




WHAT DO YOU THINK ABOUT WHEN 
YOU SMOKE A JOINT IN THE BATH-
TUB?











theres weed in the oven 
and she’s in the tub, smokin.

garbage pale 
princess

scrubs sticky remains of 
forgotten temporary tattoo.

writes about herself 
in the third person.

is composed mostly of dead skin.
soaks in soapy water

because the towels so far away
she’s forgotten what its for

the radio speaks to her from across the room
she pretends that its asking her 

if she’s ever thought about 
the cost of molecules 
for the price of heat?

weed decarboxylizes in the oven
and the voice in the air raises a thought

from inside the machine
and asks if she has

considered smoking a bowl
before going to sleep

in order to counterbalance
the sensation of dreaming

athletic bath salts 
never freed her muscles
they only made the water
too cloudy to see through

so much so that she forgot the way water used to be
and watched it spill in drips from the faucet

until she remembered 
that all her thoughts were 
just tiny electric blips 

in her brain fluid

porous skin covered water sac, she was
sitting in a potion of magnesiums and sulfates

and sweet domesticated rain 
from the gods at nyc water systems
everything she considered to be hers

breast bone, skeleton, shell



et al
was just a membrane between two pools of water

she wanted to mix together
but couldn’t quite figure out how

carbon molecules 
fluttered freely from

their hosts and 
plant matter sputtered 
from the heat excitement

it smelled like 
her fucking birthday
and she was ready 

to eat cake

relighting her hand rolled firecracker
smoke air and water 

became the same
color, consistency

and she, just a fleshy skate or ray 
swimming through
tossed about sand

looked for the drain

she would sit here until
her lost city
revealed itself
from the depths
of milky milk

until nothing clung to her
including droplets of water

she had once poured for herself
as she waited for the weed 
she had left in the oven.

-Elena Dowling 2015, bathtub. 



WELL, WHO WAS 
IT? 

WHY, THERE HE 
IS, MR. TATE. 

HE CAN TELL 
YOU HIS NAME. 

HEY, BOO. 

MISS JEAN LOU-
ISE, MR. AR-
THUR RADLEY. 

I BELIEVE HE 
ALREADY KNOWS 

YOU.



She was haloed by the setting sun, standing on our white 

porch. I took a picture. 

“It’s just a sunset,” she said.

“It seems early,” I 
said. 

“It’s fall.”

I glanced at my phone - 2:26pm.

“Let’s turn on the light,” I said.

We were at the movies and she was drifting off, when 
a bug crawled over her hand. I brushed it off. 

“It’s just a bug,” she said. 
“There are two on your hand,” I said. 
“I’ll shake them off.”
I put my foot down and heard the crunch of count-

less exoskeletons breaking. 
“Let’s go,” I said.

She was standing under a sweetgum tree, 
in our yard, when everything began to shake. 
I yelled her name. 

“It’s just an earthquake,” she said.
“This isn’t California,” I said. 
“There are fault lines.”
I looked at the branch that had fallen 

beside us. 
“I’ll check the shelves,” I said.

She was at e
dge of 

the boardwalk when 

the tide began to ris
e. I ra

n to her. 

“It’s ju
st high tide,” sh

e said
. 

“It’s u
p to yo

ur knees,” I
 said.

“There’s a
 full moon, tonight.”

The water to
uched the tips of m

y fingers.

“I’ll g
et you

r towel,” I 
said.

She was asleep, face obscured by her gold-
brown hair, when the room grew bright. 

“It’s just the sun,” she said, responding 
only to the light.

“The room’s getting hot,” I said.
“The sun’s hot.”
I looked out the window and saw that fire 

had replaced the sky.
“I’m going to miss you,” I said. 

5 Memories 
of the End 
(and her)









THE FIRST FALSE BAD BOY 
I HAD A CRUSH ON WAS 
HADES.



I saw A man with 
R-E-G-R-E-T written 
under his eye. 
He was an artist. 


