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H i .

E v e r y o n e  d o i n g  o k a y ?

I  h a d  a  s c r e e  a b o u t  c l i m a t e  c h a n g e  a n d  m a s k
w e a r i n g  a n d  s e l f i s h n e s s  a l l  l i n e d  u p .   B u t ,  I ' v e

d e c i d e d  t o  t a k e  a  b r a i n  f r o m  c l a w i n g  o u t  a l l  o f  m y
a n x i e t i e s  o u t  o f  m y  h e a d  a n d  o n  t o  t h e  p a g e  f o r  a

w e e k .

B e c a u s e ,  h e y ,  t h i s  i s  o u r  t w e n t i e t h  i s s u e .

A n d  y o u  k n o w  w h a t ?
I ' m  p r e t t y  p r o u d  o f  i t .

I  s t a r t e d  T h e  R a c k e t  J o u r n a l  f o r  t w o  r e a s o n s .  O n e ,
i n  t h e  m i d s t  o f  a l l  t h i s  p a n d e m i c  I  w a n t e d  t o
d o   s o m e t h i n g  t h a t  g a v e  b a c k  t o  t h e  l i t e r a r y

c o m m u n i t y  a n d  g a v e  p e o p l e  a  b i t e - s i z e d
d i s t r a c t i o n  f r o m  t h e  w o r l d ' s  s l o w  t i p  o f f  i t s  a x i s .

A n d  w h i l e  i t  s t a r t e d  a s  a  q u a r a n t i n e  j o u r n a l  -  a
p l a c e  f o r  w r i t e r s  a n d  a r t i s t s  t o  p l a c e  w o r k  s o l e l y

a b o u t  t h i s  b i z a r r e  p o i n t  i n  t i m e  -  i t ' s  g r o w n
( c o n c e p t u a l l y  a t  l e a s t )  t o  e n c o m p a s s  a  w h o l e  l o t

m o r e .

P e r s o n a l l y  t h o u g h ,  i t ' s  b e c o m e  a  b i t  o f  s m o o t h
s u r f a c e  a m o n g s t  a l l  t h e  w r e c k a g e ;  i n  t h e  m o s t

e n j o y a b l e  w a y ,  a n  a l m o s t  a l l - c o n s u m i n g  p r o j e c t
t h a t  d i v e r t s  m e  f r o m  t h e  e d g y  p a r a n o i a  t h e

p r e s e n t  m o m e n t  s o  o f t e n  b l e e d s .

T o  c e l e b r a t e ,  I s s u e  T w e n t y  i s  a  b i t  b e e f i e r  t h a n
o u r  u s u a l  f a r e .  N a y  S a y s o u r i n h o  -  a  t a l e n t e d

w r i t e r  w e ' v e  b e e n  l u c k y  e n o u g h  t o  f e a t u r e  a t  T h e
R a c k e t  R e a d i n g  S e r i e s  -  w a s  n i c e  e n o u g h  t o  l e t  u s

p u b l i s h  a n  e x c e r p t  f r o m  h e r  u p c o m i n g  n o v e l l a .
I t ' s  a b o u t  a  w o m a n  w i t h  a  b i r d  i n  h e r  c h e s t  a n d  i t

i s ,  s i m p l y  p u t ,  a w e s o m e .

W e  h a v e  a  c o v e r  f r o m  
R i c h a r d  T .  W a l k e r  ( ! ) ,  t h r e e  p i e c e s  g o r g e o u s

p a i n t i n g s  f r o m  
J a m e s  C h r o n i s t e r ,  a  d a r k  a n d  b e a u t i f u l  p o e m  f r o m

u p - a n d - c o m e r  A n n a  A l l e n ,  p o e t r y  f r o m  P e t e r
B u l l e n  a n d  a n d  a n d ,  s o  m u c h  m o r e .

F i n a l l y ,  t h a n k  y o u ,  o u r  r e a d e r s  f o r  b e i n g  h e r e
a l o n g  t h e  w a y .

T r u l y ,  t h i s  t h i n g  w o u l d n ' t  e x i s t  w i t h o u t  y o u .

O n  t h a t  n o t e ,  w e ' l l  b e  t a k i n g  a  s m a l l  b r e a k  t o  g e t  a
f e w  n e w  p l a t e s  s p i n n i n g ,  b u t  w e ' l l  b e  b a c k  b e f o r e

y o u  e v e n  k n o w  y o u  m i s s  u s .

