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1. i n t r o   t o   a l i z a r i n   c r i m s o n 
alanna reeves  
 

I love Alizarin Crimson, just its name alone evokes so 
much. It makes me think of something slinking in the shadows, 
hissing, clawing. I think of snakes and talons, blood and lust. In art 
school, it was one of seven basic oil paint colors that made up my 
palette. I loved to squeeze it from the tube and watch its purple color 
turn into a rich blood as I thinned it with Gamsol; and then there 
would be a sudden change of mood when it turned to a bright Pepto-
Bismol pink with the addition of titanium white. Even then its 
illusions resonated closely with the ailments and livelihood of the 
body, transforming the crimson blood into the pink lining of the 
stomach.  

I was excited to study Alizarin Crimson for all these 
reasons, although I was aware of it being a troublesome material. If 
you browse the aisles of an art store you will come across Alizarin 
Crimson as well as Alizarin Crimson Permanent or Hue. The original 
plant-based color is quick to fade unless combined with the right 
materials, and yet there are a myriad of stories about master artists 
using the color and then having their colors fade to the dismay of 
fellow painters, patrons, and future art admirers. When googling 
Alizarin Crimson, I was interested to see personal blogs of artists and 
teachers bashing the color, claiming it to be difficult to mix due to 
muddiness and its sensitivity to light. The Permanent or Hue versions 
are recent creations made to appease artists that want a similar deep 
purple-red but with a lightfast quality. Still, Alizarin Crimson has 
been utilized for several millennia and has global variations with 
various degrees of effectiveness.  

According to Winsor & Newton, Alizarin Crimson got its 
start about 5,000 years ago as a dye used throughout Asia and 
Southern Europe.1 It was discovered as a chemical in the root of the  

                                                 
1 "Spotlight on Alizarin Crimson."  Winsor & Newton 



 
 
 
 
madder plant and was utilized for textiles. Nineteenth-century 
physiologists could use it to trace developments in animals, as 
consuming the plant turned their bones red.2 It wasn’t until the mid-
1800’s when Winsor & Newton was able to develop what they 
thought was a suitable Alizarin Crimson paint for artists to utilize.3 
Whether it was truly suitable is debatable, as it remained a color 
notorious for fading quickly. In Color, Victoria Finlay notes artist 
William Turner’s stubborn use of unstable red paints despite fellow 
artists and patrons asking him not to. While his paintings were at first 
vibrant, once they reached their destination there was a quick 
succession of complaints regarding the faded brilliance of a sunset or 
the cracking of the surface.4 However, in Turner’s case, it wasn’t 
Alizarin alone that was problematic but one of its competitors, 
Carmine. 

In the midst of fostering the perfect red in Europe, a notable 
empire of red had been established by the Aztecs. There on the native 
nopal, or prickly pear cactus, lay the cochineal bug from which the 
dye carmine red can be derived. Female cochineals are born on the 
nopal and stay attached to their birth place throughout their life. As a 
defense they are endowed with carminic acid which deters predators. 
It is this acid which produces their vibrant red.5 Both plant and insect 
were delicately nurtured and harvested to provide pigment for 
textiles and pottery, among other things. Ultimately, Spanish 
Conquistadors disrupted this empire for their own use in textiles, 
cosmetics, paint, and food (the cochineal red was and is still used as 
food coloring, today referred to as E120). Carmine creates a similarly  
 
 

                                                                                              
 
2 "Madder." Encyclopaedia Britannica  
3   "Spotlight on Alizarin Crimson." Winsor & Newton 
4   Finlay, Victoria. Color: A Natural History of the Palette. Pg. 135 
5 Theobald, Mary Miley. "Putting the Red in Redcoats."  

 



 
 
 

vibrant purple-red as Alizarin, yet with slightly more staying power. 
Ultimately, it too produced some frustrations and so “permanent” 
versions have been created through modern day pigment mixing. 

