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“Masks are made of different kinds of material: cardboard, velvet, flesh, the Word.
The carnal mask and the verbal mask are worn in all seasons.”
—Claude Cahun
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Sex in Public
Lillian G Lippold

After Lauren Berlant and Michael Warner’s “Sex in Public.”

We open on a colorless, colorful expanse. Something like a void perhaps, in the way it hangs onto emptiness
and fullness at once. The stars are a long ways away, leaving the space feeling freeingly private. Yet, when
one squints, one can spot pupils at their centers, eyelids blinking out light. Thus, this private space is also

one watched from the radical public, a public so public that even now I get chills thinking it into being.

SOLSTICE and PEBBLE appear quite suddenly, having floated in while no one was paying attention (or
perhaps everyone was, here). They’re both clad in something sheer and holographic, so they give off the im-
pression of two glowing orbs. Their bodies are radically accessible to the public, though this public doesn’t

pay much mind. It isn’t heteronormative.! This public is made up of star-eyes.

SOLSTICE and PEBBLE notice each other.

SOLSTICE
Greetings.
PEBBLE
You also.
SOLSTICE
Where are you off to?
PEBBLE
Elsewhere.?
SOLSTICE
Oh! Funny. Me too.
PEBBLE

Really? I hope we meet each other.?

! Heteronormativity “consists less of norms that could be summarized as a body of doctrine than of a sense of rightness
produced in contradictory manifestations...contexts that have little visible relation to sex practice, such as life narrative
and generational identity” (548)

2 €

Intimate life is the endlessly cited elsewhere of political public discourse” (553).

* Queer temporality likes to double back on itself. For the thrill.
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SOLSTICE
Well...greetings!

PEBBLE simply smiles, sweet and silent for a moment.

PEBBLE

You are a world-making type of person.*

The certainty with which they say this is important, as all notions of intimacy should be recognized.

SOLSTICE
You got that right.
PEBBLE
I mean, we all are, but your world is so...
SOLSTICE
[ know.
PEBBLE
Incoherent.

SOLSTICE looks as though they might cry from the sweetness of this comment.

SOLSTICE
Thank you.
PEBBLE

Do you want to have sex?

SOLSTICE doesn’t speak, just nods, and the two of them gaze at one another in silence. Eventually, SOL-
STICE gets flustered and looks down at their hands.

SOLSTICE
Sorry, you're just...really good at that.

* “The queer world is a space of entrances, exits, unsystematized lines of acquaintance, projected horizons, typifying
examples, alternate routes, blockages, incommensurate geographies” (558).
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PEBBLE

Good sex is a magical feeling.

SOLSTICE nods, closes their eyes, takes one deep breath in, exhales, repeats twice more. This is sex too, and

radically public.

PEBBLE cont.
I really love your name by the way.
SOLSTICE

Yours too. Don’t know why I didn’t come up with that.

PEBBLE blushes, their whole body turning bright red. SOLSTICE smiles a sweet, flirty smile, one without

any danger.

PEBBLE

I just...everytime you speak, I hear so many different voices. I feel like I can’t even count them all.

SOLSTICE shrugs. They’re nonbinary. They get that a lot.

SOLSTICE

You’ve got voices too. The enthusiastic ones at a 9 o’clock drag show. Few but mighty.

PEBBLE grins. They’re nonbinary. They get that a lot.

The two share a moment of surveying the other’s body. Their gazes travel, and as they do, the gazes in the
sky travel also. Shoulders, bellies, soles of their feet. Noses, scalps, nipples, lower backs. Kneecaps. None of

the eyes of the vast public are intruding on this moment. All are welcome here.

Eventually, PEBBLE grows tired. They wipe the sleep from their eyes. Rest is their most valued treasure, and
they plan to return to it, though not without acknowledging their gratitude for SOLSTICE first.

PEBBLE

I have a question.



SOLSTICE
Of course.
PEBBLE
Do you think this is utopia?®

SOLSTICE thinks for a moment. They’re thinking with so much focus that they begin to float slightly
away from PEBBLE. PEBBLE doesn’t even reach out to hang onto them. This is simply the natural order of
things.

SOLSTICE

Idon’t know.®

SOLSTICE begins to float away, and PEBBLE watches with a nostalgic look in their eyes. It isn’t that
harmful nostalgia that drives empires and generation but another kind, that simple nostalgia one feels
for playing in the street with the neighborhood kids at age 8 where one never thought about the aesthetics
of what one wore. Perhaps, better put, PEBBLE feels playful, like a new set of earrings passing from one

human hand to another.