' T i l l  n e x t  t i m e .

N o a h  S a n d e r s ,
T h e  R a c k e t  
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J o l i e t  2
J a m e s  C h r o n i s t e r
C o u r t e s y  o f  E l i  R i d g w a y  G a l l e r y
2 0 2 0



2
-

J u d g e m e n t  ( R e v e r s e d )
R O B E R T  B E V E R I D G E

There are accusations of bovine

interference in the recent election

but the investigation stalls over

and over again on the sorts of points

of order one finds in the lawbooks

that were taken to the bathroom 

by enterprising clerks, forgotten,

left there for centuries. Special

counsel says the same things

at every press conference. Even

the tone of each moo is identical,

almost robotic. The head of the 

Jackal Coalition is on the evening

news to call for civility in discourse

while the cats and badgers just

chase each other’s tails, an endless

ring around the massive silo

at the center of the world’s tenth

most populous city.



3
-

S i c k  b u i l d i n g s .
D S  M A O L A L A I

tired of sending emails, 

scheduling calls and no damn

oxygen – I get up, 

leave deborah

and walk 

to the office canteen. don't bother

cleaning my cup out

or anything – just empty

the dregs of the coffee

and make tea, stewed

with brown rings,

5 sugars

and yesterday's milk. the air crowds in,

a closed room

in hot weather.

the ceiling is flat

and lifeless as left out

water,



4
-

the windows

bolted shut

against changes to the sky,

the entry of seabirds

and any snap

of suicide.



P O O L S I D E
L e o n a r d  R e i d e l b a c h
2 0 1 9
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N a m i n g  t h e  S t a r s
A N N A  A L L E N

I read once

That the harder you try

To remember

A dream

The further away

From you it runs

Is it the same

For nightmares?

In my dreams,

She is kept Holy

There is no

Cursing my name

There is no

Hand slithered around my neck

There is no

Black eye

Under layers of concealer

No

Thinly concealed threats

In my ear
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There is only her

And her eyes

Like fluorescent bulbs

There is only magnetic 

Hands

And ribcages

There is only naming

The stars

After our future children

That one night

On her rooftop

Flat on our backs

Limbs knotted 

Wearing nothing 

But the night sky like

The finest gilded capes

And when I dream that up

And I pick up that telephone

To call

I nightmare the time

She smashed my head against

The wall so hard

I saw the stars 

We’d named Amelia, 

Michael,

And Abigail
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-

Queer women get

Left out of the 

Intimate partner violence conversation

So often

I thought my bruises

Were of my own creation

Thought I’d 

Painted on the

Midnight blacks and

Blues as blue as

Her eyes

While she slept silent

Beside me

Not at all the tick 

Tick 

Tick 

Bomb

You knew she was

But my body has never

Fibbed

My ribs still creaked

From the fractures and 

Cracks 

My vision still blurred

From praying at

The glaring moon
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Still

I ate nothing 

But ashes

The day she left

Wept mourning songs

We existed in circles

Passing through

I-love-you’s

Screamed so many times

I wondered if she’d 

Run out of breath

The way I did

With her hands 

Wrapped around

My neck

So many

Gentle caresses

That it seemed impossible

Her hands would ever

Turn into claws again

And then

And then and then

She says

I was flirting with

The girl at the grocery store
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Or

I wore a bitchy tone 

That looked awful on me

Or 

My smile when she walked

In the front door

Wasn’t quite traffic light bright enough

And the wheel would spin again

And the cycle would begin

And I’d end up on the hardwood floor

Again

Is it true

What they say about

Dreams?

Will my grip on 

Her strands of hair loosen

A bit

Everyday

What about this nightmare?

I wouldn’t mind this exorcism

I wouldn’t mind the forgetting

I wouldn’t mind the loosening

My fear has boiled over

Sizzling when the refugees



1 1
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Hit the stovetop

Smelling of charred milk and her

Every day there’s a little less

Every day I’m a little more.



L o n g s t r e e t  C o r p s ,  B a t t l e  o f  C e d a r  C r e e k  R e e n a c t m e n t
A l a n a  P e r i n o
2 0 1 9



H y g g e
J a m e s  C h r o n i s t e r
C o u r t e s y  o f  E l i  R i d g w a y  G a l l e r y
2 0 2 0



M a r d i  G r a s  I n d i a n s  S u p e r  S u n d a y ,  N e w  O r l e a n s
A l a n a  P e r i n o
2 0 1 6
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M y  W i l d  B e a u t i f u l  B i r d
N A Y  S A Y S O U R I N H O

There was a castle on the beach, she began, before it burned to the ground,

and then the castle was gone and replaced by a rectangular-shaped building

with big bright letters spelling out Cliff House. I had a heart, she told her

visitor, before it was broken to pieces, and then it was gone and replaced by

a bird.

