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Herb Olson 
The Migration 

The June move had gone smoothly. Three 
decades of memories in the old row house 
weighed like Marley's chain and had to be 
left behind with our city life. Before I closed 
the door for the last time, I sang a doo wop 
refrain that echoed through the empty rooms. 

The country offered openness for my wife 
and me. Evenings filled with the sound 
of crickets chirping and fireflies glowing, 
spectacular sunsets, like tourist postcards, each 
one unique. Summer quickly melted into autumn, 
as leaves fell like parachutes of crimson and gold. 

On what would prove to be a particularly crisp 
and cloudless morning, I woke to the tumultuous 
sound of honking. When the sound persisted 
beyond a short period, my insatiable curiosity 
heightened and I quickly dressed and dashed 
out the front door, neglecting my bedhead locks. 

Like splendid ribbons in the sky, they appeared above: 
thousands of geese in perfect triangular formations, 
flock upon boisterous flock, suffusing the sky from one 
horizon to the next. For some time, I pondered their 
vagabond ritual. Disturbed by a sudden chill, I realized 
all too soon, it would all be replaced by winter solstice. 
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Cory Rodas 

Rebirthing 
Awaking. 
You move the sheets off of your head 
Sun rains in through the window, while harmonies of birds 
peer in to see 
What this day will bring for you 
You leave quietly so as not to wake anyone, wouldn't 
want them to worry 
No, this is a journey best taken alone 
We are going deep into the woods 
Turning over rotted logs and mossy rocks on our way 
Searching 
So much time spent but none of it used, where has it gone 
Perhaps this forlorn stump holds the time for which you 
seek 
But no, we must delve deeper 
Head first into holes left by voles in moldy, swollen old 
tree trunks 
Past baseballs and broken toys from your childhood 
Once sources of such joy they have been buried and for
gotten for some time now 
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Forgotten 
Much like dreams. So vivid, so real, lucid 
They bum like cigarettes hot and fast then are thrown 
away 
Passing glances, eyes locking but never meeting 
We've come so far already but we cannot rest 
Though we deserve one, we've earned it after all 
No there is so much more to discover 
We need to see it, it's this primal guttural instinct 
Why haven't we followed it until today? 
It is elusive this one 
Dodging ·behind branches swinging from tree to tree . 



Disappearing into the peripheral of our mind 
Seen but unseen we follow the path 
Ground seldom tred on and rarely revealed 
Now the noises 
They splash out from above 
Bright red and pink and blue 
Gold and crimson lights the sky 
Blinded 
Push on we are still not there 
It bums, not our skin but somewhere deeper 
But fresh like the leaves of ivy 
Wrap it around yourself like a cloak 
Let it protect you from the wind 
From the beams of light shimmering through the branches 

·.. You become absorbed in them 
Cocooned 
We emerge new, young, hopeful. 

Dr. Chris Adamo 
What I Found When I Moved into 

Brotherton I 05 
In my new office 
I found old boxes 

of dog-ears and fractured spines, 
of flaking, jaundiced skins 

scarred by sharp underlines and marginalia. 
Frail, broken bodies 

bearing their year of birth 
but no date of decease. 

Have I kept them 
for want of knowing where to scatter such ashes? 

Or have I kept them 

with hope that brighter eyes might rekindle their fire? 



Abi L. Rexrode 

While Sitting on a Newly Built 
Bench in Field of Dreams 
Recreational Complex 

6 

I find the need to thank the fire that burned 
Down my home two weeks after we'd moved 
To a smaller house in another part of town 
Where a single parent's income had a chance. 

You consumed up the stairs and licked up the walls, 
Eating away the penciled heights on doorframes, 
The stains of jam covered fingers in the hallways, 
And the hole a drunken fist chewed in the master bedroom. 

You devoured my childish ideas of simple messes, 
When broken pieces didn't mean the game was over, 
There was nothing glue or fresh batteries couldn't fix, 
And "I'm sorry" was a cure-all against the world 

There are hurts that need more than a Disney cartoon band-aid. 
Some viruses that need more than chicken soup and a blanky. 
Sometimes all you can do is pass "Go", roll the dice, 
And pray the next trip around will have better fortune. 

If I would have stood there, felt the heat on my face, 
Could I have recognized your bum as benevolence? 
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Herb Olson 

Birthright 
"Don 't kill the doves in the garden. 
You kill one the others won 't come" 

- Pashto couplet 

She came from a land of magnificent white-peaked 
mountains and lush valleys, where Alexander the 
Great once roamed with enormous, conquering 
hoards of elephants and soldiers, where Buddhist 
kings reigned unopposed for five centuries. 

She arrived in this world at dawn, as the last 
star blinked out ... and Islam embraced her country. 
The birth of her male brothers was celebrated 
with rifles blazing toward the heavens and shouts 
of joy to Allah echoed in the recesses of Swat Valley. 

For her sisters, their beginning held a less ebullient 
observance. Hidden away from the start, behind curtains, 
disenfranchised, and laden with the responsibility of 
bearing the next generation. Many kept ignorant by male 
domination and twisted interpretations of their religion. 

The men in her life were polar opposites. Oddly, adored by a 
father who nurtured her from inception, with love and her 
most cherished of all gifts, her education. She prospered 
and bloomed like a desert flower moist with rain. Yet, evil 
men watched her from the shadows and lusted for her blood. 

They'd triumph briefly, an assassin's bullet pierced her 
face, but not her will. Her burning desire, the poorest 
of urchins in her country, could rise from rat-infested 
hovel, "Let us pick up our books and our pens, they are 
our most powerful weapons ... " She is ... MALALA! 
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So ro h Farber 

Sea of Dreams 
I dreamed that everything would be okay one day, 
That we would get married, 
That we would make love beneath the moonlit sky, 
That we would be together forever, 
But that idea is lost in the sea of dreams. 

I dreamed life was seemingly perfect, 
That it was perfect in the most imperfect fashion, 
That it was getting better, 
That it was looking up from here, 
But that life is lost in the sea of dreams. 

I dreamed that I was a hero to everyone, 
That I was not a complete embarrassment, 
That I was someone's guardian angel, 
That I was making a difference in the lives of many, 
But that fantasy is lost in the sea of dreams. 

I dreamed that I was truly loved, 
That someone cared for me deeper than the first cut, 
That someone got nervous thinking about me, 
That someone helped rid me of my troubles, 
But that someone is lost in the sea of dreams. 

I dreamed that life could get better for me, 
That I was surrounded by great things and great people, 
That every moment filled with emptiness was now filled with joy, 
That all I could ever imagine was a reality, 
And that notion was found in the sea of dreams. 
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Rigging of the USS Constitution 
Jeremy Housman 
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Angelo Chiu 
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Openness 

The river surged beneath us, 
rampant from summer rain, 
and the trout swam in swirling 
water, their sleek, 
gray-white bodies breaking 
the foam ribbons. I cried out 
when they sprang into the air, 
contorted into half circles, 
shining tailfins wriggling 
like a gesture of greeting. 
I had never before gazed 
into the water and seen 
anything but stones, so I fumbled 
for the words to thank you 
for what you'd shown me. 
Then a trout leapt, so close, 
and its scales were as silver 
as precious chalices. 
Look, you said, smiling, 
sun-dazzled. Look. 

My eyes are open; 
I won't miss anything. 
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Stephanie Thompson 

A Fish out of Water 
Nestled next to the shore, just a few feet from the crashing 

waves, was a small pub and fish restaurant in Ballyvaughn, Ireland. 
It had curtains on the windows to give it a more nostalgic feel. The 
exterior was white with red trim. There was nothing too peculiar 
about it. However, there was a large, plastic blue and black sign 
mounted above the entryway with the word "Monks" painted on it. 

A couple had just entered. Elderly and clearly native to their 
village, they sat down to enjoy some fish, which they did every Sat
urday morning. 

"The usual please." He smiled at the waitress, partly reveal
ing his teeth through his white beard. 

"Yessir, Mr. O'Halley." A few minutes of polite conver
sation went back and forth between the couple before he noticed 
something wrong. 

"Dear? Everything alright?" Mrs. O'Halley wasn't quite as 
chipper this morning, which showed clear as a puddle of water on 
her face. Her frown seemed to ripple down with distaste. 

"No. I smell something." 
"What? What are you smelling?" 
"I don't know. Something sharp and pungent." 
She said this while waving her right hand in front of her 

nose. Understanding lit his eyes, but it was replaced with sadness. 
"Dear, that's the fish. Our meal is cooking." He touched her 

hand gently. 
"Fish? I didn't order fish." He chuckled. 
"You're right. You didn't. I did. We always get fish on Sat

urdays dear." Her frown set off another ripple of disproval. 
"Well, I don't want it. It smells funny." 
"Ok, if you don't want fish, we will get something else in

stead." That seemed to relax her. The frown soon became a smile. 
"See? There, that's better! You look so much prettier with 

that smile dear." They both smiled at each other. Many memories 
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were flashing before them. That one night at the abandoned castle. 

The days at the beach. Their happy children and grandchildren ... 

"Sir? Your food is ready." He blinked, slowly. There stood 

the waitress with their plates balanced on her arm. 
"Oh. Right. Thank you." The waitress placed the fish on the 

table and left. 
She first poked around at her meal before finally cutting off 

a piece and placing it in her mouth. Her husband watched her care

fully. 
"This is delicious dear. Why aren't you eating yours?" She 

grinned, clearly pleased. 
"Right, urn. Just got distracted by your beauty, dear." Her 

eyes became large and round and then small with condemnation. 

days." 

"You're just saying that. You old fool." They both laughed. 
"I thought you wouldn't like the fish." 
"What are you talking about? We always get fish on Satur-

Shore off of CA 
Jeremy Housman 
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Meghon Deloploin 

Fall 
Sitting here on this log, 
Staring, feeling, listening to Fall. 
By myself I watch the leaves blow through the air 
And the trees become bare. 
The bird's chirp is faint. 
Their sweet song of joy is gone. 
The peace is here still, 
Throughout the air that is chill. 
It is by the brook where the water gently 
Tumbles over the stones, 
Where the fish swim 
Under the leaves floating above. 
Leaves are the colors of orange, red and yellow. 
The feeling around me is very mellow. 
It makes me feel at peace. 
My mind is not thinking. 
It is relaxing. 
It is just letting time slip away while I sit. 
Out here, I don't have to worry about friends, school, parents. 
I just stop. 
I let myself become one with the leaves. 
I let my mind sway throughout the air, 

· Not giving it any care. 
I can smell the fresh scent, 
The fr.esh scent of peace, 
The scent of happiness. 
I can smell me. 
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Melissa Kohberger 
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The View from Mercury 

You could show me the view from Mercury 

and the moon on the black sea 
You could bring me the hair of Aphrodite 

But you'd still be the most beautiful to me 

You could take a Polaroid oflove 
Strip the gold from Midas's glove 

I could even stare into the eyes of God above 
Still your beauty, I can't conceive of 

You could show me every cell you despise 
Steal the rays from a golden sunrise 

Show me the secrets of man's greatest lies 

Still, your paralyzing beauty defies 

Red Carnation in the Rain 
Jeremy Housman 



Shoun Duffy 
Collarbones 

Your voice 
lies under my skin, 

visible to all -
felt only by me. 

