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Dear readers,

Thank you for reading our eighty-second issue of Atlantis: A Creative Magazine. The response from this commu-
nity for each of our publications makes the Atlantis staff swell with pride for our contributors. Take time with 
this issue and give it permission to move you. We hope you fall into these works with your arms open—they will 
catch you.

When this issue was in the process of being put together, I kept returning to the word transition. So much of 
Atlantis’ history, so much of life itself, can be found in this word. We are in a constant state of change; our cur-
rent staff will give way to new editors, the pieces in this publication will be revisited and possibly find new forms 
in future iterations. Atlantis and its many parts will transform again and again, but there is something beautiful 
about the way art and literature can stop time. Here, in the fall of 2019, this staff was touched by the works of 
these contributors. And you, in this moment, are holding the culmination of different moments in time that all 
found a sense of home in this magazine.

Stand at the edge of what was solitude in Marissa Castrigno’s poetry. Fall into “Endless Books” by Kaila Byram 
like a dream. Feel yourself become submerged, and then find your escape. Learn how to hug a ghost, how to 
hold an ember. Art and literature make you face humanity, make you love it, make you feel your role within it, 
all while holding you close and closer still.

We hope you enjoy your moment in time with this issue of Atlantis. In every transition, there is a story, a time, 
to ground you, and we are honored to be that for our readers, contributors, and wider audience alike. Thank you 
for this capsule.

Cheers,

Tyler Anne Whichard
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Endless Pavement
Fiction by Jasmine Hughes

Elizabeth stood just off an old beat-up road. There 
were no signs there to guide her; left, right—the only 
thing she could see was the paved road and the for-
est around it, both consumed by fog. Her bare feet 
squished into the ground; the damp dirt stuck between 
her toes. The white nightgown she wore was torn to 
her knees and darkened with sweat. She gripped the 
thin fabric as her stiff legs pushed her further. 

This was her third time here. 
The first time, it had happened so quickly—before 

she could even take a breath. One minute she had 
been closing her eyes and snuggling further into her 
bed, the next she was here. The maze hadn’t released 
her yet—it only spit her out here again when she got 
the path wrong. 

Throughout her fifteen years of life, she’d never 
been one for puzzles. As a toddler, she would throw 
the small wooden shapes across the room to refuse 
them. A maze was no different to her. Solving them 
wasn’t hard on paper, but in person, with trees tower-
ing over her and a darkened, wet road paved endlessly 
in front of her, she was afraid. 

This particular road broke off into three sections. 
She could continue straight, go left, or go right, and 
she’d already gone right—twice. She squared her 
shoulders and continued forward. 

She ran until her legs lost their strength. They 
went out from under her, sending her clattering to 
the pavement. Her lungs burned and sweat rolled into 
her eyes. When she looked up, something new was 
there in front of her, sitting upon a white cloth: a glass 
longer than her forearm, filled to the brim with wa-
ter, accompanied by a plate with a single peanut and 
a folded-over piece of cardstock with “enjoy” written 
on it in bold cursive. 

“Enjoy?” she asked the air, her voice nothing more 
than a whisper after hours of screaming and running. 

With her hands, she dragged herself to the cloth. 
She gulped down half of the water without even think-

ing. Much of it spilled onto her face and down her 
front. She expected it to soothe her heated skin, but 
instead it froze her gown and pained her body. The 
chill in the air curled around her further. The change 
in weather didn’t hold her attention for too long, 
however; it happened too often for her to fret. 

Instead, Elizabeth ate the peanut. 
When it was gone, her stomach grumbled in an-

guish as it realized there was nothing more to be eat-
en. 

She draped the cloth around her shoulders and 
tied it in a knot at her chest. With the water glass in 
hand, she rose to her feet. Ignoring their quivering, 
she considered the choice ahead of her: left or right. 
The decision weighed heavy in her chest as she turned 
to her left. 

Elizabeth didn’t arrive to her next point any faster 
than the last. But when she did, she was rewarded. 
A pair of shoes, made of nothing but stitched fabric, 
waited for her at the base of a tree. She slipped them 
on, the dirt rubbing painfully into the scrapes on her 
feet.

The cold drifted away, replaced instead by wet 
heat. She sipped on her water before tightening the 
knot of the cloth. 

Forward or right. There was nothing for her to 
gauge the paths. No sign of what was right or wrong. 

Her lip trembled as she chose to continue for-
ward. A whoosh of wind enveloped her, jerking her 
up toward the sky, and as the scream erupted from 
her mouth, she was spat back out onto the chilled 
ground. Her hands scraped against the pavement in an 
attempt to save her face. 

She scrambled to her now-bare feet and found her-
self back at the start; her rewards had been stripped 
from her, returning to their rightful places. She fell 
to her knees. 

She would have to try again. 
•

Self Portrait
Art by Allen Rodgers
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How to Hug a Ghost
Poetry by Sidney Wollmuth

I.

If you keep seeing
your dead mother
in   the   oven,
remember that she
is a delusion. Your real
mother is hiding behind
the living room toilet. Don’t
spray cinnamon Febreeze
at her; she won’t feel it.
She will think you are being
rude.
        
II.

Stop expressing dismay
at the ham sandwiches
in your lunch box 
that you did not put there— 
your best friend is starting
to worry. He’s always holding
your forearm in the hallway
as if he thinks grief 
is getting lost. 
You always found your way
out of corn mazes, though.
The scary part was knowing
your mother was still stuck
inside.

