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A - How I Arrived - Z by Tanner Armatis 
 
My ancestors are lost in the records under a pseudonym, 
so my speculations feel like a betrayal of  the truth—a rectified reality.  
I settled for what was told, known, and repeated.  
The first hint was when Dad told me a story about the man who started 
everything.  
Excellence was running dry after my grandfather left Czechoslovakia and  
found fame in America by marrying and making a dozen or so kids to run 
his farm.  
Corn turned into cash and a dynasty grew in small town, Iowa  
and our history was rooted as idols amongst a Confederacy of  dunces.  
The Camaro in the driveway was “the family car” but only belonged  
to the degenerates with dicks between their legs.  
Jest and jokes were enough for the kooks of  the town, but I demanded 
more.  
Attention, conversation, support—I knew my existence deserved this 
much.  
And love was my minimum. Love was a Nimbus Cloud pouring over the 
pristine quagmire of  my family. Love was retroactive. Love was symbolic. 
Love was tangible during the holidays with my family but love never lasted 
outside those days away from work and school.  
Because of  the umbilical cord attached to the successors of  my surname, I 
was stuck to the placenta of  my parentage—nineteen years away from 
Heaven.  
But the cord was cut.  
A wildfire bloomed and burned down all possibilities of  living life stuck to 
a salary.  
I sailed on a xebec away from the yardbirds of  yesterday and underneath 
Zino’s petrels,  
I discovered my Soria Moria in the foothills of  the Rocky Mountains and 
finally,  
I was home. 
 



Muse by Fareh Malik 

They don’t sell bottles of  your essence at the corner 

store 

so I can’t get so drunk on you 

that I produce miracles 

instead, I touch your body 

I let my hands soak in the oceans of  inspiration 

that reside beneath your skin 

until my fingertips become wrinkled with creativity 

I let the water drip down my pen 

mix with the ink 

and translate brilliance into English 



warrior lore by Nadia Gerassimenko 

a warrior who fights / for truth & rights / the wrongs / for you / 

for us / for #metoo / a bard poem imprinted / on her footprints / 

of  steel / that never still / for those in need / far & near / she does 

not sleep / until we all heal / our footsteps on her heel / we steel & 

do not still / together we all fight / our right / reborn / as paean / 

of  warriors  



Still, We Begin by Nadia Gerassimenko 



Bright Lights by Fareh Malik 

I wonder why 
invisibility and depression often 
walk arm in arm- 
how sadness is an unnoticed trait 
and how it can have such a silver tongue; 
how it chameleons itself  into subtlety 
and makes you think that the heavy air 
around you 
is in fact, quite normal 
it is the thing that makes 
every single mirror in your home feel empty 
kind of  like 
how no one actually pays attention to fireworks  
on their way down- 
dark and fizzled out 
devoid of  dazzle 
solemn 
depression feels like 
having your brightest flash, then 
falling from the sky 
accompanied only by your own ashes 



Fall by Shiksha Dheda 
 

Let my silken tresses 
darken the bright sunlight 
 
that stings your eyes, and 
enwrap you as though I were a woollen blanket. 
 
Surrender to the red  
-my lips- 
burning coals 
of  a winter fire place 
-red – 
the  raging flame of  a candle. 
 
My wide eyes 
-thick warm cocoa- 
-freshly grounded coffee- 
drowning in pools of  warm milk. 
 
With every blink 
the black clouds 
of  autumn heralds the downpour 
- all those unspoken summer emotions. 
 
Embrace the Fall.  
Love Fall. 
Just Fall.  
I’ll  catch you. 
I’ll  be your  
Fall. 



The Fallout of  Goodbye by Ariel Moniz 
  

I am an open wound, and still I think of  you. 
Could there ever be anything I loved like you? 
 
The sound of  your voice reading poetry  
at a quarter ‘til goodbye? 
 
The shade of  your skin in the cold 
and the slant of  your brow when I was on your mind? 
 
The way I felt your hands before they touched me 
like the hum of  some machine, 
 
the stutter of  my heart like a car dying 
somewhere on the road between home 
and wherever we are meant to be? 
 
At some point between hello and goodbye 
I lost my whole heart to you, and ached with endings. 
 
It’s snowing outside, and I am what was once a home 
famished and bitter, and pressed too full of  infinities— 
 
I have lived a lifetime of  farewells now, dreamed nightly 
of  the collapse of  this dream into a memory.  



T-Virus by Lamar Neal 

Apart of  me wants to forget the month 
When America realized I,  
As a Black man, mattered. 
I sat at home, trapped in a labyrinth  
Of  blood, feigned justice, and endless clatter 
Long enough I wondered if  I'll survive. 
 
People had took to the streets, masks and all 
Like Halloween day fell on a weekend. 
News coverage resembled dark, haunted halls 
Of  plantations. In them, I am no man.  
 
It all happened just a little too late 
But damn, it happened in the nick of  time.  
The CDC couldn't predict our faith 
When the National Guard let disease shine. 
 