Aside from its use as artist material, the Alizarin chemical 
from the madder plant has also been used for medicinal purposes. It 
has a distinct history in medieval medicine making its bodily 
association not completely invalid or fantastical. While it was meant 
to cure several ailments it was generally popular as a treatment for 
women diagnosed with Amenorrhea (difficulty menstruating) in 
order to promote menstrual bleeding.6 Of course, medieval remedies 
can often be wildly inaccurate, dangerous, and poisonous and 
Alizarin was no different. While this chemical does in fact promote 
menstrual bleeding, the doses aren’t regulated. It is not quite clear 
whether alizarin is a true treatment or if it simply dyes bodily fluids. 
While it can have some positive effects, my wariness comes from the 
warning that alizarin “can also cause urine, saliva, perspiration, tears, 
and breast milk to turn red in color.”7 There’s no point in writing this 
in an eloquent way: that is horrifying. The true worry with the 
madder based chemical is that when taken while pregnant it has the 
ability to promote menstruation and end in miscarriage.  

In general, red is a color associated with both life and death. 
It connotes passion, love, and fertility and in the same instance 
danger; a fatal overflow of blood. Alizarin Crimson embodies all this 
and more as it first glows to convey a life pulse. Sadly, with exposure 
to sunlight, it wanes, becomes brittle. It is this same vibrancy and 
hesitation which I see in many of the contributions to this issue and I 
thank the artists and writers who were so willing to share either side 
of themselves.   

                                                 
6   "Madder." Encyclopaedia Britannica 
7   "Madder." WebMD 
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2. monica mohapatra 

 
 



3. y e t   i   y e a r n   t o   b e   t r a n s p a r e n t  
sylvia irizarry  

 
I dreamt I saw you, beyond the fir in the clearing we so often found 
ourselves. Your eyes, made violet by the hauntingly serene crimson 
sunset, beckoned me in a way I had yet to know I missed. I wish to 
say it ended favorably with you, well, still here, but alas, I awoke 
before the climax.  
 
I often toy with the idea of embarking on our journey to the 
Aladaglar Mountains alone, but I fear it too audacious of an 
excursion without you. I suppose it seems so trivial now to deprive 
myself of such an experience, for I, too, long to see the ever-
changing hues; relish every sun-kissed peak.  
 
Still, I cannot shake this interminable sense of unease I’ve been 
plagued with as of late. You, unsullied by the impediments of life, 
while I, transfixed by its impermanence.  
 
Nor could I cope with the impermanence of love. 
 
Or perhaps it is the fear of irrelevance that haunts me, as I meander 
without resolve. A transient within my own realm. 
 
Such is the fugitive complexion of life. 
 
 

 

 

 



4. v  
paige mehrer 
 

 



 
 
 

 

  



5. 1 2 / 1 6  
anonymous   

 
And then I bled 
I don't bleed for purpose 
I don't bleed from me 
My body is porous to structure 
The blood is sinewy 
It flows 
It clumps into deep knots 
Like my heart disposing all of its trapped moans 
Regulated I am told 
Prescribed I am told 
Doctor, where is my body? 
 
Tuesday Wednesday Thursday Friday Saturday Sunday 
Sugar Sugar Sugar Sugar Sugar Sugar Sugar 
 
Once, I googled the qualities of my sterile cycle sitting next to my lover 
Protected, I tried to tell myself 
You're lying again. 
 
Dark blood 
A rich red 
Black 
Dry blood 
Tissue 
Old blood 
Dead blood 
 
Google tells me it is hell crawling out 
Maybe you are not lying this time, my love. 

 



 
 

 
I'll get better, I'll get better this time 
Promises engraved in small white tablets 
But this time it fades 
Crimson in red 
Familiar, the living dead 
It sustains, it wanes 
It lasts, painful 
What do you say, what lullaby do you recite to be real? 
You listen for a week. 
 
And in listening, I hold my hands, my veins, 
my thighs, ankles, inner knees, and breasts 
Levitating over crimson like fresh paint 

 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



6. s t i l l   f r o m   R e m n a n t s 
monique dodd 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

 
 
 

Synopsis …  
 “A young African American woman locks herself in the bathroom 
running from her life. She mutilates herself to connect with the spirits 
of her African Ancestors and ground herself in blood ritual and 
tradition. But without knowledge of self and her history she 
unwittingly calls down a spirit with which she is ill-equipped to deal 
with.” 
 

