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Note from Editors 
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Welcome to Full House’s second Wildcard issue!

The pieces here in our second Wildcard issue just missed out on appearing 

in our main issue, but we couldn’t ignore their exceptional creativity. They 

were just too special for us to let go!

We love the fun, playful and colourful elements that the wildcard pieces 

have. We are so proud to have them in our collection and to get the chance 

to share such brilliant work with you! 

We hope you enjoy the seven extra pieces we have to share!

Love from Leia and Jack x



Opening lines of a poem I will never fi nish 

Carl Burkitt

I woke up in the middle of Dawson’s Creek.
No one knew when the evening would come.
A man coughed until his bus showed up.
I could hear a kettle screaming.
Puddles gathered like gossiping nuns.
I remember everything about that ham sandwich.
Who knew that many people have freckles?
Coff ee table dust whispers all day.
Your smile killed a kitten.
I still text you once a year.
I still send you a text once a year.
Once a year I’ll text you before midnight.
I wonder if you know I text you every year.
I don’t know why I bother texting you every year.
I wish I took the time to text you.
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Southern Gothic Quarantine

Kristin Garth

2019, I write a quarantine 
in fi ctional 1883, home-
town southern gothic fever dream.  Green
longleaf pines a reclusive writer roams,
will google when alone.  These trees lived through
a yellow fever quarantine (a word 
I’ve rarely seen, seems impossible to do;
keep people home today in our modern world)
but useful in novella, plot device,
so I scribe yellow fever ghosts, spectral 
mermaids swimming  in scarlet fever skies, 
where people distanced, die — a medical 
premonition I’m too naive to see.
Next year longleaf pines quarantine with me.
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Radial Cracks 

Siobhan Manrique

She’s pushing the idea on me
like she’s hawking used cars,
bragging about what parts she’s changed
about herself
and how many miles she’s gone
without sitting on the fl oor.

She says we’re going somewhere better,
in a lie so dense it bruises,
says she’ll steal me away
from black highways,
in Western states shaped like wombs;
she’ll hide me from the night
until the sun paints the world anew,
yesterday’s mistakes overlaid with gray,
today’s hunger outlining everything twice,
the rearview all thumbprints and radial cracks.

But I watch
from beside her;
with bloodshot eyes I witness her
disassembling, like a dream of falling,
before dust can settle,
chewing medicine until it’s poison again,
just to try to get away
from her own fl uorescent fever
while she and I breathe
with the same moribund cadence,
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tunneling into the setting sun.

Too scared to look in,
we keep opening and closing doors;
we keep giving each other keys,
like permission to hurt.
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Defi ant Bow 4a

Edward Michael Supranowicz
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Death Wearing A Red Dress on a Sunday Morning

Ciara O’Loughlin

Death is
dropping down
a thick rope
salty wreathes
churning currents

Death is
pulling a boy
out from the
cold cradle
at the docks

Death is
kissing his
forehead for
his mother
who is sleeping.
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A Ghost Story

Kirsten Reneau

The creamer is on the wrong shelf of my fridge. It has been 
in the same place in every fridge I have ever used but for some 
reason, now, it’s not. It’s in the vegetable drawer, where you store 
kale and other green, blooming things. I’ve been the only person 
in the house since you left for Florida, to go hang out with your 
ex-girlfriend on the beach. 

We don’t break up over this because I am a cool girlfriend, I 
decide, one that is cool with her boyfriend being friends with an 
ex. I suspect there is something more, but I don’t have proof. I 
am not actually a cool girlfriend, not at all, and I am reminded of 
that when I pass by your coat hanging over the door, the shoes 
by the couch. I sit at my desk, try to work, try not to check my 
phone to see if I missed your call. I swear sometimes they move 
– your shoes, that is-—just a little each day. In the afternoons, 
the sleeve of your jacket seems to shake out of the corner of my 
eye, but when I look at it, it stops again. Your presence, or lack 
of, haunts me.

