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Nothing but pavement 
Hot under the sun 
Nowhere to go 
Nothing to be won 

Nothing ahead 
Nothing behind 
Nowhere to go 
Nothing to find 

Feeling alone 
No one to call 
Nowhere to go 
No one at all 

Feeling afraid 
Consumed with fear 
Nowhere to go 
Nothing to hear 

Straight shot 
Right to the end 
Nowhere to go 
Broken pieces to mend 

Looking for something 
Can not be found 
Nowhere to go 
Around and around 

Empty 
by Kelly Arvidson 



Tina's Legs 
by Joanne Ashe 

If I had Tina's legs ... I'd wrap 'em around yo' life, 
'til it rocked and rolled with rhythm an' blues .... 
I'd straddle yo' smile like "Proud Mary," 
in fish-net stockings and high-heeled shoes .... 

If I had Tina's legs ... 
I'd wiggle my way through yo' soul, 
an' dance into yo' dreams, 
Wear mini-skirts, on Sunday, to yo' Mama's house, 
an' spin on her dinin' room table, 
three hundred and sixty degrees .... ! 

If I had Tina's legs ... 
I'd leap and lunge at yo' lusciousness, 
an' pirouette into yo' mind ... 
I'd tip-toe through yo' attitude, 
in all the patent leather I could find .... 

If I had Tina's legs .... 
I'd sashay my way through that ego of yours, 
maybe pump it up just a Iii' bit 
Then, I might let you take a peek at the "Good Life" 
Hey ... What's Love Got To Do Wit' It .... ? 

If I had Tina's legs ... 
But, since I don't ... I hope you won't 
care at night, when I turn out the lights, 
And giggle yo' name, 'til you scream ... Baby ... BABY. .. 
Yo' Legs, put Tina's to shame .... 

Yeah ... if poor Tina only had .... MY LEGS ..... !!! 



STILL. .. (for Justin) 
by Joanne Ashe 

Every doorway in this house, 
still holds your shadow hostage, 

refusing to allow your departure ... 

The fireplace downstairs 
still reflects that smile of yours 

warm, contagious and inviting .... 

The wooden slats, that sturdy my four poster bed 
still break at times, remembering, 

I'm sure, the weight of your dreams .... 

Curtains, slipcovers, even towels washed in "Gain" 
still harbor scented mementos 

of prom nights and football jerseys ... 

How strange, that although every corner of this domain 
is overwhelming replete, with the liveliness that was you .. 

it remains horribly, empty and ... still 

My uncle's laugh .... 

My Uncle's Laugh ... 
by Joanne Ashe 

Imprisoned by imaginary enemies, 
with slanted eyes and opinions, since the war in '54 .... 

Cornered by cossack ghosts and amarillo liquids 
where worms floated, bottoms up, 
and dared his dreams to manifest, 

Found escape, only, when he sipped warm indifference, 
on the rocks .. .if he gulped heightened uncertainty, 
with no chaser. .. or took massive swallows of pride, 
stra ig ht-u p .... 

Through fermented breath and distilled conjunctiva, 
his laugh would, finally, stagger free, 
teaching us all how to 
pour shots of moonlight into sinister smiles, 
fill fractured frowns with fluid clarity, 
while sucking lemons and licking salt 19 
from life's wounds .... 



Holiday Blues 
by Joanne Ashe 

I need to be loved in whole notes 
Not half-steps .... 
and way ... 
down .. . 
deep .. . 

Like Billie's ... life sho' ain't no Holiday .... Blues 
Like her birthin' a pain, from love's barren womb 

I need to feel like ... 
Like I make a difference in yo' life 
Like Dinah's twenty-four hour days 
That rocked her thirty-nine desolate years ... 

Need to understand Sarah's misty departure 
Into time-warped riffs of mellow stained tears ... 

I said ... I need a "Prez" to govern these peace-talks ... 
A 'Duke", to end the royal games .... 
A "Count" of the times that I could-a, took-a, ride 
on that Love Supreme "Trane" 
Yeah .. .! need to be loved in whole notes, 
Not half-steps ... 
And way .... WAY 
Down .. . 
Deep .. .. 

Like Billie's ... life sho' ain't been no Holiday .... Biues ... 



Dark Disaster 
by Krystal Cartagena 

We witnessed the collapse 
Of a giant avalanche 
Two look-alikes in sky 
Through eye 
Met their demise 
Thunder exploded 
As it was reported 
The chopper pushed through 
Gave the world a view 
Frantic casters 
Sped through pastors 
Of white debris 
Damned and Fiery 
Dark disaster 
Broken Plaster 
It was heard and seen 
And seen and heard 
On CNN 
All that burned 
It seemed obscene 
As hate unfurled 
National Guard 
Police 
Marine 
All came to aid 
The needs 
And pleads 
In disbelief 
In our own backyard 
There they were 
News reporters ... 
Speaking the unheard 
News stations ... 
Showing the misery of earth 
News papers ... 
Printing pages 
Of changing ages 
Honoring the courageous 
We witnessed a collapse 
Yesterday Today 
We witnessed history 
Revolution comes at last 
As we uncover the truth 
Let's try something new ... 



Hidden 
by Krystal Cartagena 

THE SKY CHASES THE VOICE OF HUMANITY & ASKS IT 
HOW CAN IT AVOID 

THE BLOODSHED OF PROFANITY ... 
ASKS "VOICE, IF YOU HAVE DONE 

THE HISTORY OF YOUR TOPOGRAPHY 
HOW CAN YOU STEAL THE ESSENCE 

OF OUR GEOGRAPHY" 
THE SKY YELLS VOICE! 

HAVE YOU SEEN 
THE TRAIL OF OUR 
UN-MOVED MOON? 

THEN I ASK OF YOU 
WHAT DO YOU PLAN TO DO ... 

OF THE BLOODSHED ON OUR TOPOGRAPHY 
OF THE DEATH OF YOUR GEOGRAPHY 

THE SKY SEES REFLECTED FROM THE SEA 
THE SKY SEES 

THERE IS A VOICE 
BUT IT GOES UNHEARD 

KILT PREMATURELY 
OF AN UNJUST WORLD 

HIDDEN FORBIDDEN 
BY THE ABSURD 
WE HAD A VOICE 

BUT IT GOES UNHEARD ... 



"Cadets told getting help won't hurt their careers, February 11, 
2009" 

Poem based on a found article 
by Randi Cashman 

Army Secretary Pete Geren 
who also 
attended the meeting 
said that's also 
a challenge Army-wide. 
He said surveys show the stigma 
associated with 
seeking help has decreased 
but more than half of 
soldiers surveyed 
still 
believe that getting help 
could damage their futures. 
Cook said 
the academy has reframed its training 
on suicide prevention 
to include it as part of its leadership development curriculum. 
In small group settings, he said 
future military officers discuss preventing suicide 
as part of being a good leader. -
"How are you going to ... make sure 
your soldiers remain alive 
so they can continue their service to our nation?" 
Cook said the cadets discuss. 
Linnington said 
there's an understanding 
that with each new class 
mental health needs to be discussed. 
"It's not something we can ever rest on," he said. 



GONE! 
by Victoria Chambers 

I saw my friend again and this will be different time 
I've dreamed about this day and night 
Now is the time for me to ask 
When and why did you leave me this way? 

As I get closer the words leave me 
I can't fathom the thought of him not knowing the way I feel 
I'm getting closer and the palms of my hands are sweating 
My chance is here and the time is winding down 

How can this be ... he can leave again not like this 
And just like the last time he was gone. 

Image by Cleia Pagnotta 



Discovery 
by Noelle Cooper 

When is the day we discover a method to our madness 
When is the day we discover a cure for our sadness 
When is the day that the mother discovers her daughter is long gone 
Will she find out when her daughter is walking the street, you know walking 

that beat 
Or when the detectives are bringing her home 
When will that father discover that his son needs him? 
Will it be ... 
When his son shoots somebody and leaves him leaking 
Or when it's in the reverse and his son is bleeding 
When will that mother discover that alcohol doesn't solve it? 
Does it have to take for her 10 year old daughter to see her leaning over the 
toilet? 
When is that girl going discover that she doesn't need to share her body? 
Will it be ... 
When it's too late she's been raped 
And she's screaming "there was nobody there to stop me!" 
When will the world discover that we are each other's problem? 
Will it be ... 
When we are held in our own captivity 
But by then it's too late 
So let's discover now the method to our madness and end this sadness 

lis 



The Rime of the Parking Space Seeker 
by Peter Flynn 

It is an ancient Math major 
And he stoppeth one of three, 
"With frost-froze face and ratt'ling teeth 
Why are you hass'ling me? 

My professor is reading roll 
I can't be late today 
My parents said they'd cut me off 
If I don't get an A" 

The old man said: "Wait here instead 
I'll make it worth your while; 
You need to hear this tale of fear 
That would make Eris smile." 

"My limit is a minute, so 
You'd better tell it fast; 
I've told you once, I'll tell you twice, 
I've got to get to class." 

The list'ner leaned against the wall 
And opened up his ears, 
To be regaled by th'old man's tale 
Of danger, woe, and fear. 

"I entered here, the lot looked clear, 
But when I closer drove, 
The lot was like a lake of ice 
Encircled by the snow. 

Then on I drove past brick-faced grove, 
And on all sides I spied, 
Cars neatly parked between the lines: 
All spaces occupied. 

Past row and row through all the lot 
My spirits slowly sputtered. 
My sticker stuck was all for naught1 

I cried, well 1 merely stuttered: 



"A sp-sp-space! I'd give my soul! 
My dear soul for a space!" 
The clouds did part, and with a start 
I saw an angel's face. 

His halo had a bluish hue 
His body robed in white, 
A Cyclone logo on his breast 
A pad on which to write. 

"A space, you say; in trade, your soul?" 
The winged messenger 
Repeated my cry back to me 
And asked me "Are you sure?" 

"Oh yes," cried I, "What good is my 
Salvation if I fail 
My test today; My GPA: 
My coffin's final nail." 

"It isn't hell," I thought as well, 
"Where angels all reside. 
I still will enjoy life when I 
Pass to the other side." 

He then declared "Sign there and there, 
And please initial here." 
As soon as ink had left the pen 
I became filled with fear. 

For all around a sucking sound 
Was all that I could hear, 
And then I felt my sacred soul 
Extracted through my ear. 

My contract partner that sad day 
He wasn't on the level. 
I'm sure by now you've guessed that I 
Had bartered with the Devil. 

His halo had met'morphisised 
Into two pointy horns. 
Then he sneered and said to me 
In tones that dripped with scorn: 



"You silly fool, you human who'll 
Forever be my slave; 
I hope it's worth the loss of mirth 
You'll have beyond the grave." 

The student's eyes were open wide, 
His full attention kept 
By this disheveled aged man, 
Who now broke down and wept. 

"It is too late for me," he said 
"But not too late for you; 
Just leave ten minutes earlier." 
With that he bid adieu. 

So when at last he entered class 
And waved at Mr. Leeman, 
He vowed to never sell his soul 
Or bargain with a demon. 



As I Fall 
by Alina Hancock 

We met on a warm September evening 
Our eyes glimpsed at each other from a distance 
I gazed at your smile 
and imagined that one day 
our hearts would join 

We held hands on the busy streets 
for the first time in the city 
with the Christmas lights glimmering 
New Years Eve on the Green in Morristown 
Watching movie till the late hour 
Spinning and dancing with each other 
Our first soft simple kiss in the cool starry night 

All our moments are carved on a white birch tree 
I am still falling for you like the white snowflakes 
in the night time pink and dark blue sky 
with little diamonds scattered 

As I fall to the soft ground 
I wonder if one evening you will catch me 
in your hands again 

If the days get warmer 
and you are not willing to catch me 
The snow flakes will turn to rain 
like tears from my eyes 



Sudoku at the Office 
by Debbie L. Hart 

The startling jingle of your interruption 
is like the smoke alarm piercing 
the silence. 