“A bird?” asked her visitor.

“The bird sings old Motown songs whenever I bring it to the ocean.”

“Like a radio?”

“It’s a strange bird with a predilection for the Isley Brothers.”

Her visitor was named Simone and had come all the way from Paris to visit

her in San Francisco. They had found each other online, through a historical

society that collected vintage photos of buildings that no longer existed.

Simone had manifested a strong interest in seeing Cliff House. She thought it

would probably be destroyed in the next big Californian earthquake, so she

was in a hurry to take photos. Anita had warned Simone that the new

building had none of the allure of the old castle, but Simone insisted. After

all, it had a beautiful view of the ocean.

“When did the bird move in?” asked Simone.

“I think sometime in August.”

a n  e x c e r p t
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The city had recently allowed fire pits on the beach again, but it was slightly

past 9:30 PM now, and the fires had been extinguished. The wind had died,

and the plumes of smoke were undulating in the sea air. She wondered if it

bothered Simone. She knew her visitor had quit smoking not too long ago,

and maybe the smell of burnt wood would remind her of old pleasures. Old

pleasures were always the most difficult to quit. She used to have very long

conversations. Conversations within conversations. Conversations in Morse

code. Conversations in piano notes. But then she learned that her

conversation made people sick, the way second-hand smoke did. She felt so

guilty, she reduced her conversation to small talk and historical trivia.

“What’s the song playing right now?” asked Simone.

“I Guess I’ll Always Love You, 1966. From the album This Old Heart of Mine."

“That’s nice. I like that one.”

“In 1966, Dr. DeBakey implanted an artificial heart inside Marcel DeRudder.

Left ventricular bypass pump.”

Simone nodded with understanding.

“Big year.”

Anita felt grateful for her company as they walked down the shore together.

She did not want to admit that she had missed being around other people. In

the distance, ships were blinking over the waves, swallowed up by the fog

and reappearing again like new stars.

“Do you like Motown music? I imagine if you don’t, it must drive you crazy,”

said Simone.

“I like it. It’s happy.”
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Anita’s eyes strayed to the sand under their feet. She tried to sidestep the

broken crab shells, even the slivers, but the ones she could not bear to look

at were the ones that were almost intact, their thorax punctured, allowing

air to rush inside the exoskeleton where the soft flesh had been. She could

imagine this air grazing the surface of her own bones, in the space where

the warmth was no longer warm. She sunk into her coat, burying her hands

deep inside the pockets. She had picked the wrong scarf. This one was too

thin. She worried about the bird whose singing had taken on a frenetic

quality like a vinyl record spinning too fast. Simone seemed to instantly

understand her concern.

“Let’s go back to your place. I’ll make you some cordyceps tea. My

naturopath swears by it.”

“I don’t trust naturopaths. They place too much faith in nature.”

“Says the woman with a bird in her chest.”

“A pie.”

“What pie?”

“My bird. It’s a black-billed magpie.”

Anita sidestepped another carapace, another minuscule death. She

crumpled the sigh that bloomed against her diaphragm.

“I like cherry pie”, she said, “with ice cream.”

______

When she awoke the next morning, the bird was quiet. It was always quiet

when it was not near the ocean, but something had shifted in her ribcage.

Without an x-ray, there was no way of telling what was happening, but her

body sensed something was changing. There, in the palm of her left hand,

she could feel a tinge of fever beginning to radiate. Her cheeks were warm.
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She glanced at the calendar on the wall. It was February, which meant that

the bird had been inside of her for almost seven months. It had never been a

comfortable arrangement. The claws were too sharp, and the wings were

too long, but she had welcomed the bird’s arrival all the same. If she could

no longer have conversations with people, at least the bird kept her

company.

She untied her bathrobe, a white terry coat she had lifted from a hotel in

Japantown and made her way to the kitchen where Simone was already

preparing another cup of tea.

“Anita, you look terrible!”

“I’m just not a morning person.”

“No, I think you really need to see a doctor.”