Thoughts of you 
curl around my neck like 

flowers. 
Their purity in white is a melancholy elixir 
to what pensive thought I reserve for you. 

The ossein 
of my outer core 

curdles at your name, 
while the marrow preserves your face -

alive, 
to die some other day. 

Moriso Ferraro 
Important Features 

I hated your lips, 
The cracked form of expression 
That you use to tempt. 
A distraction. 

Your ego sits between their ends, 
Cradled between peaks, 
Tickled by air from above, 
But they are weak. 

They are chapped and translucent. 
I can see right through to your teeth. 
Sweet nothings can cause cavities. 
Baby, talk is cheap. 
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Micheol Clinton 
Thunderstorm 

I can already see it happening. 

You'll move on and leave me in the right lane. 

I can see you in every which way without any sign of delay. 

This day wasn't supposed to bring about 

That day, 
but it's coming. 
He'll hold you like you've never let me, 

and he'll be holding you the wrong way. 

But I'll stay the speed limit and let it happen. 

Standing on the front porch while you 

flip flop that fuck face, 
while the floors shake 
and the windows break 
from the sound of a terrible relationship 

gone into overdrive. 
He's not me and I don't mean to be mean but he's no good for 

you. 
Is that selfish that my heart pangs 

with every image of you with someone else who wants you for 

you? 
My reasoning being boys just want one thing and I can't let that 

happen to you. 
You'll love him until he's crushed you into dust. 

You won't be happy and I can't do anything about it. 

I know this because although my mother smokes a pack a day 

and my grandmother died with nicotine on her mind 

I'm leaning out my window during this thunderstorm with an unlit 

cigarette contemplating the fall to the ground. 

If my legs broke, I'd still find love and energy to 

drag my bloody limbs to you and tell you how I feel. 

Without much time to show you that I'm right in front of you, and 

you're blind to fate and fairness and you're still waiting for the 

knight in shining armor to whisk you off in his nice clothes and 

nice body and nice car, 
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his nice stick shift makes your gears shift 
from the thought of someone other than me looking at you. 
Without that time there's no hope for me. 
But I'm here, dented metal and a stallion limping after braving 
the elements of high school 
waiting to make you happy and throwing my life away to follow 
you around with your dreams. 

Dole Crawford 

Tumbleweeds 
(inspired by the movie Conagher) 

Heaped bramble brush entwined like a knot 
Seems innocent enough and lacks significance. 

Sam Elliot would beg to differ. 
A writ of hope or despair or broken dreams 

Tied to a tumbleweed akin to a message in a bottle. 
Sam Elliot chased the thicket. 

Love tied tight to the wind torn mass 
Follies here or there on the gusty plains. 

Wish I had a tumbleweed to pin my heart upon, 
With a woman chasing it anywhere for me. 

Let me be chased in the dust. 
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Kathryn Nieves 

Rush Hour Thoughts 1n the Fiesta 
She slammed her palms against the steering wheel, narrow

ing her eyebrows to glare at the bumper of the Honda Civic in front 

of her. There was a dog bone sticker slapped on the trunk with the 

words "I love my Grandog" printed across it. 
He put his hand on her leg. "Calm down. We'll get there." 

She sighed, regretting her choice to let him come with her to 

meet her parents. 
It was a Friday night in late June in Jersey, where 9-to-5 

workers punched out, sped horne, packed up their families, sun

screen, and boogie boards, and headed down the shore. The chaos 

resulted in bumper to bumper traffic where hours passed in between 

exits and the humidity of the air left drivers frustrated by the op

pressed by the heat. 
He leaned over and twisted the knob on her radio. "Sorry, 

baby. I can't listen to traffic reports anymore." He scanned through 

the stations, passing a metal song she didn't recognize and a country 

tune about a tractor. He finally settled on a techno piece with a bass 

that vibrated through the car. 
She exhaled loudly as a minivan cut into her lane, replacing 

her view of the Grandog car with a stick figure family of five stuck 

on the back window. 
"Geez!" he shouted. He placed both of his hands over hers. 

"Loosen your grip! Your knuckles are turning white. We'll get 
there." 

She tried to relax in her seat, unsure of what was causing her 

blood to boil: the fact that she was literally parked on the parkway, 

the anxiety of him meeting her family, or the sweat that was drip

ping down her face. She took a deep breath and let her fingertips 

graze the wheel of her 2012 Ford Fiesta. 
He had bought her that car. Her piece of garbage, twenty

year-old first car had been in a bad accident on Route 22 that left her 

with nothing but a huge pile of scrap metal. He had not hesitated in 

going to the nearest dealership and buying her what he called "the 

cutest car for a girl." He had presented it to her in her driveway a 
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week later with a bright blue bow on the hood. A nice gesture, but she 
resented him for it. Unbeknownst to him, she had been saving up to 
buy her next car herself. And now whenever she hopped into the driv
er's seat of the Fiesta, she felt like a spoiled sixteen-year-old whose 
parents undeservingly bought her a car for her birthday instead of a 
proud woman who could finance her own life. 

"You look really pretty tonight," he said, "Did I tell you that 
already?" He grabbed at her blue spaghetti strap sundress. His breath 
crawled across her neck as he inched closer. He pressed his lips once 
against her face and left more kisses in a trail across her jaw. 

"Stop it," she demanded, crawling closer to the door. 
"Why? We're stuck in traffic anyway." He puckered his lips 

and moved closer. 
She turned away and muttered, "People are watching." 
"No they're not. .. " 
She cut him off. "What exit is coming up next?" 

He looked hurt, but stuck his head out the window and read off the 
town names for her. Then he looked back at her, using his hand to 
push a lock of sweaty hair behind her ear. "I'm so glad I'm with you," 
he whispered. 

She looked the other way, exchanging awkward glances with 
the person in the passenger's seat in the left lane. 

She was not always repelled by romance. She remembered 
sitting as close to the television as possible when her mother would 
pop in VHS tapes of Disney princess movies, soaking up every word, 
every song, and every dance. She used to overanalyze every dollar 
store Valentine card that male classmates would stuff into her box, 
wondering if maybe one of them would be her prince. She would lean 
against the cafeteria wall at sixth grade dances, hoping her coyness 
would attract a boy and make him ask her to dance. She longed for 
happily ever after. 

She wasn't sure when her fairy tale romanticism turned to 
cynicism, where she became skeptical of everything boys said to her 
and suspected their ulterior motives, but the timeline coincided with 
the fighting. In seventh grade the arguing started. She had ringside 
seats to the quarreling match that occurred every night in her kitchen. 
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She used to sit in the living room, homework on her lap and pencil 
tucked behind her ear, listening to the quiet ticking of the vintage 
clock on the wall. Then, out of nowhere, the gloves would be off. 
Sometimes she still hears the voices in instant replay in her mind. 

"I'm tired of being treated like this!" 
The deeper voice would respond that he didn't care. 
"How could you do this to me?" the higher voice screeched. 

Her voice was muddled by tears and humiliation. 
The deep voice would lead with his chin, throwing out the 

one phrase that could win the fight. "I don't love you anymore." 
She remembers the silence that followed. The clock 

seemed to tick slowly. One ... two . .. three .. . four . . . 
She forgot all about the geography quiz she had first period 

tomorrow morning. Her mind couldn't be farther from the school 
dance that Friday night. She didn't care that she had missed her 
10:30 phone call with her best friend. Five ... six . . . seven . .. 

The kitchen was silent but she could imagine the glares the 
contenders were throwing back and forth. Eight .. . nine .. . 

"Get out," the higher voice whispered, "I never want to see 
you again." She had thrown in the towel. 

She had blocked out the rest of the events of that night. 
The only image that remained burned in her memory was the ma
roon and black suitcase that sat by the front door. He picked it up, 
turned back toward the living room, where she was sitting with 
books of maps still sprawled across her lap, and gave her a small 
wave before departing from the ring. 

"Hey?" He snapped his fingers in front of her face. "You 
okay?" 

She blinked, letting the vision of her living room vanish 
and returned to the traffic packed parkway she was sitting in. 

"Let me drive; you look sick." 
She shook her head, placing her hands back on the wheel. She 
couldn't pinpoint the last time she had thought about her father 
leaving. It had been a long time. She rubbed her head to alleviate 
the tension. 

"I'll drive," he repeated, unclicking his seatbelt and push-
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ing himself up, ready to climb over the center console and take her 
place in the driver's seat. 

"No." She remained fixated in her spot, "I'm fine." 
"Okay," he replied, obviously irritated by her stubbornness. 

He leaned over the console and left a kiss on her forehead. "I love 
you," he said. 

She didn't understand love. She used to want it, crave it, and 
would do just about anything at the chance to have it. 

"Look at that," her mother would say on that infamous Fri
day every November. 

She remembered looking up at the inadequately sized televi
sion sitting across from both of them. "What?" she replied. 

Her mother pointed to the set once again, "Look at those id
iots, beating each other up just to get a new TV a few inches bigger 
than the one they have at home." 

She shrugged, unfazed by her mother 's comments and trying 
to close her eyes to fall back asleep. For the two, this had become a 
standard Black Friday ritual. 

Her mother continued, "Always remember to be satisfied 
with what you have." 

At the time, her mother's words meant nothing. They slid 
through her left ear and back out her right, without having much 
time to jumble in the middle. 

Over time, the words began to ring true. Her relationships 
frequently ended as a result of her inability to utter the supposed 
three most important words. Her high school boyfriend eventually 
became fed up at the fact that she was incapable of expressing her 
feelings. College became a string of one-night stands and broken 
dates to avoid being emotionally attached. 

Every time she met a man, she could hear her mother's voice 
and see the image of the shoppers on Black Friday. They were trounc
ing over their neighbors just for a chance at grazing their fingertips 
across the surface. They are oblivious to the future, unaware that 
their selfish actions will be vindicated when the technology breaks 
and the novelty is exchanged for a newer model. Love is fighting for 
the latest model, regardless of the sufficient piece of hardware 



seated on the mantle at home. It's impermanent and replaceable. 

She looked over at her boyfriend. The man who had bought 
her a new car because he wanted to, who spent every day at her 
apartment nursing her to health when she was bedridden with the 
flu, who tried to give her everything and seemed to care. 

She did a quick scan of him, dressed in dark pants and a red 
shirt. His hair was neatly combed to the side. His usual beard was 
not covering his cheeks, instead replaced by a clean-shaven com
plexion. He had splashed alluring scents all over his body. Just for 
her. 

But she couldn't say it. 
She looked at him, sending him as sincere a smile as she 

could muster, and returned her eyes to the traffic jam ahead. 

Untitled Leigh Mindnich 
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Jonine Horber 

80 
The mornings that loud music 
and hot brakes can't shake 
thoughts that grind my teeth 
to break my jaw. 

Sudden stops, avoiding each other 
by jumping off the highway 
crushing the grass median 
and I scream curses, blame 
the P.A. driver in front of me. 

The loud exhaust can't crush 
the thoughts that silent eternity 
spur, born from hours of driving 
alone and quiet -
the only voice, my own wedded 
to the lyrics of the vocalist. 

