


Dear Reader,
 
 We are proud to present, as an artifact of the recent past, Issue No. 2: New 
Relics. When we conceived of it, this issue was about time, and our place in it. We 
sought to look back at what we had lost, and look forward to what might rise after 
the dust had settled. We saw that it was a time of flux, and we hoped to capture 
that spirit. And we, like many would-be prophets, fell victim to the unpredict-
ability of human beings. 
 The fact that the Black Lives Matter movement has so explosively captured 
the world’s attention is a testament both to the best and worst of humanity. That 
it should be necessary is obviously and unequivocally abhorrent, but that we have 
begun to break free from the centuries of complacent inertia is a sign of hope. 
 We are a humble art zine, and so the question we ask ourselves, as brave 
activists suffer on the frontlines, is what role we (and to a larger extent, art) can 
play. Art is a neutral thing; it has been used as a tool of the oppressor, and the 
oppressed; as a pacifier and as a call to arms; as a distraction, and as truth. We 
cannot answer them outright, but with each issue we hope to navigate these pit-
falls with increased alacrity, and, in doing so, to further develop our voice as a 
publication. 
 For now, we leave you with a story from a different time, which at once was 
a month and an eternity ago. We hope you enjoy it, are provoked by it, and are 
inspired to join us in our continual effort to be better. 

Yours in solidarity,

Redline Editorial 



I. 
Movie theaters stand empty and diners are shuttered.  
What ghosts now wander the streets?  
 
We’ve adapted,  
but we haven’t forgotten the small luxuries:  
a crowded street,  
a bustling train station,  
a drowsy dive.  
 
When we venture out from shelter,  
we see padlocked doors  
and deserted promenades. 
 
 Friends have been separated,  
communities scattered.  
 
Slowly the stadiums will fill again,  
but what will become of the more vulnerable locales? 
Do they exist now only in our memories,  
to stand henceforth as reminders of an era past?  
 
New Relics: Old Haunts.  



Maybe you forget 
the places on me 
you promised to return to, 
the places on you 
revisiting required, now left 
neglected and bare. 

These expectations are 
premeditated 
resentments 
and the way we move 
brings on subtle hate 
that we may never meet again. 
Petulant 
in denial’s gradual implosion, 
cracks 
shake down structures 
to despair of clear quiet: 
we own 
our full responsibilities 
for chasing you away 
as soon as you got close 
or closer.



Like the birds, I often dream I am free. 

With both eyes open I imagine.







H o w  
e v e r y 

b a r e  a n d 
n a k e d  t r e e 

q u i v e r s  a n d  
b e c k o n s  f r o m  t h e 

g r o u n d , 
 

U r g i n g  h e r  s o u n d  a n d  r e -
f o u n d  l o n g i n g s 

T h e  s c o r c h e d  e a r t h  s w e l l s  a n d  s m e l l s 
o f  n e w f o u n d  p r o m i s e s  

i n  A S H

How  
every 

bare and 
naked tree 

quivers and  
beckons from the 

ground, 
 

Urging her sound and re-
found longings 

The scorched earth swells and smells 
of newfound promises  

in ASH



II.  
‘If only’ is derided by pragmatists,  
pessimists, and optimists alike.  
 
Whether there is wisdom  
to be found in the hypothetical,  
we cannot say; still, we dwell on it.  
 
‘If there were no pandemic’  
is the obvious one—what would you have  
accomplished,  
what tragedy would you have avoided?  
 
But there are others, too,  
both whimsical and melancholic.  
 
We wonder at the hidden thoughts of trees,  
we ache at the regret of unsent messages,  
we reflect on the wisdom our grandparents would 
have shared.  
 
Each trivial decision or chance outcome  
splits the universe.  
 
Though we are moored in this world,  
we let ourselves wander through alternate realities. 





‘











III. 
We have settled into patterns and routines;  
the world, for the moment,  
no longer seems about to end.  
But what now?  
 
We are a society in flux;  
certainly it’s not over,  
but it is yet unclear if we are beginning a slow trek  
to the new normal,  
or if disaster waits around the corner.  
 
We take a moment to catch our breath.  
 
Have you grown comfortable in isolation?  
Do you take each day as it comes,  
or do you panic at the uncertainty?  
 
