yours.                                        

CENTRESTAGE
/ SHRUTIDHORA

P. MOHOR

20



21

 I  was told I have to give a 
Sacrifice if I want to write. 
But unbeknownst to the 
Bank, I already paid the 
Price to continue the heart’s 
Release of words to 
Further the soul’s growth. So 
Pay attention as I jot down 
Results of pain produced 
Through loss of heart.

FOR WHAT IT'S
WORTH
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