III.

The house feels soggy
at night, like wet bread.
A    breeding   ground 
for spirits maybe. 
You keep knocking
over glasses on purpose,
hoping your mother will come
to clean the mess up.
 

IV.

Do the dead mourn
for the living? You
have to decide 
which heels to wear 
to the funeral
while your mother 
takes a nap.
 
V.

It’s hard
when you don’t
know who she would
have you love.
It’s hard 
when you
cannot find the wavy
lines on the inside of
your thighs.
It’s hard
when there is no
orange juice
to knock over
in this changing room.

•
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Let it Out
Photography by Anna Layton Freuler



11 12

Three Poems
by Marissa Castrigno

Figure study 

I was young then
and a body was just a thing to be drawn
measured 
a thing I did not consider myself in relation to.
A teacher told me 
when capturing the likeness of a figure
use the shape of its negative space 
as a guide. 
This lesson comes to me as I sit atop a stool
a decade later
waiting 
spine and hips and legs 
hollowing out a place to which you can return

•

At the edge of what was solitude

Still bleary-eyed, sun newly risen, a kiss on the quiet city morning street & my hand at
the waistband of her uniform. Near strangers last night, bodies folded & stacked, she hit
my forearm with the flats of her fingers until she felt veins rise. “Here,” she said,
tapping, “I could get this one.” We animals, warm-blooded, prodding at each other
with our different curiosities. When I imagine her, poised needle to flesh, blue-ringed
eyes like the heart of a felled tree, measuring, I grow flush & pray in less than a whisper,
Body, let me do the talking.

•

Haikus about a
girl with eyes so clear I
am rendered speechless.

The way I want you: 
atop a peak, surrounded 
by old cattle dogs, 

fingers to knuckle 
in wiry fur, beaming white-
toothed, trees towering. 

Let us find mountains,
gnarled, empty, beautiful,  
climbing without end. 
 
Say yes before you 
can think of somewhere to run 
newer than I am. 

Whisper something just
so you’ll come close enough 
to whisper something.

Call tomorrow Ours.
Dream of it lying still in
the city’s great noise. 

Then take me somewhere 
you’ve known for so long
that time begins to fold. 

•
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Untitled
Photography by Shelby Kustak
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Ember
Art by Alaina Bubeck

The Page I’ve Been Painting:
Meditations on & around white
Nonfiction by Courtney Justus

Canvas

The color of beginnings.

If I told you this while sipping chai tea from a porce-
lain cup, allowing its white surface to warm my fin-
gers, then you’d probably try to make some sort of 
metaphysical reflection about it before going to pour 
yourself coffee. And I would listen and watch you, like 
I always do.

Now I imagine you with your coffee cup, looking over 
the wall that you need to paint. I keep thinking of you 
painting walls, purple over white or beige, as you play 
soft jazz or some other radio station I don’t recognize. 
I think of your hands, smooth but flecked with paint 
stains, and how warm they felt in mine.

I want to remember everything we said in our first few 
conversations, though I know it’s impossible. 

What I do remember:
white walls on every side of us,
a soft brown couch,
dozens of photocopies made on crisp, white paper
and how you said to me,
“I don’t usually talk this much. Thank you.”

When you think of me, what comes to mind first? The 
walls? My pale skin? Coffee in porcelain cups?

I wouldn’t normally think of white as the color of 
memory. But with you, I do.

Imagining myself reflective in my whiteness, I think of 
the Sun and sky and how easily I get sunburned. My 
white skin burns to a dark pink, almost red. 

How easily can I reflect? How can I be reflective?

You can reflect your experiences, but even then, 
there’s no way for you to know all of any one per-
son’s experiences just by looking at them. Not even by 
a couple of conversations, however meaningful those 
might be.

We absorb our experiences, like a canvas that is slowly 
painted over.

Does my whiteness make me more prone to absorb? 
Or to reflect?

My pale skin can tell you many stories.

I lived in Buenos Aires for about six years, from ages 
twelve through eighteen. 

I suppose that thinking of myself as white came second to 
recognizing myself as a U.S. citizen. An American. The girl 
whose name students and teachers had trouble pronouncing.

My name doesn’t even have a proper translation into Argen-
tinian Spanish, castellano.

It took me years to learn to roll my r’s properly, to clearly 
distinguish the d’s from the r’s and g’s when I spoke.

My name means you cannot forget who I am or where I come 
from.

But what if I can’t explain where I come from?

I was born in Houston, Texas, but lived in Virginia, then Ten-
nessee, then Argentina. Then, finally, Texas again.

When people ask me where I’m from, I just tell them Hous-
ton, because it’s so much easier and still technically true.

Sometimes I think about what my life would have been like 
if my family had just stayed in Houston until I went off to 
college. It remains this sort of blank space in my mind. I try 
to fill it with images of my high school, my friend group, 
the college admissions process, but none of it seems to quite 
come together.

Knowing what I know now, I would have chosen the life I 
have instead.

Wherever I lived, I still think I would have chosen to be a 
writer.

 
Porcelain

I’ve spent many mornings in my friend Pauline’s kitchen, 
drinking tea and listening to the delicate chimes of her vi-
braphone. I would touch the cool white and blue tiles of her 
kitchen floor and countertops, as if to anchor myself in those 
moments.