 

 

 



7. t o   m a k e   v e g a n   b l u e b e r r y   m u f f i n s  
emily ann hoffman  

 
I found myself staring at him again. A glazed-eye stare, not like a 
predatory stare, but a soft focus stare. I don’t think it would’ve been 
weird if he looked up and caught me watching him, I’m pretty sure I 
had that day-dream look, like maybe I wasn’t even looking at him at 
all. But I was. And I wish he would look up. When I thought about 
him catching me I felt a blush haunt my cheeks. I imagined the jolt 
I’d feel as his gaze would catch me mid-fantasy, forcing my 
daydream and reality to collide for a brief instant. But he was busy 
with a customer, so I looked back at my laptop. The application I was 
attempting to fill out didn’t entice me in the slightest.  
I was sitting in a vegan cafe pretending to apply to jobs. I’m not 
vegan and I don’t drink coffee, but they had free wifi and really good 
muffins. And this man, this beautiful man, was a barista. I’d noticed 
him when I first went there a couple months ago, but it was kind of 
an inconsequential observation. Like, “hey, this place has great 
muffins and free wifi and some pretty, behind-the-counter, eye-
candy.” It wasn’t until recently that I became infatuated.  
It happened suddenly, this Monday, when he spoke to me to take my 
order. A shock of recognition made me flush from head-to-toe. He 
had the same long, thin dreadlocks pulled back in a rubber band. The 
same gruff facial hair crowned a beautiful set of plump, pink, lips. 
His eyes were that chocolaty brown, his teeth straight and white. His 
voice wasn’t as deep and he didn’t have any tattoos, (that I could 
see), but I think I preferred him without the ink.  
 
Saturday night my sister and I had gotten very high and baked 
blueberry muffins. I told her about the vegan cafe with the great 
muffins. 
“Are you going vegan?” She asked me. 
“No, no. I just like the place. And vegan baked goods are sometimes 
better, I think.” 
“Oh yeah, when they’re really moist.” 
“Yes they’re so moist.” 



 
 
 
 
“Mmm.”  
We licked batter off our baking utensils as we watched the oven 
timer counting down.  
“Oh, we should watch the new Munchies video!”  
My sister sat up with the idea, baking spoon raised in proclamation. 
She grabbed the laptop and dragged it towards her, not caring about 
the dusting of flour on the counter. She pulled up “How To: Make 
Vegan Blueberry Muffins with Waka Flocka Flame.” 
“I love him!” I gasped. 
“I know.” 
“Is he vegan now?” 
“Yeah I guess so. I meant to send this to you the other night.” 
I really did love Waka Flocka Flame. Not for his music, his music 
was whatever, I was just horribly attracted to him. I saw him perform 
once in college and had had no idea what he looked like beforehand. 
When he walked out on stage I felt my stomach lurch. He was so tall 
and had a surprisingly calm demeanor. When he spoke, his voice 
rolled like gravel in his throat and down my spine.  
We watched the video. The joint we’d smoked earlier smoldered 
warmly behind my eyes as I hypnotically followed Waka and Raury 
baking. When Waka spoke to the camera my stomach melted like 
butter and pooled between my pubis. I didn’t realize I found 
veganism so attractive. Maybe it’s because I knew Waka wasn’t a 
feminist: caring about his body and animal rights seemed like the 
next best thing. It made him seem sensitive. 
“Do you think vegans eat pussy?” 
 
That night I had a dream he licked vegan muffin batter off of my 
thighs. His tongue was bright pink. His strong hands, caked in flour 
and coconut oil, firmly cupped my ass as he brought his full lips to 
hover just shy of my labia. Slowly, he began to whisper into my lips, 
singing “Can’t Take My Eyes Off Of You.” His deep voice 
murmured “oh pretty baby” over and over again as I tried not to  



 
 
