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Dear Reader, 

 

We’re excited to present to you Issue 55 of Under Construction. We chose pieces that would show a diversity of emotional landscape and 

appearance on the page. As an editorial board, we looked for passionate writers who loved the pieces they wrote and were exci ted to have an 

audience. There were a lot of pieces that felt relatable in terms of family and mental health struggles. The pieces we chose called our community to 

social action. 

 

Please know that different dialects and speech patterns will show up in these pieces, and we want that. We want more of that. To respect authors 

in a way that showed their unique voices, we didn’t edit their self-expression into a kind of standardized English. We weren’t scared to publish the 

deep stuff. Somethings might be hard to read or think about, but as an editorial board, we found this an excellent opportunity to start some of these 

harder conversations. 

 

Our goal was for the issue to feel inclusive in lived experiences and in possibilities for joy. Overall, in this issue, we hope you will find entertainment, 

encouragement, passion, and the commitment to move our communities forward. 

 

Sincerely, 

 

The Under Construction, Issue 55 Editorial Board: 

Hasan Al-Faraj, Saoirse Ireland Hance, Corvine Parker, Nou Yang, and Elias Zibrowski 

 

And Faculty Editor: 

Haley Lasché 
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Fiction 
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Recipe for a Hex 
by Corvine Parker 

 

 

Ingredients 

 

● Twenty-Eight Kernels of Black Pepper 

(There are thirty-two teeth in the adult human mouth, but most 

have their wisdom teeth removed. If an extra bite is needed, 

either add four to make up for what they lost or deliver the bite 

yourself—if you have your teeth at all, that is. You never show 

them, so who knows? You don’t even remember for yourself.) 

● Horned Eldritch Tendrils of Rage from Shub-Niggurath 

(If you cannot make contact with the Black Goat of the Woods 

with a Thousand Young, the thorny ones contorting your throat 

and strangling your heart will do. Extract them by spitting them 

out for once in your life, you silent coward.) 

● A sheet of lined paper 

 (Lined paper may not be substituted with printer paper. Graph 

paper will suffice if necessary. You’re doing this for yourself, so 

you might as well do it the way you like it.) 

● A pen with blue ink 

(Yes, a pen. You know the wrath is permanent, so too must be 

your retribution. Blue ink may not be substituted for anything. 

You know the heat of the oldest brother’s rage, so use it.) 

 

Instructions 

 

1. 
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The Apartment on 

S. Michigan Ave. 
by Denise Boomer 

 

 
There is a woman who lives on the 8th floor, filled with bay windows 

that touch ceilings. The eyes of the windows overlook the lake. The 

kitchen is lavished in white marble and dark chocolate cabinets. The 

cabinets overlook stools that house the scent of leather. The bottoms 

of the stools grip the cold floor. The cold floor which holds shards  

of scotch.  

 

Click click click—the knob turns.  

 

In comes the woman, greeted by the canine who rooms with 

her. She looks through the eyes of the windows, setting away her keys 

in the middle drawer, to the left of the dishwasher, where his 

pocketknife was stored. Her canine whimpered words of warning. The 

woman filled his bowl of kibble. However, she couldn’t help but fear 
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Wishful Thinking 
by Hanin Mousssa 

 

 
They say home is where the heart is, but you’re not heartless, you’re 

just homeless. Often you are asked to indulge in conversations about 

places that make up your childhood or the sepia filtered memories that 

roll your happy moments down both cheeks. They’re triggered by 

every breeze of cologne you’ve walked by, every luxury your taste 

buds have laid on, every tune that made your heart beat a little 

differently than the pulse before. So what’s the memory that paints 

your picture? Mine? Mine is a place that hits home a little too much to 

write about without quivering lips and glossy eyes: Palestine. 

 

I’ve never thought of the beauty of Palestine in terms of 

tourism, but rather as a scenery of two deep breaths. Palestine's 

landscapes are set in panoramic view, you look over at swinging trees 

on your left, never thinking olives could be that shade of green. To 

your right, any pupils would dilate about the same size as oranges 

hanging onto the trees—almost like a promise to never let go of their 

roots as a whiff of air flushes your senses with a humid, citrusy 

fragrance. As the clouds huddle up and the rain starts dripping, I make 

my way towards Masjid Al Aqsa, a mosque in Jerusalem, the capital 

of my homeland. I show gratitude to the Lord for the blessings he 

bestowed on my country, as it’s believed that one of the best times to 

call on him is during the rain. 