From the kitchen windows, you could see the white day-
light seeping into the air, the grass, the water of her pool. 
Her labrador retrievers would sometimes lie in the sun, on 
the warm, white pool tiles.

In every season, we would sit at her glass kitchen table, 
sipping tea from porcelain mugs, eating blackberries, al-
monds, brie cheese, and wheat crackers from our white 
plates.

During the summertime, I watched the sun shine on her 
brown hair and dance on her smooth skin as we slowly 
stepped into the pool.

She is an angel that plays the vibraphone, my favorite rock-
er girl behind the drum set, the one that reminds me with 
her words to keep looking for angels wherever I go.

I never thought of Pauline as porcelain-fragile until I saw 
her crying into our friend’s shoulder, confessing that she’d 
developed anorexia.

Hours before I learned of her sickness, I sat with Pauline 
in her bedroom, writing a birthday letter to our friend. I 
remember the white daylight filtering in through Pauline’s 
bedroom window. It was so tranquil, quiet. The kind of 
calm that precedes a storm or a revelation.

White is supposed to represent spirituality, possibility, and 
protection.

After learning of Pauline’s anorexia, I felt like I had failed 
her as a friend. How could I not have noticed the weight 
loss, her anxiety, the dark circles under her eyes? If I had 
known earlier, I would have tried to intervene, to protect 
her somehow.

I wanted to apologize, but didn’t know how. Is white the 
color of apology, or the color that precedes it?

When Pauline finally did go into treatment, I’d moved back 
to the United States with my mom and brother. I still wish 
I hadn’t had to leave so soon, while my friend was still re-
covering, still growing healthy again.

After Maggie Nelson
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I wonder how I didn’t notice her sickness earlier, how it 
took me an hour or two into the party to realize what was 
happening to her.

Sometimes, it’s not until you’re holding someone that you 
realize something has been broken inside of them.

When you held me for the first time, we were sitting on a 
brown couch, drinking red wine in white coffee cups because 
we didn’t have any actual wine glasses with us. We reached 
for each other and, when we finally kissed, I couldn’t think 
of anything. It was like a white space temporarily inhabited 
my mind.

Memory is blurry, so maybe that’s not exactly what was in 
my head. I do remember, though, how everything seemed to 
stop. How the clock that often ticked in my mind, telling me 
to keep moving, had stopped. Its metallic hands had fallen 
off and were starting to rust.

The insides of the white cups remained stained with red, as 
if from lipstick.

Our cars, both white, were the only ones left in the parking 
lot. I remember looking around us for a minute before I 
turned around and embraced you one last time. 

I drove off towards home, in silence. All night, I kept replay-
ing the same moment in my head: holding your face in my 
hands, your lips on mine, your warm arms and the moment 
when all my thoughts seemed to stop.

After our first kiss, I couldn’t sleep. I lay in my bed, listen-
ing to music, closing my eyes in the hopes that I could relax 
enough to fall asleep. My mind kept turning back to you, to 
that moment when you first reached for me.

Something inside of me felt shaken up. I couldn’t tell if it 
was because I hadn’t eaten for several hours, or simply be-
cause I’d been nervous about today, or because, underneath 
it all, I really did suspect that something was wrong, even 
back then.

In the morning, as the sky grew light blue, daylight streamed 
in through the window, slow and white and gentle. I looked at 
the light and wondered when you would wake.

I listened to one of my favorite songs that night: “The Mor-
tician’s Daughter” by Black Veil Brides. The artist might be 
Black Veil Brides, but the essence of the song is white: gentle, 
embracing me, asking me to imagine what could be.

White canvases ask you to imagine what could be painted on 
their surfaces. They are possibility. They ask, “What could be?”

Is that what you were thinking when you painted the class-
room walls where I work?

In early April, after you’d finished painting, I almost forgot 
that the room used to have purple walls. Now they are four 
different colors: white, purple, green and yellow. It’s sup-
posed to be a retro look, or maybe a mildly Southwestern 
one. 

Even though they used to be purple, it was like starting with 
a nearly blank slate. For you, it was the color of beginning.

Paint

White paint can be tinted so easily. Even a tiny drop of red or 
blue paint is enough to turn white to pink or sky blue.

I think it’s easy to forget about our first kiss and the stained 
coffee cups, until you reappear in the glass doorway. As I 
watch you move back and forth from the paint can, I wonder 
how I could have been so wrong.

After the kiss, several weeks passed without word from you. I 
kept waiting for a text message from you, but I never got one.

Then, I ran into you at a poetry reading at a local bookstore. 
As I approached you, you hugged me and said, “You smell the 
same.”  What smells were those? My elegant DKNY perfume, 
its white box frayed at the edges? The clean scent of my al-
mond shampoo?

A couple of hours later, in the darkness below the freeway, 
you reached for me, telling me that you were sorry for not 
having reached out for so long.

“I’ve never been good at long-distance communication. It has 
to do with the way I was raised,” you said. “Still, that’s no 
excuse.”

You kissed my hair. I finally returned your kiss. I was warm, a 
soft, cream-colored kind of warm.