The sun doesn't rise 
for me and I rise without it, 
traveling between its reach 
arriving, spewed back by 80 
late at night brimming, knowing 
more than when I began . 
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Tyler Thurgood 
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Flight 
Part One: Departure 

Buying a Bloody Mary on an airplane 
should come with a conversation. 

I was in the middle. 
The man in the window seat 
angled himself away from me, 
looking into his portable screen. 
He did not offer me one Skittle. 
I tried not to mind, but it's hard not to find 
a reason to want to know why. 

Why fly alone in a crowded plane? 

We can't use our cell phones, our seat belts are fastened, 
yet I am writing this on a napkin. 

The woman in the aisle seat 
drank one Blue Moon 
and pretended to sleep. 

Am I too old to go see the captain? 

Part Two: Arrival 

On the return flight, drink Jack and Coke, 
And buy one for the single mother 
whose baby is not crying yet, 
who shares conversation and touch, 
who trusts you with her baby. 

How did this baby end up on my lap? 
And why do I love her so? 



Joseph D'Agostino 

Silence 
suffocation 

Junkyord 

dominate these walls 
constructed by smashed 

jagged 
neglected 

cars 

I gaze upon a sky of wheel-less engine tom motor vehicles 
and wonder is there something 
anything 
beyond this lonely loathsome citadel of diluted colors? 

I will not be confined here when the world has so much 
that I don't know fruit not yet tasted conversations not yet had 
discoveries not yet made 
a place where the ground is green noisy alive with the sounds 
of bugs birds deer bears rabbits or where water sways with 
its dresses of shells rocks crystalline sea glass alongside its 
animalia consorts of mudskippers 
moray eels whales sharks or perhaps maybe even another 
person. Someone to arouse me with 
conversation 

I need to become a sound a trumpet to breach 
my imprisonment a forceful yawp so powerful so tremendous 
even a legion of broken in half immobile inanimate window 
smashed cars 
will scatter 

m reverence. 
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Jonine Harber 
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Lackluster Town 

The town is too small, 
the people too plain two dimensional, 
lackluster, unemotional 
sitting coatless on red park benches 
in January. 
The narration has died, and the drunk 
who pumps gas at two a.m. 
wears flannel but doesn't work construction 
or lumber mills. 
The one road town with no stop lights 
except past the last street; 
a highway crosses, 
reserved for funeral processions; 
makes you want to scream. 
There's one brick school house 
that has one story whose pictures are hung 
in the downtown diner 
half a block away. 
All of the sidewalks have cracks, 
hand prints so small 
only palms fit and 
this is the same town that was imagined 
with cobblestone walkways 
and petite Cape Cods. 
The people are gone, 
vacations taken too soon 
and the lone crossroad 
at the last street has one light 
flashing yellow not green. 



Nick Heacock 

Words that Don't Hove Words tn 
Other Languages 

My English professor once told me that I must know more 
words before attempting to puncture 
the ones I already know. He said I should 
know the boundaries 
of the human tongue and the cascades 
of the mouth, so that I learn to press them 
into the page like tiny thumbtacks. 
But so many words are exclusive 
and elusive to me. 

There's Toska- which is mysterious 
anguish without a source. 
Jayus- the joke told so badly you feel compelled 
to laugh. Litost- the disheartening moment when you're 
honest 
enough to admit you're miserable. 
And Gagung- a Chinese man's family plan 
that exceeds the national policy ... 

I can't possibly know them all. 
So I want to go back to a time when there were no words. 
When the difference between greeting 
and screaming was how loud you could be. 
When the first tribes painted pictures on cave walls 
in a strange, unidentified buffalo hue. 
When the full moon, searching the sky for its brother, 
blazed up there all night- and no one knew why 
it would disappear sometimes. 
Instead, I get a commercial 
of a guy wearing Levi's and a flannel shirt 
driving a Ford pickup. He tells me, 
This is man's truck, 



while the word Tough flashes on screen. 

I get the Maxwell's coffee can labeled 

V2 Caffeine, 
even though I don't know exactly what caffeine is. 

And I get the newspaper with the word 

Beautiful, adorning 
an advertisement for Cover Girl 
with a celebrity's name in the comer 

I can't possibly pronounce. 

Untitled 
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Tyler Thurgood 
According to Modern American Poetry, How 
fvluch Wood Could o Woodchuck Chuck if o 

Woodchuck Could Chuck Wood? 
The answer to this riddle is buried in its words. Like a 

well-written poem, the connotative meaning to this question is deep
er than its denotative definitions. The words suggest many mean
ings, and to find the answer, many questions must be asked. 

What is a woodchuck? According to the Merriam-Webster's 
Dictionary, a woodchuck is a thickset grizzled marmot of Alaska, 
Canada, and the northeastern U.S. A marmot is a stout, short-legged 
burrowing rodent, and thickset means to be strong in character, pos
sessing or filled with force. Words such as brave, firm, and enduring 
are at the core of this creature's definition. 

As a burrowing rodent, it would be opposing to this animal's 
nature for it to chuck wood. To chuck is a verb that means to throw 
with a short action of the arm or hand; to toss; discard; or to have 
done with. 

As a creature of the North American continent, it is only fit
ting to use examples from Modem American Poetry to help solve 
the riddle of how much and if. The last word to be defined before 
continuing is wood. Wood is a hard fibrous substance; it is a mate
rial fit or prepared for some use such as burning or building, and it 
can be sawed or prepared for commercial use. This final definition 
brings us to poetry and the intrepid poets who have dared to chuck 
wood instead ofburrowing in the ground. 

The first poet who can inspire any short-legged, thick
skinned rodent out of his comfort hole is Theodore Roethke. He 
thought ofhimselfas "one ofthe roughs," (8AM, 3) and said that 
"poetry requires a certain vulgarity, even brutality, to communicate 
the 'aliveness oflife"' (8AM, 3). As a poet, he dared to transcend 
his expected potential, and he wrote of natural things doing the 
same. In "The Waking," he writes, "The stones sang,/ The little 
ones did,/ And flowers jumped/ Like small goats" (8AM, 14). He 
also wrote of the overpowering impulse to be more than just 
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human. In the poem "Her Longing," he writes, "The wild 

stream, the sea itself cannot contain me," and, later in that same 

poem, he writes, "A phoenix, sure of my body,/ Perpetually ris

ing out of myself' (8AM, 23 ). Roethke goes outside himself to 

cast words on paper. But, how much wood could a woodchuck 

chuck if a woodchuck could chuck wood? 

Mary Oliver's poem "Moles" gives insight to the question 

of why a burrowing marmot might want to chuck some wood. 

Her poem is of a creature that lives "Under the leaves, under/ the 

first loose/ levels of earth," like the woodchuck does. She shows 

us what might motivate a creature to seek more from life, "So 

willing to continue/ generation after generation/ accomplishing 

nothing/ but their brief physical lives/ as they live and die,/ with 

their stubborn muzzles against/ the whole earth,/ finding it/ deli

cious" (American Primitive 10-11 ). It is the stubbornness against 

nothingness toward deliciousness that we can use to compare our

selves with a woodchuck who would chuck wood. 

A line from "Moles," "levels of earth," leads us to the next 

poem which can enlighten us to the courage of deviating from 

one's presumed definition. Stanley Kunitz writes in his poem, 

"The Layers," "I have walked through many lives,/ some of them 

my own,/ and I am not who I was,/ though some principle of 

being/ abides, from which I struggle/ not to stray" (CAP, 281). 

This "principle of being" is the force deep within each self, each 

woodchuck, that can cause a contentment with a simple life. Even 

if one dares to stray, the call of comfort will follow. Therefore, 

to brave the breaking-out of conformity would be an endeavor 

demanding endurance. 
Ginsberg continually contended the establishment with 

his poetry. He is an example of lasting defiance. As a homosex

ual man in an unaccepting society, he chucked his comfort and 

proclaimed his allegiance to all those woodchucks who said, "I 

want to chuck wood!" His anaphoric poem Howl offers en

couragement to all who dare defy. One line that the woodchuck 

should take with him/herself when they decide to leave the 

burrow is "I'm with you in Rockland/ where you must feel very 

strange" (Howl) . 
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The most important element to examine in deciding how 
much wood a woodchuck could chuck is that woodchuck's de
sire. Would a woodchuck want to leave its burrow? If it would, 
then it could. Take Man, for example, and look at how large his 
species has become in number. Look at how great he strives to 
be. How much sacrifice is a woodchuck willing to make? The 
last poem this essay will examine is "Long Story" by Stephen 
Dobyns. The poem tells the tale of Cain and the animals after the 
"expulsion! from the Garden." It was the moment Cain "slew his 
own brother" that man became more than "hairless creatures." 
It was in that moment "all/ grew impressed by the hugeness of 
Cain's desire" (CAP, 1 05). 

The answer to the question: 

If a woodchuck desired to chuck wood, it could, and it 
could chuck as much as Man or such. 

Untitled Sherice Browne 
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Koitlyn Chudley · 

Ode to Pedagogy 
When the big yellow bus comes to town, 

It's the topic on all of our lips. 
As it racks up the miles, we all put on smiles 

And laugh as our stomachs do flips. 

At our desks we are nervously waiting 

For our new group of kids to arrive. 

We pray that our preaching does all the right reaching, 

So their budding minds may all thrive. 

Oh the times they do change, that's for certain. 

The new rules and demands just don't stop. 

But we trust that our minds draw the much needed lines 

So that won't hurt our scholarly crop. 

Despite this, our hearts swell with pride, 

As we march through our still unsung war. 

Through the blood, sweat, and tears, throughout all of the years, 

We are teachers. Don't ask us what for. 

-~-=!JI~Ib.~.._~ ...... -"' _ _,....r...l 

Untitled Amelio Accardo 
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Wayne Weiss 

Enlightenment 
There you were 
Just having finished with your toys, 
Sitting on the floor 
With a book. 
You were holding it in both hands with a puzzled look, 
Then amazement. 
Your eyes wide with surprise, 
You looked at the book 
And knew what it was. 
You said it, 
"Book. .. Book. .. Book!" 
And the enormity of the thing 
That just happened 
Grew in your mind 
And suddenly the whole world 
Was different. It was new 
And fresh. 
You were seeing it for the first time, 
And now for all of the hundreds of things that you knew, 
The toys and the books and the games, 
You knew something completely different. 
You were on your way, 
Mastering the world, 
And making it your own. 
You said it again, "Book!" 
And you found meaning, 
You found words. 
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Michelle Grof 

Lady of the Pen 

She lives by the Word as him of the Sword, 

Defending a realm so easily burned, 

Through Passion and Prose, she names the Rose 

Of All's well that's been well adjourned. 

Enchantress of the language she calls to attend, 

Spell of the eyes, lack of cannot defeat, 

Woven through paper, she conjures a favor 

Words risen up for fingers to meet. 

Calling on minions born from her mind, 

Breathing life into puppets employed, 

Lovingly bade to a world on the page, 

These children are hers to bless or destroy. 