SOLSTICE, on the other hand, has entirely fallen asleep. The erotics of the day have been exhausting for
them, though time doesn’t quite spin like that in this dimension. They gaze out into the many distances
that surround them, and they see millions, trillions of eyes blinking back at them from the stars. They feel
comforted by these many eyes. They feel the love in this hypertrophic space of gaze.

When they turn their head back, just for a moment, they glimpse PEBBLE again. They commit the sex they
shared to memory but then scratch it out, thinking better of it. What comes will come.” Sex is as elusive as
it has always been. SOLSTICE is at peace with this.* What them and PEBBLE have shared will die the way
all presents do. They thank their “host space,” the eyes, and their own body, and float wherever they may
(563).

® Questions are gratitude, utopia is appreciative.
¢ This is always the correct answer when utopia is involved.
7 This is Benjamin, my apologies. “For every second of time was the strait gate through which Messiah might enter.”

8 “All love is rehearsal for death,” a sticker on my laptop says.
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What If I Told You
Ezra Solway

Death hides in airport bathrooms

where corporate men masturbate to lives

they’ve never lived. Please stranger

take a load off. Make yourself at home.

My heart is a subordinating conjunction

unless castaways on islands cease to exist.

Consider the petroglyphs and the water

under a beaver’s teeth from which this poem was built.
How many times have you sobbed

this calendar year—4 15 to 117

I can show you how to cinch a teardrop

into a half-Windsor. It’s easier than you’d think.
There’s a DIY Youtube video for everything these days.
On my iPhone Notes App, I have a laundry list of

ways I could tragically die:

scaffolding, FedEx truck, choking

on a mozzarella stick at a 24/7 diner, et cetera.

For years, [ was terrified an asteroid

would career to earth, splatter us all, but not anymore.
What would you say, sweet stranger,

if I told you that silence is the ocean

and we are all just monkeys on trees?



Eyes are Always Last to Go
Elizabeth Sutterlin

An old self
once watched a how-to video
for bearded dragon care

out of bored curiosity.

“The eyes are always the last to go.”
A soft-voiced woman wields tweezers
to tug her pet’s blindfold away.
Underneath peeling paper,

fresh scales gleam.

I have become reptilian.

My growth is an expulsion

of the past through my pores.

My growth philanders,

head always turning for a newer self,

someone who can be loved with passion.

A sea of former selves

buffets the current one,
struggling to stay afloat.

When she, in a moment of panic,
deploys a lifeboat for the soul,
she capsizes, melts into saltwater.

She becomes another wave.

I grow unrecognizable more quickly now.
My rate of change accelerates.
The self of mere months ago sheds

before I can grow a new one.
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A stranger stares back from the mirror.

My growth has hit terminal velocity:

final alienation of the self

from all others.

She puts a hand on the inside of the glass.

If you cannot recognize me, her eyes seem to say,

there is no hope for us.

In the video the woman explains,

while pulling gingerly on dead scales,

bearded dragons usually shed on their own.
Sometimes, though, their claws are insufficient

to peel back fragile seeing-skin.

Who would pull away wool
from the eyes of a stranger?

I need someone to hold me still
and teach me

to stitch old selves to the new.
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Mardi Gras Birdman

Kristin Fouquet
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Mardi Gras Flock
Kristin Fouquet
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Mardi Gras Toast
Kristin Fouquet
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At Last Sight
Sybil

Her wife asked decades after fever took

her sight if she feels bitter to be blind.

[ know we’ve aged: your skin feels thinned, hair

coarser, breasts lay oblong in my palm, snug.

Yet I will always see you as you were

at my last sight: delightful, vernal, firm.

Her wife enfolds their hands and laughs

But doesn’t reveal that what she’s missed

Is even more beautiful
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Your Clit is Like a Talon / Suspension
Sybil

I talk my way into my lover’s dreams.

Was that the right turn? she demands as I read her to sleep.

‘Where are we turning?’ I whisper, ‘I'll follow.’

Chotto matte!

‘T'm here. What are we waiting for?’

Some nights, Dutch slips in: Gezellig! Gefeliciteerd! Giller! She always
Giggles after the guttural Gs,

Laughter falling away as the dreamworld reclaims her.

‘Where are we, so cozy?’

This morning, I wasn’t sure I should follow:

Your clit is like a talon.