In my hands, I took
your thin locks and whispered:
Take me to where you have been.
    -After Eleni Sikelianos

Later that night, I stood in my kitchen, still feeling the trace 
of our kiss on your lips, still remembering your arms around 
me, your warm body against mine. I felt light as I moved 
about the kitchen, heating up my pasta with tomato sauce. In 
those hours, as well as the evenings of days that followed, I 
wondered if you would text me, but somehow knew that you 
wouldn’t.

When you showed up to paint the classroom walls at work 
a few weeks later, you greeted me with a smile, saying little 
before you went to your brushes and paint cans. You acted 
like our slate was clean.

I’d had no idea you were coming.

How could I forget that the walls of that classroom all used 
to be purple? 

I remember you kneeling down as you rolled fresh paint over 
the old paint, a strong smell filling the air of the classroom. 
Your jeans were splattered with small dots of white, yellow, 
green.

Whenever you came to paint during my work hours, I would 
sit quietly at my desk, trying to concentrate on the emails I 
needed to send, filling up the white bubble with words, nod-
ding to myself when they made sense.

When you left a few hours later, I would feel something heavy 
latch itself onto my chest, something far from the whiteness 
I’d once encountered with you.

How could you forget what you’d painted? How could I?

Words

I wanted to go back to you, even after that night by the free-
way, even after you had strayed from your word. I know I 
could give you a blank slate anytime I want to, but I just can’t.

We are still in the same city. I wonder if you are reading a 
book right now, or writing, or going on a run. Or maybe 
you’re lying next to another girl, stroking her long hair, tell-
ing her how soft it is.

I don’t know if I will see you again. I write about you in my 
journal almost every day, filling the page with ink scrawls 
describing what was, what could be.

As I look back on my words, I hope that I make the right 
choice.

There is a time and place for learning. Names,
faces, how to say I miss you in Spanish, the slow
curves of spheres and solids on your worksheet. I
calculate one-fourth of the circumference, how far
to the last place I lived. How far the light travels
from the circle to my pock-marked face.

There is a time and place, a space of light
and shadowed corners, where you can write
your story. 

Esta vez, no te dicto. No te guío más.*

*This time, I won’t dictate to you. I won’t guide you any-
more.

•
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No Grass Allergy
Photography by Case Marshall

Snake Charming 
Poetry by Lily Crowder

Grapefruit underneath raw nail beds as a reminder we can burn ourselves. The girl who couldn’t
swim but had pool noodles sewn into her calves slurped down an ice-cold glass of coke and
thought about the polar bears and the ice caps and how it never got cold in the middle of the
Caribbean. Her mother told her there were girls who ate to live and girls who ate because food
tasted good. She ate because eggs were yellow once cracked and she knew she was the same
way. The girl who was an egg laid herself in a snake’s nest and only cracked because she heard
the sound of wild buffalo charging towards her childhood home. She stood on the frontline of the
house and screamed gibberish, streams of yellow spewing from her like a yard sprinkler until the
beasts relaxed. They came inside and drank tea with her. The snake was angered she had cracked
so soon. She was too young, underdeveloped, her yellow was tainted. She played a flute and her
and the snake danced and made amends. Her mother said she really should eat more.

She became so pale and thin her intestines were visible through her skin. The snake, unfamiliar
with human anatomy, assumed they were actually snakes she had once consumed and slapped
her. She cried as her dad sliced the snake’s head off with a shovel. Pluck your legs before you go
to dinner with a man running late to pick you up. Comb your hair with the fork from the
silverware collection you inherited from your late grandmother. Bite your lips until they are the
perfect shade of red that says I want to have a good time on my own terms. When she gets in
your car don’t compliment her dress for at least five minutes so she can worry about how she
looks long enough to make boring small talk. Pinkies up, you’re drinking wine laced with super
glue. As your tongue starts to become one with the roof of your mouth let someone else lead the
conversation.

•
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New York Onions 
Fiction by William Becker

I.
Jessica carries a paper bag full of onions to her 

apartment. She moves down the empty hallways 
of the building, up to the seventh floor, and to the 
door of room #782. She fumbles with a key pulled 
from her pocket, fidgets with it in her hands, and 
finally manages to jam it into the keyhole. 

She brings the onions into her kitchen and sets 
them down, but before she can pull them from 
the bag, she has the urge to paint. Later, she hears 
someone talking through the door to her apart-
ment, but ignores them. 

By nightfall, she lies back in bed, listening to 
the pounding at her door. 

II .
After a long night, she awakens. 
She pulls her leather wallet from under her 

worn mattress, straightens some wrinkled fif-
ty-dollar bills, then goes about her day. 

She returns from the market with a second pa-
per bag full of onions. They roll around in the bag, 
whispering as they go. She ignores the slip of pa-
per taped to her door. Reaching into her pocket, 
she fumbles with her key. Eventually, she stumbles 
into her tainted apartment. 

She places the bag of onions on the counter, 
then feels an indescribable desire to paint; luckily, 
her black marker is still lying beside her bed. 

The voice returns a second time, just as she 
feels a rumble in her stomach. 

III.
After a long night of drinking, she awakens. 
She pulls her leather wallet from under the 

sheetless bed, glances into it, then notices her 
money has slipped out beneath the mattress. She 
yanks a handful of discarded twenty-dollar bills 

and anxiously stuffs them into her wallet. 
She returns home with a bag of onions, and, for 

the third time, reaches into her pocket and fum-
bles with the key for a moment before unlocking 
the door. She ignores the new notice stapled to 
her door.