“A doctor or a vet?”

“A doctor of course. Who cares how the bird feels?".

Simone helped her get dressed and slid into the driver’s seat before Anita

could protest. Too tired to resist her new friend’s maternal resolve, Anita

obediently entered their destination into the GPS as they rolled down Hayes

Street. It seemed to her as if the morning fog was dissipating like a curtain

rising above the next act, but she was not sure if she was in the audience or

on the stage. Or perhaps it was both. Did the bird move in or did she

dissociate herself into a bird and a human? Her hands were hot. She clasped

them together.

“Mitosis is the word that Walther Flemming came up with in 1882 to

describe the cell cycle when replicated chromosomes separate into two new

nucleii.”
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Simone did not take her eyes off the road but smiled encouragingly.

“I know you must be scared right now.”

“Mitosis comes from the Greek, mitos. It means warped thread.”

“Nothing warped about you.”

“Warp comes from Old English–”

“Anita, stop it.”

“It means to be thrown away.”

“A-nee-ta.”

Urgent care was on the third floor and was auspiciously sparse for a

Saturday. The waiting room consisted of chairs in the hallway, in front of a

reception desk helmed by a reduced staff. But overall the hospital was clean,

bright and cheery. The day was a dazzling blue outside the windows. A

magnificent, Pacific-ocean shade of blue. Anita would have preferred it to be

blue gray, as gray as the back of a blue titmouse.

When the nurse came to fetch Anita, Simone also got up and followed them

to Dr. Kimifusa Abe’s office. It was Simone who spoke first when the doctor

clicked the door behind him.

“Something is very wrong with my friend.”

Her French accent sounded thicker when she was upset, Anita noted, the r’s

revealing their fricative upbringing in the 6th arrondissement of Paris.

Anita was touched. There was something endearing about a language

forgetting itself in the throes of worry, but she was not able to bask in it. Dr.

Abe was already focusing on her, his kind scrutiny making her feel like she

wanted to give the right answers to whatever questions he had but knowing

that those answers would elude her. She tightened her coat around her

body, a failed student of her own condition.
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“I’m going to have to listen to your chest, if that’s okay,” he said.

Simone put her hand on Anita’s back and the coat slipped off noiselessly.

Not a sound could be heard in the room. Not Simone’s fidgeting with her

enamel bracelets, not the doctor’s auscultation, not even Anita’s breathing.

For a moment, only the magpie existed, surrounded by awed spectators,

marveling at its existence and the soft flutter of feathers brushing against a

woman’s lungs. Dr. Abe’s reaction made it clear that the news would not be

good.

“I can hear it in your anteromedial thoracic cavity, moving just above the

diaphragm. Do you feel any pain?”

“Sometimes. In the middle of the night. It hurts then.”

“What does it feel like?”

How to explain the sensation of needles pressing against the tenderness of

her organs? How to explain the phantom pain that always appeared at

midnight, and lasted for hours, and made her cry? How to explain the fitful

state of her sleep, the void she seemed to keep falling in, the sense that there

used to be something in her life, something that made her whole, and not

knowing what that was anymore? Anita could not explain any of it. She

could not even explain why cherry pie tasted like burnt bread in her mouth.

“I see in your file that you suffer from severe depression. You’re still taking

your fluoxetine daily?”

“Yes.”

“That’s good. Keep taking it.”

He looked at his computer, about to type something, then changed his mind

and turned to her once more.
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“I see you were infected with the magpie back in August. Magpies are chatty

afflictions. Has it been saying anything?”

“It sings Motown,” she replied, “when I go to the beach.”

Dr. Abe pinched his lips, as if this confirmed what he already suspected.
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M e t a m o r p h o s i s  M u s i n g s
Y U A N  C H A N G M I N G

                 There’s no doubt, I would paint my skin

Into a colorless color, & I would dye my hair

Wear two blue contacts, & I would even

Go for plastic surgery, but if I really do

I assure you, I will not remove my native village

Accent while speaking this foreign tongue (I began

To imitate like a frog at age nineteen); nor will I 

Completely internalize the English syntax & 

Aristotelian logic. No, I assure you that I’ll not give up 

Watching movies or TV series, reading books

Listening to songs, each in Chinese though I hate them 

For being too low & vulgar. I was born to eat dumplings

Doufu, & thus fated to always prefer to speak Mandarin

Though I write in English. I assure you that even if I am 

Newly baptized in the currents of science, democracy & 

Human rights, I will keep in line with my father’s 

Haplogroup just as my sons do. No matter how 

We identify ourselves or are identified by others, this is 

What I assure you: I will never convert my proto selfhood  

                                                       Into white Dataism, no, not 

                                         In the yellowish muscle of my heart
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O p t i m i s m
P E T E R  B U L L E N