Her wand is a quill in this land that she reigns, 

A pen that a sword equals in might, 

Her words tum to ember when plucked from this feather, 

Glowing forever in phoenix's flight. 

An avarice for words to bind you to her, 
Makes her desires direly distinct, 

Her Bible is Diction, her Faith is in Fiction, 

Her soul has been baptized in ink. 

But do not unwelcome the Lady's spells, 

As they traverse your mind and hex your heart. 

For this wordsmith of magic, delightful or tragic, 

Is enslaved by a love for her art. 
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Kathryn Nieves 

Positive 

She sat in her usual spot. It was an oddly placed bench in the out

skirts of the park. From certain angles the seat was nearly invisible, being 

shielded by large oak trees. Visitors rarely took the time to venture off the 

path, so her only company was the chattering squirrels that chased each 

other and the whistling wind that tickled her ears. 

The wind blew and brushed strands of blonde hair into her face. 

Her lip gloss acted as adhesive, bonding the locks to her mouth, and she 

quickly tried to push them away. Out of the comer ofher eye, she noticed 

a couple bundled in their fall coats walking arm-in-arm down the pathway. 

The man whispered something into the ear of his girlfriend that caused a 

bright pink to ascend her cheeks. She covered her mouth innocently with 

her free hand and giggled. 
She took a sip of her coffee, kicking her legs freely back and 

forth. A crisp red leaf danced from the branch above her head and fluttered 

onto the bench next to her. She quickly flicked it off and crushed it under 

the toe of her sneaker. 
She looked forward and squinted, barely able to make out the 

brightly colored pieces of plastic sculpted into abstract art a few yards 

away from her. Little legs scurried back and forth through the wood chips. 

Sometimes they would disappear behind a statue, reemerging at the very 

top. They'd thrust their arms outward as if at any second they would 

sprout wings and fly through the air. 

Her eyes focused on one child. A dandelion-haired girl with an 

oversized 90's scrunchie sitting on top of her head hung tightly onto the 

metal bar, scared of falling into the chips below. She clenched her teeth 

in fear. Her eyes were hidden beneath the hood of the pink jacket she was 

zipped into. She released her pinkie finger from the tight grasp of the 

bar, but immediately seized it back, regretting her decision. Though she 

couldn't see anything above the girl's little upturned nose, she knew that 

her eyes were wide with fear. 

Five years earlier, it would have been like looking into a mirror. 

She remembered the night she spent panic-stricken in the McDonald's 

bathroom, staring at her own reflection. Deep circles had formed under 

her eyes. She could see her arms quivering, but she was numb to the vi

brations. 
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into the stall. She remembered losing everything: her just-finished-and
big-mistake fish filet, large overly salted fries, chocolate milkshake, her 
breakfast burrito from that morning, and her denial that there was nothing 
wrong. 

She wiped her mouth on the back of her hand, feeling instantly 
sick again. She thought about the boy waiting outside for her with a Big 
Mac and fries and no idea what was going on inside the bathroom. 

Returning to the sink, she looked at the piece of white plastic and 
waited for lines to appear and alleviate her concerns. She tried to block 
the image of the cashier at the pharmacy in her mind. The judgment he 
cast when he turned up his nose, raised an eyebrow, and thrust the paper 
bag with the test into her arms only caused her anxiety level to rise. She 
thought about how she stood there in her oversized sweatshirt and black 
yoga pants, feeling about the size of a caterpillar. Except in a few months, 
her cocoon wouldn't reveal her transformation into a butterfly. 

Her time was up. She took a deep breath, wishing she could re
main in the denial stage forever, floating around with the possibility that 
she was worrying for nothing. She lifted the stick and set her eyes on the 
geometric shapes cut into it. Two dark pink lines were imprinted in the 
middle of each shape. She felt her heart rise into her throat as she double 
checked the result. Pregnant, embarazada. It was like a bilingual slap in 
the face. She quickly took the test and shoved it into the trash, hoping to 
bury the reality under used paper towels. 

The little girl, who looked about four, was still at the top looking 
down. The wind had blown her hood right off her head, revealing her 
bright green eyes. Daringly, she removed her left hand from the bar, but 
immediately jammed her thumb into her mouth. 

She still sat on the bench. The air had chilled her coffee but she 
continued to drink, oblivious to the cold brew slipping down her throat. 
She placed the paper cup on the seat next to her. 

Her gaze wandered back to the couple that had passed a few min
utes before. They were seated on a large rock near the border of the play
ground. Even from a distance, she could make out the golden wedding 
band and diamond ring stacked neatly on the woman's left hand. A twinge 
of jealousy struck through her as she chomped down on the nail of her 
thumb. 

She had never told the boy about what had happened. Holding in 
her tears, she met him in the booth and watched him wolf down his 
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burger, trying not to gag from the onion smell. 
"Want some?" he asked, holding out the multi-decker sandwich 

in front of her face. 
She cupped her hand over her mouth and shook her head back 

and forth. 
"But you love these burgers." 
She tried to distract herself from the putrid scent dripping from 

his fingertips. She shook her head again and turned her gaze toward one 

of the replicated famous paintings hanging on the wall. It seemed like 

something from Van Gogh. 
"You were in there a long time," he continued, sinking his teeth 

through the bun. "You sick or something?" 
She returned her eyes to him. "I can honestly say I'm not sick." 

He pushed the bangs out of his face. His olive eyes flashed back 

at her. "Something else wrong?" 
She could have told him about the test stuffed away in the bath

room garbage can. She could have explained that every day she felt nau

seated and could barely keep any food down. She could have admitted 

that the smell of McDonald's was distracting. But she didn't. 

"We need to talk." 
His eyes blinked rapidly. "I don't like those words," he said 

softly. 
She tried to avoid staring into his eyes. This was the end of the 

line. 
She knew that everyone played make-believe marriage as chil

dren. The bride-to-be is dressed up in a toilet paper veil and wore her 

cutest sundress. Her entourage would be escorted across the playground 

as if they were walking into the world's most grand cathedral. Vows 

were exchanged by the monkey bars. "I vow to never cut in front of you 

in the drinking fountain line." The crowd gasped. It was a big promise 

considering the bride always had to be first in line after a game of kick

ball in gym. The groom provided his rebuttal, offering half a cookie at 

lunch. Sharing snacks was the biggest commitment, after all. 

The couple exchanged appropriately chosen ring pops; cher

ry for the bride and watermelon for the groom. Flavors were the only 

essential thing to know about a person before skipping down the aisle. 

The couple quickly pecked each other on the cheek because anything 

more could risk cootie contamination. They headed off to their wedding 

reception, where the menu had two options: pizza or fruit. The marriage 

only lasted until their departure from school that day. 
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And she knew, first comes love. Then comes marriage. Then 
comes the baby carriage. Long gone were the days when girls would 
stuff pillows up their shirts to symbolize pregnancy. They had no notion 
of the process of baby making, but knew that after the birthing process, 
their ill-colored couch cushion would be magically transformed into a 
baby doll with automatic closing eyes and pursed lips, equipped to han
dle a bottle. 

She longed for those days now. When relationships were easy 
and pregnancy only lasted twenty minutes ... but life wasn't like that any
more. 

She took his hand in hers and did what she had to do, terminate 
the relationship. 

She felt the cold air nip against her face, stinging her exposed 
skin. Her cheeks had become numb to the chilling temperatures but her 
gloveless hand felt the stab of needles. 

A fractured brown leaf invaded her privacy, leaning on top of 
her shoulder. She shoved it off, causing it to land on top of her cold 
cardboard coffee cup. Its spine had splintered and the veins had split into 
fragmented pieces. 

Glancing downward, she picked up the leaf delicately. A piece 
crumbled in her palm like a shard of broken glass. Once a beacon of 
autumn beauty, she realized that the leaf has reached its demise. 

Slowly, the vision of the playground faded into the cold winter, 
replaced by a sheet of white. Footprints lined the path yards in front of 
her, likely from a person walking their dog earlier that morning. She 
stuck her toe into the print her sole had made a few minutes ago. 

She looked at the lifeless leaf in her hand. She pursed her lips 
and blew the leaf from her hand, watching it drop to the ground. She 
watched the wind embrace the leaf in its deteriorated condition, cradling 
it in its arms as it danced across the park and out of her sight. 

She stood up and headed toward the black iron fence, leaving 
the vacant space behind her. And she didn't look back. 



Sierra Forte 

When I seemed so small 
And the world was so big 

Dolores 

You were there to hold my hand 

Like when we started our own marching band 

Or when you helped me walk across the backyard wall 

You were my lovely cliche 

You sang me Sinatra 
And you showed me the stars 

You promised you loved me from here to Mars 

As you gave me the sweater you showed me how to 

crochet 

You consumed my childhood 

You captured every moment 

And you placed them all in a neat little book 

But one day you gave back all the pictures you took 

And you explained grown up things as grownups 

should 

I would always be the first little girl 

And you would always be my Grammy 

I loved your life but it had to be cut short 

So I kept the pin from your favorite sport 

And I said I missed dressing in your lipstick and pearls 

Though we've spent years apart 

I still remember our first trip to the zoo 

When we danced with the butterflies that kissed my 

skin 
Now you're the butterfly etched deep in my ribs 

And there you'll stay-forever by my heart 
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Abi L. Rexrode 
Condolence Begins After 

Spanish I Closs 
Standing in your mother's living room the day after, 
Beside the urn that held everything left, 
I tried to console her, grieving that encompassing loss, 
With pieces of my incomplete Spanish vocabulary. 

But I never learned how to suggest that now you'd see the King 
Who had adorned the walls of rock star dreams. 
Nor how to reminisce about the Puerto Rican cooking lessons 
And the arguments of friends on the differences between bananas 
and platanos. 

No words I knew could censor those last days of test after diagno
sis after test, 
All the needles you feared, filled with morphine as you slipped 
away, 
The doctors with apologetic eyes inside the bland, hardened hos
pital rooms 
We brightened using fake flowers and cards decorated with car
toon animals. 

Therefore "I'm sorry" became an embrace holding a crumbling 
mother. 
"I'm here" was washing the dishes while the coffee brewed. 
"I'll remember" turned into the hand-knitted scarf I would never 
give for Christmas. 
And since the present was all I've ever grasped, "Te amo" 
couldn't be in past tense. 
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Angelo Chiu 
Impressions 

It was close to ten, and Anne's father had forgotten to leave the 
porch lamp on for her again. She reshuffled the stack of textbooks in her 
arms and fumbled with her house key. It had never fit well; she needed 
to jiggle it hard to force it into the slot'She'd gone from her last class 
straight to her part-time job at Impressions, the local stationary store, and 
she always felt like an intruder when she came home late at night and 
tinkered too long with the lock. In the dark, the watchful, yellow lights 
peered at her from the austere windows of the neighbors' homes. Anne's 
key finally clicked into place, and as she pushed the door open, the secu
rity system emitted a warning squeal. She punched the code on the panel 
above the toaster oven to silence it. 