‘Whose?’ I'm cautious.
Her fingernails are preternaturally sharp, curling into my breast:

whoo0ooo
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What Mask Do I Prefer in The Carnival?
Charm Chandler

The insight of information consumes my trembling naked body, and so I want to explore my many
faces without any forced commitments, because change is inevitable. But change, that shapeshift-
er, what does it look like now? I turn off the news that announces the emergence of a new body

type, now available to purchase as a foreign novelty.
II.

I pick up a mask on my shelf. Where eyes would peek out are instead stitches of floral lace, the kind
that covers souls in obscurity. Perfect. I strip away my facial skin and pay homage to the Queen of
Faces, the Goddess of Identities, through dance. She who loves all embodiments without discrimi-

nation, despite the amorality.
III.

The rest of The Carnival whispers in hushed tones the confusions wrought from my mask, and how
cold and distant it appears, even with the flowers beckoning. I confess nothing, and I disappear
into corners where there are no corners at all. The sense of voyeurism is palpable. Someone asks me

if I'm sure about this new identity [ wear, a brave soul who I never see again.
IV.

My new becoming disrupts the ongoings of the local populace and the authorities demand that I
remove my mask for the sake of world peace. I do not, for I refuse to be a hypocrite. Are you familiar
with The Masque of the Red Death? Their rough hands tear my face apart and I am arrested, my true

self exposed.
V.

The world weeps at the sight of my true face, and a new conversation emerges from the revels of
this tragedy. What mask shall I now wear in prison? Outside, the eternal agora discusses and con-
ceives of new theories for the face. But the discourse will not last long as old identities are difficult

to peel away. We all know this from generational trauma.
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VI

I am told by the guards that they will sell my body as a foreign novelty, face and mask included.
They have already signed a contract on behalf of my name. The conversations outside grow more

rampant, and the air tinges with a hint of smoke.
VII.

The Carnival fears what I am, and so I am released from prison and immediately exiled into The
Nature, an unidentifiable biome of trees and flowers. As  begin my descent into the forest, I sense

my voyeurs sensing me as an object of desire the further the distance grows. I do not look back.
VIII.

Every night, the Queen of Faces visits me in sleep. She tells me sotto voce that many cannot bear to
enjoy the visage and its fluidities like I have. She kisses me on my dream forehead and sighs that I

am a beautiful actor. Hers is a beautiful countenance, frightening to behold.
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deepfake
Sai Liuko

hot right now. on screens everywhere. my face having sex without my body.

my boyfriend’s choking eye-for-an-eye gains in popularity.

the texts: everybody knows it’s fake and not that deep, its body
of water like a kiddie pool full of sharks.

in shops and schools i think of the creature, the body

below my mouth gargling and gagging for the rest of our lives.

beside my jaw and lips, whose bony canyons did the video even disembody?
did she really do these things, fleshed and bloody,

this other part of his equation for a perfect girl, just some body

to fill these positions.

had they forgotten about my throat, everybody

watching, how it’s what is missing.

ifollow its red-raw river down to what is mine.
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What Kind of Empathy is This?

Autumn

I was in the hungry push

of a kiss when it happened

abench beneath us

my face sheltered in her hands the same way
that you hold me, base of palm against jaw
against rib

press of tongue and tooth and hedgerows

Sharkey

She tells me this as we lie in her room

naked on the duvet. A breeze is arriving

to cool our bodies, and her head rests

in the crook of my shoulder. My hand

strokes her hair as she talks

and something catches my attention
the movementis a man

watching in that press of hedgerows
suddenly in focus, and

my eyes are drawn down

to the slight jingle of a metal buckle
the twin flapping tails of an open belt
a bird-flesh shock of skin

[ want to press backwards

into her story, wrap that thick yellow scarf
|of her’s around them. Let this open

into a path we can leave on. A trespass on
the silence drawing out this moment.