Do you ever get home expecting something

From the person greeting you

And although you don’t know what it is you’re expecting 

They never seem to have it on them at the time

And so you go to a strangers house instead

Telling the somewhat startled

Opener of the door

That you’re expecting something 

but you’re not exactly sure what it is

And they smile knowingly 

Confessing that they have much the same problem themselves

Before smiling and ushering you in



J o l i e t  1
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C R O S S W E R D Z
A  C R O S S W O R D

1. Good food fast.

5. It's what you crave.

6. For the seafood lover in you.

9. The only one for everyone.

11. I want my baby back.

12. I'm lovin' it.

A C R O S S

2. When you're here, your family.

3. Be your way.

4. Eat up every moment.

7. Eatin' good in the neighborhood

8. Live mas.

10. No one outpizzas the Hut.

D O W N



T H E  W E E K L Y  M U M B L E
W O R D  S T U F F

U n s c r a m b l e  e a c h  M u m b l e  t o  f o r m  f i v e  o r d i n a r y  w o r d s .
T h e n ,  a r r a n g e  t h e  g r e e n  l e t t e r s  i n  t h e  h i g h l i g h t e d  s p a c e s  t o

c o m p l e t e  t h e  p u n c h l i n e .

( A n s w e r s  n e x t  w e e k . )

L a s t  w e e k ' s  a n s w e r s :  

D R I F T ,  T A N G Y ,  W O B B L E ,  S C R E W Y ,  B A N I S H

D e s p i t e  r e m o v i n g  a l l  t h e  s t a i n s ,  I  s t i l l  l o s t  m y  j o b  a s  t h e  c h u r c h  w i n d o w
c l e a n e r .

RUCSO

I have an
inferiority
complex, 

but it's not 
a very...

LFIDU

ANOLSM

VGNEI

NEAOBM

.



B O N G G L E

S e t  a  t i m e r  f o r  t h r e e  m i n u t e s  ( h o n o r  s y s t e m ! )  t o  f i n d  a s  m a n y  w o r d s  a s  p o s s i b l e
w i t h i n  t h e  g r i d  b y  c o n n e c t i n g  l e t t e r s  h o r i z o n t a l l y ,  v e r t i c a l l y ,  o r  d i a g o n a l l y .

Y o u  k n o w ,  l i k e  B o g g l e .

S C O R I N G  ( b y  w o r d ) :

t h r e e / f o u r  l e t t e r  -  1  p t .
f i v e  l e t t e r  -  2  p t .
s i x  l e t t e r  -  3  p t .

s e v e n  l e t t e r  -  4  p t .  

S e n d  y o u r  l i s t  o f  w o r d s  a n d  y o u r  s c o r e  t o :
t h e r a c k e t r e a d i n g s e r i e s @ g m a i l . c o m

H i g h  s c o r e  g e t s  a  s h o u t  o u t  i n  t h e  n e x t  i s s u e !

C P S I

M T L A

E R A N

K B W B



B O N G G L E

L A S T  W E E K S  W O R D S

L A S T  W E E K S  W I N N E R :
E l i z a b e t h  S t i x

Y E S !
Y E S !

A  W I N N E R !

a b b  
a b o  
a i s  
a i t  
a i t s  
a k e  
a k e s  
a s h  
a s k  
a t t  
b a t  
b a t h
b a t h s
b a t s  
b a t t
b a t t u
b i a s  
b i b  
b i s  
b i s e
b i s h
b i s k  
b i s t  
b i t  

b i t o  
b i t s  
b i t t  
b o a  
b o a t
b o a t h o u s e
b o a t s  
b o h  
b o h o  
b o h s  
b o t  
b o t a  
b o t h  
b o t s  
b o t t  
b o t t s  
e a s  
e a s t  
e s t  
h i s  
h i s t  
h i t  
h i t s  
h o a  

h o b
h o b b i t
h o b b i t s
h o t  
h o t s
h o u s e
h o u t
h u s k  
h u t  
i b i s  
i s h  
i t a  
i t s  
i w i  
i w i s  
k a e  
k a e s  
k a i  
k a i s  
k a s  
k a w
k a w s
k e a  
k e a s  