The images keep coming back to me  
Over dinner, in my sleep, driving home 
While the world went back to reality. 
And just like always, I feel all alone. 
 



close your eyes. 
 
inhale— 
remember those who blighted 
your heart, 
your soul, 
and your perception of  self— 
 
exhale— 
strip away the pieces of  cloth 
that hug around your curves 
and wrap around your thighs— 
 
inhale— 
dip your feet into a body of  wa-
ter; 
let your toes feel 
the temperature of  the spring— 
 
exhale— 
now, enter slowly 
into its gentle embrace. 
feel the coolness of  the water 
travel up to your bosom— 
 
 
 

inhale— 
renew the facets of  your 
heart, 
soul, 
and perception of  self 
through ablution— 
 
mutter this mantra to yourself: 
i am worthy 
of  love, 
of  care, 
and of  respect. 
 
exhale— 
let what once blighted you 
travel across the stream 
away from the riverbank— 
  
impure 
has now 
become pure. 

 

for reclaiming yourself  by Melis Gördem  



Dark Rose by Nadia Gerassimenko 



Pinus’s Envy by Jason de Koff 
 

The evergreen dislikes spring because he becomes a wallflower 
to the great waves of  newfound leaves, 
the freshly coiffed maiden hair shining in the sun, 
the quiet purring sounds the wind makes 
as it wends its way through each layer 
carrying the effusive personalities of  perfumes 
made with intoxicating notes that steal the senses. 
 
But come autumn, he delights 
in the wrinkled faces and brittle manes, 
marking time with each leaf  fall 
as the once youthful grace is torn from limbs 
and only vapors of  decay remain. 
The cold breezes whistle through gnarled fingers 
signaling the end of  the social season 
and the start of  their suspended spirits. 
 
And the evergreen regains his ephemeral crown 
of  the cold, dead world he can handle. 
 



I’m Royalty Anyway by Lamar Neal 

There's generations in my veins- 
All of  them opulent- 
but diluted by sugarcane… 
 
For so long 
royalty of  brass tasted bland 
When King Louis XIV 
Wasn’t being forced fed. 
 
Now, here I am 
Colored enough to stand out 
But still pales in comparison  
To pale skin. And so I doubt... 
 
If  hair of  wool 
Will ever get its due 
As diamonds and pearls. 
Yet, no matter what, 
My crown of  curls 
Shine.  
 
Hollywood, 
Text books, 
The media, 
Can’t take that away. 
 

 



Blood stains by Ashlea Morgan  
 
 

They said I was becoming a woman 
Blood stains come out in cold water 
 
Keeling over in pain near a toilet 
Blood stains come out in cold water 
 
Time of  the month or month of  my time 
Yea, blood stains come out in cold water 
 
Intimately, more in tune with my body 
Blood stains come out in cold water 
 
The pang of  pain is when I take it 
And, Blood stains come out in cold water 
 
Most men aren't strong enough to bare it 
Blood stains come out in cold water 
 
They tell you not to talk or share it, but 
Blood stains come out in cold water. 
 
 



 when this is all over, 
can we go to the city? 
i long to recapture 
that moment when you stood 
with an open umbrella 
held in your hand underneath 
the Little Italy sign. alas, the smile 
you gave me when you looked 
at me was one of  that moment, 
for it shined brighter 
than Manhattan’s lights. 
  
when this is all over, 
can we go to a café? 
i want to try that 
matcha latte— 
you know, the one 
that tastes like flowers; 
anything to see you laugh 
at the sight of  my nose 
scrunching up at 
the potent taste 
of  lavender within 
the latte. 
 
when this is all over, 
can we have dinner together? 
whether we have it 
on a holiday, 
like Valentine’s Day 
when we can be 
each other’s dates, 
or after we go bowling 
for hours, feeling 
as if  our fingers 

will fall off  while 
we struggle to Google 
“diners near us”. 
  
when this is all over, 
can we go see our favorite 
musicians in concert? 
i wouldn’t care if  we had 
any academic responsibilities 
that night because who knows 
when we’ll see them again. 
i just want to scream 
and shout  
all of  my worries away 
through the lyrics 
of  “Life Goes On” 
towards the stage 
with you. 
  
when this is all over, 
can we travel together? 
i yearn to visit 
Vancouver, 
San Francisco, 
Tampa, 
and 
Radford 
to unite with those 
who have made me 
full of  light 
full of  optimism 
full of  vivacity 
and full of  euphoria 
with you. 
 

but for now, life goes on by Melis Gördem  



These scars I bear are a route only my compass 
can navigate.  

you made it your mission  

to traverse these lines with your fingertips,  

as if  expecting to be led to locked treasures  

of  my deepest desires and thoughts  

of  death and anguish  

and for all the things that made these lines ap-
pear in the first place, but I knew better than to 
recite what cannot be unsaid, I knew better than 
to lead you somewhere uninhabitable.  

once I have shown you what lies beneath  

this skin so weathered and worn  

I cannot guarantee that our love  

will remain as it once was.  

To love out of  pity is no way to love me.  