 

I say peace to the passersby and take a seat on a bench 

underneath the olive-branched umbrella, that even with its wet tree 

bark still offers to dry me off and give me warmth. The more the rain 

pours, the more I ponder. Psychologically, it’s said that when a woman 

is pregnant and her minerals start to dissipate, it’s often found that one 

of her pregnancy cravings is dirt. I’ve always insisted on interpreting 

this metaphorically to my land as the dirt moistens with the licks of 

raindrops. Perhaps I lack the minerals of warmth and tenderness that 

make me nostalgic for minerals of the earthy dirt and pour it to fill my 

heart’s running time glass for when it runs out, tell them to take it and 

put it 5 feet over me.  

 

* 

 

No matter who the person is, every day at the break of dawn, 

there’s always a grandpa with white-bearded wisdom who sits on the 

bench about 30 feet away from me feeding the pigeons and doves. 

While the doves flew away, the old man sprinkles the seeds to attract 

them back to him. As they return with graceful fluttering wings and 

seeds soaring in the air, I can’t help but notice the doves look like 

brides being showered with flower petals as their white-feathered tails 

impersonate the train of a wedding gown and their breasts replicate 

the bodice. 

 

I glance at my watch but the man doesn’t look at his, for he 

has no worry about time. It’s now 6:30 but the vendors are up bright 
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The Great 

Unravelling 
by Nishanth Peters 

 

 
Chapter 1: Kadavul Yaen Kallanan 

(O god, why have you become so stonehearted?) 

 

Golgotha, a small Lutheran village somewhere in Tamil Nadu 

 

I found her body lying in a rice field. She was wearing a red and green 

silk sari. Palm trees swayed violently in the heavy wind, while the 

stagnant rice fields wilted, malnourished, emaciated, while the clouds 

began readying their wrath. I stood alone. The nearest bus stop 

available to me was miles away on the side of a dusty road.  If she 

hadn’t been my friend, I mused, as I turned over the body gently, 

caressing the remnants of my friend, I would not be here.  Thoughts 

of my overcrowded flat complex in Bombay filled my mind. The streets 

of Mumbai beckoned to me, with the vada pav vendors selling their 

sandwiches. Chaiwallahs hawking tea, auto rickshaws running to and 

fro. I thought of the life I had built in Bombay to escape the petty 

existence of life in a dull, backwards Christian village.  

 

This shouldn’t have happened. I should be back in Mumbai 

selling jewelry and lehengas to uppity, overly stressed Hindi-speaking 

people while they chatted away on the cell phone about some 

business venture or something so superficially serious. 

 

And yet here I was. 

 

“THEY KILLED HER!!! AIYO! She was my friend!!  

MY FRIEND!!”  

 

* 

 

“Ae! Jyothi!” The voice came out of the distance, but I would recognise 

it anywhere after all these years. The deep, slightly froglike voice 

could only belong to Julius Maamaa. 

 

I didn’t respond. Did not move a muscle. 

 

Tears rolled down my cheeks as I began to feel heaviness 

come over me. My vision began to blur, the sounds becoming distant 

as though I was underwater and the voices were echoing from  

the surface. 

 

“Ae! Jyothi!” The voice of my uncle, Julius Maamaa, moved 

closer and closer until he was right next to me, shaking me. “Jyothi! 

Jyothi! Jyothi! Speak! Speak! Say something to me!” 
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I howled in anguish. Whether it was because of her, or Julius 

Maamaa, I couldn’t say. Either way, anguish overtook me. 

 

“Yennada Saamy! Why did you do this?”  Unexpectedly, 

Julius Maamaa stopped shaking me, and just held me with tender 

gentleness for what seemed like hours.  Somewhere nearby, a song 

was playing, perhaps from a nearby house. 

 

Kadavul Yaen Kallanan 

Manam Kallai podhum Manithagazhalai... 

 

O god. Why have you become like a stone? 

  

It is because your heart has hardened 

 

The song floated through the air, reaching into my brain, 

waking up the more advanced parts of my brain that had shut down. 

 

“I’ve heard that song before…” I mumbled as my vision started 

to blur in and out of focus. 

 

“Yes, I used to play it all the time on that VHS tape that we 

had when you were a child. The film star, MGR, remember? It was 

from an MGR movie…” 

 

* 

 

After that, I don’t remember what happened. Only that I woke up in 

Julius Maamaa’s house. More of a shack really. They didn’t give much 

to people like us. 

 

I was lying on a bed, my grandmother’s old bed, I realised. 