 Jessica carries the bag into her dimly lit kitch-
en. The flickering fluorescent lights in the room 
drift into the bag. 

She stumbles to her bed and begins to paint 
with her black marker. She finishes her drawing, 
and soon it is time to sleep. 

“Hey, stop pounding on the walls, I’m trying to 
sleep!” the man in the hallway shouts. 

IV.
After a long night of drinking, she wakes up to 

the stench of markers alongside her bed. 
Jessica pulls her leather wallet from under 

her tough, rock-hard mattress. She finds that the 
only money left inside of her wallet is a bunch of 
five-dollar bills. She tiptoes over piles of broken 
glass and hurries down to the market. 

The flickering fluorescent lights in the room 
shine into the four bags, reflecting off the glass 
within. She shrugs, for once not wanting what is 
inside, then lazily slugs herself into her bedroom. 

She takes the black marker from its resting 
place on the floor, then begins to add detail to the 
circles on the wall. By now, there must be hun-
dreds. 

When the hours of early morning arrive and 
she lies down, the voice in the hall is back. 

“You are the dream,” it says, “and I am the sheep 
in a wolf’s skin. Rooms inside of rooms, but ev-
erything has a twin.” 

She rubs her sores, then finally sleeps. 

V.
She awakens at noon, barely able to move this time. 
She grabs her dirty long-sleeved shirt from the floor, 

some cash from under the mattress, and then heads 
to the market. As she walks out of the apartment, the 
boards covering her bedroom door seem to stare at her. 

“Stop,” she whispers. 
She feels a warm sensation in her stomach, knowing 

she’s lucky to have placed her mattress by the front door 
before they could take it. 

By the time she has purchased the next bag of onions, 
her arms are far too tired to carry it; they ache, they 
burn, and the bag feels so heavy. She must drag it back 
to her room. As she pulls the bag down the hallway, a 
draft blows past her to the eviction notice on her door, 
sending it flying down the hallway. 

“Maybe they’ll forget,” Jessica mutters to herself. 
She manages to get the bag of onions into her kitch-

en, and then takes this time to rest. When she feels 
whole again, she pulls one of the jars from a paper bag 
and pours the contents into a bowl. 

She draws again that night, adding smaller circles in-
side of the circles on the wall above her mattress. The 
voice returns when she is finished. 

“It’s not my fault,” it says. “Just between us two, al-
right? Don’t you ever leave me behind.” 

She smiles, blows the voice a kiss, then rubs her sores 
again. 

VI.
Jessica crawls out from the pile of dirty blankets and 

blood-stained towels on top of her mattress, then scur-
ries across the floor to the door. 

She can’t help but notice that her artwork has turned 
the entire wall of her abandoned living room black. 
She adds more lines to the circles on her wall, creating 
thousands of faces, all staring at her. 

She makes it to the market a little later that day, but, 
like usual, she gets her bag and drags it back home. The 
pain in her forearms is blinding—it’s worth it. 

When she gets the bag full of jars into her kitchen, 
she sets it down next to the dozens of other bags of 
onions littering the room. 

Her mind is eventually overrun by hunger, so she 
starts painting. She adds more detail to the faces, until 
each one is screaming in horror. 

Separate from the faces, Jessica begins drawing a 
picture of a man dressed as a knight on one of the 
opposite walls. 

When she lies down, the man is back again. 
“They’re going to take you soon,” he says. 
“I know,” she mumbles. “He’ll be back soon, don’t 

worry, please.” 
VII.

She nearly trips over a discarded box of medicine 
the next morning. When she searches under her mat-
tress to find money for onions, she notices she doesn’t 
have a lot left. Hoping she can convince someone to 
give her a deal at the marketplace, she sets out for 
another bag. 

Unfortunately, she finds that the seller is not in 
their usual place. She sniffles for a moment, realiz-
ing that there is nothing left. She stumbles back to 
her room, nearly in tears, and prays that he will come 
back soon. 

Suddenly, Jessica finds determination within her-
self. She digs through the fifty or so bags of onions 
littered throughout her apartment, hoping to find 
at least something to get her through the night. She 
breaks every last one of the glass jars, but she has al-
ready used everything. 

There is nothing to distract her from the painful 
hunger, which turns and cuts through her stomach. 
She winces and moans throughout the night, knowing 
that her body can’t support her much longer. 

The last thing she draws on the wall is a couple of 
words beneath the knight, “the one who never came 
back.” 
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VIII.

Jessica doesn’t wake up when she usually does.
She lies still for a few seconds, which then turn to min-

utes, and then to hours, and then to days. The heroin dealer 
at the marketplace doesn’t think much of the missing girl, 
nor does anybody who passed her on the street. In fact, the 
only people who really think the change is a big deal are her 
neighbors.

In the time before her body goes cold and the apartment 
maintenance finds her, a letter is slid under the door. 

Dear Jessica, 
I want you to know that I’m so so sorry to hear about your fa-

ther. I know it’s a lot to deal with. I’ve lost someone too, and I know 
how hard it is. I also know you’re dealing with a lot, but you still 
need to take your medicine. You know how you get when you don’t. 
Your father wouldn’t want you to have episodes. I know he left you 
everything he had, but I’m sending money as well. I’ll try to come 
by in a week, but you know how work is. 

Sincerely, 
Mark H. 

