


Dear Reader,

 Having published a string of relatively somber issues, we intended to take 
a more cheerful tack with No.4. We wanted to make something fun— something 
lively and bizarre. Amused by the image of someone wearing a costume mask 
over the now-ubiquitous cloth face masks, we chose to tell the story of an impos-
sible ball. However, the idea of the mask corrupted the entire concept, and we 
ended up with something much darker than anticipated. 
 Our party grew mysterious; we began to ask ourselves who these disguised 
guests were, where our lavish palace was situated, and what, exactly, this party 
was celebrating. And, soon, we found that while we were still entranced by the 
imagined spectacle, we were just as intrigued by what lay beneath the mask.
 We put out a concept which was more story than ‘prompt,’ hoping that 
our contributors would still feel inspired, and we were not disappointed. From 
beautiful, vivid paintings to strange and dark musings, we received art spanning 
the entire range of what a party can be: from what is displayed, to that which is 
hidden. 
 Shimmering braziers line the portico, lively music spills forth from the 
windows to permeate the grounds, and guests adorned with exotic masks flow 
through the colonnade. Vibrantly colored tapestries line the halls in which acro-
batic performers dazzle onlookers with feats of grace and daring. The party puls-
es with a primal, vital force, as the elaborate regalia strain to contain a more feral 
power. Sophistication and frenzy, duplicity and truth: though surely it is unsus-
tainable, it is far too late to slow down now, so please, join us: you are cordially 
invited to The Masquerade. 

Yours in decadence,

Redline Editorial



l.
l.

l. Smile!
You enter to a sea of smiling faces, and smile yourself in turn. You say the right 

things, shake the right hands. You know your place, you know your role; you know 
where to stand, who to praise, and who to mock. What you say is far less important 

than to whom you are seen saying it, and what you actually believe matters even less. 
Effortlessly, you belong.

Your invitation is checked, then re-checked. You shuffle in and out of conversations, 
and laugh at the wrong times. You catch their glances out of the corner of your eye, 
and clutch at your threadbare jacket, your fraying dress. What do they know? What 
are they thinking? You grin with clenched teeth, and hope to god they don’t smell 

blood.

l. Smile!



The whiskey you 
have watered 

down for me is 
not cold

but that’s fine 
because you’re 
out of ice and
my throat has 

been sore
for a decade now.





There’s never silence
and still I want to fill it... it’s 

my burden. Suddenly,
in an unfamiliar voice, I hear 

myself ask such strange 
questions

like what’s next, and where 
is she, and why not, and how 

about?



we all oblige



to 
suggest 
action 
and rob it 
of 
activity 
in two 
ugly 
syllables.

An aside: what a terrible word, oblige—

But enough, I must write closer to the truth... I—



Old friends, old friends, 
how much or how little
time has passed and have 
you done any changing?
I only ask to check my 
answers with yours—
to see if perhaps we have 
lost and gained all the same
things, and how far we have 
come from that giant laughter
and the casual love, how 
far from the packing off,
to see if it can be a circle, if the 
sunshaded line might bend that way
and find us standing right next to 
ourselves, warm whiskey in hand,
on some fabled and foggy carousel?



ll.
ll.

II. A Waltz, or Two
With a serendipitous meeting of the eyes, the two of you come together across the 
ballroom. Two bodies move as one, synchronized in perfect time. In your apparent 

obliviousness to the surrounding crowd, you become a spectacle to behold. Each sus-
tained by the other’s glow, you communicate thoughtlessly, and though you’ve never 

felt like this before, you know exactly what to do. 

As you look at them, their eyes catch yours- did they think you were staring? Were 
they staring at you? Uneasily you both come together, unsteadily you sway. You trade 
compliments and exchange jabs in an ever-escalating balancing act, because while the 
terms of engagement are murky, there is one rule which remains crystal clear: whoev-

er cares more, loses. 

ll. The Duel



Every 
spot on you becomes a 

destination—look—every 
moment reveals a 

new need for 
new departures. 

Look 
at you 
twisting 
in an 
arch 
away 
from 
ground. 

There’s no telling 
which lines 
are curving toward land

or turning away 
from landing.