Like spilling your purse 
and your birth 
control pills and cell phone 
tumble into the sewer. 

Like the dog nudging, nipping and tugging 
at your underwear 
in the slumberous pre dawn hours. 

Like lounging on the couch 
in the nude 
and the doorbell chimes. 

Like skillfully maneuvering 
halfway down the mountain 
only to smack into a tree and break 
a ski. 

Like being primed to climax 
and the shrill of your mother's voice 
outside the bedroom door 
jolts you back to reality. 

Like when I was a work engrossed 
in this puzzle 
and you entered my store 
and audaciously said, 
Excuse me, Ma'am. 



Mistress 
by Paula Higgins 

Further than far away ... 

My energy is being sucked out of me, 
And it's an effort to smile. 
My heart put on a few pounds because, 
It's hanging lower than it has in awhile. 

I was hit, as emotions began to flood in. 
It's hard to drive when the tears begin. 
I'm just trying to get through the day. 
I never expected the sadness to embrace me this way. 

I know that you love me and are thinking of me too 
It's just that it's hard being so out of touch with you. 
You are like a drug that keeps me sustained. 
This separation has left me depleted and drained. 

I sit and I wonder what is going through your mind 
Are you so busy having fun that these feelings you do not find? 
Are you realizing that"' that is where you are supposed to be? 
Or, are you seeing my face and wishing it was you and me? 

What do I say when I hear your voice on the line? 
Is it right to lie and pretend that I'm fine? 
To ruin your fun just wouldn't be fair, 
But if I lie will you think that just I don't care? 

My buddy list is lifeless now without oon714. 
Is this what it will be like if you decide to split the scene? 
I'd have to remove you from my buddy list to keep from going insane. 
To see you and not reach you would cause me too much pain. 

I go with hopes so high to yahoo searching for an email. 
Only to find another zero, I feel myself grow pale. 
It tells me such a simple thing1 yet it is so fierce and daunting 
There is nothing here for you "' nothing "' the message is so haunting. 

So what do I do as I turn away from my computer screen? 
I'm sure there's something I need to do, something I need to clean. 
Where do I begin, the world seems so intimidating and so cold 
It's just hard to find the motivation when you have no one to hold. 



We have so much in common, we are both slightly deranged. 
I know I'm being paranoid, I know that nothing has changed. 
When your lips meet my lips again the passion will surely show. 
When you're back in my arms rv I will know, I will know. 

It's only been six days since I held you close to me, 
We have at least 10 more to go before together we can be. 
I keep telling myself that this will pass, that everything will be ok 
I have to tell myself because; you're not here to tell me that today. 

When I was busy camping I thought about you but I was not blue. 
I'm sure that's how you're feeling, having fun and thinking of me too. 
You can't possibly be hurting as bad as the negative one at hand. 
Of all the eyes that scan these words only you could understand. 

I'm sure that you will read this and not believe your eyes. 
You may even think I'm not right and it's all a pack of lies. 
You may want to run away from me, as these emotions are painful and 
real 
But you know I speak from my heart rv I cannot change the way I feel. 

The words "I miss you" seem to not be large enough, 
To describe what I'm feeling that is so emotionally rough. 
It's hard to describe, it's a tough thing to do, 
The best way I can interpret it is: like dying without you. 

The clock counts the minutes until I'll be with my master. 
Oh great keeper of watches make them go faster 
The minutes are passing; our reunion is coming soon 
The bottom line is quite clear: I LOVE YOU OON 



Now I understand 
by Mercias Kabete 

As poignant as things have seemed to be 
I feel so embraced with thee, 
The aura that encompasses we, 
Is just inexplicable, 
But now I understand. 

Now I understand how it should be, 
How we should attain the compassionate feeling, 
All that is shining beforehand is about 
To be usurped by a dark cloud. 
Nevertheless, now I understand. 

Now I understand where we are going, 
I can't go and forage on the future without forgetting, 
I keep dragging myself back to thee, 
It is just comforting when such happens. 
Now I understand. 

Now I understand, 
There is something beyond my eyes see. 
When you smile my heart beats with passion. 
When you cry my heart pounds with pain. 
When you leave, my heart yearns for you. 
Now I understand, 
Now I understand, 
Why I feel like this? 
Why I have had all these mind graving thoughts? 
Why I keep thinking about you? 
Why I am drawn to you ravenously? 

Now I understand, 
I love you. 



The Simple Things 
by Heather Kinisky 

When you are frazzled, 
just plain overwhelmed, 
find comfort in a 
bowl of chocolate ice cream. 

A leisurely walk or brisk run. 
Put on your sneakers, 
hit the pavement. 

Chill out even more, 
quiet the mind. 
Think positive thoughts, 
forget your troubles. 

Curl up on the couch, 
distract yourself for 
a time. 

Dancing will give you lasting relief. 
Get with the beat, boost your 
mood even more. Move to 
your favorite tunes. 

Save conversation for later. 
Clear out space for new 
experiences in your life. 

Purchase a new 
pair of shoes. 
The perfect indulgence, 
to boost your mood. 



Black Magic Daniel James 
by Maria V. Luna 

Daniel James, British Army Interpreter, is a salsa king 
A real Jack of all Trades, this kid 
High Priest of Black Magic used only for Good 
Still, he may be a spy, and the trial continues 

A real Jack of all Trades, this kid 
Born in Tehran, says he learned the Yoruba magic in Cuba 
Still, he may be a spy, and the trial continues 
All he ever wanted was to protect General David Richards, his boss 

Born in Tehran, says he learned the Yoruba magic in Cuba 
He used the General's picture in place of the person to cast the spell 
All he ever wanted was to protect General David Richards, his boss 
Heard he used to be a kick boxer and danced on Solid Soul, 

so you never know 

He used the General's picture in place of the person to cast the spell 
He was loyal, I don't believe he could ever be an Iranian spy 
Heard he used to be a kick boxer and danced on Solid Soul, so you 
never know 
Daniel James, British Army Interpreter, is a salsa king 

12s 



The Healer 
by Maria V. Luna 

So you have come to see the healer, eh? I have many things to 
offer, and you have the look of one who is troubled. Of course 
you are troubled, why else would you be here? One never 
thinks to come here when the stars are perfectly aligned in 
one's life and that, my dear, is a grave mistake, you see. Once 
I have healed you, relieved you of your burdens remember to 
come back again and again and I will give you treatments so 
that you will always maintain the luck that you have. Though, 
you see, it has nothing to do with luck at all. No, my dear it 
has to do with devotion. How much is your devotion worth? 
That is the price you will pay for my services on this extraor
dinary evening. I accept coins that count up your devotion, 
folded bills that amount to your strong will, checks, made out 
only to La Dona, that tally up all the faith in your heart. 

What can I interest you in today? 

I have African honey for your face. I see you have very bad 
skin. 

You are plagued with white spots in abstract shapes all over you 
dark and 
potentially handsome face. What is this? The hair on your chin 
grows inward and enflames. It bubbles up and hardens and 
milky juices are exposed when pinched. Dear boy, the women 
run from you, I know. I'll just put this glass jar in your bag. 

I have a thurible for your home. I offer only one scent. That, 
my child, is the scent of success. You want it. You need it. I 
can tell by your shoes. The heels are worn, toes scuffed and 
the laces have been chewed. Have you let the dogs get you 
too? My son, I cannot allow you to leave here without this 
powder and this tiny caldron. See here, take note: you must 
first heat the coals in this chamber, place this powder right on 
top together, then swing my boy! Swing the chains and let the 
scent set you free from your yoke! Be sure to saturate every 
corner of your home with the sweet scent of success. I will 
bundle caldron, the coal, and the powder and place the package 
in your bag. 

I have this very special candle to be lit and left on your door 



step. Do you know what this magical candle does? It does 
nothing for it is not magic. This candle should burn through the 
night and, if your belief is strong enough, it will ward off any 
bad news making its way to your mailbox. Do you understand 
what that means my boy? No more bills, no more death no
tices, no more collection threats, no more solicitation! Here, let 
me place this in your bag, son. 

And finally I have this tiny vial with the semen of a stallion. Do 
you know what this is for? This is for that silly look on your 
face. My dear, you will need the look of certainty for the new 
life you will purchase this very night. You simply cannot con
tinue to walk around with that silly grin and sleepy eye. This, I 
offer you, is the milk of gentlemanly posture. This is the milk 
of a straight back, a brilliant smile and a swagger that will slay 
even the saints. You will be the dashing man you have watched 
from the uncomfortable seat in the back of the theatre since 
you were a child. You will be the embodiment of confident and 
cool demeanor. You will glide across dance floors like Carlos 
Gardel and write luxurious poetry as if by the hand of Ruben 
Daria. Here, allow me to place two of these in your bag. 

Now my dear, pay me with the faith in your heart. Pay with 
your will, your belief and your conviction. Pay, not with your 
soul, for you will now be reborn. Born into what you have 
always desrred to be. Go forth, my darling, and I, your faithful 
merchant, will be here in this tiny shop waiting for your return. 
I will give you treatments to keep your sparkling stars aligned 
for as long as you pay, pay with your faith. 



The Horse 
by Anna Mantell 

Powerful hindquarters 
And legs pounding the ground, 
The sound of four hooves 
Heavy breathing in and out 
Nostrils flaring wide 
Eyes and ears are set and focused 
The horse clears nature's brush. 

With energy and momentum 
Knees up tight and squared 
Bascule rounded in form with his neck stretched out 
And a powerful kickback to make it with ease. 
Takeoff and landing are accurate and precise 
Each strong muscle, tendon, and ligament 
Being used at its highest potential. 

Messy mud splashing backwards 
Splattering on the horse's belly embedded in the hair, 
Legs up to the knees and hocks covered 
The silver studs on his shoes shine through the mud 
Helping him not to slip out from under himself 
Grip and control is highly needed 

One wrong step, 
A ditch in the green grass or rock to stumble on 
Could send the horse crashing. 
Injuring a leg which was once impeccable 
Tight, cold, and strong 
Is now left with damage 
Swollen and hot, tissue destroyed 
These fragile legs 
In need of precaution and care. 

Looking at the horse's elegance 
Big bodied, well built and sturdy refined with 
Large gleaming brown eyes staring 
With a determined personality and talent 
Projecting cheek bones and down to the whiskers 
My eye is at ease taking in the view 
Mane and tail flowing in the motion 
Impressive ground covering stride 



Wanting a bite to eat 
Either hay or nutritious grass to munch on 
And dinner time of grain awaits. 
Hungry and anxiously pawing 
A bucket full of pellets satisfies his needs 
Of hunger and he is pleasant and thankful. 

With a wrinkle of his nose 
And a flick of his tail 
Swatting away any pesky flies that have landed 
The striking horse gallops away 
With poise and spunk to his step 
Head and neck raised high and mighty 
Ready for another place to run free. 

The Tack Room 
by Anna Mantell 

One black cat is purring on top of a trunk 
That one all black, and another with two white paws 
A saddle pad under the cat with the white who is scratching 
Particles of dust off his dirty paws 
On the floor there's musty rugs 
Mice scurry across the ground from hole to hole 
Looking towards the walls 
Bridles are hanging and saddle racks are screwed in 
Shelves full of oiled tools 
Pieces of grain swept in by mistake 
It's trapped in the corners with odds and ends 
Until the blower comes through the room 
Broken and useless equipment is stored away 
New and expensive leathers goods in place 

129 



Trucking History 
"Eagle survives crash through truck windshield" by Scott 

Sonner, Associated Press writer 
Poem based on a found article 

by Anna Mantell 

Reno, Nevada 
The eagle has landed. 