•

Brea
ch

Art by Allen Rodgers
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Endless Books
Photography for Kaila Byram
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Submerged
Photography by Evan Daniels

Lake Norman
An homage to Paul Monette’s “Here”
Poetry by Lily Crowder

This morning I sit at my conference table surrounded by my equals surrounded by the sequels to
everyone’s parents my legs oh my legs are shaking oh god almighty they are so stiff oh my last
night no two nights ago he looked at me by god he looked at me the way I used to look at sour
cream and onion chips when my mother said, pick out just one item, his teeth were big real big
as big as a room or a swimming pool or a tree yes a tree his mouth was a tall tree, always green
his teeth are not green by god don’t think that look at his mouth I am serious have you seen Lake
Norman? I haven’t but I heard it is nice and I imagine if you jumped into his mouth it would be
like jumping into Lake Norman on a perfect day and I’m out of eggs and I hope he’ll stay the
night oh god what will I give him for breakfast I wish I had picked eggs instead of sour cream
and onion chips and saved them I swear I swear oh god his hair it is a mane like Simba when
he’s grown and you think, is that lion hot? dear god oh my he could give me a tour of
Washington and tell me everything wrong and I would believe every word and tell my friends I
know that Lincoln was short and Jefferson was a vegetarian I know he can lie and chew with his
mouth open but can’t we all and I know he’d have cute kids and I know his mom’s name and he
didn’t tell me it but hopefully I’ll meet her and hopefully she’ll share a secret family recipe with
me that has nutmeg in it and he’ll stand back and smile and I hope he won’t mind my messy
room or that I still watch cartoons and I hope he’ll stay awhile and I hope Lake Norman is nice
and I hope we’ll go.

•
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Clown Row
Fiction by Piper White

The town knew that the clown attacks were se-
rious after Johnny Harmon was murdered in front 
of Lacy Morgan. The two had been driving down 
the road in his red pickup when they saw a man in 
a clown costume on the side of the road staring 
at them. Johnny was a daredevil and didn’t think 
anything of it when he walked out of his truck 
to confront the clown. However, he hadn’t seen 
the baseball bat in the clown’s hand, and once the 
clown struck him, there was no going back. Luck-
ily, Lacy had been smart enough to drive the truck 
away from the bludgeoning and go straight to the 
police. She wasn’t the same after that; no one was. 
The clown who had beaten Johnny to death was 
never found. Johnny’s bloody letterman jacket was 
the only evidence collected from that night, and it 
gave no leads. The police were troubled by it; Boil-
ing Springs wasn’t a big town. They concluded that 
the clown had made a run for it and had gotten 
away before they could catch him.

*
 As I walked through the hall at school, I passed 

Johnny’s locker. It had been two weeks since his 
death, but there was still a small memorial at his 
locker. A photo of him in his letterman jacket and 
Lacy in her cheer uniform was taped to it. Flow-
ers and teddy bears sat at the foot of his locker, 
mostly from Lacy. Sometimes she would stand and 
stare at it between classes, sometimes too deep in 
thought to hear the bell ring. She didn’t talk to 
anyone about the incident and had even stopped 
showing up to cheer practice. 

As I turned into my chemistry class, I saw the 
familiar, messy blonde hair of my best friend, Wil-
son. We had known each other since we were chil-
dren. After my dad had gone to prison, he helped 
me get through it. My mom and dad got divorced 
after my little brother, Charlie, was born. I was 
seven at the time, and I could tell things were off 

between the two of them. She kicked him out af-
ter a fight that had ended with my dad striking 
her across the face. He fell off the deep end and 
wound up in prison. 

Mom got back on her feet. She started working 
as a nurse at the local hospital. 

“Claire,” Wilson whispered, “did you hear about 
what happened this morning?”

“No,” I said, leaning in. “What? Tell me.”
“Another clown attack,” Wilson said.
“What happened?” I asked.
“Not sure,” he replied, “but I heard the girl got 

away.”
The latest clown attack was the topic of conver-

sation in the cafeteria that day; once again, the po-
lice hadn’t been able to catch the clown. Nothing 
ever happened in Boiling Springs.

“Lacy’s not here,” I pointed out as we took our 
seats.

“Do you think she heard about the attack?” Wil-
son asked, digging into his turkey sandwich. 

“I’m not sure,” I said, shaking my head. “Do you 
think it was the same one who killed Johnny?”

“That’s what I’ve heard,” Wilson said. 
We ate the rest of our lunch in silence, eaves-

dropping on the pondering thoughts between the 
different tables around us. Stories that the clown 
was a serial killer surfaced, and others thought it 
was Lacy. Everyone’s thoughts were far-fetched 
and ridiculous. I scoffed as I left. 

Lacy and I hadn’t ever been close, but hearing 
people speak of her in such a manner got to me; 
I couldn’t help but remember when everyone did 
the same to me after they had learned of my fa-
ther going to prison. Wilson had helped me ignore 
the comments by cracking jokes in my ear as we 
walked from class to class. Luckily, the comments 
had died down after a couple of weeks. 

*

Two more clown attacks were reported the week 
leading up to October 31, 1984. Victims, male and fe-
male, escaped with minor injuries. A citywide curfew 
was instilled by Boiling Springs Police Department for 
7:00 p.m. until further notice.

The only thing people at school could talk about 
were the clown attacks, and the Halloween party the 
football players were having that night. 