She dropped her books on the polished oak table beside a blue 
porcelain vase that held a bouquet of cloth hydrangeas. Her mother al
ways complained about real flowers; she said the wilted petals and fallen, 
brown leaves were untidy and there was always that threat of spillage. 
Anne loved real flowers, though. She wanted to have exotic hibiscus blos
soming like sunrises in big clay pots, branching bushes of fragrant white 
and lavender lilacs, and roses with blooms as big as a closed fist. Maybe 
she'd be able to grow a garden one day, when she finally graduated. 

Anne looked around the house. She could hear her mother's faint 
footsteps striding through the upstairs hall, so she joined her father on the 
couch in the den. The couch was black leather and so smooth that Anne 
worried she'd slide right off every time she shifted her weight. Her father 
leaned back, cushioning the nape of his neck with one of the matching 
throw pillows. He was a chemical engineer, and he was still dressed in the 
dark pants suit and button-down shirt he'd worn to work. He was watch
ing a crime scene investigation show. 

They exchanged stilted pleasantries. Her day was pretty good; 
his was nice. Onscreen, the blue-suited policemen scurried around a body 
sprawled in the street. It was raining, and they were taking pictures of 
the crime scene, the bright flashes of their cameras emphasizing the dark 
puddle and the victim's staring, marble-like eyes. The scene cut, panning 
in on the coroner who scraped skin samples for analysis. 

"If I could do it all over again, I would study forensics," Anne's 
father said. 

42 

"Why didn't you, if that's what you wanted?" 
"It just wasn't practical when I was young." 



,•, ., 

:;:: 

Anne studied her father 's profile. She'd never thought of him be
fore as young or old, but now she noticed the strands of pale, thinning hair 
at his temples and the loosening flesh under his chin. She looked away 
when the advertisements came on. The first featured a grinning toothbrush 
hopping to and fro. In the next clip, two solemn lawyers urged the viewer 
to contact their firm if they'd been the recipients of a faulty bladder sling. 

life." 
"Dad," Anne blurted. "I don't know what I want to do with my 

"Well, what interests you?" 
"I don't know. I thought I would by now, but I just don't." 
"Do what makes you happy then." 
"What ifl don't know what that is either?" 
"You'll figure it out." 
"What if I can't?" 
"Everyone does eventually, Anne." 
The advertisements ended, and the coroner lifted a saw to be

gin the autopsy. Anne swallowed and averted her gaze. Her eyes were 
drawn, as they often were, to the framed photographs mounted above the 
sleek entertainment system. The nearest was a grainy one of her parents 
in their early twenties, a little older than Anne. They'd met in college, 
and they were posed beneath the half-moon shaped awning at the main 
entrance of their alma mater. Ruth had a willowy silhouette, her bobbed, 
ash-blonde hair highlighting her delicate features. Anne's father was wear
ing a pressed jacket and suit pants- Anne had rarely seen him in anything 
else- and Ruth's tiny palm lay upon the crook of his arm. Ruth possessed 
a whole album of photos ofher and her future husband with their college's 
redbrick fac;ade and tall, white pillars looming, always, in the background. 
The picture of her future parents and their easy stance reminded Anne of 
her struggle to solve slope and circumference equations. 

A professional family portrait hung diagonal to the college one. 
Ruth had chosen a stormy gray color scheme that complemented her fair 
complexion. Even as a middle-aged woman, Ruth's face remained un
lined, her mouth complemented by a tasteful shade of light pink lipstick. 
Anne had been seated between her parents, and each of them had placed 
one of their hands on her shoulder. 

The coroner was still peeling back flesh, so Anne excused herself 
and returned to the kitchen. She examined the contents of their huge but 
mostly empty stainless steel refrigerator and selected a Tupperware con
tainer filled with leftover spaghetti. She didn't want Ruth to hear the beep 
of the microwave and investigate, so Anne devoured the dish cold, twirl
ing the limp noodles around the prongs of her fork and struggling to stifle 
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any thoughts of excess carbs and soaring caloric digits. 

Earlier in the day, Anne had spent most of her shift sorting and 
straightening the greeting cards in preparation for the weekend. She'd 
started with the Thank You aisle. It was usually the neatest and she liked 
their covers the best, since they usually had images of soaring geese or 
serene lakeside evenings. She liked the softly looping cursive fonts, too. 
When she was younger, she always tried to write like that, not with the 
little, cramp letters she was prone to using. 

When she was leaving the aisle, she nearly bumped into a custom
er. She'd recognized the long, silky hair and the lithe frame that no dieting 
plan had ever bequeathed on Anne. The other girl was named Melissa, and 
they'd been friends in high school. She'd been the only friend that Ruth 
had encouraged Anne to invite over for dinner or to prowl the mall with 
instead of studying. They hadn't spoken since graduation. 

"Hi Anne," Melissa said. "How have you been?" 
Anne pushed her glasses further up the bridge of her nose. "I'm 

alright. Keeping busy." 
"Are you home on spring break too?" 
"No. I work here," Anne said. 
"You quit school?" 
"I take a few classes down the street." Anne fidgeted with a few 

condolence cards on the endcap, straightening the little black ribbons on 
the covers and returning a card back to its correct slot. "How's Cornell?" 

"It's amazing. I love it there." 
Anne remembered the pile of white envelopes that she'd shredded 

last summer. She'd never told anyone about them, and when she tore them 
up, she made sure there wasn't a single word that was still legible. They'd 
all been so light. Even before she'd ripped them open, she already knew 
what the letter said inside: We are sorry to inform you that you have not 
been accepted ... After the last one, she'd filled out the application for the 
squat little college at the edge of town. 

"That's great," Anne said. "I'm really happy for you." 
They'd said their goodbyes, promising to keep in touch. Melissa 

even gave Anne her new cellphone number, but Anne tossed it in the trash 
after Melissa left. 

Anne thought about the conversation as she rinsed out the contain
er. When Ruth glided downstairs, her gray eyes lit on the telltale smears 
of water-diluted sauce swirling toward the drain. Anne could smell Ruth 's 
minty, anti-wrinkle cream as the two of them looked into the sink. 
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"How was your day?" Ruth said. 
"It wasn't bad." Anne shut off the faucet. She tried not to look, she 

felt Ruth watching her. Anne exhaled when Ruth stepped into the den, but 
she shortly reappeared with an opaque shopping bag dangling from her 
French manicured fingers. 

"I bought you something today." 
Anne took the proffered bag. Inside was a cable-knit sweater, 

deepest blue, like the color at the bottom of a lake. She held it against her 
body, surprised by its textured softness, and then refolded it. 

"Thank you, Mom." 
"You're welcome. You can wear it when you start interviewing for 

internships." 
Anne's shoulders slumped. She dropped the sweater on the table 

next to her textbooks. "I'm going to wait until next year. I have time. It's 
only my second semester." 

"You should start now. It will make you a better candidate when 
you're ready to transfer to a real schooL" 

"It is a real schooL" 
"I wish you'd chosen a better place. We would have paid for it." 
"I wanted to bring my GPA up first." 
"I always offered to help you study." 
"I wanted to do it myself." 
"Well now I want you to listen to me," Ruth crossed her arms. 

"Your father interned when he was your age. Look where it got him." 
"I like working at Impressions. I don't want to give up my job to 

work for some place that probably won't pay me and will maybe want to 
hire me someday." 

Ruth sighed. "I just don't want to see you selling birthday cards 
for the rest of your life. What would people think?" 

"I don't know, Mom." 
"I just want the best for you." 
"I know, Mom." 
"Alright. Goodnight, Anne." 
"Goodnight." 
Ruth paused and pursed her lips, but then she swept into the den 

and said something to her husband instead. He silenced the voices on tele
vision with a click of the remote, and he followed her upstairs . 

When she was alone, Anne opened her geometry book. She chewed 
on her pencil while she studied the homework questions. She would stay 
up late, as long as she had to, until she figured out the right answers. 
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Caleb Haines 

To the Wretched Little Thing 
To the wretched little thing 
that nearly found my boot heel 
After encountering stray bike wheels 
And left a pruned and pungent stump. 
To the doleful little thing 
That made its way without complaining 
Though its vigor surely draining 
apace with the warmth these past few days. 

I had to tell you why I left you. You had to be abandoned. 
You're cold blooded. You know no different. 

Mom said I should be relieved. No crickets to keep 
us up at night. No pang if you croak. 
But there was a pang. I could count your remaining hours here 
in inches. Six of 'em where I dropped you. 

Had you still had your last few vertebrae, you could've spanned 
the dusk like a drawbridge. The red-shifted sunlight was your 
culvert. And your reason for being was hurriedly waning. I 
couldn't stick around to watch you lose function. 

To the rigid little thing. 
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Susan Gorman 

Victoria 
He must have thought I was crazy, my uncle, that is. My parents 

could never understand; the Bible-thumping-holier-than-thou couple were 
famous for denying anything and everything that appeared "evil." If only 
they knew what their real child was. One thirty AM, just in time, he arrives 
at the door, punching in a code before opening the door for me. 

"Thanks," I say quietly and he nods. 
"You're really not serious about this, are you?" He's skeptical. I 

was at first too, but I only laugh quietly. 
"I'm serious," I respond, a smile growing on my lips. My uncle 

laughs with me. He's always been the understanding person in my life, the 
one I could go to with crazy questions my parents would never' fathom an
swering. When I found out he worked at the Hillside Mall, I nearly spilled 
coffee all over myself in excitement, and when he revealed his "graveyard 
shift" position, I nearly cried out in happiness. I had been waiting for this 
moment ever since I saw that girl in the food court. Looking up at my un
cle, I ask, "Where do you want me to stay?" 

"Uh ... " He replies with a shrug, "Do you need some special stuff?" 
"Nope," I say. "Just me and this lovely mall." 
"Well, the station is just outside the food court," he begins, but I 

stop him. 
"That's perfect!" I say, and cringe as my voice echoes throughout 

the empty halls. 

nods. 

"Okay ... " he shrugs. "I really shouldn't be doing this you know." 
"I shouldn't either," I laugh, nudging him with my elbow and he 

"Yeah well don't tell anyone else. Capiche?" He's wagging his 
finger at me which I hate, but I have to laugh at his poor Italian accent. 

"Capiche." I laugh and he nods. We walk in silence down the 
stairs and make our way across the mall, passing dark stores and ominous 
mannequins which seem to peer out from the windows. I can almost feel 
them around me, but everything's too distracting. I need silence. I need to 
concentrate. Our footsteps feel too loud, breaking the silence like shatter
ing glass. We arrive at the food court and he pauses. Slowly, I look around 
at the dim room, the restaurants closed and vacant. The chairs are stacked 
on each of the tables like miniature skyscrapers inan empty city and I can 
feel them already, their voices a quiet buzz somewhere I can't quite focus. 
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"So ... " he begins again, pulling me from my thoughts, ''I'll be 
right in there." He's pointing to where the bathrooms and his security sta
tion are and I nod. 

"I'll be right here." I say and he nods. After an awkward moment, 
he turns away and fades into the dark abyss. 