Crashing through the windshield of a tractor-trailer 
A 15 pound golden eagle with a 7 foot wing span 

"I heard a loud thump, 
A brick of something coming through the glass" 

The co-driver who was dozing said, 
"I woke up and the windshield was all over me, 
Next thing I know there was a big bird lying on the floor." 

The eagle hit the windshield head first 
One side of the head is swollen 

Does not appear to be any permanent damage 
"It was a one ticked off bird. She was pretty feisty." 

Recovering in a Nevada rehabilitation center 
Goal was to release it back into the wild 

Owner of Spires Trucking of South Florida 
Thought his drivers were kidding when called to report the 
damage 

"Never in trucking history" he said. 



Weighing the Facts, or, I am a Libra, After All 
by Caitlin Meddaugh 

I drove to your house 
The other day at 6am, 
No thought involved. 
Just me, the car, 
And my tiny foot 
Pushing the gas pedal completely flat. 

I walked to your front door 
And raised my tiny fist to knock, 
But paused halfway there. 

I thought. 
I considered what I'd done 
For less than half a second 
Then turned round and 
Drove right back home. 

I wasted half a tank of gas 
On you the other day. 
No. Thought. Involved. 
Just got in the car and drove. 

Somehow, I know it's not enough 

For your tiny 
South Jersey 
Soul 
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To Think of Her 
by Caitlin Meddaugh 

There is a man who sleeps in dust 
His hands forever cold and dry 
His mouth is sewn shut with black twine 
He'll never tell us why 

He holds his heart in a cardboard box 
Kneels over it and cries 
He whispers silent secrets to it 
Through a hole cut in the side 

He thinks of her 

The walls are lined with cigarettes 
To keep away the wind 
There's always one left, lit for a smoke 
He tries, but can't, his lips are pinned 

There's light outside the window, though 
He lives to watch it shine 
It dares to glow just once a day 
Then leaves the world behind 

It lifts his spirits anyway 
He keeps on living anyway 
He thinks of her 
And falls to the ground 



The Darkest Place 
by Janelle Money 

Alone in a dark place like an alley at night 
Scared to do anything and scared to make moves. 
What I've use to be, is not who I am today 
This dark place has transformed me into a stranger. 

This place looks familiar I know I been here before 
But I've never been stuck like this, why am I here? 
It's been years and years since I've seen this place 
I never thought in this lifetime I would be here again. 

It's too dark, where are the lights 
I can't see a thing, no one is here. 
Am I dreaming, yes this must be a dream 
My loved ones are not here, WAKE UP! 

I'm not dreaming, this is real 
I'm all alone in this dark place 
Like an empty road with no signs 
I must get out of here by myself. 

My Heart is racing, 
Head is spinning 
I'm about to die 
What's happening!! 
Chest starts hurting like a heart attack is near 
Too dizzy to stand so I faint. .. and black out. 

I wake up confused and distraught 
I'm still alone but no longer hyper 
"What just happened?" I ask myself. 
I call out for help and someone answers 

I'll help you but you have to help yourself. 
I heard this voice before but I never seen him 
I feel safe and secure; I pick myself up 
And walk the path to recovery. 

What is this place I must leave? 
Could it be my anxi .... No, it couldn't be 
Yes, yes it is ... my anxiety. 



Tumbleweed 
by Matthew Nagel 

Tumbleweed crosses the barren desert unquestioned; 
A bouncing ride of unearned joy, 

A journey limitless in opportunity
Roll on, 
Roll on, 
Roll on, 

Is there any intention? 
A guided path? 

A goal? 
Thought not I did ... 

The freedom of a tumbleweed, 
Surpasses that of all. 

The freedom of a tumbleweed, 
I hope to someday hold. 



A Minute Away from Eternity 
by Drew Renaldo 

Lying next to you, watching you sleep; 
Your perfect breasts moving up and down 
As you breathe softly, silently in the moonlight. 
I reach out and caress your hair, 
Now seemingly the color of night. 
You shiver from the cold wind on your 
Perfect, satin skin. 
Oh, how I pray that this night never ends. 
Oh, that I should keep you like this in my 
Mind forever like an eternal photograph. 
A photograph that will never yellow, 
That will never age, that will never, 
No, not in a million years, lose its luster. 
I lean over and kiss your cheek; 
You awaken and smile so bright it makes 
The stars jealous. 
"I love you," you whisper. 
If only that were true. 
Come morning we will be living 
Separate, normal lives. 
But for night you are mine 
And I am yours. 
Now I know what heaven feels like: 
It feels like this moment, 
Right here, right now. 
I wrap my body around yours to warm you 
And to protect you from the storm you must 
Face in the morning. 
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We Called Him "Sergeant" 
by Drew Renaldo 

On the way from Vietnam 
The tags in my pocket called him "Tomm" 
He was a man we won't forget 
Still 1 we called him "Sergeant" 
He taught things of life and war 
His voice was but a gentle roar 
"Never leave a man for dead" 
Was what our Sergeant said 

In the trenches dare we stay 
Fighting through night and day 
Flash of light is up ahead 
I couldn't hear what Sergeant said 

Women 1 children 1 soldier lie 
And there we stood with watering eye 
No tear or laughter would be shed 
At least that's what Sergeant said 

He carried men upon his back 
And Jesus stayed in his rucksack 
We prayed each night before bed 
Because it's what the Sergeant said 

The battle lines were drawn and clear 
And as the bullets shouted near 
I dodged them 1 whizzing past my head 
"Down!"1 the last thing Sergeant said. 

Now on the copter going home 
As the pastor recites in a somber tone 
I won't get the image out of my head 
Of Sergeant lying in my arms-dead. 



There's No Escape 
by Jennifer Ryan 

We moon walked with Armstrong 
And fought Martians with Welles, 
We united on 9/11 
And kept up on trends 
Are skinny jeans in? 
What's the latest phone? 
We witnessed history 
And forgot our sorrows 
All through media 

Take Me Out to the Ballgame 
by Jennifer Ryan 

The scent of popcorn and hotdogs fill the air, 
You're hit with it as soon as you get there. 
Shuffling through the crowd to find your seat, 
You feel a cool breeze battling the heat. 
Finally, the players rush out to start the game 
The announcers introduce them all by name. 
The first pitch is thrown with such immense power 
Ending up in the catcher's glove at 95 miles per hour. 
After dozens of pitches and tons at bat, 
Everyone donning their rally hats, 
The final batter steps up to the plate, 
His performance determines the team's fate. 
The pitch is thrown with rocket like speed, 
The crowd grows silent at an equal speed. 
Crack went the bat as it clobbered the ball, 
A resounding cheer was let out by all. 
Farther and farther the ball flew towards the seats, 
Barely missing an old man named Pete. 
The game is over, the home team won, 
Now it's time for the real fun! 



Hunt For Apple Pie 
by Jennifer Ryan 

The craving for apple pie hit hard 
So I dashed to the kitchen to see what we had 
Oh my was it bad-
No apples, no cinnamon, no crust; 
My plan was a bust 

I ran to the orchard, what a torture! 
The line went from here to Canada. 
When it came to my turn I began to yearn 
For that warm apple pie. 
To my surprise they sold out pies 
My plan was again a bust 

I went to the fruit stand; 
You won't believe what I found
Damn! They shut that stand down! 
My plan was again a bust 

I tried a diner called Mel's; 
I wanted to yell-
Because they sold their last apple pie. 
My plan was again a bust 

More and more time went by 
Still no apple pie 
There were strawberry, cherry, and peach pies 
But not one apple pie in town 
That pie was becoming a must 

I started to lose hope. 
I began to mope 
As I made my way back home. 
My plan was definitely a bust 

When I walked through my door 
I almost hit the floor, 
For there on the table 
I saw a pie oozing with apple 
I ate and I ate and I ate 
All the pie I was able 
My plan was not a bust after all! 



What Am I? 
by Jennifer Ryan 

Left to right 
Top to bottom 

Is how I am used. 
Sometimes I'm big, 

Sometimes I'm small, 
But I am always strong. 

I can take you to a deserted island 
Or back in time 

Just crack my spine 
And I'll take you away 
If only for one day. 
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Start to fin ish 
Beginning to end 
It all starts the same 
All end with Goodbye 

Too Many Goodbyes 
by Kimberly Schultz 

With a look I'm caught 
With a smile it starts 
With a kiss it's love 
With a tear it's goodbye 

With one hit 
With a couple more 
With something stronger 
With one more, it's goodbye 

With a sip, makes curiosity 
With a shot, you start 
With a bottle, you are hooked 
With one last bottle it's goodbye 

With the doctor entering the room 
With the guilt in your mind 
With the knowing your terminal 
With one last cigarette, it's goodbye 

With the look in their eye 
With the anger in their heart 
With the sight of shiny metal 
With the sound of one gun shot, it's goodbye 

With the happiness of a freshman 
With the fight of staying ahead 
With the joy of graduation 
With the door closing, it's goodbye 

With a signature 
With the thought of war 
With the sense of accomplishment 
With a slip of paper, it's goodbye 



With a hello, it starts 
With times you cried 
With time you laughed 
With the memories, it's goodbye 

Start to finish 
Beginning to end 
It all starts the same 
All end with Goodbye 

This poem is a response to a picture that is black and white; 
the only color is the red writing that says "Too Many Goodbyes" 

Image by Kendrix Burriss 



Winter 
by Matthew Smith 

Cigarettes in the inside pocket. 
As I put on my coat I felt the wind blow hard 
A black wool pea coat I've had since I was eighteen 
This coat has kept me warm more than I care to remember. 

As the world was turning and the sun sat still 
I could feel the dead leaves wrap around my body 
And the cold begin to seep through my pants and skin 
But the shield on my back kept my core warm and secure 

A snow flake floated and landed on my arm 
And winter showed itself for the first time all year 
It rained a white shower over everything in sight 
That was the first time this coat of mine saw the snow 

And it snowed and snowed for hours upon hours 
But I watched in awe as it blanketed the state 
I cleared off a bench and sat for what seemed like days 
As i gazed at my watch and saw time on the rise 

So winter came and passed and I left with it too 
The cold turned to warmth as the sun drew itself closer 
As I took off my coat, my shield from the season 



Heart of Gold 
by Matthew Smith 

Alpine Forget-me-not in a red bound book 
As a tide water glacier glistened in sun 
It's nor day or night but a constant twilight. 
And through a porthole I saw the world pass by. 

White Lies and Second Tries 
by Matthew Smith 

Dirt and heaven are the reasons that I can't believe in 
Casting wishes from a mattress to the top of the ceiling 
And all the while this is raging, I am covered but naked 
I've gotta keep it all in line, 
I've gotta keep it now that I believe in second tries and I be
lieve in telling white lies. 
And for the moment I am changing with the moon and the sea
sons 
But damn! your body's pushing buttons and my head's not re
ceiving 



Camera 
by Shana Staley 

I don't like people taking my picture 
Because maybe it's what they'll see through the lens 

And maybe they won't like it. 
That's why I have it set on timer. 
I can push the button sit back and make myself appear perfect. 

HA. 
What the lens could say, 
What the flash could tell, 
How the picture may see, 
I sit back and look perfect I will. 
And for that you will never see me. 



Because of You, I Don't Throw Like a Girl 
by Heather Strout 

My brother learned card tricks 
from my grandfather. 
My grandfather, a leathery Maine native, 
taught him card tricks 
in the back yahd 
around the picnic table. 