I want to be the other woman on the bench,

the hedge, the man.
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How to Cure Sadness (Momentarily)
Niamh Griffiths

when i’'m sad i think

about the first time we kissed

and i don’t mean the peck

on the lips

on the floor of the club

i mean the one behind closed doors

where my fingers turned numb

i think about how you dived in headfirst
with no fear of words like

‘11love you’

how scared i was of the confidence

you exuded

when my toes curled

sitting next to a girl

you were holding my hand

like you already knew

iwas the one

iwas stuck in between worlds

tapping circles into the surface

istayed on the edge

and couldn’t say it back for lack

of sleep or courage

butido

sometimes when i’'m sad

irub saltinto that wound

and think how my parents would adore you
in another life maybe it wouldn’t be an issue
butiwouldn’t change this one for the universe
because when i miss you

i pull up your pictures on my phone

the ones i don’t post or show my friends
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the ones of you laughing in my clothes

in my bed

in the jeans you borrowed because

we are roughly the same size

imean, i have slightly bigger thighs

but in the photos of us

idon’t notice as much

my insecurities are diminished

because the light bouncing off your eyes
gleams brighter and bluer than the adriatic sea
and i have to blink to convince myself

i'm notin a dream

when i’'m sad all i have to do is think about you

and suddenly i'm happy
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In Sickness
Ashley Wagner

Finish your glass of water.
The belt comes off, then
the bra. You will begin

to sweat, saliva will pool
on your tongue like

a baptism. You will become
aware of your body

as a collection

of sloshing liquids. You will
become aware of each face
at the table, set

in your direction, blank
with unclear concern.
Excuse yourself

from their gaze.
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Clara Burghelea

I want a poem that reassembles the body

I want to feel an overload of metaphors
running from eyes to tongue to fingers,
later, have your coarse voice roll them up
midair, in my dreams [ am always having
them melt inside my mouth, sweeter than
burnt sugar and cinnamon, at times better
than stolen kisses, the pleasure of birthing
and parading them, these explosive children
that cease to be mine alone once they leave
my mouth, a child is a vessel for dreaming,
you whisper, a name that carries, the heart

of a pitted fruit, a house to hold crumbling joy,

except everything with a pair of teeth and a box

of unshot bullets feels right yet a shallow sting.
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Irina Tall Novikovna

Her hand ached, inexorably and wildly.. but the pain did not press, but as if the AMC dips by itself,
like an egg laid by a bird ...

She remembered a dark dove with an orange eye and a small bead of a black pupil, she looked at

her in surprise and bitterly, tried to catch something and understand ...

“She probably thinks that I took her egg, a pinkish hot ball, probably ... She is sad and seems to be

crying, oh, birds don’t know how to cry ... I don’t even know.

In the morning, a motley, like a chessboard, flew in, chirped, flapped its wings, went beyond the
partition, rustled with a white package and flew away .. there was nothing there, a raven gray as
the sky appeared, croaked and also flew away, there was nothing in the nest ...

“Maybe he thought there might be more eggs in there.”

Her thoughts became small and narrow, like pockets squeezed under arrest.. your throat was

blocked, oxygen was cut off, and you still live.. a strange mouse with thoughts and breath...

She put three elastic bands on her hand, blue as the sea, pink as flowers and yellow as the yolk of

an egg ... And they all could not understand her ...

Why live if the moments flow like rivers around you...

And she hid under the covers and froze to sleep ...
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Carnaval de Chambre / Bedroom Carnival

Cleomé Morra
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Souris Valseuses / Waltzing Mice
Cleomé Morra
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Bread from Rome
Sadie Burch

Nyx is playing with a lighter
another is sitting
on her phone. You are

in the corner letting

guests lay on your legs. Something

is wrong

we keep saying
Something is off we mutter. You pull
on the heated

blanket.

My lover is in the shower, I'm on the bed
my body’s atomic plates

are moving
and shifting.

Light pops in Nyx’s hands.
You’re rocking

slightly. The festival’s groupies

are still laughing  outside our window

Doesn’t it hurt?

I ask. And everyone

is too high to answer.
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I’m Too Sober for You to Be Murdering Me Right Now
Sadie Burch

I'm sorry I feel so much

and have no sense to feel

with. I lie

on the floor of a furnished

room. Seems

like an awful thing to do. My friends get high
to come down from their anxieties — they’re on
the ceiling. I love rugs and tough

feelings. I shove some metal

between my teeth. I say to myself

come down, come down.