The day after the creamer incident (or maybe the day before? 
Time becomes lost and loose when there is no one to mark the 
days with) I am walking the dog and out of habit, we stop on the 
corner where people usually ignore the stop sign.  I want to text 
you. You haven’t reached out in days, or maybe weeks.  I imagine 
you calling me, telling me how much you miss me, apologize for 
leaving. I get lost in this daydream where I always forgive you.

Out of the corner of my eye, I see a woman sitting on her 
porch wearing something fuchsia, bright and powerful against the 
dullness of the street, with short red hair. She sits elevated above 
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me, back turned to the road.
When we cross the street, I turn to look at her fully and she’s 

gone.
After, I see the rose color bleed into the world — it’s in the 

mailboxes, the houses, the color of my hand in the sunlight. I 
have to squint, looking at my palm, trying to force myself see 
what’s in front of me honestly. When I get home, I make more 
coff ee and hope it will it not to be red. I’m almost disappointed 
when it’s not though -  it would be nice to have some proof of 
something.
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Can I Abandon Actuality

Carson Sandell

Can I Abandon Actuality

Carson Sandell

Can I abandon actuality
Dream of camelia kisses
Whistle and snap to songs
Written by the wandering wind
Traverse through tree lines
Climb redwoods
Discover an empty cottage
Caked in confectioners’ sugar
Next to a permafrost pond
Live by candlelight
Write pages then burn them
Decompose from daydreaming
Resurrect to run through frosted fi elds
Scream to see how far my voice travels
Then smile knowing I can’t be heard
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About our contributors

Carl Burkitt
Carl Burkitt likes to tell tales. He tells long tales, short tales, silly tales, 
sad tales and likes to tell them online, behind a mic, in books, in schools 
or on the sofa with his young family.

Kristin Garth
Kristin Garth is a Pushcart, Best of the Net & Rhysling nominated sonnet 
stalker. Her sonnets have stalked journals like Glass, Yes, Five:2:One, 
Luna Luna and more. She is the author of seventeen books of poetry 
including Candy Cigarette Womanchild Noir (Hedgehog Poetry Press), 
Flutter Southern Gothic Fever Dream (TwistiT Press), The Meadow 
(APEP Publications) and on December 14th, the deluxe edition Puritan 
U Succubus Alumnus (also with Hedgehog Poetry). She is the founder 
of Pink Plastic House a tiny journal and co-founder of Performance 
Anxiety, an online poetry reading series. Follow her on Twitter: (@
lolaandjolie) and her website kristingarth.com

Siobhan Manrique
Siobhan Manrique is a middle school English teacher in rural Arizona. 
She earned her B.A. in English and Certifi cate in Creative Writing at 
Northern Arizona University. Aside from education and remote living, 
her previous positions in hotels and funeral homes also inform her 
writing. She lives in a mining town with her husband, dogs, and drought 
tolerant plants. Her published writing is available at https://www.
sbhnmanrique.com.

Edward Michael Supranowicz
Edward Michael Supranowicz is the grandson of Irish and Russian/
Ukrainian immigrants. He grew up on a small farm in Appalachia. He 
has a grad background in painting and printmaking. Some of his artwork 
has recently or will soon appear in Fish Food, Streetlight, Another 
Chicago Magazine, The Door Is a Jar, The Phoenix, and other journals. 
Edward is also a published poet.
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Ciara O’Loughlin
Ciara O’Loughlin is a 23 year old postgraduate student and poet studying 
at NUIG in Galway. She most recently has been long-listed for the ‘The 
Fish Anthology’ prize in Flash Fiction. She hopes to begin work on her 
fi rst collection of prose and poetry after she completes her studies. 

Kirsten Reneau
Kirsten Reneau is a writer living in New Orleans. She’s the current 
nonfi ction editor at Bayou Magazine, and her other work can be seen in 
The Threepenny Review, Hobart, Trampset, and others. 

Carson Sandell
Carson Sandell is a twenty-year-old gay and demisexual poet from San 
Jose, CA. Currently, he’s a student at Mission College Santa Clara with 
dreams of becoming a Creative Writing professor. Beyond school and 
poetry, he is an article writer for The Walled City Journal.  
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