At the end of the visit, 
this slight of hand became one more way 
for my brother to inflict 
his magical torture. 

I couldn't figure out 
how he guessed my card every time: 
a two of hearts after a bike ride, , 
the ace of clubs before lunch, 
the jack of spades during a commercial. 

I couldn't figure out his lay-up, his jump shot. 
I always lost at checkers and chess. 
He always hid where I couldn't seem to find him. 

His Monopoly magic-
motels lining each tree-lined street -
left me bankrupt and begging for Scrabble. 
But soon, I had my own magic to show him. 

He would sit across from me 
at the kitchen table 
and watch me draw lines into a picture. 

"You'll be an artist someday. I'm sure of it." 

And the words felt like magic, too: 
praise 
from this boy who now shaved 
and called girls after dinner 
with his door closed. 
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Rapid Occurrence 
by Abby Tooker 

The wind carries the soul of the sand 
The wave repeats each beat 

Attention is clear 
While the storm erupts 
The sand starts to melt 
The soul starts to crumble 

Wind throws life in its form 
The rapid occurrence 
Accuracy is not the goal 
The bliss of the water sprays 

Tumbling wood reaches the dunes 
The dimples of the beach are corrupted 
Each piece of swaying grass grasps for life 



Summer Nights 
by Amelia Wagner 

There is something about those summer nights 
Where dreamy air surrounds me; 
The dew-covered grass tickles my bare toes 
And cool mud squishes under my feet. 
Any sound I make could easily affright 
The band of frogs that play by the creek. 
I hear chirping and singing to and fro 
Of conversing crickets full of glee. 
I am enchanted by the twinkling evening lights; 
The fire fairies float mystically around me. 
Then my eyes gaze upward at the sea of stars aglow; 
All of nature engulfs me now and that is how I know 
There is something about those summer nights; that, I clearly 
see. 
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Is that regret 
I hear 
Flowing from you 
Open mouth 
Like a dull knife wound 
Undressed, untreated 
The most painful 
Self-inflicted injury 

Free Bird 
by Lana Weiser 

For it has the element of surprise 

The free bird that 
Once soared around 
The world and 
Left me in the shadows 
Of his wingspan 
Has clipped his own wings 

I have live only 
For you to land 
Briefly by me 
Yet, you believe 
I am the cage 

So blinded by pain 
You can't see 
You cage dorr 
Opens from within ... 



Broken Hand 
by Lana Weiser 

A man came in one day 
Unannounced, unexpected 
He out his hand 
But asked for nothing 
I saw where It had been broken 
I understood it wasn't easy 
For him to get here 
I offered him friendship 
It was all I had left 
He told me he he'd fought 
"Win some, lose some," he shrugged 
"The ones that are lost change you the most." 
I couldn't agree more ... 
I could still see the little boy, though, 
Before life beat him into manhood 
It was not what he wanted 
Not what he thought it would be 
I took his outstretched hand in mine 
It was gentle and patient 
I thought of Hemingway 
And hoped it was true 
"We are stronger at our broken parts." 



Eschatology 
by Lana Weiser 

When will it be the last time? 
For the every day 
For the new day 
The sunrise 
The sunset 
The flowers blooming 
The leaves falling 
Walking on the beach 
Playing in the snow 

When will it be the last time? 
Ti hear your voice 
To call your name 
To have your words of wisdom 
Among life's frantic pace 
To lend a hand 
To touch a life 
Profess your love 
To say good-bye 

I wish I had known 
It would be the last time 
I would have told you 
I love you 
I admire you 
I would have made a 
Treasure box and filled it 
With brilliant, precious "last times" 
Instead of this ragged bag of memories 
Dulled and smudged by hindsight 

You knew though 
You always knew ... 
Every time is the last time 



Elephant Memories 
by Ashley Woortman 

I don't know if the memories here will be mine or belong to the el
ephant 
Both of us possess them we know that 

I have loved elephants since I first saw them in a book 
when I was a child 
There they were E is for elephant. 
That first trip to the circus when 
I saw them in the flesh 

What a thrill that was 
Yes they are the biggest land animal 
we all know that 

They are beautiful in their own gigantic way 
But I think the love I have for the elephant comes from within 
the elephant that is 
They are not what they seem 
They are not just animals 
they are families 
As you watch that herd walk across the savannah 
All together with one thing on all their minds 
Water it drives them on no matter what the weather or distance 
here is more to it then that 
This herd is a family that loves one another 
They will spend their lives together 
There is a matriarch of this family 
She is surrounded by her sister and her children 
and their children 

There is no male here1 

he is out on his own only showing up for musk 
Once breeding takes place 
he is on his way for his solitary life 
When his sons are of age they too will be driven off 
for a life of the same aloneness 
It is these females who will remain together with a love for one an
other that has no boundaries. 
They will protect the calves with their life 
no matter if they are their own or not 
This love is so strong the will ignore hunger 
to stay with a dying family member 

They are like us in so many ways it makes us wonder 
why they have been hunted like they have 

Even their memories are like ours they remember one another 
no matter if they are separated for years 
Her gentile fondling of bones of a family member lost in another year 
So remember the elephant and her lessons 
Her memories go back to a time no longer here lsi 
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The Right Train 
by Frances Applequist 

His mother appeared in his bedroom doorway. "We 
aren't finished, Martin." 

Martin stretched his six-foot frame diagonally across 
the top of his royal blue bedspread, letting his feet dangle, 
and keeping his magazine in the circle of light from his desk 
lamp. He did not look up; instead, he tilted his head so his red 
hair covered part of his face, and forced an extra measure of 
confidence into his voice, "Mom, all through dinner--and after 
dinner, you talked about this. Well, this is personal; this is my 
business, and you shouldn't be talking about it, at all." 
Elena had a low, solid tone that Martin and Scott called The 
Voice, because its low tones expressed her most intractable 
opinions. The Voice came from above and behind him, "Your 
business is still my business. And, the way you are handling 
'your' business, proves that I still need to be involved." Al
though she waited in the doorway, he did not look at her. She 
had raised him and his brother to respect her and, at that 
moment, he needed to avoid looking into her intense brown 
eyes--eyes that conveyed more certainty than he had ever felt. 
"You know," she continued, "this has nothing to do with Keenu, 
and nothing to do with you loving her. The truth is that I like 
Keenu, but this isn't about her. This is about you not doing 
what you need to do, Martin, for your future-with or without 
Keenu." 

The idea of being without Keenu cut so deep that he 
needed his mother to stop, right there, and let him breath. He 
needed her to look at the back of his head and know she should 
stop, but she kept going, "You graduated High School, yester
day, and you haven't submitted a single application for college. 
Keenu-if you want to talk about Keenu--is already enrolled in 
the university where her father is a professor. If you must think 
more about her than yourself, think about the future that col
lege can help you build with her." 

He wanted to stand up and look her in the eye, but his 
body would not obey him. The best he could manage was a 
mumbled, "I don't want to talk about Keenu with you, and you 
don't have the money for me to go to college." 

"You can work your way through college, the way I did, 
and I will help when I can. I have been saying that for over a 
Year." 
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Martin's mixture of guilt and frustration made him desperate 
to end the conversation. He grabbed a pen from the desk and 
circled something random on the magazine page, pretending 
to be focused. He felt his mother staring down at him, and he 
gave up trying to get his body to rise and face her. For a mo
ment, he worried that she would order him to stand or look up, 
because that was what she did whenever he tried to be evasive. 
If she did that, he knew his body would obey, because he loved 
and respected her too much to have her hurt by open defiance. 
A few seconds later, he heard her move down the hallway. She 
had not pushed him harder, and that left him both confused and 
relieved. A minute later, his younger brother stepped into their 
room. Martin looked up at Scott and watched him crawl under 
the covers of his own bed. Scott lay facing him and, when their 
eyes met, Martin experienced the eerie sensation that Scott 
knew everything, the way he always seemed to know every
thing. 

Martin tossed the magazine on the floor and turned off 
his light. Still dressed and uncovered, he rolled over toward 
his wall. When he felt Scott's eyes still on him, he glanced over 
his shoulder. Scott seemed to be asleep. Martin turned back to 
his wall, staring at the lack of anything interesting on its white
washed surface. His mind wandered for a while than settled 
back on Scott. Martin and Scott had always been more than 
brothers. Travis had left when Martin was nine and Scott was 
five, and Elena added college to her waitressing and domestic 
responsibilities. Left to themselves most of the time, Martin 
took over with Scott. He taught Scott to ride his bike, track and 
film animals in the woods, play baseball, shoot baskets, do his 
homework, and clean behind his ears. In turn, Scott took Mar
tin's side in all things, big and small. 

The one thing about Scott that freaked out Martin, and 
everyone else, was the eerie sense that Scott always knew, not 
only what people thought, but also what would happen next. 
Martin felt Scott's stare, but Scott's even breathing told him 
that it must be his own guilt burrowing through the back of his 
head. He had never imagined doing anything that would lose 
Scott's trust, but Martin knew he was about to do the one thing 
that could bring him that loss. 

The next morning, over his oatmeal and fruit, Martin 
sat next to Scott and tried to study his brother, without seem
ing to look at him. Scott had Elena's smile, which he did not 
use as often or as easily as she did. He also had their mother's 
dark hair, dark eyes, and olive complexion, and the intensity of 
Scott's coloring made him seem more mysterious. Martin could 



not help but wonder how much Scott knew. 
Elena, who usually laughed easier, talked more, and 

showed more emotion than her sons, remained quiet all 
through their breakfast. An electric blanket of guilt wrapped 
around Martin, and he felt so wrong that he wanted to be an
gry. He did not just want to be angry, he needed to be angry; 
he needed the strength and determination generated by righ
teous anger. He searched for this righteousness within him, 
but could not find it. He found only his old wish that his red hair 
and blue eyes did not remind his mother of the man she di
vorced, and the companion wish that she would look at him and 
see him-not his father. Martin felt Scott's eyes on him and felt 
Scott's knowing. Unable to sit any longer, the teenager yanked 
his jacket off the back of his chair, and reached for the beach 
towel Elena had placed on the counter for him. He mumbled, 
"I have to get to school early if I'm going to catch one of the 
buses to the beach party." 

His mother looked at the clock and back at him. "You 
have plenty of time." 

He spoke without looking at her, "The guys are getting 
there early to grab seats on the same bus." He waved behind 
him as he sprinted out the door. He could feel Scott's eyes 
warming the back of his head, but did not look back. Instead, 
he thought--for the hundredth time--that only Scott's good 
heart kept him from being creepy. 

Martin took the school path through the woods. He tried 
to tell himself that he had not really lied; the flip in his stomach 
mocked him. He assured himself that his telling the truth about 
his friends getting to tne school early to grab the same beach 
party bus reduced his dishonesty to a more acceptable omis
sion. His stomach flipped, again. Ten yards into the woods, 
Martin reached into the brush and pulled out the suitcase he 
had hidden there the day before. _ 

Leaving the path to school, he slowed down. Out of 
habit, he moved around trees and undergrowth with quick 
efficiency, doing the least possible damage and making the 
least amount of noise a human could make. Martin looked at 
his watch, and thought that his mother getting him a car for 
graduation would have made this whole thing easier. Thinking 
about the car he did not have brought forward old resentments 
toward his mother, for leaving his father and dragging him and 
Scott into her thin future: and toward his father, for not holding 
himself together and helping his sons. It would help if Martin 
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did not see his father's face every time he looked in the mirror. 
It would help if he did not walk like Trevor O'Mallory, and did 
not hear his father's voice every time he spoke. It would help, 
even more, if he did not love the parents who failed each other, 
and him and Scott. 