— hand on my bloody

heart.
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zeitgeist, apple corer
Brianna Cunliffe

damn genesis: shake it from the trees
why reach for the hand fully formed in the sea-foam
meet this rollicking sacrament

where it pours into our bones?

terrified of the lineages trapped
stainred berries
beneath our tongues.

still, we can wait no longer

to become, on purpose, and

despite ourselves. damn that home
which spat us out like gold-teeth,
crowns shining, roots biting
stubborn zephyrs feasting

on whatever sweet core of meaning

we can find

charred maps

feed the new earth. lord, let me be unled.

it was not tainted from the start
and itis not ending now

arctic waters teem with oil, and the locusts—

nonetheless. there is work to do. so tell me I am made of

clay. of star bile. stray chime of root, ragged breath
mid-phrase in that prayer to shatter

the rafters: damned, I will keep that faith, or

break my obsolete heart with trying

creature that I am: hands reaching.
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Carrot Cake
James Roach

The moon sticks out

like a sore thumb,

a heavy-hammered

lunar bruise

no stranger

to rusty nail gun punches.

I am driving home

from carrot cake

and choked restaurant lights
thinking of how the pine floor
above your bedroom

never creaked below my heaviness.
The fuck-stained futon mattress
let my hips carve

their own memories

over ones already there,

a duet of grief.

I am now far

from his Friday night hands
and Saturday morning lips

on the blueprint of your body,
swallowing each other’s
sawdust laughter.

His timber voice

verbed through to the bone
frame of your house,

drilled into me

the infinity

of the word platonic

dangling

from your wrecking ball mouth,

I do not belong
in charge of my own heart.
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A Hundred Lives
Kait Quinn

after Jessica Abughattas

In my first life,

I was a single grain of salt stuck to the tip of sea’s tongue. I stung at all eyes, spasmed every throat,

tried my best to strip all skin of death but only recalled their wounds. In my next,

I harbored feathers and a throat that called and called men out of their hearth-warm homes and

into the brine. I was craggy shore, ship wrecker, hurricane. In one life,

I was a boy with wings, dirt beneath nails, scrapes on my knees. I know this because of the way my
limbs bend askew to reach the earth. I know this because as a child, I insisted you all address me as

Mark, Frank, or Han, and in a coven of girls at play, I was always the boy. In one life,

I was Han Solo. In another,
Frodo Baggins, and I threw DOWN in Mordor, have the burn scars to prove it. In my next life,
I was a pearl. Graze your teeth down my neck and you can still feel the grit, taste the sweat from
my post-nacre life where I
was a courtesan. At least I wanted to be, but likely, I was too reserved to be that free. Likely, I was
married off to a wealthy bachelor down the cobblestone street, and it was not passion, it was not
seagulls crashing through morning or planets in alignment, but oh, he was good and he was good
to me and how can I complain about what is simple and good? About silk and lace, weekends in
Bath and patisserie in Paris, lilac-covered balconies overlooking the Seine?

Have I always been a shelled thing? The first time I died was at the stake,

and I've been spawning from ash ever since. A woman scorched. I am no longer afraid of fire. In

every life,
I have been either a Pisces or a Cancer. I like to believe that in just one,

I was a Scorpio. Think that’s why I keep going up in flames, wrapping my ribs in ebony, writing
poems that sting more than heal. In my darkest life,
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I forgot how to sing, unhollowed my throat by swallowing stone, and in this life,

I'm still coughing up marble. Still oiling the creaks in my vocal chords. And one day I will hurl my

voice over forests, over seas, into the conch ear of a lover. For now,
I make do with my hands: the way they graze what they love and grab what they want; collar their
fingers in trinkets where I carry my siren songs until I am ready to release them back to the sea;

vomit ink until they heave and shake and speak so that in my next life,

I don’t come back a cicada cursed to sing all the poems I wasn’t brave enough to write, in this life,

for cochleas that will not understand them.
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The Love Seeker
Ann and Kirby Kenny

Whatis that I hear?
Is it coming from you, dear?
Is it the voice

That screams for nights without me?

You ol cricket killer—
You don’t tell me things
You go berserk

You wake up

You storm off to work
You end it

You end it

You hate that I need
You ol’ panty sniffer

You say you’ll miss me.

I wail on the floor

I yank your head

I hit the wall

You punch the door

I can’t do this anymore

But this is who we are.

We collapse on the ground
We screw around

When you go down

We go down.

34



Temple
Ann and Kirby Kenny

These woods are no longer mine,

No longer silent.

Mad attendants of
White,
Milk,
Ivory

Crowd near.

So many rush in,
Take my right,
Get comfortable,

Wed and spend time together at night.
I must cover up!

Iris screen,
Plague veil—

Once forced, I now wear you by choice.
So I'm blind to myself.

Mad attendants of
White,
Milk,
Ivory

Rise to another place.

They’re not human.