“Are we going?”  Wilson asked.
“No, I’m walking around with Charlie while he trick-

or-treats, and then I’m going in,” I explained. “It won’t 
be smart going to that party.”

“Can I come with you?”
“Of course.” 

*
“Just a few more houses, please,” Charlie whined, 

shaking his straw-covered legs. 
He had added a few extra tweaks to his scarecrow 

costume, which included gluing straw to his pants. Ev-
erywhere he went, he left a few stray pieces.

I checked the time. 6:45 p.m.
“Charlie,” I said. “We have fifteen minutes to get back 

home,” 
“A few more won’t hurt,” Wilson interjected. “Stop 

being such a goodie-goodie, Claire.”
“Yeah, Claire,” Charlie said. “Mom’s not even home; 

she won’t know.”
I shot Wilson a look as Charlie ran up to another 

house. 
“I’m blaming you if we get caught missing curfew,” I 

said.
After visiting five other houses, we headed home. We 

were able to make it in by 7, but just barely. 
Charlie ran up to his room, while Wilson and I 

plopped down onto the couch. I flipped through some 
Halloween movies until the power shut out. 

“Claire!” I heard Charlie call from his room. 
“Coming!” I called back. “Will you go to the garage 

and check the power box?” 
“Sure,” Wilson said, feeling around for the drawer 

that held the flashlights. 
I slowly crept up the stairs, careful not to lose my 

balance. 

As I neared Charlie’s room, I noticed his door 
cracked open, slightly. Inside, I found a mountain of 
candy in the center of his floor. 

“Charlie?” 
He was nowhere in sight. Before I panicked, I 

checked to see if he was hiding anywhere. Charlie 
loved popping out and scaring people, especially on 
Halloween. I checked his closet and under his bed be-
fore I noticed the open window. On the windowsill 
were a few stray pieces of straw. 

I ran down the steps and back into the living room. 
When Wilson turned the power back on, I saw a 
clown outside the back window, Charlie by his side. 
The clown’s hand had a hard grip on Charlie’s mouth 
as tears streamed down my helpless brother’s face. 

“Charlie!” I yelled.
Wilson looked and the clown took off, dragging 

Charlie with him. Without thinking, I ran out the 
door. Wilson followed, trying to stop me. 

“We need to call the police!” Wilson said, grabbing 
my arm. 

“There’s no time to wait for the police!” I cried. 
“That’s my little brother, and I’m going to find him.”

I raced into the woods and didn’t look back.
•
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Escape
Photography by Alaina Bubeck
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Contributors

William Becker is a journalist and surrealist author 
from Boone, North Carolina. His work is known for 
being strange, disturbing, and intensely metaphor-
ical. His first novel, Weeping of the Caverns, was re-
leased when he was just 15 years old. His second 
novel, Grey Skies, came out in mid-2019 and was 
accompanied by two short stories. Becker doesn’t 
want you to read his work, but you’re going to any-
way. He especially doesn’t want you to find any of 
his work on Barnes & Noble or Amazon. Seriously, 
don’t read it. 

Alaina Bubeck is currently a Junior at UNCW. 
Alaina is majoring in studio art and minoring in art 
history. She has always loved charcoal and is now 
becoming a fan of oil paint. She is interested in real-
istic portraits but also loves to create some abstract 
pieces. After graduating from UNCW, Alaina hopes 
to get her Masters in art education and become a 
high school art teacher. 

Kaila Byram is a senior at UNCW studying creative 
writing. She is originally from Connecticut, but af-
ter traveling around the world she decided to move 
somewhere new which brought her to Wilmington. 
She dabbles in photography as well as painting and 
drawing, and loves to incorporate her world travels 
within all of her artistic mediums.

Marissa Castrigno is an essayist with a particular 
interest in music, literary analysis, art criticism, 
women, and the New York City subway system. She 
holds a BA in English from Wesleyan University 
and is an MFA candidate in creative nonfiction at 
UNCW. Her work has appeared in Lavender Review, 
Eater NY, and Bluestockings Review, among others.

Lily Crowder is a nineteen-year-old Wilmington lo-
cal. She is a junior at UNCW studying creative writ-
ing. Crowder grew up in a full house with a total 

of four siblings, two dogs, and a coop of her moth-
er’s chickens (which she greatly despises.) Some of 
her writing influences are Charles Bukowski, Jack 
Kerouac, and James Tate. She focuses most of her 
writing on prose and has an odd adoration of old, 
country/western outlaw music.

Evan Daniels is currently a BA candidate at UNCW 
majoring in studio art with an expected graduation 
in December of 2019. He was born and raised in 
Goldsboro, NC, and moved to Wilmington to fur-
ther his education. Daniels focuses on photography 
as a medium, challenging people through his art by 
exposing them to vulnerable images of the human 
body. Daniels is also an Eastern NC portrait and fine 
art wedding photographer. Daniels presently has his 
work published in the Pennsylvania Center for Pho-
tography and More Art Please Gallery’s “Fine Art” 
international exhibition in Romania.

Kristen Dorsey is an artist, aspiring writer, and 
USMC veteran. Dorsey has won several awards for 
her 2D and 3D mixed media artwork, and her writ-
ing has been published locally. She is a senior in the 
UNCW Creative Writing program. A gallery of her 
artwork can be seen at 
www.KristenDorseyArtist.com. 