Martin used to dream about repairing his parents: about 
reassembling them like a dismantled toy. He did not dream that 
anymore. His Grandma O'Mallory had taught him that Elena 
and Trevor could never be fixed, and she taught him that lesson 
after she was already dead. Yeah, he thought, Scott definitely 
inherited his creep factor from their fraternal grandmother. At 
her funeral, Martin spent too much time watching Elena and 
Trevor being polite to each other. As he turned away from 
his parents, he saw Scott flinch and followed Scott's gaze to 
the coffin, where he saw that his grandmother's expression 
had changed. Later, witnesses claimed that some clumsy great 
aunt's careless kisses had changed the dead woman's smile 
from benign to sad, but Martin trusted Scott's reaction. Martin 
believed that the old woman had reacted to seeing cold em
bers, where Elena's and Trevor's love had been. Looking at his 
grandmother/s sad face-a face that he had seen smile through 
all kinds of hardship-Martin realized that his parents would 
never be together, again. 

Martin stopped at the end of the wood line and looked 
across the sunny opening to the back of the train station. 
Scanning the crowd, he saw life's best promise standing there, 
wearing a dress the color of a pale sun, and holding the handle 
of a suitcase twice the size of his. Scott did not know much 
about clothes and colors, but he could see that Keenu's dark
honey colored skin, jet-black curls, and warm eyes needed that 
shade of yellow, and he determined to surround her with that 
color for the rest of her life. 

At that moment, Keenu's delicate face tilted toward the 
sun, and the sun seemed to carve tired lines around her eyes 
and mouth. Martin tried to look closer, without moving closer. 
He noticed that her hands clenched white around the suitcase 
handle and pocketbook strap, her shoulders and back looked' 
stiff, and the angle of her chin communicated defiance. Martin 
had seen this posture before, and it had nothing to do with him. 
He studied the crowd looking for cause. Five feet from Keenu, 
a middle-aged woman aimed her malevolence at Keenu's back 
and her vibrating hate took Martin's breath away. All his angers 
over all the injustices of his life crashed together until he felt an 
irresistible need for aggressive action. He ran up and caught 
Keenu in his free arm, and gave her a clumsy and passionate 



kiss. 
She jumped back, yelped in surprise, and glanced to

ward the furious stranger. Then she changed emotional direc
tion; she dismissed the intruder, laughed, and gave Martin a 
slow, intimate kiss that made him feel taller and stronger, while 
simultaneously buckling his knees. After giving him a second to 
recover, she asked, "Have any problems?" 

"No. You?" 
Her expression saddened, and her voice lowered, "No. 

Mom's on a business trip and Dad's buried in a major research 
project, and Nick was gulping down breakfast so he could meet 
your brother to shoot hoops. It may be days before anyone 
notices I'm gone." Her face dropped. 

"I'm sorry." 
She smiled and her voice warmed him, "I am so grate

ful to Grandma O'Mallory for taking in my mom as a ward, and 
raising her with your Dad and uncles! Sometimes I wonder 
where I would be and who I would be, if she hadn't done that. 
My Mom and Dad love each other, but they might never have 
met. I might never have met you. How strange it is that one 
long-ago decision affected things so far removed?" 

Martin stared at the girl who usually thought more than 
she talked, and usually kept all their conversations light. This 
speech seemed too long, too tired, and too heavy to be com
ing from her. He could see the tension behind her smile, and 
this tension had nothing to do with the stranger, who had left 
the station in a huff. He hugged her, again, and whispered her 
name into her fragrant hair. 

"Are we doing the right thing, Martin?" 
He released her, and forced confidence into his voice, 

"Yeah. Sure. This is the only thing to do." 
"You are sure about those jobs?" 
"It's a small shop. The boss doesn't care about college 

diplomas; he just needs younger people who know computers
-for inventory and to track projects. It's a lock. I told you; he 
even knows someone who owns an apartment building with an 
empty apartment we can rent. We'll be fine." He studied the 
worry lines in her face, and felt the weight of her thoughts. He 
suddenly needed to distract her--before she could say some
thing that she could not take back. Unable to think of some
thing smarter, he said, "Gum? Keenu, you want some gum?" 

She sighed, "Ok." 
He reached into his jacket pocket and felt something 
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alien there. He pulled out two different sheets of note-paper 
folded together: one was thicker, crisper, and white; the other 
one was thin, creased, and yellowed. 

"What's that?" 
"I don't know." He opened it as though it might explode. 

He read the newer note aloud: 
A few weeks ago, I asked Grandma Senko about Mom 

and Dad's divorce, and she sent me this letter. Thought you 
should read it. 
-Scott 

Martin looked at the older letter. He noticed the ten
year-old date, and recognized his mother's handwriting. He 
read it to Keenu: 
Dear Mom, 

It is 2 a. m. and Scott's finally back in bed. I am sorry 
for all his sleepless nights. Trevor tries, but cannot seem to 
stop his drinking and gambling, and Scott is sensitive to our 
situation and seems to spend all of his time watching and lis
tening. My little boy is starting to look old. 

My sons are such good boys, Mom. Scott is intense 
and I think he might become an artist or a musician. Martin is 
warm-hearted and gentle and I see the very best of his father 
in his blue eyes. 

I am afraid, Mom. What if we are teaching our sons how 
to hurt themselves, instead of how to help themselves? My 
poor Trevor loves us, but his demons will not let go of him, and 
he cannot seem to let go of them. It feels like it is all on me, 
Mom. I may be the only one who can make life better for my 
boys. Pray for us, Mom. 
-Elena 

Keenu reached out and took the letter from him. She 
held it in the palm of her hand like an October leaf and asked, 
"Martin, when did Scott put this into your pocket?" 

Martin remembered his jacket being on the back of 
the kitchen chair, with his brother at the table. "Probably this 
morning." 

"Martin, are we hurting ourselves?" 
He looked at the station clock. In five minutes, they 

could leave these lives for their new ones-that is what his 
mother had done, and he felt ready to do the same thing: if it 
was the same thing. He could feel the doubt in Keenu's dark 
eyes seeping through his skin, replacing the determination he 
had felt in the morning with question marks. He wrapped his 
arms around her, and savored the way his body seemed to 
come alive. He wanted to wake up next to her every morning 



of his life: to have her face be the first face he saw, and her 
laughter be the first sound he heard, every day. He held her 
tight and wondered if she would be the same in the life they 
were about to make together? Could Martin stand it, if Keenu 
came to look as old and tired as his Mother looked when she 
thought she was alone? 

Martin held Keenu at arms' length and memorized ev
erything about her. 

She waited, and her expressions shifted from love to 
hope to worry. 

He could not seem to get his voice above a whisper, 
"Maybe this isn't our train." She remained silent and he could 
feel her need for him to continue, and her need for him to be 
the one who said what needed to be said. He held her tight, 
and breathed into her ear, "Maybe we should wait for the right 
train: for our train." 

She stayed in his embrace and the words that she whis
pered back came out warm and steady, "Yes. Yes. I think the 
right train will be here soon, Martin; just not today." 

He puffed back and they both seemed taller, lighter. He 
smiled, "We can hide our suitcases in the woods and get to 
school in time for the bus to the shore. Because Scott was 
watching, I put my trunks on under my jeans." 

She kissed him, took his hand, and smiled, "I put my 
bathing suit on under my sundress--just in case." They smiled 
and kissed again. Then they ran back across the tracks and into 
the woods: trusting, ingenuous, and free. 
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Slate 
by Maria P. Crimi 

She grabbed her garden gloves: mangy, grimy look-
ing things bent in a permanent claw. She grabbed them as she 
walked out the back porch door letting it slam behind her. That 
is as dramatic as she would allow herself to be. She had to 
get out of her kitchen, "can you imagine", they forced her out 
by their incessant chatter, her adult children, unthankful, little 
bastards. Their spouses were even worse. "Trying to tell me 
what I should and shouldn't do." That is what she was mutter
ing when she walked down the steps, steps made of massive 
pieces of slate that she unearthed in the back yard probably 
thirty years ago. Part of some barn, long gone, put there by the 
miller who had had the house built 200 years ago. They must 
have weighed 400 pounds a piece, she dug them up and flipped 
them end on end the sixty feet to the back of the house. After 
yelling at her, her husband and the four older boys, already 
showing signs of their eventual massiveness, arranged and fit 
them together, using smaller stone that she continued to dig up 
in the yard for the risers and corners. 
He was an artist so the stairs turned out beautifully, but nothing 
would have happened if she had not initiated the whole ordeal. 

Well, she walked down those steps, now even more 
beautiful with green patches of moss in the shady corners 
where step stone met the old foundation stone of the house. 
Her bones ached as if she had been lifting the slate 
yesterday, she stepped off of them and into her garden. Noth
ing was out of place. To an untrained eye it may look like 
Mother Nature had simply tossed a handful of delicate flowers 
and rich leafy plant with varying shades form white to green to 
even black purple. It may look like the river stones had been 
left there by some prehistoric glacier had dropped them there 
tens of thousands of years ago but nothing in that garden was 
an accident. Every rock, every flower, every plant, every flower
ing shrub that would bare fruit in August for the birds, she had 
placed, if not once then twice, then a hundred times to make it 
perfect. 

She stood along the edge and looked around her, she 
was pleased with herself, and then she took two gentle steps 
into the garden and gingerly knelt down, her thick legs aching 
with every inch. She grabbed her hand shovel from her back 
from her ratty little garden basket and started to dig into the 
earth. 



Another Story Told 
by Clayton T. Dobosh 

Behind the curtain lay an old wooden table. Barely stur
dy on four legs, it carried rings from un-coastered cups from 
years past and a single drawer. Inside this drawer were secrets. 
Bethany had been taking care of Alfred through the hospice 
service for two years. She monitored his breathing rates, blood 
pressure and insulin. She gave him his medication twice a day, 
made his bed and prepared his meals. In the evenings she went 
home, her beeper always on, always ready if Alfred needed her. 
But one night she didn't go home when she intended to. 
Alfred had many problems. He was mildly diabetic, a survivor 
of lung cancer and in the early stages of dementia. He forgot to 
wind his watch. It still read nineteen eighty-nine. It didn't mat
ter if he lived in the past. He couldn't remember anything in the 
present. 

Over his morning cereal, Alfred asked Bethany if she had 
ever heard of the Battleship Noma. She hadn't and wasn't in
terested but Alfred wanted to tell the story so she let him. Why 
not let old men reminisce? 

Five hundred men served aboard that ship in the Pacific 
phase of World War Two. Alfred claimed it served during several 
major battles but couldn't remember the names of any of them. 
While men are dying all around, one tends not to think about 
what the massacre will be called by their children. 

Alfred was the cook aboard the Noma. He delighted in 
making gourmet dishes in the French style he learned from the 
sidelines of kitchens on 72nd street. On the battleship, it wasn't 
epicurean delights the men needed. They required red meat 
and loads of carbs. A soldier must have energy for the killing. 
During a particularly disastrous firefight, a hole was blown in 
the side of the No mo. Eighteen men died instantly, another 
ten were wounded. A few, like Alfred, were thrown to the sea. 
Unconscious, he drifted, unnoticed in the fog of war, until he 
washed up on the shores of a small Polynesian island. 

Sand clinging to his wet apron, Alfred could not tell if he 
was alive or not. He had always imagined heaven to look like 
the island: white sands giving way to crystalline waters shad
owed by drifting billows of marshmallow clouds in the deep 
blue sky. He stood on the beach for moments or minutes, he 
couldn't tell. Time did not matter in such a beautiful place. 
But eventually he saw heaven fade around him. Reality's hell 
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crept over the horizon in the form of skirmishing Japanese and 
American planes dancing viscously above the sea. Ships sank, 
burning before drowning. The screams barely reached the is
land, but to Alfred, whose hearing was very good in those days, 
a scream in the distance was just as horrifying as if it had been 
near him. 