The ornate quilt that she had made was still there. On the wall were 

pictures of Jesus. A woodcut panel laying out Jesus Christ and his 

twelve disciples, all of them pasty, unnaturally pale, and with slightly 

almond-shaped eyes, the kind you’d see on a film actor or actress of 

old.  The Jesus was displaying a chubby profile, a moderately thick 

layer of puppy fat hanging from his face, once again invoking the film 

stars of old. 

 

“Why are you coming here?” Julius Maamaa asked quietly. 

“You went to Bombay years ago. You left everything you knew here 

for some posh IT job or whatever it was.  You don’t have any reason 

to come here.” I expected anger. And I found it embedded in his voice. 

But then he surprised me. “All the same, it is good to see you.” 

 

I got up from the bed. “I didn’t come here expressly for you. I 

came because of Esther.” 

 

Julius looked at me askance but didn’t say anything. His 

expression was not one of complete bafflement, but rather, a 

bemused, jaded sort of curiosity. My mind wandered to Esther’s body 

lying there on the field. “Ey. don’t be looking at me like that… She was 

my friend.” 
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Maamaa’s fists clenched in anger. “He is Anselm. Anselm. 

Anselm Joushua! You should not be talking the transgender nonsense 

here. You know it goes against God.”
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But turning around briefly, I saw a man the color of dark 

chocolate, with a rotund yet oddly angular face, angles and planes 

jutting out of his fat face somewhat. His hair was a dark, untamed 





Under Construction   Issue 55  | P a g e  16 

 

She ignored it. 

 

It rang a third time. 
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Poetry 
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we got gray hair 

Remember when you left me alone in this bed 

And went to heaven before me 

Remember... 

The Loud Silence 

of the Chandelier 
by Gema Rangel 

 

Love can  

make the butterflies flutter 

silently 

whispering in my ear 

here 

with you 

can be wonderful 

lightly twinkling 

like a crystal chandelier 
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American Spit 
by Nicole Bosire 

 
 

Growing up I hurt 

Whenever someone made fun  

Of an accent that 

Mirrored my mothers 

When they talked of that 

One substitute 

As if their degree was any less 

Than one laced with American spit 

  

My mouth got smaller 

Terrified of letting out, 

What they rival so deeply  

I remember once  

How I closed my eyes  

Prayed that the substitute knew  

How much I appreciated them  

For speaking in ways  

That I trained my mouth to avoid  

Wherever they are 

Know this is for you  

And for all the substitute teachers 

Who sound like my mother. 
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Nightfall 
by Zoey Morris 

 
 

  

Oh, how the night sky brings such wonder, stars sparkling.   

Twirling around for adventure, life, lust.   

The moon is the center of it all, making sure all is at peace, balanced 

elegantly  

Along the deep vast of sky, beaming like peaches on a fresh spring 

day.  

I lose myself in the blue  

Giving me a sense of longing.  

  

 

Longing for my true one to come back to me tonight  

My eyes sparkling for that sense of hope  
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Lust is a powerful emotion, clouding judgment and reaching for those 

desires.  

Sometimes it can be soft like peaches, a gentle brush along the 

body.  

Other times it can be a whirlwind of constant longing,  

Blue from the thought of having no one to share.  

Oh, how that moon makes fun of me,  

As the sun starts to shine, a true sign of sparkling.  

 

 

 

 

 

Authors Note on “Nightfall”: This poem is written in the format of a 

sestina. A sestina is when you have a fixed stanza of six lines each. 

[In this version] the words that end each line of the first stanza are 

used as the first word of the next stanza and so on. It is a very complex 

form of poetry, and I am glad to have tried it out myself…I hope  

you enjoy!   

Creed for Freedom. 
by Délice Dinanga Mukuaya 

 

 

Let me out in the wild 

     to survive 

Let me out of this eternal darkness 

    eating me within 

Let me fly like a bird without 

     broken wings 

Let me out in the world to  

absorb its knowledge  

Let me out to experience 

the first love of my life 
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A Prayer for 

Clarity 
by D. Dylan Feltz 

 
  

Sometimes it sits as a simple desire. 

  

A taste 

  

A breath 

  

Moments of serenity. 

  

Sometimes it comes in utter chaos. 

  

Loud noises 

  

High Energies 

  

Moments for learning quick. 

  

Sometimes it arrives as an overbooked schedule. 

  

Too tired 

  

Too late 

  

Too early 

  

A moment, only passing for the next. 

  

Mostly it comes as a stormfront. 