They know nothing,
Just that they are lonely.
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Unmasking Desire
Adprea Kore

The virus hangs its microbial haze over the city. This pandemic-paused world —three-months
thick and the weather reports only gloomy future forecasts. Even the moon is coughing, struggling
to shine through the oppressive atmospheric pressure. Streets, scattered with tense and hushed
figures with nowhere to go—before the curfew swallows us back into claustrophobic homes. In-

carcerated nightly, we’re restless inmates—especially those of us in solitary confinement.

The masks still feel foreign; alienating demarcations on the face’s landscape, tracing a boundary
between the known and unknown. Mouths are rendered mysterious; the undiscover’d country.
Yet, the plane of foreheads, nose bridges and cheekbones as varied as shorelines are accentuated

territories. The eyes, especiallyemphasized. We’re awash in a sea of anonymous gazes.

She’s noticed the change. At first no one looked too closely at anyone, but months later now—the
way men look at her—shopping in supermarkets or crossing a street. Now distance is socially man-
dated, lawfully monitored. The husbands are more surreptitious than the man alone. Those lonely,
hungering eyes. Now proximity to strangers is a finable offence in a corona-caused oligarchy.
Women have finally got their hands- off reality—no need for wishing for the power to turn men to

stone. Butis it a double-edged liberation?

She feels the intensity of their gaze like fingers grazing her body, lingering heat like palms, cupping
over her breasts. The fear of never fucking anyone ever again lets a new vulnerability seep into their
seeing of her, a new code of need timing how long they look. Determination birthed from despera-

tion—desperation even the masks don’t hide.

She finds herself letting them look, revelling in the feeling of unattainability. Finds herself looking
back. Enjoying the power of walking away—but feeling that locked-down desire rise from deep
in her belly, moistening her mouth with anticipation. One day, she realizes she’s ravenous. As she

walks home, the renewed charge of sensuality in her walk from their stares. She knows—
Next time, she won’t walk away alone.

Next time she’ll choose. A man whose eyes she’s drawn to. A man who’ll hold her gaze long
enough to ignite her courage and her desire. She’ll glide her eyes over his chest, down his torso.
She’ll walk to him, eyes locked, taking his hand, defying rules for a dangerous moment. Then she’ll

turn and lead him—for of course he’ll follow—looking back just once to reassure his disbelief.
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Out of the supermarket (where else can she stage this fantasy) and into mundane streets rendered
unfamiliar by the heavy thread of acquiescence hung between them. Her every step, burning with

the feel of his eyes upon her body. His growing desire, matching his pace to hers.

When they’re finally inside, door shut behind them, she’ll speak her first words.

Don'’t take your mask off—and don’t tell me your name.

Mouths masked. Names unasked. Tracing a boundary of safety around the delight of the danger.
Unmasking desire.

Already her clothes are falling away. It seems she steps across a chasm she thought unbreach-
able, to where he waits. Bathing in his body heat,breathing in the intoxicating scent of a stranger.
He’s forgotten how to unbutton his shirt, but she helps him to remember. His hands, stroking her
shoulders, pulling her closer. Hands like water, cascading down her spine, washing away the lone-

liness.

They’ll sink into the bed, flesh and limbs merging in a delirium of sensation, all the more fevered
from feeling forbidden. The shock of skin-collision, heightening the senses into outbreaks of plea-

sure. Crying, too, for the relief of it.

She sees herself in the unfamiliar mirror of his eyes, allowing his gaze to penetrate hers. Down to
the depths, where dark currents of solitude have been pooling, rising, night after night, threatening

to drown her.
Eyes of a man whose name she’ll never know; whose mouth she never kissed.

Eyes of a man she’ll never see again.
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A CONBINATION
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DON'T EVEN
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N YOUR SLEEP




FOR UNLEASHING
THEY SHOULD ALL THIS DARK-

LOCK NESS
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| WAKE Up

INTHE MORNING BUT YOU NEVER
AND IT'S 50 MUCH AS

MON STIR

DAY AGAIN i N YOUR SLEEP
(BEEP BEEP BEEP)
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FOR A BRUSH
| WOULD Uj- WITH GREAT-

LOCK NESS

MY HEART AND IN' A DEEP,
LET IT BREAK DARK LAKE

| WAKE (p
IN THE NORNING BUT NOTHING
AND IT'S WILL EVER

MON STIR

-DAY AGAIN YOU FRON
(BEEP BEEP BEEP) YOUR SLEEP
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