Coming back to the present moment, Alfred did the only 
thing he could do. He sat on the beach and he watched bedlam. 
He watched as men he prepared food for everyday died. Was 
there glory in the sacrifice in brave men? Yes, but there was 
pain also. 

Eventually, weary, he fell asleep on the beach. When he 
awoke, all signs of the war were gone. The seas were peaceful. 
The skies were clear and every star shone brightly. Alfred threw 
his apron into the sea, he didn't need it anymore. There would 
be no more meals in the mess for him. What had awoken him 
came from within the island's core. It was song. 

Drums beat the rhythm of nocturnal reverie while voices 
wailed the solace of contentment and the burden of survival. 
The island was inhabited. 

Alfred walked inland. He pushed through the underbrush 
until he could see the blaze of the native's bonfire. They didn't 
notice him until he had infiltrated the perimeter of their private 
gathering. He stood at their edge, absorbing the brilliance of 
non-civilization. The complicated lives of his countrymen paled 
in the face of peace incubated to fruition on this paradise in the 
middle of the sea. What had the modern world accomplished? 
Technology? It was used for death, war. This island was where 
humanity proved its worthiness to grace the planet. 

At first they were afraid to see Alfred, but they had seen 
his kind before. They knew he was from a far away land and 
he was not like them. But they could also tell that he was not 
a warrior, there was no blood-lust in his heart. They paused at 
their festivities for a moment, but continued when they were 
sure Alfred was no threat. 

A child ran up to Alfred. He grabbed him by the hand 
and pulled him into the celebration. Men, women and children 
danced around the fire, singing passionately and reaching for 
the sky, thanking the heavens. Alfred was caught up in the en
ergy and found himself mimicking their movements. He danced 
wildly, uninhibited, at ease in his alien surroundings. He smiled. 
A wider smile never had crossed his face, and never would 
again. He had found a tranquil reprieve among gracious hosts. 
There was no reason for sorrow. 

Eventually he fell asleep on a bed of palms provided for 



him by the tribe. He bowed to show his gratitude before falling 
asleep. They knew he was grateful. They smiled in return. 

That night he dreamed of peace. He dreamed of solace. 
He dreamed of his wife beside him. He saw his dog nestled at 
his feet while he read a book in front of the fire cracking in his 
cabin's fireplace while snow buried the home. He dreamed of 
a world inundated with happiness. The darkness was kind to 
Alfred that night. 

When he awoke, he was fed mangoes and coconut milk. 
His hosts handed him a radio and he contacted the American 
fleet. They would meet him within the hour on the beach. Alfred 
didn't know how the islanders had a radio. He didn't care. He 
had actually hoped they didn't have one, just so he could stay a 
long time. 

He looked at the tribe with new eyes, and they could see 
his sadness for being forced to leave them and rejoin his own 
people. An elder of the tribe, with leathered skin from decades 
of salty sea wind blowing onshore, approached Alfred with out
stretched arms and clasped his shoulders. The elder looked into 
Alfred eyes and tried to pass to him condolences of a feeling 
he had never known. The old man took from around his neck 
a wooden beaded necklace tied with strings of palm. A large 
rock pendent hung from the necklace, inscribed with what could 
have been either the islands language or simply art. The man 
handed the pendent and necklace to Alfred, who graciously ac
cepted it with a bow. As he hung his head, the venerable tribes
man slipped the necklace around his neck. In his day spent on 
the island, Alfred never had a real conversation. He had learned 
the truth of silence; a lesson he would remember for the rest of 
his life. 

After he was done telling his story, Bethany was mes
merized by its surreality. Alfred excused himself from the table 
and walked over to the window. Gazing outside at the traffic 
going by, Alfred sighed, longing for the one place he truly felt 
comfortable. He reached under the curtain to the small table 
nestled underneath. He opened the drawer and took out the 
pendent. He lifted it up so Bethany could see it was real. 

"I want you to have this. It seems only right that it 
should pass from host to guest." Alfred, with the small unsure 
steps of the elderly, went back over to Bethany. She took the 
pendent reluctantly. Alfred did not wait to see if she would ac
cept the gift, he immediately walked toward his bedroom. "I'm 
a tired old man who shouldn't be wasting the energy of the 
young. I'm going to sleep and I don't intend to wake up." 163 



Alfred looked back to Bethany. She was confused, but 
he gave her a glance that showed her he was serious. He went 
to his room and lay down in the bed. Within minutes he was 
asleep. Throughout the rest of the day Bethany checked up on 
him until around 5:30 his breathing slowed and stopped. She 
now understood why he had told her the story. It was a death
bed confession. He had never told his contempt for the world 
he rejoined and couldn't rest without revealing it. She pushed 
the hair out of his face and fixed his part. She pulled up the 
sheet up to his chest, tucking him in for the last time. She held 
his hand for a few minutes before she called the hospice ser
vice. They had procedures for this kind of thing. She stayed 
until nine o'clock at Alfred's house, much later than when she 
normally left, to take care of the necessary paperwork. She 
thought about how if someone had died on that island, there 
would be no paperwork. When had death become part of 
bureaucracy? 

When she climbed into bed with her husband, she 
couldn't sleep. She couldn't cry. Alfred wouldn't have liked that. 
Instead she just fantasized how in the morning she would book 
a flight to Polynesia. To an island, any island. 



Miles 
by O'Connor 

Why you became what you did and survived is a mystery 
to me now, just as it's also to you? 

Here you were the coolest meanest nastiest horn blower 
in the entire friggin' universe, yet your riffs still resonate within 
my own and many others psyche's. 
Can't begin to tell ya' how much of those scrumptious phrases 
nourish me still. 

Art isn't always meant to be appreciated in salons or parlors; 
some times the best art forms are out of our worst fears and 
un-alleviated desires. 

Now, we're left only with relics and charts scribbled 
down by ofay hacks and money grabbers. 

Miles, you passed way too soon. 
Thank you for assisting me along in my journey, brief as 

it is. 
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Grotesque Thing Was Whole 
by Joseph Patrick Pascale 

As I knelt down, everything fell around me in a shud
der. When I opened up my eyes I was in a vast wasteland of 
ruined buildings. A gray mist clouded everything and obscured 
the moon from my vision. As I walked slowly, my gaze drifting, 
I saw her standing atop a mound. She was quiet and beauti
ful, slightly younger than me, her glazed eyes cast downward. 
I hurried to meet her, because I loved her, but when I reached 
out to touch her, a thousand butterflies flew away in every 
direction. I was quite startled but when I recovered, all that 
remained was a pungent and sexual miasma. 

"Why did she leave?" I thought before swooning. 
When I opened my eyes I was laying in an azure forest, staring 
up at the branches of purple pine trees. I got to my feet and 
looked around. Everything was stained in some hue of blue and 
seemed to be swirling around me. I reached into my pocket 
and found no time. Judging by the shining curve of moon it 
was somewhere between 1 and 4 AM. What, you expect a bet
ter estimate? Hopeless and forgetful, I decided to begin walk
ing. Wait, how did I get into this forest in the first place? I 
shrugged to myself. It was hot and I wanted to leave. I kept 
walking but everything looked the same. Everything was this 
humid, sticky blue. How long had I been walking? Panicked, 
I began to run. I believed I was going in circles even though I 
was going straight. I tripped over a fallen tree and fell into a 
blue hole of thick air. I could almost swim through it, but not 
quite. I started screaming as loud as I could and it felt as if my 
throat was bleeding. Just then a hand reached down into the 
hole. It looked blue but I assumed that was just the tint of this 
place. I imagined her to be a beautiful girl with long hair down 
to her waist and she would fall in love with me and we would 
get married and travel the earth together for years until she 
accidentally got pregnant and we had several children who we 
would love dearly .. I eagerly reached out and she pulled me up 
onto the violet needle-covered floor. Lamentably it was not a 
she at all. 

I jumped backwards, knocking my elbow into a tree to 
avoid the creature's teeth as it lunged at me. It was a horrible 
mix of a bear and a panther that didn't go together at all. It 
was misshapen and stumpy even though it was much bigger 
than I. Its battle axe narrowly missed cutting me in half as I 
jumped backward again. 



"What do you want from me!?" I shouted in horror. 
It vomited up a dead imp right in front of me. The gro

tesque thing was whole, dressed, and covered in violet mucus. 
I screamed my rage into a flamberge and clashed the blade 
into its axe. Fierce, swift strokes were exchanged but I pierced 
it through the chest and stood triumphant over the disgusting 
scene before stumbling off into the woods. 

As I traveled I encountered several more of these beasts 
at random intervals, each one more violent than the next. I 
was able to defeat them all, but I believed my adrenaline would 
soon wear off and then I would surely be in for a problem. 
Suddenly, I stumbled and fell back just short of plunging into a 
sparkling blue lake. Was it just me or did that lake appear out 
of nowhere? As I looked down at the water I noticed an aroma 
of candy emitting from it. Happily breathing in the aroma as 
I stood up, I noticed several of those creatures vomiting imps 
into the lake. That made me want to vomit myself, but out of 
nowhere the breeze picked up, taking me with it, and plunged 
me right into the middle of the lake. 

It didn't have the appropriate consistency of water and I 
was rapidly being sucked to the bottom. Everything around me 
was a bloody purple and I struggled to keep my eyes open in it. 
I thrashed about to no avail, but I knew I wouldn't be able to 
hold my breath much longer. I gasped and the water filled my 
lungs, but I breathed it like air and continued to exist. 

On the bottom of the lake there was an ancient metal 
door which was covered in moss. I twisted the handle open 
with both hands and managed to force the door ajar. I stepped 
forward and entered into a void. Through the nothingness I 
could barely make out the silhouette of a lady. 

A middle aged woman stepped forward and told me to 
relax. I opened my mouth to speak but only horrible screams 
came from me. She put the palm of her hand on my forehead 
and I fell asleep. 



Riley's Last Wish 
by Drew Renaldo 

I remember the day I first met Riley McGovern like it 
was yesterday. The sweet smell of the freshly cut grass across 
the quad panned in comparison to the sweet aroma coming 
from the annual picnic that had been taking place on the day 
of my arrival. The picnic was usually the college's way of wel
coming their incoming students. The sky was bright and the 
day was warm, significantly less hot than a typical August day 
at noontime. I remember the birds, and the peculiar song they 
sang while basking in the noon air; shielding themselves from 
the rays of the sun by resting in their nests in the branches of 
the wild oak trees that lined the stone path I was walking up. 
The sun was bright and shone high, creating elongated shadows 
on the ground behind me. 

I was walking to the president's office in hopes of get
ting the keys to mine. Dr. Larry's office was huge, the biggest 
I'd ever seen of any type. His credentials deserved it. He was 
the Dean of Medicine at St. Agnes' Teaching Hospital in Silver 
Meadows before accepting the job as president of the hospi
tal's affiliated medical school. I had worked under him at his 
previous job at Northwood General in that hospital's oncology 
department. As I walked down the hallway of the administra
tion building towards his office, I saw my name on the door: Dr. 
Marcus Poe, M.D. 

I was to teach Basic Oncological Medicine to first year 
medical students at St. Agnes' Medical School. It would be my 
first time teaching since leaving active practice six months prior. 
I stood in front of my door, in awe that my name was on some
thing. I would have to decorate it tomorrow, before classes 
start and it became inundated with throngs of students seeking 
extra help. I looked down and saw that my door was open. At 
first I thought it was a little odd that my door would be open, 
but instead I walked in, to gain the full experience. 