 

- roads not taken by Imani Cauthen-
Robinson 



cathedral gathered time by Isabella Melians 



diamond solitaire and other family heirlooms  
by Fransivan MacKenzie 

there is so much more to love than what you've been taught of. a clenched 
fist doesn't always mean strong. red is no longer beautiful once it spills out 
of  the veins and onto the pavement. crimson might be his favorite color, 
but your body isn't his canvass to hang on the bedroom wall, framed and 
shiny. darling, at twenty-three, love is supposed to taste like life in a teacup, 
not a mouth full of  gnashed teeth. iron isn't your element and you know this 
like the bullet knows kill. like the sky knows when to wear black and when 
to coat herself  in lilac sheets. and look at you, with your mother's bruised 
eyes. haven't you embodied the lips of  a smoking gun? haven't you become 
the wounded heavens staring back at the city that calls her aching pretty? 
darling, when his lips press against yours while you're singing, it isn't because 
he is enamored by your song. you buried your father five years ago yet he re-
mains living in every man you take home. there is so much more to love 
than this legacy. darling, there is so much more than this. 

 



i cringe at the thought of  all those who i let 
use the parts of  me  

to please themselves  

to reach a level of  pleasure  

that they did not deserve  

nor that i cherished enough  

to keep to myself   

yet time and time again i 

unfastened  

unzipped  

unbuttoned  

made myself  available  

all because the feeling of  being desired out-
weighed the feeling of  being disliked.  

- no longer a temple by Imani 
Cauthen-Robinson  



Loki (Chronic Pain) by Samari Zysk 
 

it must hurt more to watch 
than to heal, so please, stop looking at me 
this isn’t yours, it’s a tender 
swollen thing around 
sliding bones that have the nerve 
to march up between my shoulders 
to lever my head 
against the clouds so that only asgard can hear me scream 
 
there must be a jormungandr 
beneath my hips, living there within the milky joint fluid 
between my leg bones, its fins engulfed by its own jaw 
a deconsecrated thing, a thing eating itself  beneath 
my ribs, it won’t answer to my name, what name will 
right the wrong and snag its mouth away from where it suck-
les darkness 
 
i don’t want you to watch 
please, it’s easier to look away than linger 
i am caught in endless transformation 



The Haunting by Neen Ramos 
 

For all 
the things I missed 
            & people that ceased 
            to exist: 
 
I need a name — 
          for the memories 
          that haunt me.  
 
I need a word — 
          for the feelings 
          that plague me.  
 
All these letters, for all its 
             combinations — 
             don’t seem to  
say it right & convey it 
accurately. 



Seven Years by Jane Sherning Warren 

I have a cell inside my heart  
just the one 
that misses you 
 
When we've been seven years apart  
it'll be gone 
and I'll be new 



ILLUSIONS.  by Aditi Acharla  
 

I am the splotched red on the dirt 
Seeping into the roots of  the trees  
Begging for my collapse  
There are too many surrounding me  
With hands out, like God reaching out  
To tap me on the shoulders  
Show me a magic trick that makes the sky become purple  
Contorts the grimy waves into roses I onced loved  
Twists my face into a smile 
Until my skin starts to turn brown  
And my legs begin to solidify above the mud  
That churns away  
Another martyr to the magic trick 
A woman steps forward, volunteering herself   
Blindfolds me with  
Her metallic fingers wiping blood on my cheeks  
Which absorbs it quickly before I see what the ink 
I once painted with 
My vision ruptures into stars  
Someone hits the ground they worship  
Constellations are formed  
Of  the world I am in the center of   
Hands holding each other  
Showing me that their hearts are heavy  
Soon to be put on a platter  
For you, for me, for God.  
 



oranges by Laura Eppinger 



Time stood still, by Shannon O’Connor 
 

when you uttered the words 
goodbye 
it felt like a dream 
a cosmic joke 
I somewhat expected  
you to come back  
[like you always did] 
or maybe you’re waiting for me to ask 
[like I always did] 
but as many times 
as I write up a text 
I know I’ll never send it 
because this goodbye 
was irreparable  
& time stands still 
as I block your number 
knowing this time 
is the last 
 



And God said...  by Claire Marsden  

 
Daughter,  
I no longer dream of  Eden. 
Just a place  
where you feel at home, 
in your own skin. 
 



Portal by: Justin(e) Kertson  
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Letter from the Editor… 

We, did it, Joe! Another Issue in the 

books. This was our first non-

themed Issue which presented chal-

lenges I was NOT ready for, but it 

was so fun doing something out of 

the norm. Thank you to everyone 

that submitted and thank you to eve-

ryone part of this Issue. This maga-

zine would not be where it is if it 

wasn’t for  each and every one of 

you. I know I say it a lot, but I mean 

it every time, THANK YOU.  

 

The Royal Rose Name is growing and it all started with this liter-

ary magazine. Now, there’s two more enitities under this name 

and I don’t see it stopping any time soon! With that being said, 

we’ll only be doing annual issues now. We never want to stop do-

ing what we’re doing here and we will always be the safe space in 

literary that is so desperately needed. However, times are chang-

ing for me and I’m not resistant to the change.  

We’ll see you all again next year for our big Issue yet! And an even 

bigger announcement should be coming before that.  

Thanks again for all the support. 

 