Jasmine Hughes is a senior at UNCW working to-
wards her BFA in creative writing as well as a cer-
tification in publishing. She interned with Dzanc 
Books and is currently a staff writer for Her Cam-
pus. Her favorite stories at the moment are ones that 
have dark and magical elements, which is why she is 
currently working on a collection of short stories 
that all have their own fantastical elements and that 
pay homage to obscure fairy tales. 

Courtney Justus is a first-year fiction candidate in 
UNCW’s creative writing MFA program. Her work 

appears or is forthcoming in America’s Emerging 
Young Adult Writers: The Plains States, Press Pause 
Press, Tipton Poetry Journal, and elsewhere.

Shelby Kustak is a junior studying at UNCA 
with a concentration in photography. She looks 
forward to merging her new-found skills be-
hind the camera with her love of collage and 
mixed media. She also looks forward to earn-
ing her BA in Art and pursue an engaging ca-
reer with the degree.

Anna Layton is a junior at UNCW majoring 
in history with a concentration in secondary 
education. She is the president of the UNCW 
Women’s Club Basketball team and is also a 
member of Phi Alpha Theta History Honor So-
ciety. Photography is a hobby of hers that she 
uses as an outlet for emotion and feelings; it 
is a way to express herself without having to 
provide further explanation.

Case Marshall is a photographer from Topsail, 
NC. He has been shooting digital photography 
for most of his life, and just recently stepped 
into the world of film. He immediately fell in 
love with the process, and found a hobby he can 
practice on a daily basis.

Allen Rodgers was born in 1986 in Charlotte, 
North Carolina. He and his two siblings, an 
older sister and a twin brother, grew up in 
Waxhaw, NC. After high school he worked in 
the outdoor industry, and eventually moved to 
Wilmington. Drawing has always been a pas-
sion and hobby of his, and he wanted to further 
develop his skills. He is currently working on a 
BA in studio art at UNCW, where he is focusing 
on figurative work. He hopes to one day merge 
his passions of teaching others and art to even-
tually become a professor.

Kyle Sullivan is a North Carolina-based pho-
tographer, filmmaker, and videographer. He 
dabbles in film photography and specializes in 
directing music videos. He got his start in 2018 
and hopes to make a lifelong career as a visual 
artist.

Piper White is a sophomore pursuing a BFA 
in creative writing with a concentration in fic-
tion as well as a certification in publishing at 
UNCW. She was inspired to write “Clown Row” 
after the widely circulated clown videos which 
surfaced in 2016. White has also self-published 
two novels, Flicker and Flare, which are a part of 
her young adult urban fantasy series. She hopes 
to continue the series and pursue a career as a 
fiction writer.

Sidney Wollmuth is currently attending the the 
Honors College at UNCW where she is dou-
ble majoring in English and creative writing. 
She loses a lot of things. Her writing has been 
recognized by the Scholastic Art and Writing 
Competition, Rookie Mag, Pittsburgh Poetry 
Houses, and Oprah magazine.
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Zoe Howard
Alyssa Schoaff

Adonis Macasieb
Aj Bachmann
Kassie Bild

Thank you to our 
sponsors...

1007 N 4th St
Wilmington, NC
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Submission Guidelines
We are looking for all types of art, photography, prose, and 
poetry with a unique perspective. We want our readers 
to experience your mood and talent through your own 
brush, pen, and/or camera. Show us your most creative, 
innovative, and personal take on the expansive world 
around us. 

To submit to Atlantis, you must currently be an 
undergraduate or graduate student at any public or 
private university or community college in North 
Carolina. Contributors may submit up to ten pieces of art, 
photography, nonfiction, fiction, or poetry. Please follow 
the guidelines carefully. They can be found on our website 
at atlantismagazine.org/submit.

Editorial Policy
For each  genre featured in our magazine—art, photography, 
nonfiction, fiction, and poetry—there is an editorial staff 
comprised of a qualified genre editor and several UNCW 
student volunteers. All submissions are anonymously 
coded by Submittable before being thoroughly reviewed 
by the student staffs. The submitter’s name is not disclosed 
until each editorial staff has made final content decisions. 

The views and opinions expressed in this publication are 
those of the contributors and do not necessarily represent 
or reflect the views and opinions of Atlantis and its staff 
members.

Copyright
All rights are reserved to the individual authors and artists. 
Permission must be obtained to use any material from this 
publication in any way. Fonts used: Perpetua, Caviar 
Dreams, and Lora.

Stay Connected
www.atlantismagazine.org

Like us on Facebook!
www.facebook.com/atlantismagazine

Follow us on Instagram!
@atlantismaguncw

Follow us on Twitter!
@atlantismaguncw

Mailing address:
Atlantis
UNC Wilmington
4855 Price Dr., FUU 1049
Wilmington, NC 28403-5624 

AtLant
 a creative magazine

s

Thank You To...
The Student Media Center, Bill DiNome, Apple Products, Adobe InDesign, Photoshop, and Illustrator, Tim Bass, our 
wonderful volunteers, Logan Prochaska, Carey Cecelia Shook, everyone who submitted, the new chalkboard, the 
CRW department, cold mornings, Eron, Obi, Starbucks, UNCW Pub Lab, late night office design sessions, Sharky’s, 
open mic nights, pizza, Wrightsville Beach, and good days. 
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