  

Crashing waves 

  

Blurred vision 

  

Grasping hope to move forward. 
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For Tyre  

(and others like him) 

by Nishanth Peters 

 
 

There is a demon 

Staring us in the face 

A demon we all ignore 

 

The demon we all hide 

 

I can’t do anything 

To stop this demon 

 

I don’t have to worry about 

If I am going to be safe 

Going into my home 

 

I don’t have to worry about 

Someone beating me to death 

 

But what kind of species are we 

If we ignore collective suffering 

 

Throw it away 

Like leftover food that got bad 

 

Tyre was a lover of sunsets 

He was a father 

A mailman 

 

I say to myself, and my friends, 

He did all the right things 

 

And that I fear for their lives 

 

But the unfortunate truth is, 

There is no end game here 

 

What can a man do? 

Why should his death be judged 

By what he did or didn’t do? 

 

If you cut open my hand, 

The same blood that came out of him 

Will come out of that wound 

 

Mario Savio talks about odious machines, 

About throwing yourself upon gears and levers 

 

What a luxury, for my friends! 
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Grief 
by Nicole Bosire 

 

Grief is the way 

Our body and brain 

Forget to sync up 

I remember my first death 

Because it led to my second 

My brother became broken and 

After that moment 

His grief rolled over 

Into every part of our lives 

To this day 

I wonder if his grief 

is a distant memory 

Or if he has 

Become used to 

The pain it brings. 

The Staple 
by Amenda Vang 
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Under Construction   Issue 55  | P a g e  33 

 

Try-On 
by Gema Rangel 

 

White wedding dresses 

collapse 

falling off the racks 

stacks 

of papers make 

the stress unbearable. 

nothing is everything 

inside my heart 

I can feel the cold 

like a mansion made entirely of marble. 

False Security 
by Zoey Morris 

  

Being female is something that is scary in this world.  

We are told to cover up  

Be cautious when approached by others  

But why?   

Why should we have to be scared?   

Why aren't men held accountable for what they do?   

   

“Boys will be boys” they say.   

But that isn't an excuse for the rape   

The sexual assault  

Constant harassment  

The anger, the hurt  

That we as women must experience on the daily.  

Why aren't they held accountable?   
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Laws are made to ban abortions.  

But why should a woman be forced to give birth,  

To a child from a man who does not care.   

Men act that they know more about female bodies,  

Than a female does.  

  

 

“Don't show so much skin.”   

We should feel confident and comfortable.   

In what WE want to wear.  
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Lacking 

Sweetness 
by Corvine Parker 

 

 Your mother is a very sweet woman. 

 Your mother makes sure you are fed. 

 Your mother says that you were once a sweet child, who 

grew into something ugly and wrong. 

 Your mother wants to help you be sweet again. 

 Your mother will fix you. 

 Your mother feeds you well, making sure you are sweet. 

 Your mother does her best, but you are still rotten at your 

core, and nowhere near sweet enough to make up for it. 

 Your mother eats you whole, she knows you cannot be 

salvaged. 

Color Tick 
by N.N.Y 

 
In one bloody night 

with the smell of orange too.  

Shines three yellow lights. 

 

Green men sit at four, 

Five P.M below the blue,  

six indigo snakes. 

 

Seven violet men, 

surrounded by eight black Glock, 

center nine white clips. 

 

It ends in ten shots.  

Their smirks for eleven bucks. 

My soul... Twelves o'clock. 
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Pink 
by Zoey Morris 

 
 

Pink  

Warm like the soft sunset  

Or cool like mochi   

Soft and delicate  

Effortlessly innocent  

Cotton candy clouds floating  

Flamingos looking elegant up to the sky.  
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Interviews 
 

  



http://www.rossgay.com/
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said “kinda everything maybe?”  And I said “yeah.” Then I said “I have 

a book of essays where I wrote about something that delighted me 



http://www.taiwanashambley.com/
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Q: Do you listen to music when you write?  

A: I do. I listen to a lot Black femme rappers. Like Omeretta The Great 

and Latto and Kali. And I love contemporary R&B. I think my favorite 

artist right now is probably Amindi. 

 

Q: How do you visualize your body of work as a whole? 

A: You know for me, I try to live in the moment and not think about 

how the piece is going to live in the world in five or ten years in 

comparison to the rest of my work. I think I think of my work like 

documenting different times in my life. So like right now, I’m interested 
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Creative Nonfiction 
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My Experience in 

Taekwondo 
by Courtney Kollmann 

 

 

When I was about nine or ten years old, my mother started attending 

kickboxing classes at our local dojo. Here, middle-aged men and 

women would get together every Saturday morning to work out. 