And there he was, in all his twelve-year-old glory. At first 
I was taken aback, as anyone would be, by the sight of a pre
teen sitting in my chair. He was so small, but I could somehow 
tell that he was close to teen years. He was sitting in the big 
desk chair, feet on the desk, wearing a white lab coat that was 
three sizes too big for him. 

"You Poe?" he asked. His face lit up like fireworks on the 
fourth of July. A smile crept onto his face. "Or are you the new 
janitor?" 



"No, I'm Dr. Poe," I said. I placed by briefcase down on 
the floor, never taking my eyes off of him. "And you are?" 

"Riley. Yeah, I hate it too, but it's the name my mama 
gave me, so I'm stuck with it." He swung his feet of the desk 
and planted them squarely on the tile floor. He leaned over, 
putting his elbows on the desk and folding his fingers into each 
other. 

"Well, Riley it's nice to meet you." 
"You too, doc. Ya know, Larry said he hired a new 

teacher: .. he tells me this stuff all the time; he thinks I care, or 
something. But I can sense something about you. I'm good at 
that, sensing things I mean. I got a good sense about you, doc. 
You're gonna do great things here." 

Suddenly I felt my heart melt. He had a way about him, 
an aura. Something about Riley made me feel warm inside. I 
felt like, somehow, we were kindred spirits. · 

"So doc/' he asked after a moment of silence took over 
the room, "what do you teach, exactly?" 

"Basic Oncological Medicine/' I responded, forgetting he 
was a just a kid. I quickly realized it. "I'm a cancer doctor." 

"Yea, I know what oncology is. I read all of Larry's medi
cal books. What kind of cancer do you specialize in? Lung? 
Brain? Pancreatic?" 

"I used to specialize in Leukemia. Before I retired." 
"Retired? You're old enough to retire?" 
"Well, I took an extended leave of absence ... hey, what 

are you even doing in my office?" 
He smiled. He put his hands behind his head and placed 

his feet, criss-crossed, back on the top of the desk. 
"I was waiting for you to ask me." He giggled a little and 

leaned his head back into his hands. 
"Well ... " 
"Oh, right. An answer. Well, doc, why do people to any

thing? Is it because of some internal will to live? Is it because 
of some unexplainable force inside of us that causes us to do 
the inexplicable? Is it because of boredom, fear of dying, fight
ing to live? I don't really know. I don't think anyone can really 
know for sure. But I do know this ... the food here sucks, but 
some of the girls are really nice to look at." 

He laughed out loud at himself, and I felt a strange feel
ing inside me. There was something about this boy, this almost
man, that I could not figure out. 

"All right, doc. I'll tell you the truth. This used to be my 
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office. Not my real office of course, but it was empty for so long 
before you got here that Larry just gave it to me to play in. It's 
the only nice thing he's ever done for me ... well, that and give 
me a roof over my head, in a manner of speaking." 

I was confused by his answer. At first I thought he was 
pulling my leg, joking around the way most children his age 
often do. Then I realized he was being serious. 

"What do you mean?" 
"Well, Poe. I'll just get right down to brass tacks, I 

guess. No use pussyfooting around the subject is there. After 
all, you and I are friends now." 

"We are?" I had to stop him. I had no problems being 
his friend; he'd be the only one I'd had since ... 

"Of course we are. I told you, I'm good at sensing 
things, and I sense that you're a good person. I like to sur
round myself with good people, gives off positive energy. I need 
that for my chi. I mind as well just come right out and tell you 
the story. Ya see, Poe-I can call you Poe right?-ya see, my 
mother was a bit ... promiscuous in her younger days. She ended 
up catching this really bad disease, perhaps you've heard of it: 
Acquired Immune Deficiency Syndrome. My father was ... well, 
I don't even know, like I said she was promiscuous. So she 
got the AIDS, and then found out she was pregnant with moi. 
Anyway, she had the AIDS then I was born with the AIDS. Then 
she offed herself, hung herself in our kitchen. My grandmother 
was old and couldn't take care of me. So, she gave me up for 
adoption to a really close friend of hers: Dr. Larry. He practically 
lives here now, so I got a room in one of the dorms and I hang 
around in here. Just waiting to die." 

He told the story of his life with such vigor that I could 
hardly control the tears that were unexpectedly streaming 
down my face. I felt my knees go weak and braced myself up 
against the brick wall. 

"Weird office, huh?" Riley quickly changed the subject off 
of himself. "Tile floor, brick walls. I'll tell ya, Poe, the contractor 
who built this oughta be shot." He laughed again. We spent the 
day talking, laughing, and reminiscing like old friends. 

The first month of classes came and went. Each day, Ri
ley and I would sit afterwards in my office (which I affectionate
ly still referred to as his office) and had in depth conversations. 
They were more in depth and insightful than any I had had with 
anyone my own age. During one of our daily chats, Riley asked 
me why I had taken my leave of absence. 

"It's not something I talk about, really." Riley shifted in 



his seat, a desk chair we had covertly stolen from the adjacent 
office, which was empty like mine had been prior to my arrival. 
On the walls of the office, bare just a month before, hung my 
diplomas and several photographs of my family-my dog Mongo 
and my three cats. Riley had drawn some pictures for me to 
hang as well; I called him the next Picasso. 

"Come on, Poe," he continued to call me Poe. He said 
that using people's last names made him feel more accepted. 
"I'll make a deal with you: if you tell me why you don't practice 
anymore, I'll tell you something I've never told anyone before. 
That way, we'll each have a piece of each other that no one else 
has." 

Reluctantly I agreed to his request. Not because I want
ed to talk about it, but because I wanted to know what Riley 
had to say. His opinions on life became like a drug to me. I was 
addicted to his conversations. 

"All right, Ry. You got it. I'll tell you, on that condition. 
You have to pro'mise me, though, that whatever you tell me is 
juicer than all the Hollywood gossip I can hear on Extra. You 
have to promise me that it stays between us." 

"I promise, Poe. No worries. I guarantee you, it'll knock 
your socks, shoes, and skin of your feet off!" 

I proceeded to tell Riley my story. "I was a young doctor 
working in Northwood General's Oncology Ward. I was cocky, 
confidant, and immature, a bad combination for a doctor who 
many times deals with patients that have no chance at a full 
life. I was able to save so many patients, so many people. Then 
the day came when my wife, the love of my life, Marissa, was 
diagnosed with an inoperable tumor. I was determined to save 
her, determined to not live my life without her. I had heard of 
a breakthrough new surgery, not approved by anyone in the 
States, experimental in those countries that allowed it. Through 
my vast powers of persuasion I convinced Marissa that she 
should try it. Her chemo wasn't working, and she was getting 
sicker and weaker. She agreed, on the condition that I be her 
surgeon. Northwood General looked down on the whole proce
dure, but I convinced Mike Larry, my supervisor, to let me do 
the surgery. Marissa died on the table, died by my own hand. 
After that I was a mess. I fell apart. I left medicine after that. I 
secluded myself in my home, with only the dog and the cats to 
keep me company. Then Mike called me and offered me a job. 
He told me that I needed to get out of the house, to pass on 
my knowledge to younger generations. And here I am, blaming 
myself everyday for what happened to her." 
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Riley sat, aghast, with a strange look on his face. He 
took my hand in his and stared me deep in the eyes, as only a 
friend could. 

"Poe, Marcus, it was not your fault. People die every 
day. Your wife was suffering. It's human nature to want to save 
the people we love. It's human nature to want to fix the unfix
able. I used to blame God for giving me this incurable disease. 
I used to blame God for taking my mother. But you know what, 
Poe? I realized that we all need to go sometime. And I'll see my 
mom again, someday; just like you'll see your wife again some
day. And when I do die, I'll take care of her for you. It is not 
your fault, Poe. It isn't. Every man on earth would have tried 
everything in their power to try and save their wife. And she 
doesn't blame you, I know this. I can sense it. So stop blaming 
yourself. Get on with your life. Live enough for the both of you." 
With that he stood up and embraced me, squeezing my neck 
so tight that I thought I was going to pop. It was the first time 
in a long time that someone held me; the first time in a long 
time that I knew what it was like to be truly loved. I felt healed 
a little bit, although I don't know if it is because I told my story 
or because Riley made me realize that it wasn't my fault. 

"Okay, so it's my turn now. What a follow up, huh? Okay. 
So I've been sick all my life. My grandmother took care of me 
from the time I was one, after my mom died, until I was three 
when Larry took me in. Grammy was super over protective, and 
so is Larry. They never let me live the little bit of life that I've 
got. I've spent my days inside like a freakin' bubble-boy. But 
it's all good, I spend my time reading the medical books and 
learning everything I can. There's only one thing I want, only 
one thing that I need to do before I die, so that I can feel as if 
I've lived." 

"What's that?" 
"I want to play catch. I know it sounds stupid, but it's all 

I've wanted. I used to watch TV and watch all these kids would 
play catch with their dads. I want to feel the warmth of the sun 
on my face as I reach up to grab a ball; feel the release of the 
ball as I toss it back. That's all I want. I can die happy if I get 
to play just one game of catch." 

Tears began to roll down Riley's cheeks and onto his 
shirt. He was still wearing that lab coat from when I first met 
him-he wore it every day. He buried his head in his hands, and 
I took him in my arms and embraced him, much like he had 
done to me. We sat in silence then, holding each other as only 
friends can. 

I knew what I had to do. 



October came, and I returned to my office as usual to 
find Riley sitting at my desk, in the same position he was in 
when I first saw him. He was getting worse. It was only a mat
ter of time before I would no longer find him waiting for me 
every day. Today I had a surprise in my briefcase. I told Riley to 
follow me. 

We walked, side-by-side, down the long corridor of the 
building. The whole time he kept asking me where we were go
ing and what his surprise was. He was like a little kid on Christ
mas. He had a humungous smile on his face that wasn't going 
away. We got up to the large double doors that led to the quad. 

"You ready, kid?" I asked him, looking down into his 
bright blue eyes. 

"I was born ready, kid." 
I opened the door and the sight before him was enough 

to bring tears to the eyes of even the most hardened of hearts. 
Some students from my class had a banner made that said 
"Riley McGovern Day" and hung it between two of the oaks 
along the path. Several others rented out baseball uniforms and 
gloves. We had a band and a stage set-up. Riley was so happy. 
I reached into my briefcase and took out my gift for him: a 
baseball glove. Riley got to play catch, with everyone. It was 
the happiest day of his life. 

Riley McGovern passed away shortly after that. He was 
an inspiration to all who met him. Riley will always be remem
bered as a hero. He was a true inspiration to me-he made me 
realize that we all live our lives in a box. The real world is less 
complicated than we make it, if we take the time to sit and look 
around us. Human nature drives what we do, we need to look 
past ourselves into the bigger picture. Marissa's death was not 
my fault, as much as I like to blame myself. That's the nature 
of the beast, we blame ourselves for things that are out of 
our control. Riley helped me realize that. And I gave him his 
dream ... his last wish. 



Hitchhiker 
by Drew Renaldo 

Paul was driving down the bumpy back roads of Silver 
Meadows, hoping for some sign of life to spring out. A deer, a 
farmer, hell a moth would have done just fine. His eyes glanced 
around the road as "People are Strange" blared out of the 

speakers of his '89 Chrysler. He felt as alone in the world as he 
was in the car, the emptiness of his life engulfing him like the 
darkness of the evening. 

Paul had been driving for nearly four hours now and he 
was starting to feel fatigued. His search for a hotel was halted 
by the city limits sign that hung loosely on the frosted pole at 
the edge of the small town: "Thank you for staying in Silver 
Meadows." 

"Great, just what I need. This is nuts," he said to no one 
but the radio. 

