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Lingering Threads

by: Auna McConnaughey

Every letter I have written is a
remembering. Time seems to dance all
around me, shaking the very bones
beneath my skin. Chaos ensues,
engulfing parts of me in it. Wondering
when I’ll find the time to pause, I
hesitate. I can’t catch my breath or slow
the pace of my heart. Fabric, woven
together with each stich composing its
own dance, in and out. Intimacy lacing
it together, a web of
interconnectedness. A knot forms with
the thread, stretching the fabric as it
trails behind the needle, leaving in its
place traces of its existence. Ripping
and expanding, entangled as each
fragmentation is mended. Coursing
through their fingers, memories, love,
tragedy, intimately link. Draped in the
sensorium, knowledge and the felt are
undoubtedly connected. Where do I go?
With the thread lingering closely, it’s
here, I begin.

Cheap Change
by: Mackenzie Wagner
to plant a seed
a penny it will bloom
praying for a barren winter & 99¢
when seasons change and inflation drops
spring comes
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