I look around the enormous room, the silence stinging my ears. 
Mostly I hated silence, but it was peaceful here. I walk around the huge 
mass of chairs and tables, searching for a place that feels right when I feel 
her. She's here, that little girl, but I couldn't see her, not just yet. Walking 
all the way across the room, I pause before the automatic doors and tum 
to face the city of chairs once more. I want to see them so badly that I 
grab a chair from a nearby table and sit. I shut my eyes and force myself 
to breathe, the air slowly inflating and deflating my lungs. My heartbeat is 
so loud I'm afraid they can hear it. Would it drown out their words? Then, 
the tingling in my fingers starts and I relax, feeling myself pulled through 
what feels like a crowded room and open my eyes. 

They're everywhere. The room is filled with them. Young, old, 
male, female, black, white, Asian, everyone from everywhere. Some ig
nore me. Others glance my way curiously as if asking is she one of us? The 
room is dimly lit from some unknown source. The chairs are down as the 
room buzzes with conversation. That's when I feel it, the tugging on my 
shirt. People, all spirits, are gathered in this room, each one looking com
pletely different. A few are bright like they're lit internally. Most of them 
are dim, like an old black-and-white film, nearly all color gone from their 
faces and clothes. One or two are just shadows of people, inky outlines of 
who they used to be. The ink-people are still, frozen in time. That's when 
I feel it, the tugging on my shirt. 

"Hello again." I look down at my side to see the little girl, dressed 
in a frumpy pink petticoat. She's bright, the little girl, her colors vibrant 
and her smile lively. "I knew you'd come back." 

"I promised, didn't I?" I ask, and she smiles, clutching her teddy 
bear closer to her heart. Slowly, I kneel down, my eyes meeting hers. "My 
name's Sam." 

"My name is Victoria. It's nice to meet you." Victoria curtsies, 
pulling her dress out to the side as her curls fall along her shoulders. When 
she straightens, I can't help but to smile. "I didn't think you could cross 
over." 

"I didn't either," I say, feeling a bit giddy. I was never able to do 
more than feel the spirits and hear their voices. "It's like a city." I say, 
glancing back up at the crowd. 

"They come from all over," Victoria replies. "May I show you?" 
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She holds out her little hand and I take it in mine. It's soft, like a 
child's should be, but has almost no temperature. We walk together, pass
ing the crowd slowly as I take it all in. There are people from all plac
es and times. Native Americans from centuries ago, colonists with their 
three-pointed hats, a soldier in his dress blues, and a few people in jeans. 

"Who are they?" I ask, glancing down at the little girl as we leave 
the food court. 

"I already said that," she replies simply. "They come from all 
over." 

"But some of them are so old. They're from so long ago." Aston
ished, I look back down at her. We're in the hall now, making our way past 
stores and stands. There are more out here, more spirits who walk leisure
ly together, their conversations quiet, sometimes not even in English. A 
woman in a huge dress, corset, and bonnet passes me, her arm held by a 
man in a fine suit, his hair secured back in a black ribbon. 

"You don't always stay where you die." I pause, catching her by 
surprise. Victoria turns back to me, her lips pouty. "Is there a problem?" 

"I'm sorry," I say. "I... You're so young. I can't get over that." She 
giggles at my astonishment as I gape at her. "You're a child! You barely 
had a life, and yet you're here and you speak as if you're a philosopher." 

"Well I am over one hundred years old," she retorts, her tiny hands 
on her hips. "I never did want to grow up." 

"Aren't you sad?" I ask and she shakes her head. 
"I was at first," she begins, taking my hand once again. We walk 

to one of the benches and sit. Her feet hang above the floor and she swings 
them back and forth. She's so old, yet so young at the same time. "When 
you first cross over, you have no idea what on Earth happened. The last 
thing I remember is going to sleep. I was very ill, you see, and must have 
died from that. I was always ill. It was such a bother. Time passes quicker 
here than it does for the living." 

"What about the others?" I ask. "You're so bright and the others 
are dark. Why is that?" Victoria sighs as she places her teddy bear between 
us, trying hard to make it sit properly against the back of the bench. 

"I'm not sure," she says, adjusting the bear's head and looks up at 
me. "You can't talk to the dark ones. They don't move or speak. The dim 
ones act like they're dreaming. Most of them don't know where they are, 
or who they are. The ones like me, who have color, we're like you." 

"Do the dim ones ever say anything?" I ask and she shrugs. 
"Nothing of interest." The bear begins to tip and she rights it. 

"They always ask 'who are you?' and 'what have you done with my car?' 
Things like that." 
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"Do you ever pass on?" I ask and she shrugs nonchalantly. 
"I've passed through a few places." Victoria says. With her bear 

righted, she gently curls a ringlet of blonde hair around her fingers. "I was 

in a factory before this. Ugh! Disgusting! Then one day, I'm here! I like 

this much better. It's nice and quiet." 
"So how did you see me then?" I feel so ignorant, asking a child 

about all of this. 
"How you see us now is how we see you."Victoriareplies. "You're 

quite bright to me, but your friend was very dim." Realizing her pun, she 

giggles. I can't help but to laugh too. 
"What's it feel like?" Her bright smile droops and her eyes glance 

elsewhere. I've made her upset. "I'm sorry." 
"Oh please," she scoffs, "Don't apologize. I used to be very sad all 

the time, especially in that factory. We can't leave, you know. If you step 
outside, you just reappear inside like a boomerang." 

"How do you know about boomerangs?" I ask and she laughs. 

"We can tum on the televisions downstairs." Victoria says. She's 

back to fiddling with her hair. "The world has changed immensely since I 

was young. I'm not sure I could wear one of those suits in the water." 
"Bathing suits?" I ask and she nods. 
"It's so ... scandalous!" She falls into a fit of giggles and I join her. 
"You're the funniest little girl I've ever met," I laugh and she takes 

my hand. 
"You're the nicest grown-up I've ever met," she replies and I 

smile. "It gets boring sometimes around here," Victoria continues, "I like 

watching the other children at the toy store. Some of them can see me and 

a few play with me! It's such fun! Their mummies and daddies think I'm 

imaginary though." 
"Are there any other children here?'' I ask. "Any more bright 

ones?'' 
"A few," Victoria shrugs. "But I don't like those children. They're 

nasty." She pauses for a moment and looks back up at me. "You're being 

shaken in your world. We best get back." She hops off the bench, grabs 

her bear and takes my hand once more. We walk in silence until we reach 

the food court, and then my chair. Before I sit, I tum back to her. "Will you 

come back?" 
"Only if it's okay with you," I reply. 
"Please do! You're such a delight!" The little girl wraps her arms 

around my legs and I smile. When she lets go I kneel down and take her 

into my arms. "Please don't forget me." 

"How could I forget you?" I ask and she smiles. "I'll be back 
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soon, I promise." She nods, little tears in her eyes as I stand. "I promise." 
I take one last look at the room and shut my eyes. 

"Wake up!" My eyes shoot open to the dark room. My uncle's 
shaking my shoulders. "Geez! You're a heavy sleeper!" My eyes drift past 
him to the empty food court as disappointment stabs at my heart. 

"I wasn't sleeping," I reply, standing to meet him. "I crossed 
over." He looks down at me, a mixture of curiosity and confusion in his 
eyes. "You should come with me next time." 

"I'll pass, thanks," he smiles. "My shift's almost over. Can I drive 
you home?'' 

"Sure," I say. We walk in silence through the food court, the emp
ty halls, and pass the bench I was sitting in earlier. A quiet giggle echoes 
around us and I smile. 

"I'm going to pretend I didn't hear that," my uncle says with a 
sigh and I laugh. 

"Her name's Victoria," I say. "You should meet her. She's cute." 
"Maybe someday," he says, his arm folding over my shoulder. 
"Thank you." He pauses, looking down at me. "I appreciate this." 
"Anything for you," he smiles. Quickly, I wrap my arms around 

his shoulder and hug him tightly. 
"What would I do without you?" I breathe, holding him close. 
"You'd be crazier than you already are." We laugh together as he 

punches in a code and opens the door. 
"So ... " I begin hesitantly, "When do you work next?" 

Untitled Sherice Browne 
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Taylor Rudd 

Homecoming 
In its prime, the old house must have surely been a treasure, 

Merritt thought as she stepped out of her car and stared up at the man
sion. Anyone who looked carefully could plainly see the magnificence 
behind the years of neglect and decay. Something about the house was 
strangely comforting, though, to Merritt, who had never known that her 
long-dead mother had ever had any family. 

Stepping up onto the porch for the first time, Merritt Willem 
assured herself that coming here was a good idea. She raised her hand 
to knock on the door, but something made her stop. Perhaps she sub
consciously felt the old woman's stare, or heard her footsteps on the 
walkway behind her, but Merritt turned around nonetheless. The older 
woman was bundled up in a dark, ankle-length coat, and her expression 
could only be described as weary. Pulling the coat closer to her body as 
Merritt walked down the steps of the old mansion, the older woman's 
expression changed from one of tiredness to one of alarm. 

"Hello. My name is Merritt Willem and I am looking for-" be
gan Merritt. 

"Stay back! Stay back!" screeched the old woman, whose move
ments became erratic and disjointed from apparent terror. "Its already 
too late for you," the woman intoned, wide-eyed with disbelief. 

Merritt, who had extended her hand, let it drop to her side in 
confusion as she watched the woman cross to the other side of the street 
in hasty retreat from the young girl. Perplexed, Merritt stood for a mo
ment on the cracked sidewalk and stared after the older woman, trying 
to think of a reason for that kind of behavior. As she stood, Merritt did 
not notice the looks she was getting from drivers as they took in her 
appearance. She did not see the curtains move ever so slightly in the 
neighboring houses, and she never even noticed the car pull to a stop at 
the end of the street. 

Shaking her dark hair out of her face, Merritt turned from the 
hastily retreating figure of the old woman and once again looked up at 
the house that her mother's family had once called home for over five 
generations. Walking up the stairs again, Merritt told herself that the 
woman must have been senile and not in control of her words or actions. 
When she got to the door again, this time Merritt did not hesitate. She 
knocked on the door: three polite raps that were sure to be heard from 
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inside the house. She stepped back and waited for an answer, fixing a 

small smile on her face that Merritt always used when she met new peo

ple. A few moments passed, and Merritt detected movement from within 

the house, but no one came to answer the door. 
Another few moments passed, and yet there was still no answer, 

but there were definitely footfalls from within the old mansion. Merritt 

figured that she caught her distant cousins off-guard, and decided to not 

knock on the door again just yet. With nothing else to do but stare at the 

door, Merritt took notice of how intricately carved the thing was. What 

surprised her was that while the rest of the exterior of the house had a 

dark, lonely grayness to it, the door, polished and seemingly untouched 

by the outside weather, looked almost as if it were brand new. Though it 

was in pristine condition, the door itself looked like it could have been 

at home in a faraway medieval castle or manor house, not on a Victorian 

mansion that had seen better days. 
The door itself was wide and imposing; it was made out of a dark 

mahogany and there were highly intricate carvings on the side panels. 

Merritt noticed that the carvings at first glance appeared to be beautiful, 

but upon further inspection, they were really tableaus of gruesomeness. 