Momentum slowed,  
orbit at the apogee,  
poised at the precipice: we falter, 
for a moment,  
 
at the place between things. 



our love like syrup 
     threads through lifetimes 
          and clammy hands 

                                         amongst sweet pleasures between teeth;
                                                                                  you can always be found 

even in the most quiet places
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dark sleep. Beneficial wings break off formations, spin toward 

The tendrils tear, shoot out; sting eyes with shrewd barbs

more deadly than semi-automatic knives. Feet-flexed calve-clenched

warm anticipation of the sunset skimming hair ends silhouettes

us closer than thumbs on scintillating and soaking raw smudged

gasping of the sky and water; surfaces colliding, reflecting,

learning about one another’s angles and depths and touch 

and taste. Beyond what we know are words we trace our eyes 

with; as solid as understanding someone else

exposure. Gushing bluntness startles and sharpens

every location extending out beyond you requires 

You float beyond the curve of shore and the intermittent 

projections shimmering hard on opposite walls

glass; as far away as an unfocused glance in upside-down



For we do not, for the mirror lying in shatters by the paint on the pavement
is only what we say it is,
and the fire, the factory, the filth, the flame
of the sun that sets on the city
built of brick, of stone, of savory, of anything
but silence, is the city built for a place
to live that is anything
but home, but built, so break, please, break
this mirror, this wall
that I may see through this window, this shadow, through all
the unseen angles of glass, last call to the fallen
angels of class, of future, of crawl,
and let us say this, now, let us stop, for we do not
know what this mirror will make us,
nor where it will take us, and we do not
know if the fire will run on the fuel of future, of glass, of air, of all that falls.

PITCH

MAX LESSER



W

The waitress drowns 
in neon light gone back to open again as air gulps 

of double-mask filters pour calm down calves 
to toes as if gratuities and gratitude lists 
were enough to pay May rent.
...
 
You turned yourself 
to orange and red-blue-purple astounding tones 
like the music shared between new lovers
...

These expectations are premeditated resentments 
and the way we move brings on subtle hate 
that we may never meet again. Petulant in denial’s 
gradual implosion, cracks shake down structures 
to despair of clear quiet
...

We return and return and turn to leave 
like a man on fire walking through other people’s 

wooden buildings and wandering away, his staggering 
footprints extending from before until nothing’s here 
except ashen memories and a blaze of waiting fresh 
catastrophes beckoning us on to more opposites of you.



IV.  
A call to all oracles, prophets, visionaries:  
what will the world look like,  
when the dust settles?  
 
Give us your prophecies and predictions,  
your forecasts bright and bleak.  
 
Do you ruminate on the post-pandemic world?  
 
Will our society be fundamentally altered, or do you 
envision an unremarkable new normal?  
 
Some take a longer view;  
the pandemic is a mere blip  
on the astrological timeline.  
 
Give us your tales of space travel,  
battles between androids and aliens,  
temples to cosmic horrors.  
 
Yesterday has lost its glow and today waxes endless. 
 
We give in, now, to dreams of tomorrow:  
visions of the future.



NEW  NORMAL
N E W   N O R M A L

N E W   N O R M A L
N E W   N O R M A L





broken arm doll  
 

is bloated  
standing in what thing that 
makes her blue and purple  
wearing stick bug feet,  
that sound like wind, in  
arm of greenwich village 
 
 
moved by hoards of beetles  
does not know where the next  
of the things is,  
broken taxicab  
d o l l ,  
why the streets are numbers  
 

strawberry picker  
halfway there from  
s o m e o n e  
mid coney ferris wheel  
 

navel is a diamond button,  
press thing to spread and eyes bulge  
like they will when baby comes  
 

broken bench in central  
u n a r m e d 
 
 
big city doll  
holding shark melon,  
her favourite  
for that oddly sentimental,  
red lipstick mouth with crumbs that lick,  
and stick  
to broken lip 
 
 
serrated scissor eyelids  
trim the nails of the expecting  
broken baby carrier,  
makes sawdust into formula  
ground from limb 
 
 
broken arm doll  
sees only swollen bellies  
 
 
nobody sees her 



FOREST grievance floods, 

of face beneath hoods 

FLOW in anger’s true compass



 

TO  CERTAINTY 

- U.S. Officials Warn of New Virus Surge as States Reopen, 

The Wall Street Journal, May 5, 2020.

1.

Wondering who could ever resist you, Town, 

you call yourself a city. The waitress drowns 

in neon light gone back to open again as air gulps 

of double-mask filters pour calm down calves 

to toes as if gratuities and gratitude lists 

were enough to pay May rent. May the rest

of your years disappear beneath your feet 

with no mention of pandemics again, these revised 

fortunes from Social Distancing Cafe’s cookie guts 

pretend to predict. Sharp crumbs smear  

off surfaces, Time tosses them away. Lines 

cleave between the faithful and populous 

skeptics, intermittent and hesitant, before letting 

go and pouring. We broke gradually then all 

of a sudden. All of us shake in poverty.
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