k e s h
k e s t  
k h i  
k h i s  
o a t  
o a t h
o a t h s
o a t s  
o b a  
o b i  
o b i a
o b i a s
o b i s  
o b i t
o b i t s
o h i a
o h i a s
o h o  
o h s  
o t t o  
o u k  
o u k s  
o u s  
o u s t  

o u t
o u t h i t
o u t h i t s
s a e  
s a i  
s a i t h
s a k e  
s a w  
s e a  
s h i t
s h o a t
s h o t
s h o t t
s h o u t
s h u t  
s i b  
s i b b  
s i t  
s i t h  
s k a
s k a i t h
s k a w
s t a b  
s t o a  

t u s h
t u s k
u k a s e
u k e  
u k e s  
u s e  
w a e
w a e s
w a i  
w a i s
w a i s t
w a i t
w a i t s
w a k e
w a k e s
w a s
w a s e
w a s h
w a s h o u t
w a s t  
w i s  
w i s e
w i s h
w i s h t   

w i s t
w i t
w i t h
w i t h o u t
w i t h s
w i t s s i t e



A t  o u r  m o n t h l y  e v e n t s  i n s t e a d  o f
i n t r o d u c t o r y  b i o s ,  w e  a s k  o u r  r e a d e r s  a
q u e s t i o n  a n d  t h e n  s h a r e  t h e i r  a n s w e r s .

W e ' d  l i k e  t o  c o n t i n u e  t h e  t r a d i t i o n .

C O N T R I B U T O R S

Q U E S T I O N :
W h a t  a r e  y o u  s u r p r i s i n g l y  a n n o y e d  b y

t h e s e  d a y s ?

A N N A  A L L E N
R O B E R T  B E V E R I D G E

S p e n d i n g  t h e  s u m m e r  i n  r u r a l  M T  a n d  t r y i n g  t o
s t r e a m  p o d c a s t s .    T h e y  w o r k  a b o u t  % 8 0  o f  t h e
t i m e  w h i c h  i s  j u s t  u n r e l i a b l e  e n o u g h  t o  d r i v e  y a
c r a z y .

J A M E S  C H R O N I S T E R

I ' m  n o t  a n n o y e d  b y  a n y t h i n g  -  n o ,  I ' m  c o o l  a s
s h i t .

D S  M A O L A L A I

A L A N A  P E R I N O

P E T E R  B U L L E N
G i v e n  a l l  t h e  i n h e r e n t  c o n t r a d i c t i o n s  a n d
b e w i l d e r i n g  a s p e c t s  o f  s e c u r e  s h o e l a c e
m a n a g e m e n t ,  h o w  h a v e  t h e  d a m n  t h i n g s  e n d u r e d
s o  l o n g ?

L E O N A R D  R E I D E L B A C H
N A Y  S A Y S O U R I N H O

Y U A N  C H A N G M I N G
T h e s e  d a y s  I  a m  p a r t i c u l a r l y  a n n o y e d  b y  t h e  w a y
T r u m p  i s  d i r e c t i n g  t h e  s u p e r  A m e r i c a n  p o w e r  n o t
a t  t h e  v i r u s  a t  h o m e ,  b u t  t h e  p e o p l e  i n  f o r e i g n
c o u n t r i e s .

http://eleanorharwood.com/artists/james-chronister/
http://www.alanaperino.com/
https://www.nomadicpress.org/peterthomasbullen
https://sites.google.com/view/leonardreidelbach/page
https://www.saysourinho.com/
http://poetrypacific.blogspot.com/


W E E K L Y

T H U R S .  8 / 2 7

7 P M  /  Z O O M

+

R E A D E R S  
T O  B E  A N N O U N C E D

THOUGHT/PROCESS
W /  M A W  S H E I N  W I N



W E B S I T E
www . t h e r a c k e t s f . c om

N E W S L E T T E R
www . t h e r a c k e t s f . c om /

n ew s l e t t e r

I N S T A G R A M
@THE RA C K E T R E AD ING S E R I E S

S U B M I T  Y O U R  W O R K :

t h e r a cke t r e ad ing s e r i e s@gma i l . c om

P A T R E O N
www . p a t r e on . c om /

t h e r a c k e t r e a d i n g s e r i e s



A N D

T H A T ' S  T H E

B U Z Z E R .