Running throughout the door, connecting and framing each wonderfully 

gory picture was a silver snake. Thoughtlessly, like she had no control, 

Merritt reached out to touch the snake on the inlay of the door and she 

was startled to find that the metallic material of the serpentine creature 

was white hot. Yelping, Merritt suddenly became aware of how dark it 

had become, almost as if she had been standing on the porch of the house, 

looking at the scenes on the door for hours. Merritt decided that another 

knock on the door was necessary, and just as she began to tap on the pol

ished wood again, the heavy door swung open with a hiss-like creak. 

The door swung open fully to reveal a little girl clothed in a 

lovely dress. The little girl, with golden brown curls and brown eyes, 

looked up at Merritt and simply held out her hand for Merritt to hold, and 

beckoned the older girl inside the house. As Merritt stepped through the 

threshold, still holding the little girl's hand, the door closed on its own, 

making that same eerie, hissing sound. Turning her petite face towards 

Merritt, the little girl said, "I have a dolly that looks just like you. My 

dolly's name is Rose." 
Merritt smiled down at the girl but the child abruptly let go of her 

hand and turned so that she and Merritt were face-to-face. At once, the 

little girl's face went from serene and playful to something a bit too sin

ister. "You would make such a great dolly for me to play with," Frances 

whispered to her cousin. Just as the little girl finished whispering, the 
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two girls heard footfalls coming from the hall. With no time to process 
what the child had said to her, Merritt promptly forgot, and focused on 
the incoming sounds of footsteps. The little girl jerked back, grabbed for 
Merritt's hand again, and began talking about her dollies to herself as 
Merritt's long-lost aunt came through the parlor. 

Not looking up from her cell phone, the woman who just entered 
the room said, "Frances, darling, you haven't been frightening your new 
cousin already, have you dear? It's not nice to do that to people." 

The little girl, Frances, threw an impish grin in the direction of 
Merritt and said, "Of course not, Mother. I was just welcoming Merritt 
home." 

Still not looking up from her cell phone, the little girl's mother 
pursed her lips and said, "Very well. You can go play now, darling. I will 
see to it that Merritt is settled in." Finally finished with whatever she was 
doing on her state-of-the-art phone, Merritt's aunt finally looked up at her 
niece. With a tiny gasp, Merritt's aunt looked at her with what could only 
be described as contempt in her eyes and said, "My god. You really do 
look just like her." 

"My ... my mother?" Merritt questioned. "You mean I look like 
my mother?" 

"Among others, yes, I suppose you could say you could look like 
your mother, dear," Ruby replied, her face guarded. "Come along, I'll 
show you to your rooms." 

Merritt walked alongside of her glacially pretty aunt and took in 
her surroundings, feeling a strange sense of familiarity. Though Merritt 
had never visited this house before, she strangely knew that her room 
would be the last door on the right, where the room had a picture window 
looking out onto the front grass. 

Merritt looked about her new living space for the foreseeable 
future, and her aunt took the opportunity to really look Merritt over. With 
a slight eye-roll, Aunt Ruby intoned, "Well, I see I will be needing to take 
you shopping, dear. Those clothes you have now just aren't going to fit in 
here." 

Merritt looked down at her old jeans and sneakers with a sheep
ish grin. "Yeah, I didn't really dress up much back home," Merritt told 
her aunt. Gliding gracefully over to the closet, the older woman threw 
open the door, turned on the light, then looked over at the girl sitting in 
the reading area. Ruby smiled and said, "You look about the same size 
as your mother, so I am sure we can find something for you to wear for 
dinner tonight. For now, though, please look around, darling, and do call 
me if you need me." Ruby turned toward the door, but soon turned back 
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around as if she had remembered something important. "One thing, dear, 
you can look around your room all you'd like, but Merritt, don't go look

ing for trouble." The elder woman looked at Merritt for a long time with an 

indescribable look on her face. Shaking her head as if to erase something 

from her mind, Ruby turned and abruptly left the room, leaving Merritt 

alone with her thoughts. 
Standing up, Merritt's eyes first went to the large vanity set up 

near the window. The bright, turquoise colored room complimented the 
dark vanity table and mirror. The piece of furniture itself looked time
less: both ancient looking and modem, very much like the door that had 

transfixed Merritt when she first got to the house. Merritt sat down on the 

dainty stool that once been her mother's and finally stared at her reflection; 

a heart-shaped face with hazel eyes stared back at her. Shaking her long, 
dark hair out of the bun it was in, Merritt began to brush back her locks 
with her mother's brush. Brushing each strand with care, Merritt did not 
see the movement of the closet door behind her at first. Distracted by the 

ladylike pearls and jewelry strewn haphazardly upon the vanity, Merritt 
didn't notice that the door to the closet was opening completely by itself. 

Finished brushing her hair, Merritt began to look at her moth

er's jewelry in earnest. She spied countless pairs of earrings, all of which 

seemed to be made up of precious and highly expensive gemstones. Next, 

she began to look at the impressive collection of necklaces her mother 
used to own. The young girl noticed the odd necklace that was hanging on 
the vanity mirror and reached out to touch it. The necklace in question was 

long and silver, and it appeared to be an exact match of the snake that was 
on the front door of the house, just smaller. The snake necklace was dotted 

with blue and green gemstones, and Merritt, for some reason, knew that it 

was meant to be hers. Taking off the small, gold cross she had on, Merritt 

took down the necklace from its resting place, and unhooked the clasp. 
She re-clasped the piece of jewelry once it was on her neck, and only then 
did she feel the shooting, searing hot pain it produced on her skin. Think
ing that it was just a harmless static shock, Merritt sat back down upon the 

vanity bench, worrying about what she was going to wear to her welcome 

home dinner that night. 
Merritt became tired. So tired that she decided to lie down on 

her mother's old bed, and fell into a deep, undisturbed sleep. Drifting off, 

Merritt felt an abnormal rush of cold air sweep her body, but she was too 
tired to do anything about it. 

Though Merritt wasn't conscious to hear or see it open, the door 

to the room creaked with the weight of what was about to occur. Little 
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Frances, who had run off to play with her dollies, stepped into the tur
quoise room holding a doll that looked just like her cousin Merritt, except 
for its eyes. Frances' doll had bright blue eyes that seemed too realistic 
to be on something that wasn't living. The brown haired child tiptoed to
wards the sleeping Merritt and carefully laid down her doll on the side of 
the bed. Frances then made the doll's necklace visible, and, curiously, it 

· was the same exact piece of jewelry that Merritt had put on, just a minia
ture version fit for a doll. The snake necklace and its twin lay side-by-side 
with Merritt and her lookalike doll. Stepping back toward the door, Fran
ces yelled out to her mother, "They are ready, Mommy! Hurry up!" 

The dining room table was set up for a grand feast, but there were 
only going to be three diners at the table that night. Ruby and her daughter 
sat on opposite sides of the ornate table that was decorated with a repeat
ing pattern of elaborate yet off-putting snakes. The head of the table was 
empty, and the mother and daughter were waiting for the guest of honor to 
arrive. Hearing the telltale footsteps of someone nearing, Ruby looked up 
with a smirk on her face as a girl with long, dark hair entered the room and 
sat down at her place at the head of the table. The girl with an elegantly 
heart-shaped face was carrying one of Frances' dolls with her, and as she 
sat down, she handed it to the little girl. To the untrained or unaware, it 
appeared that the guest of honor was none other than Merritt Will em, but 
as Frances looked into the bright blue eyes of the girl staring back at her, 
the little girl smiled and knew that it worked. The elder girl handed back 
the doll to Frances, but the porcelain toy had slightly changed. The doll's 
eyes were now a lovely shade ofhazel instead of the bright blue color they 
had previously been that morning. Sitting down and accepting a glass of 
wine, the guest of honor looked over at Ruby, who said with a knowing 
smile, "Welcome back, Rose." 

Frances, who couldn't be bothered with dinner, turned to the guest 
of honor and said, "Would you like to meet my dolly? Her name is Mer
ritt." 
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Dole Crawford 
Unholy Prayers 

The Praying Mantis upsets my skin. 
An insect with eyes within eyes -
too damn big and scary to live. 
Deception and terror await your prey. 
Alien form with razor spiked legs 
strike and clutch helpless victims 
while throat biting. 

Daddy Longlegs and Black Widows invoke 
less fear than your calculating mind. 
Stealthy stalking kills mice and snakes
even your own kind you cannibalize. 
Razor mouth and cocking head search. 
You become the bramble that conceals 
your godless doom. 

Insidious grandeur hiding in prayer. 
Dominant in conflict and cunning, 
you play dead while waiting to kill. 
Like a monster from another planet -
you fly and land unannounced- waiting to incise. 
Upsetting the landscape with your unholiness, 
How dare you. 

Roaming anywhere you want, like Daniel Boone. 
Invading and indignant, a most terrifying insect. 

Now buzz away- to Mount Rushmore if you dare. 
Land upon the lisping lip of Lincoln. 
Descend upon the heavy brow of Roosevelt. 
Absent of all good manners and charm, 
you disgust me. 

The unmitigated gall and audacity. 
Landing upon me that fateful summer day 
was an intrusion imposed that scars me. 
My dreadful terror as you readied to 
feast and feed as if I am your host. 
A sniper of the insect world, 

I must kill. 

58 



Jock Wooldridge 
The Lights and the Stars 

"Kyle," Caleb said in his calmest, most reasonable voice as he 
rapped on the trailer door with his knuckles. "Are you awake? Are you 
decent?" 

Kyle grunted twice and shifted around a bit, before thumping over 
to the door and opening it. Sunlight streamed into the dusty trailer, illu
minated the pentagram paperweight pushing down on a massive pile of 
newspapers, forms, and lurid Judas Noose fanfiction. The scanner sat open 
on a table near the bed, and a shredder hummed in the comer, chewing up 
a thick wad of paper, then jammed with a click. 

"I'm dressed, but I'm never decent." Kyle was dressed in a red 
bathrobe, his eyes staring out red-rimmed and his beard untrimmed. He 
had a leather-bound book under his arm, what Caleb could see of the spine 
reading -ICON. 

A drawing blew off the bedside table, swept across the trailer, and 
Caleb caught it. "Who the hell is Octopus Boy?" 

Kyle's eyes widened. "Oh, shit, I thought I shredded that. I mean
it's nothing, Caleb. Just some character for a comic based on my life. The 
artist wanted me to have it." 

Caleb glanced up, tapping the sheet of paper. "It's signed xoxo 
Octopus Boy. See you soon!" 

Kyle stared back, and folded his arms. "Well, that's his name, 
then. Or it's a joke. I don't know." He scratched his forehead around the 
side of his green Mohawk. 

Caleb winced slightly as he stepped up the rickety stairs into the 
trailer, and set the piece of paper down on the table again. "They're wait
ing for you." 

Kyle snorted and grabbed a beer bottle perched beside his rum
pled bed. "Let the vultures gather. I ain't taking interviews until noon." He 
rubbed the bridge of his nose. "What time's the concert, anyway?" 

Caleb shook his head. "Starts at nine tonight. But I don't mean the 
press." 

# 
Gnarl Walker, lesser demon and record-industry oligarch, dressed 

in a two-piece black suit, a bowler, and dark glasses, held a Blackberry 
in one massive, clawed hand. He grinned when Kyle and Caleb entered 
the room, and leaned back in his reinforced seat, which creaked under the 
creature's weight. "Good to see you, Kyle." He gestured to the chair 
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across from him. 
Kyle didn't sit. "Mr. Noose, please. My friends call me Kyle." 

