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*  Contributors listed in order of appearance

Wimyan
Everything that lives
Im/ea

Roger Huntley
A Trip Sitter's Guide
He's right behind me
Reed Fuckin’ Johnson

Kassidy Fifer
PEAK Autumn Vibes

Steve Schipinski & Chris Cooper

Halloween Pumpkin Carving

Houston Webb @ HappySlaying.GG

Resort

Thank you

HUGE thanks to everyone contributing. This was my first time
organizing something like this, and for a lot of us the first time
participating in something like this. I'm really excited to see it all in
print, and everyone did a great job!!!



ALY everything that lives
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dies by design,

trapped in an unending spiral.

however,

the meaning of life

is the struggle within this cyélc. E:
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"Must-Haves"

TEST YOUR STUFF.
- Have a pre- tr'lp bonding sson with

your participant et boundaries and
build trust.
Take it outside, buidodge bad smells
and unsightly sig Explore real
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Ente ent

Grab a musical st ment o

paintbrush and rely explore.
- Bizarre films are f

light-hearted.
- Turn off all the lights and play your
favorite tunes.
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gold leaves and bulbs gl
shadows stretch from'
as the wind slows ti(

“and then: just the silence and 'my own breath
he's right behind me, isn't he
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Old:

out the
BoX,
Child's
Mattress.
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RESORT.
Houston Webb




I'll touch the surface
Of the lake one day.
Maybe tomorrow.
Soon for sure,

But not today, never today,

At least not today.

There's a deeper depth in store
for me

In the merefloor pits
Where loch-locked beasts _
Come out to play with me.
They tell of days they saw the trees
In still airs, above the water. ’ -
Now black and blind in sublake lodges -
Forever waiting for that one day
They'll let that part of them drown.
By now, that's all they are,

And what I'll be if tomorrow never comes.
I guess we'll see

Tomorrow.



The city that never sleeps

And a city I'll never see.

It's silly how I ever

Thought the slick of these streets

Could drain all the ink from framed poetry.

Just slowly flowing parentheses

Like whispers said in backseat rides

(So your folks don't see

The marks that bruise but do not bleed.

And bring no pain, but tear to eye.

Or hear the name I've given thee
And volumes of which I wish to cry).

Over the sound of windshield wiping
And hums of songs we'll overplay.

r. Falling rain fields taps of typing,
Describing the place we'll be someday.




Be there times before and after

The warmth of my core

And the sound of my laughter?

A temporary part to play

As a one-scene actor?

Divisible from the product of human
kind as a once seen factor?

. Consigned to faint reverie
-~ Or am I Always, with a bad
memory?



And yet, here I am. Still

Reminiscing on those dotted clouds and
How much your hand shook that camera frame.
How you can't hear a word we say but,
It'd be all the same.

That grin that spreads across my face
When I see you're taking a video:

A million-count sequence of

All the Little Things.

Between grainy angles and static lines
And lens smudges that coincide

That megabit memory.

How I stare at nothing but your face
Off-screen.

I pause.

Because it's the only time I can remember
That aureate glow your eyes have lost

In every echo of you that - still -
Remains.