90s Mecha Anime Are a Good Ex-
cuse to Stay Home From a Party.

     I started watching Neon Genesis 
Evangelion after my third girlfriend 
dumped me—she did it very pub-
licly, very humiliatingly. I had let 
her know me, as embarrassed as I 
am to say. And while many people 
have made this same mistake, that 
doesn’t let me off the hook. It was 
2016.
     She understood very well the 
things about which I was insecure, 
as opposed to those things about 
which I merely pretended to be in-
secure. She accused me of sucking 
up to everyone I had ever known, 
to which I had no real defense be-
sides to say that she was no better, 
to which she replied that she hoped, 
whenever I might die, that it would 
be alone. I told her that that hurt. I 
told her that that was such an empty 
yet cruel little fetus of a comment 
to lay down at someone’s feet. She 
said I had sucked up to the teachers, 
all the adults, all the coaches, pas-
tors, and managers in my life, and 
especially to her. Upon asking her 
why it was so very bad that I sucked 
up to her specifically—why it could 
not be called something less offen-
sive and more accurate, like ex-
treme pampering, or caring deeply, 
or more poetically maybe just lis-
tening and seeing and really trying 
to know her—she said it had made 
her feel like a game. Something 
to win. And that as much fun as I 
might have been having, she told 
me, it had all seemed, to her, predi-
cated on me being, deep down, not 
really someone who simply liked 
the game, which she could live 
with, but instead someone who was 
also very slightly annoyed that so 
much work was needed to make the 
effort worthwhile, even if they were 
willing, in the end, to do it. My jaw, 

in memory, dropped. She told me 
that I thought this way, without ask-
ing. She yelled these things to me 
in front of the waiter at the very hip 
bar in Central Square, who held our 
hors d’oeuvres quietly. This restau-
rant was very hot among young po-
seurs and everyone was there. And 
being publicly shamed like that, 
among fellow young people just 
trying to eat and enjoy and be cool 
and live, made me start thinking of 
how to better protect myself from 
ever getting close to anyone ever 
again. And so I turned to 90s mecha 
anime.
     I did not know Neon Genesis 
Evangelion would come to mean 
so much to me. I found myself ob-
sessed with the premise: communi-
cating with one’s dead mother who 
is also a mecha suit, into which one 
can climb and pilot, and this suit is 
also sort of made of alien/god flesh. 
This is exactly what Shinji Ikari, the 
main character or protagonist, expe-
riences in his story arc. It is rivet-
ing. Even though I was twenty-four 
and did not have a mecha suit of my 
own, I did not get the sense that the 
show was about quote-unquote that 
which truly /is/. The show instead 
represented new possibilities for 
thinking about prioritizing what one 
might care about, which was the key 
to not getting screwed over in life. 
I stopped eating for three weeks so 
that I could absorb the show more 
honestly. I bought pillows to support 
my lower back as I watched it on the 
floor, legs pretzeled. I purposefully 
confused my sense of time by con-
suming eight Benadryl at a time at 
random intervals. I sipped mainly 
water and felt extremely clean.
     I sent short messages to every 
Tinder match I made asking them to 
come over and watch Neon Genesis 
Evangelion with me. I must have a 
knack for Tinder messages because 

many people agreed and watched a 
few episodes with me. Inevitably, 
however, they would get tired, or 
bored, or even expect us to have 
sex, and I would have to tell them 
that they could no longer watch. I’d 
banish them, in a way, shutting my 
laptop symbolically. Couldn’t they 
see I was trying to find a personal 
sense of truth? I would ask them 
this literally out loud. I would point 
out how impossible this task really 
was, all said, and then tell them they 
had to leave. The earnestness of my 
mien seemed to convince the major-
ity of them that they weren’t in the 
presence of just any old super-fan. 
This was critical. My earnestness 
was so complete and total and clear 
that they saw in me someone very 
damaged and possibly hurt, and also 
importantly someone who /could 
not see this hurt themselves/. This 
was off-putting to them but it was 
also satisfying in a way because, 
when it came down to it, the reason 
they left my apartment was because 
of something they perceived of as /
only my problem/. To them, I was 
the perfect reason to leave: pitiable, 
and thus totally unseen behind the 
thin curtain of their blaming me for 
everything. It was incredibly clean 
and good for everyone involved.
     That said, there was no such simi-
lar luck with Sarah. Sarah was 5’10” 
with bisexual hair. Her Tinder bio 
told me her star sign. She seemed to 
think that my weeks of starvation, 
my talk of cleanliness, the precise 
distance I kept between my face and 
the screen, were not earnest and/or 
oblivious at all but undeniably /pur-
posefully unreasonable/ and totally 
identifiably /calls for help/—indic-
ative of quote-unquote deeper prob-
lems that I should quote-unquote 
talk to her about. Talk out. Talk 
over. Talk through. She said to me 
I know people like you who try to-