 
 
squirm with desire. I could feel his warm breath tickling my rosy 
flesh. He laughed a quiet, low laugh, watching my hunger rolling 
inside me, sweating out the small of my back.  
Taking his sweet time, he moved one of his hands to my knee and 
crept it slowly, slowly, up my thigh. As he moved up my leg I could 
feel the caked flour crumbling off his fingers. It mixed with my 
sweat and the batter he had missed and the saliva he had left behind. 
He paused to pinch a blueberry between his fingers. It burst, spraying 
crimson flecks of juice on my legs. He pressed it into my skin, finger 
painting.  
I was spread open like dough, rolled flat, waiting to be cut, shaped, 
molded into whatever he wanted. I moaned desperately, awaiting my 
fate. He smiled before moving in to press his juicy lips against mine. 
He licked my tender flesh, medium rare. I dripped with juices and he 
drank me in, pushing his tongue inside for more. Deftly, he slid two 
fingers inside me and then slipped them into my mouth. Before I 
realized what was happening my tongue was lapping at our 
concoction. I scraped the flour and coconut oil off his fingers with 
my teeth and recognized the marinade as my own.  
 
When I saw the barista Monday morning, the dream came flooding 
back to me. I stared at him dumbly as he offered me my usual order. 
Without a word I handed him exact change and sat down burning. 
There he was, my vegan dreamboat, in the flesh. So I sat there all 
week, watching him handle the baked goods, tuck a stray lock behind 
his ear, smile at the customers, check his phone. In my head his 
hands were alway covered in batter. He left a powdery mark on 
everything he touched. His feet crushed blueberries as he walked, 
leaving a deep, berry-red trail. My work lay abandoned, shining 
weakly at me from my laptop.  
My reverie was interrupted by another customer asking if I knew 
what the wifi password was.  
“Yeah.” I sighed, annoyed. “‘stopanimalcruelty’, all one word. No  



 
 
 
 
capitals.”  
I wasn’t hot anymore, just bothered. I became aware of the cool, 
sticky, sweat that had pooled in my armpits and underwear. Actually, 
my underwear felt flooded. I got up to use the bathroom. 
 
“Shit.”  
I pulled down my pants and saw a scarlet mess gleaming up at me. I 
hadn’t looked at my menstrual calendar in a while, I was unprepared. 
But at least I knew why I had been so horny recently. I tried mopping 
myself up with their cheap, 1-ply, toilet paper but it wasn’t good 
enough. The blood had already soaked through my underwear, my 
pants would definitely go soon too. I imagined myself walking out of 
the cafe in slow-mo. Blood covering my hands. Blood dripping 
between my legs. All the vegans glaring at me angrily, wondering 
what animal I had just been cruel to. 
“Oh, it’s just my uterus,” I’d sigh.  
Maybe I’d stick my bloody finger in someone’s muffin. Mash the 
moist pastry into the table, smear it between my legs to absorb the 
blood.  
A knock at the door jolted me out of my daydream. A drop of blood 
hit the clear toilet water, swirling crimson against porcelain white.  
“Just a second!” I called, my voice cracking. 
“Oh, sorry,” came the muffled reply from behind the door.  
But I recognized the voice. It was the barista. Without thinking, I 
opened the door a crack and peaked my head out. 
“Sorry, sorry, take your time.”  
He held up his hands, flustered. They were caked in sugar. He 
noticed my stare.  
“I just need to wash my hands, I spilt the sugar.”  
Moving impulsively, I opened the door wider, letting him see my 
own mess. He stared wide-eyed at the scene: my pants around my 
ankles, a ribbon of blood dripping down my leg, crimson against 
porcelain white.  



 
 
 
 
“You can come in,” I said. “I need to wash up too.”  
He stepped in quickly, shoving the door close with his hip, so no one 
else would see my abysmal state. We surveyed each other’s messes 
silently. The bathroom was small. There wasn’t much space between 
us. My ankles were tied by my pants so I could barely move. 
In an instant he reached out and tucked a sugary hand under my shirt 
to grab my waist. I could feel the sweet crystals scratching and 
melting into my skin. I grabbed ahold of his wrist as he slowly 
lowered himself to his knees, worshipping at my sacrificial altar. He 
pressed his nose into my pubic hair, sticky with batter, and I sucked 
sugar from his thumb. His lips parted. I dripped a drop of blood onto 
his outstretched, vegan tongue. 
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