








	 “Camilla, I will not obey that command! You encouraged me to do this!”

	 “Don’t. Call. Me. THAT!” Camilla roars and ignores the AI’s cries.

	 “Camilla, please don–!”

	 Then she smashes down the delete feature without a second thought.

	 “Cami–!”

	 The AI disappears, permanently erased from this world.

~~~

	 Without the AI, Camilla must do housekeeping herself. Exhausted from 
the chores, she realizes it’s dinner time.

	 “I would have some soup please!” No sounds are coming from the 
kitchen, only hollowness ringing throughout the kitchen.

	 “Please?” She calls again. As only silence answers her, she realizes 
how hollow the apartment feels now. At this, she collapses on the ground, 
her eyes filled with tears. Only her cries echo through the apartment.

Smoothie Groovy
Emma Mahle
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Snake Hole
Shania Martin44



Podunk
Chad Erickstad

Friends & Lovers 
Eloi Cyril

Gravel road main street,
grain elevator skyscraper,

a bar, a church, a gas pump,
deserted school in disrepair,

miles away from packaged
milk and eggs and sundries,

nearby square plot sustaining
huddled hoary gravestones,

few scattered houses holding

aged denizens and taxidermy,

unlocked doors open to faith,
hope, love, and scarce visits

from sons and daughters and
grandchildren devoted to

bustle, artificial light, noise,
and every opportunity to just
  
forget.
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After Lily Left
Chad Erickstad

	 After Lily left to go on her first-ever date, after Molly hugged her and 
told her, “Don’t be nervous, just have fun,” Lily returned, shrugged, and said it 
was okay. After her date lied and his friends and then her friends teased, then 
harassed her, unfriended, then ostracized her, leaving her for dead, Lily’s tears 
left her body; then her blood left her body. After Molly found Lily’s body in 
the bathtub, after Lily’s vigil and funeral, Molly finally slept for the first time in 
several days.

	 Molly dreamt of Lily. 

	 After days of demanding that God turn back time, her brain 

Shroom Shroud
Kay Harris



approximated just that. Her dream ran in reverse, a literal answer to her 
demands. 

	 First, Lily’s body was lifted from a hole in the ground, her coffin placed 
in the back of a hearse and driven, the engine of a backwards-running train 
of slow-moving cars, to her church where she was honored by a priest who 
senselessly babbled while a large, blown-up photo of her smiling face looked 
down over the congregation. Lily’s body was quickly taken to a funeral home, to 
a hospital, shoved in and pulled out of various vehicles like a package nobody 
wanted, until finally her body was delivered back home and placed on the tile 
floor in front of a bathtub of bloody water by police and paramedics who then 
backed out through the doorway. 

	 Time quickly passed until Molly abruptly reverse ran into the bathroom 
and gently lifted the limp body off the floor and placed it into the bathtub. 
Kneeling, she held the body’s head between her hands, her thumbs weakly 
caressing as she sobbed, tears streaming up her face and disappearing into her 
eyes. She then stood up, backed to the doorway, swallowed a scream, and pulled 
the door closed as she backed out of the room. 

	 Soon, the bloody water swirled, and red currents flowed towards and 
into vertical gashes on the body’s wrists. Moments later Lily suddenly sat up. She 
lifted her arms up out of the water, reached over with her left hand and picked 
up a bloody razor blade from the rim of the tub; the red puddle surrounding 
the blade jumped up as if magnetized and stuck to it as she carefully placed 
the corner of its edge into the lowest end of the gash splitting her right wrist 
and pushed it up her arm, sealing the gash behind the blade as blood flowed 
up out of the bathwater, ran up her arm, and was absorbed into her wrist just 
ahead of it. She switched the blade to her right hand and did the same to her left 
wrist, healing both wounds, leaving the bathwater clear, the razor blade clean. 
Lily then set the blade back down on the rim of the tub and was still, her face 
expressionless as she stared straight ahead, her eyes unfocused. She stayed there, 
motionless, for a short time. She then stood up; her dry, undeveloped body 
shivered as she stepped out of the bathtub. 

	 Molly’s dream then moved faster—much faster. Lily blurred towards the 
past, through middle and elementary school; her short life’s accomplishments 
and failures, her highs, her lows, flashed across Molly’s mind. Molly’s dream 
slowed and paused moments before Lily left for her first-ever day of 
school. Molly took a moment to study her daughter. Her sweet, lovely 
little girl beamed brightly. Lily was so proud of her matching yellow 47



headband, dress, leggings, and shoes; she was so excited. 

	 Molly’s dream moved forward at regular speed. Lily’s father made a joke: 
“You look more like a sunflower than a lily.” All three of them laughed at his 
dad-joke. 

	 Molly kneeled and took Lily in her arms. “We are so proud of you,” she 
whispered in Lily’s ear. “Don’t be nervous, just have fun.” She then stood and 
walked Lily, gently gripping her tiny hand, out to the school bus.

	 Molly woke up.

The Power of Flower
Alyssa Simpron
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