push people like me away from 
them so that they never have to face 
their own problems, which I know 
is something you want to achieve 
but don’t want to succeed in, if 
that makes any sense, and that this 
seemingly total shunning of society 
you’re doing as a bit is actually only 
skin-deep and actually superficial 
and phony. She said that deep down 
within me I was really and actual-
ly crying for help in the only way 
I knew how: by watching tons of 
90s mecha anime. I told her, I said 
to her, Sarah, I said, mouth drying 
up so fast it made quick pops and 
smacks, hey now, the only thing 
deep inside of me is a love for Neon 
Genesis Evangelion, and that’s it. 
That is all I have got to give you, I 
said to her. My ass was clenched. I 
kept saying this on and on through 
my spitless mouth until eventually 
the floor of my statement must have 
dropped out from under us because 
Sarah and I fell through the trapdoor 
of my intentionally carefully chosen 
words and persistence and monastic 
sedulous commitment to this bit I 
was doing, and started seeing Neon 
Genesis Evangelion for the artifact 
of genius that I was now maybe not 
so sure it wasn’t.
 
Epilogue: the only people Sarah and 
I see while we rewatch Neon Gene-
sis Evangelion together and make 
pithy, wry comments on it are her 
weed dealer, the other tenant who 
has to walk through our living room 
to get to his apartment upstairs, and 
the remarkable protagonists and 
antagonists of Neon Genesis Evan-
gelion themselves: always ready, 
always emotionally defunct, and al-
ways looking for the missing piece 
to the soul’s cruel jigsaw. And we 
are, though we might never admit it, 
happy that we are together, I think, 
at least some of the time, maybe.



a connection that
transcends the algorithm

can soften rough seas



lll.
lll.

III. Polished Silver
Detached from the crowd for a moment, you marvel at the display before you. Each 

detail has been considered, with every shining light and every gleaming morsel 
adding up to superlative extravagance. The crowd swirls in performative ecstasy, a 
mass ornament of glitter and joy: musicians send grandiose overtures bouncing off 
of domed ceilings, flesh encroaches on all sides, and as the pulse and shine entrance 

your senses, you decide to take leave of them entirely

In the midst of conversation, you notice a crack in the balustrades. You glance outside, 
and can’t remember how long you’ve been here. A waiter catches your eye before dis-
appearing into the kitchen, and you realize you don’t know whose party it actually is. 
With new eyes you regard the masked guests. Who are they? Is this real? Who is this 

show supposed to entrance? With mounting dread the questions pile on, which, in the 
end, all lead to one; what’s behind the curtain?  

lll. Peeling Gilt

















W h at  L i e s  B e n e at h  t h e  M a s k s



IV.
IV.

IV. Painted Lady
With an unhurried and deliberate gesture, you smooth over the single wrinkle in your 
sleeve. For the hundredth time, you make sure that the one strand of hair is precisely 
out-of-place. Your bored expression is perfectly mysterious, and your practiced laugh 
rings delicate but sincere. Whether you choose to be the loner in the corner or the life 

of the party, you are secure knowing exactly how much skin is showing.

With the ghost of the last polite smile still fading from your face, you begin the jour-
ney home. It’s quiet, finally, and though you know that your performance was a suc-

cess, you let yourself wonder if you had any fun. You try to separate yourself from 
your role; but the lines have blurred for too long, and you struggle to draw them 

again. When you peel back every pretense and remove all of the charm—when every 
artifice designed to be ‘seen’ is stripped away—what’s left?

lV. Skin-deep
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