Although sitting in the hallway of the strip mall was boring, my sister 

and I would come along to get donuts from a nearby coffee shop. The 
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almost three years, I became much more disciplined and respectful of 

others around me. Through this, my relationship with people in class 

and the instructor became closer.  

 

It was the same routine every day for almost two years. That 
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my eyes, I knew that would not be acceptable. Shaken up, my head 

darted around looking to others to figure out the rest of the form. 

 

After class, Mr. Lee pulled me aside.  

 

“I would really like you to compete, but you need to keep 

coming to class,” he whispered, knowing I was defeated. I looked over 

to the scribbled crayon drawings hung up on his wall.  

 

“Yes, sir.” 

 

When the day of my match came, I had been training with Mr. 

Lee for about a month. I endured children crying, parents getting 
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Does Parenting 

Need to Be  

So Hard? 
by Pa Lo 

 

“We never know the love of a parent until we become  

one ourselves.”  

-Henry Ward Beecher 
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of trouble in my younger years. Honestly, I was reported as a runaway 

a lot. I liked to go out and my mom would call my probation officer and 

report me as a runaway, or she would kick me out and still report me 

as a runaway. I went to Juvenile Detention Center (JDC) so often with 

my sister that the staff there knew us. Because I was there so often, I 
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an overbearing parent? Is it wrong for me to track what my kids use 

their phones on and when they can have their phones? No, I think me 

being worried about what they are watching or doing or even where 

they are is being a good parent. My 15-year-old tells me she should 

be able to not be tracked anymore and she should have her phone 

whenever she wants. I only have her phone locked from midnight to 

6am so that she can sleep for school.  

 

I just recently caught my 15-year-old on the phone with 

someone. I heard a male voice calling her baby and telling her to send 

some photos to him. As soon as I heard this, I turned her phone off 

even though it wasn’t time for her phone to turn off. I had her bring her 

phone to me and I looked through her phone. In the text messages it 

showed the guy asking for explicit photos of her. I explained to her 

that she doesn’t really know if this is really a kid or an adult pretending 

to be a kid. I also said that if they really cared for her, they wouldn’t 

keep pressuring her to do stuff she doesn’t want to do. I told her that 

even though me and her father are married, I have NEVER sent him 

pictures like that. Once photos like that is out, it is out, there’s no taking 

them back.  

I have a lot of expectations for my 15-year-old. She helps me 

cook, watch the kids, and clean. She tells me that she hates being the 

oldest because of this. Because my husband doesn’t help watch the 

kids, I decided I am done having kids. My mom was really worried 

about it when I was pregnant with my last child. She asked if I really 

wanted to keep her. I told my mom that yes, I will, no matter how hard 

it’ll be. My oldest cried when I told her I was pregnant with the last one 

because she knew she would be the only one helping me. My family 

is different when it comes to my husband’s family. My husband’s 

family is still into the old religion. They are shamans while my family 

are Lutheran. For shamanism they do ceremonies that worship their 

ancestors. 

 

I am really blessed that I was born in United States. I can 

speak English very well and I’ve had people ask me before “Where 

are you from?” I just tell them I’m from California. Then they ask, 

“Where are your parents from?” My parents have been in the states 

for a long time. My oldest brother is 45 years old, so they have been 

here longer than that. My brother who is two years older than me has 

gotten a degree and my sister that is 11 months older than me has 
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gotten her degree also. My sister is still in school to get even a higher 

degree, and that is why I want to go to school. I want to show my 

children that getting your degree is good. My oldest has told me that 

she wants to become a doctor, and I told her ok. When you become a 

doctor, I will be your nurse. I told my kids that they can be anything 

they set their minds to. My parents always tried to do reverse 

psychology with us, but I never took it that way. I always just took it 

that they are looking down on me and they didn’t think I’d amount to 

anything.  I know I didn’t get much when I was younger so now that I 

have kids of my own, I try my best to get them whatever I can if it is a 

necessity. If I have the money to get stuff that they want, I’ll try my 

best to do that too. 

 

Does parenting really need to be so hard? No, but it isn’t easy. 

Some people say it takes a village to raise a child. Yes, there’s some 

truth to that, but children are hardheaded. (At least I know I was.) The 

first time you hold your little one in your arms. The first time their little 

fingers wrap around your finger. The first time they call you mama or 

dada. You will just melt and become putty in their hands. No matter 

how much you try to fight it trust me, it’ll happen. We will absolutely 

never know the love of a parent until we become one ourselves. 
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I soon learned that I was a sort of radioactive subhuman; 

someone who is decomposition itself, and who deteriorates others 

with my mere presence. 

 