Every tree started to blend into the next. The lines in 
the middle of the road started to fade lighter and lighter in the 
bright rays of the headlights. The macadam below him slowly 
turned to dirt. 

"Perfect/' Paul said aloud. 
Paul heard the rhythmic beats of the raindrops a split 

second before he saw them in his windshield. He listened as 
they pelted out a slight, tap tap tap on the hood of the Chrysler. 
The rain came down in slanted sheet-like tears from heaven. 
Paul felt uneasy. The moon slowly disappeared behind the 
trees. This was not a place Paul wanted to be. This was not 
Paul's happy place. As a matter of fact, this was the opposite. 
This was like the beginning of a horrible nightmare, the kind 
that you can't shake even hours after you've already awoken. 

It was raining harder now. Paul felt the deepness of the 
dark sweep over him. He allowed fear to seep into every cell of 
his body and he slipped into hopelessness. He decided his fate 
was sealed right here in this moment. Paul was sure that no 
one was as lonely or hopeless as he was now. 

One hundred yards ahead of him, Paul saw something 
peeking through the trees. Whatever it was, he knew that it 
wasn't a being of foliage. Paul was now fifty yards away, and he 
could make out arms, legs, and a head. His first sign of life for 
miles was a hitchhiker. Twenty yards away now, he saw that it 
was a young woman, early twenties maybe. He saw her thumb 
extended and she was holding a newspaper over her head. 



"Should I pick her up?" Paul said, addressing the radio 
once more. Paul's eyes widened as he got closer to the girl, al
though he did not know why. He didn't usually pick up hitchhik
ers, but for some reason Paul felt the compulsion to pick up this 
young girl. There was some unseen force pushing his foot down 
on the brake. 

Paul's Chrysler slowed to a creep as it stopped just short 
of where the girl was standing. She trotted back to the car and. 
got into it, flicking her long black hair as she did so. 

"Thank you so much for stopping," she said. She turned 
her face towards Paul's. Her eyes stared deep into his. "You're 
the first person I've seen in like two, three hours." 

"My pleasure," Paul said. He couldn't stop staring at her. 
"Name's Paul, Paul Renfro." 

"Lily Blossom Greywolf. Nice to meet you, Paul Renfro." 
"As it is you, Lily." 
Paul pulled back into the road cautiously. He looked 

instinctively at the rearview -
window, although he knew no one was behind him. He heard 
the clicking of the turn signal that he hadn't remembered turn
ing on. 

"So, 'Lily Blossom Greywolf' ... that's an interesting name. 
Were your parents like hippies or something?" 

Lily laughed. Paul liked her laugh. To him, it sounded 
like a million angels dancing in the moonlight. She pushed her 
charcoal colored hair back with her fingers. 

"No, silly. I'm Native American." 
"Ah ... you're an Indian." 
"Yes." She said. Lily stared out the window of the car as 

Paul sped down the gravel road, away from Silver Meadows. 
The pale moon sliced through the darkness of the night like a 
hot knife through butter. 

Paul glanced over at Lily, who was smiling to herself. 
"So," he said, trying hard to avert his eyes away from 

this gorgeous girl before him, "where ya headed?" 
Lily looked over at Paul with eyes as clear blue as the 

sky. The most beautiful eyes I've ever seen, Paul thought to 
himself. 

"Anywhere but here," she answered. She shifted ner
vously in her seat as if the question was the beginning of an 
interrogation with the moonlight being its lamp. 

"What? Why? What's wrong with Silver Meadows? It's 
got everything you could ever want." 
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Lily looked at Paul with the sad eyes of a child. He fig
ured that she was no more than seventeen. Eighteen tops. 

"Yeah ... everything. You see, my father is a very power
ful Shaman on the Sioux reservation on the other side of town. 
He's very traditional when it comes to our customs, feels he 
needs to adhere to all of them and never question. But not 
me, no sir. I know the differences between our religion and the 
real world. See Papa got very upset when I left the reservation 
school to attend the public school in Silver Meadows. Said I was 
going to get the white man's education and there was nothing 
they could teach me aside from how to be like them. He got 
even more upset when I met my first boyfriend, Charlie. Char
lie was amazing, let me just tell you. He was just so down to 
earth, ya know? He had one of those smiles that just made you 
feel safe. He was very intelligent and he taught me all sorts of 
different things." 

"And your father didn't appreciate that I take it?" Why 
did Paul have such a vested interest in this girl all of a sudden? 
He didn't know; he felt himself drawn to her story. 

"Not at all, especially since Charlie was a white man. He 
also had a reputation around school as being kind of a player, 
but that was before I met him. Charlie and I were going to get 
married after we graduated. We had it all planed out, Paul. But 
then ... " 

"Then what?" 
"Then Papa found out that I was pregnant. He ranted 

and prayed to his gods and ... he beat me. He kicked me so hard 
that I ended up losing my baby. Then Papa and the Tribe Elders 
had Charlie arrested; they said he raped me. But I swear he 
didn't. Papa disowned me then, said I was no longer under his 
protection. Some boys on the reservation felt that because of 
this, they could use me however they wanted. And they did. 
Over and over again." 

Lily turned to the window of the Chrysler. Tears began to 
form in her eyes as the -
memories washed over her like rain washed over the car. Paul 
hung his head. He wished that he hadn't asked her. The light of 
the moon sliced through the trees and the rain. It was full and 
bright. 

The song on the radio finally came to an end. Paul 
hadn't remembered taking the CD off repeat, and switching the 
radio on ... but he did, or at least a part of him did. 

"This is Zack Mason/' the d.j. said, reassuring everyone 
that he was still listening, "and its time for the 94.8 radio news
break. The Silver Meadows Strangler is still at large. The Silver 



Meadows sheriff's department has issued a statement regarding 
this mass murderer saying, quote, 'Sooner or later this maniac 
will be brought to justice. We only pray it will be sooner than 
later'. Forensic evidence has still brought about no leads but the 
sheriff is still hopeful. No information has been released, but we 
do know that the Strangler is said to be very athletic. Police are 
not ruling out a female suspect at this point, because of the in
herently nonviolent method involved. Police ask that if you h9ve 
any information please report it directly to the Silver Meadows 
Sheriff's department. And now back to forty minutes commel"
cial free rock right here on 94.8 WJGD." 

The radio pumped out a hard guitar riff before Paul 
abruptly shut it off. He glanced over to Lily, who was now crying 
uncontrollably. She was crying in rhythm with the rain. 

"Lily, what's wrong?" 
"What's wrong? My own father caused me to lose the 

two things in my life I ever cared about. And all because of 
some blindly lead belief in some god that does shit for his peo
ple down here. He pushed our people off of our land and gave it 
to the nondeservers. And he allowed my own people to beat me 
and rape me. To hell with him and his god." 
Paul's eyes lit up. A Cheshire grin crept across his face. His face 
twisted into an uncontrollable grimace. Paul pulled the car over 
to the side of the road very roughly. Lily almost fell out of her 
seat. Her heart began to race as Paul shut off the engine. He 
removed his glasses and stared into her deep blue eyes. 

"What if I were to tell you that there are no gods? No 
angels? No heaven? What if I were to tell you that the only 
thing awaiting you when you die is nothingness? What then? 
You're escaping your family, Lily, your past. And I sat here 
and listened. Yet, you haven't asked me where I'm going. 
You haven't asked me why I'm out here this late at night. You 
haven't asked me anything about myself. That's a little selfish, 
don't you think? Don't you think it's a little rude to not ask your 
rescuer anything about them at all? Ask me Lily. Go ahead. Ask 
me anything. Ask me why I'm out here, ask me my profession. 
Ask me where I'm from. Ask me about my life. Go ahead and 
ask me ... Ask me." 

Lily cried harder, but more from fear than anything. She 
started to reach for the door to escape, to just run away, far 
into the woods when she heard the click of the lock. Paul's eyes 
went blank; spittle hung from his lips and dripped off his chin. 

"Why are you out here?" she sobbed. 



"Aye there's the rub! The great questions of life, huh Lil? 
Why am I out here? Why am I out here?" He leaned closer to 
her. She could feel his hot breath on her face. He was so close 
to her that she could see the vein in his forehead bulging off 
the surface. "I am out here for one simple reason ... business. 
And my business, is Native American runaways. See, Lily, I'm in tne business-ofVou~,~~~ ~-~---~-~----···- - --

He reached behind him and pulled out a pair of black 
leather gloves. His face was twisted into an evil gaze. He slowly 
slid his hands into the gloves. Lily's heart leapt from her chest. 
She searched desperately for the door handle. Now it was all so 
clear. 

Please, God, she thought to herself as she felt around 
the door behind her. Her fingers clasped around the lock and 
she pulled up. She kicked Paul in the face and pushed out the 
door. The door flew open and Lily rolled down the embankment 
Paul had parked on. Bruised, scared, she ran ... ran as if the devil 
himself were chasing her. .. 

He is, she thought. 
Footsteps. 
Behind her. 
Following her. 

"You bitch! I'm gonna gut you like a little piggy!" 
She heard obscenities being yelled at her. She wanted 

to stop and rest. Her legs felt weak and the rain had turned the 
ground to mud. She slipped, fell face first in the dirt. She didn't 
move. Maybe if I stay still he won't notice me. She knew it was 
horrible logic, but terror had stifled all logical thought. 

"Ten little, nine little, eight little Indians," she heard. Her 
body ached. She was halfway into the woods. 

"Seven little, six little, five little Indians." She heard a 
nearby twig break. She closed her eyes tight and pushed her
self up. 

"Four little, three little, two little Indians." 
She felt a hand squeezing hard on the back of her neck. 

Blood dripped onto her head. He flipped her around. Her well 
placed kick had broken his nose and the blood just made him 
seem that much more demonic. 

"One little Indian girl. Say goodnight, Lil. .. " 
The woods echoed the sounds of his mocking Indian war 

cry. 

"Bull," Deputy Stone said. He and Deputy Sharpe were 
shooting darts-and the shit-waiting for the sheriff to arrive. 
"That's bull and you know it, Tommy. Jessica Alba is way hotter 



than Jessica Simpson." 
Sharpe sat down with a thump and took a Nerf football 

off of Stone's desk. 
"Yea/' he said, "but I'd still put it in her." The two men 

laughed. 
"Gentlemen," a booming voice came from in front of 

them, "is something funny?" 
"No sir." 
"What's new with this Silver Meadows Strangler case?" 
Sharpe reached for a file and handed it to the sheriff. 
"We got a call from a farmer out on Mill Road. Says he 

found her this morning. Her name is Lily Blossom Greywolf. She 
was eighteen years old. She lived on the Sioux Reservation on 
the other side of town. We're still trying to figure out how she 
got all the way out here." 

The sheriff took a quick glance at the file, closed it and 
handed it back to Sharpe. 

"She put up a fight though, sir. There were two sets of 
footprints, so we think she was attacked up by at the road first. 
There was also blood on her hair that didn't obviously belong to 
the victim." 

"Say, sheriff," Stone said, "what the hell happened to 
you?" 

Sheriff Paul Renfro felt his broken nose and winced in 
pain. 

"Hunting accident." 
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Contest Winners 

Poetry 
First Place - "Tina's Legs" by Joanne Ashe 
Second Place - "Sudoku at the Office" 

by Debbie Hart 

Honorable Mention 
"Rime of the Parking Space Seeker" 

by Peter Flynn 
"Black Magic Daniel James" by Maria V. Luna 
"Because of You, I Don't Throw Like a Girl" 

by Heather Strout 

Prose 
First Prize "Riley's Last Wish" 

by Drew Renaldo 

Honorable Mention 
"The Right Train" by Francis Applequist 
"Another Story Told" by Clayton Dobesh 