Caleb stopped beside him, awkward, cringing inwardly. He folded 

his hands behind his back to keep from wringing them. "Come on, Kyle, 

don't antagonize the man- the thing. If any of them knew. .. well, they don't 

call hell the Pits of Suffering for no reason." 
The demon frowned, but then his grin returned with a vengeance. 

"Well, the word on the street is ... " He scratched his cheek with a finely 

manicured claw. "The word on the digital street, anyway ... is that you're 

planning something big for the anniversary concert tonight." 

Kyle nodded, a smile flickering across his lips. "That's right, Mr. 

Walker. Something big. Something that'll blow the socks off the Lords of 

Hell, I assure you." 
Caleb winced, and he coughed to cover the motion. How could 

Kyle be so calm, sitting there, staring down a demon? His heart was 

pounding in his chest like it might explode from between his ribs. "What 

Mr. Noose means, sir, is that we're planning something both tasteful and 

edifying." 
The demon switched his glare to Caleb, and he immediately re

gretted speaking up. "And you, Green. First you tum your back on all this, 

go to join some backwards resurrection cult up in the mountains, and now 

you're back and everything's normal again? I find your supposed change 

of heart a little hard to believe." 
Kyle folded his arms, eyes narrowed. "It doesn't matter, Walker, 

if you believe him or not. I have complete faith in Caleb's ... faith." He 

grimaced, and shook his head. 
Gnarl Walker frowned, still scratching his cheek, his eyes boring 

into Kyle's with a million-mile stare. "As your producer, Mr. Noose, I feel 

that I should be privy to certain information." 
Kyle's smile widened. "I really don't agree." 
Gnarl folded his hands in front of him. "And this new stuff you're 

doing. It's not rock, it's not punk, it's barely even music." 
Kyle raised an eyebrow, but said nothing. 
They glared at each other across the desk, and then the demon 

leaned forward, placing both his soft crimson hands on the wood with a 

scratching of claws. "I've watched you from the start, Noose, and you've 

always been strange. Strange for a human, anyway. But lately you've 

seemed erratic. Dangerous. A lot of important people will be there tonight, 

Noose. They'll be expecting you, as the man who started it all, to give 

them something to remember." 
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Kyle bowed his head. "I assure you, Mr. Walker, they will remem
ber tonight for the rest of their lives." 

# 
They took a cab down to Bob's Hellfire Bar, the local boozer that 

was hastily renamed in the aftermath of the End Times. Bob, now in his 
sixties, was a huge, bald, mustached man in a white suit coat and ebony 
walking cane, smoking a cigar and greeting his regulars with genial blas
phemy. The bar's interior was made out in dark oak paneling, maroon cur
tains and wall hangings, and paintings of various infernal lords glowering 
down from thrones of human corpses. The air was filled with clouds of 
pungent blue and black smoke. 

Kyle and the aging proprietor met in the center of the room, and 
for a moment the huge man looked like he wanted to reach out with his 
mammoth hands and ring Kyle's neck. Then his self-preservation kicked 
in, and he grabbed the hand of the man who'd impregnated his daughter 
and then run off with all his silverware. He pumped it up and down, grin
ning daggers at both of them. Everyone knew Kyle "Judas" Noose was 
the Devil's Golden Boy- you could take that whichever way you wanted 
- and the Prince of Darkness had razed an entire city block when a Lust
themed waitress slapped him in Las Vegas. "My boy, my boy, my boy. 
How are you?" 

Caleb stepped in before Kyle could say anything to really get the 
man angry. "A private room, please, Bob. Your special room. The sound
proofed one." 

Bob raised an eyebrow and gave a shaky laugh, but then he met 
Caleb's eyes and nodded. "I'll go make sure Vito and his boys get their 
snitch out of there, Mr. Green." He glanced at Kyle, who had arrived at the 
bar and was signing autographs on napkins. He lowered his voice. "Just 
please don't let him order drinks for everyone, on the house." 

There was a warbling note in his voice, and Caleb found himself 
feeling a little sorry for the mob boss and barman. "Of course." 

Five minutes later, they were in the Quiet Room, both of them 
pointedly ignoring the red handprints on the walls and the lingering me
tallic stink. Kyle pulled his pocket King James from his leather jacket- a 
banned object, as even the most open-minded of demons knew which side 
they were working for. 

"The funny thing about angels, Caleb." Kyle's voice was a low 
rumble as he thumbed through the volume. "They never return my calls. 
It's maddening." 

The End Times hadn't completely sheared away the veil of clay, 
but they made it a little more malleable. Trains covered in spike-impaled 
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traitors roared through New York, running on the spectral essence of tor
tured spirits. Imps worked in foreign sweatshops, tirelessly producing 
sneakers and cheap shirts in return for a steady diet of souls. Miracles, and 
their infernal counterparts, became cheap as dirt. And God, just like the 
Devil, was only a phone call away. 

Or a text message, for that matter, though He rarely checked his 
cell. 

Kyle held out his cellphone, and Caleb drew a box containing the 
finger bones of two martyrs, priests who had died fighting the inevitable 
tide of Hellspawn, as well as three grains of incense. They performed the 
rite of consecration on the phone. Caleb still felt a bit guilty - it seemed 
an awfully profane use for the ritual, even if it was the only way to get in 
touch with the Almighty and his Angels. 

Kyle took the phone back, then typed in a random series of num
bers. Gabriel picked up on the third ring, and his voice echoed out through 
the speakers, inhumanly loud even though he wasn't on speakerphone. "In 
answer to the question you were going to ask, Betrayer, the legions are 
ready. The real question is, are you? Will you release the seals that bind 
Earth to the Lords of Hell?" 

Kyle leaned back in his seat, grinning broadly. "Oh, of course, my 
friend, of course. I'm looking forward to seeing the looks on their faces. 
Will you hold up your end of the bargain? I get full amnesty, remember, 
and a pool full of everlasting champagne and strippers." He paused. "The 
strippers need not be everlasting. Just the champagne." 

Gabriel paused for a long moment, before responding. "Of- of 
course. I- I must go prepare." The line went dead. 

Kyle chuckled to himself as he put the phone away. "That's anoth
er thing about angels, Caleb. Really awful liars." 

Caleb stared at him. "You're not going to do anything rash, are 
you?" 

Kyle's eyes were blank and cold. "Rash? Me?" He chuckled. "No, 
I'm done with these idiots. You know, I thought unleashing Hell would 
mean, well, the end of everything. But things just stayed about the same. 
If anything, they got more the same." Kyle sighed. "Look, Caleb, I know 
you're having difficulty, but you just have to trust me. I don't like current 
events any more than you do." He tapped the pocket of his dusty jacket, a 
subconscious motion, and Caleb saw the comer of that leather-bound book 
sticking out. "Can you trust me?" 

"Of course, of course." Caleb smiled, but it didn't reach his eyes. 
He would get a look at that book. 
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Backstage. Before the show. Dust shimmered as it rained from 
the rafters of the ancient opera house now playing host to a collection of 
demons and damned, not to mention several lords of Hell and the Prince 
of Darkness himself, in the top box. "Ladies and gentlemen, devils, lords 
and ladies, your Infernalness ... please welcome the music sensation that 
took the world by storm before spelling its demise, the Opener ofthe Way, 
the Betrayer, the Lord of Punk, the man with the Mohawk himself, Judas 
Noose!" And the crowd roared, distant, like a tide crashing on a stony 
shore. 

Kyle's coat hung on a peg, dusty and dark, the book still peeking 
out of the pocket. Caleb hesitated before grabbing it. It felt unpleasantly 
soft and warm, and he yanked it out of the coat pocket as Kyle screamed 
something unintelligible and started up with his first number. It was struc
tured like a hymn, and by the end of it, if all went well, the Earth would 
be once again open to angelic influence. After ten long years, everything 
would be alright. 

Except it wouldn't. Because Caleb knew the book in his hands. He 
dropped it hurriedly, his skin crawling, then turned and ran for the stage. 
His heartbeat pounded in his ears. He had to stop Kyle, stop him before it 
was far too late. 

The scanner. The shredder. The pieces of paper. It all made sense 
now. He was copying a ritual from that book. He was going to bring Them 
here. 

Behind Caleb, in the shadows of the backstage, the Necronomicon 
lay where he had left it, bound in a sheet of human skin. 

# 
The Archangel Gabriel was the first to arrive as the song drew to 

a close, shimmering out of the air and slamming down onto the stage with 
enough force to splinter the wood. He cast one burning glance at Kyle, 
then spread his massive wings and leaped into the air, sword raised, to
wards the top box. He and Satan met with a clash of steel against claws. 

Security guards, led by a snarling Gnarl Walker, swarmed the 
stage, then fell back as angels popped into existence and swung their glow
ing swords. The doors slammed open, and glowing ranks poured down the 
aisles, hacking with abandon at the stunned audience. 

And in the calm eye of the storm, smiling below his cold, dead 
eyes, Judas Noose drew a folded sheet of paper from his pocket and 
struck a strange, shivering chord on his guitar. It was a noise no instrument 
should have been able to make. Up above, as if in answer, thunder crashed. 

Caleb charged through the panicked crowd, and ducked beneath a 



casual sword swipe from an avenging angel. Claws flashed and flames 
roared in the darkness. The whole room hung with the stink of wood smoke 
and blood and brimstone as demons died. Tapestries on the walls depicting 
the wailing damned caught alight, smoldering and adding to the confusion. 

He hurled himself away from a fiery whip that cracked and lit a 
foppish demon ablaze, then he was up on the stage, and the air was thrum
ming with an unheard chord. Thunder exploded above, and he remem
bered the forecast for the evening - cloudy, but with no chance of storms. 

It wasn'tjust a double-cross, then, it was a triple-cross. Kyle stood 
in the center of the stage, the other musicians bleeding out or running for 
their lives. He stared up at the ceiling, a beatific smile on his face, and hit 
another chord, reading off a sheet in his hand. This time, the whole build
ing shook, and a sound like a twanging sawblade rang through the air. 
Dust and mortar rained from the ceiling, where a massive wrought-iron 
chandelier swung back and forth. 

With dawning horror, demons and angels pulled away from each 
other and stared at the stage. Gabriel glanced up, his hands wrapped 
around Satan's bulging throat as the Prince of Darkness clawed out the 
angel's glimmering intestines. The room rang with the sudden absence of 
sound. 

Caleb charged at Kyle, his fists raised, his eyes bulging. "This 
wasn't the deal, Noose!" In the silence, his voice echoed across the cav
ernous room. He grabbed the guitar and yanked on it as his old friend 
struck another unearthly chord, bringing them face to grinning face. 

Kyle's smile was fixed, and under it he was straining. Sweat 
poured down his face. "I told you, Caleb, demons are boring. Angels are 
boring. This whole damn world bores me. I just wanted it all to fucking 
end." His voice was ragged, and he reached out to strike another chord. 

Caleb gripped his hand as Gabriel shoved away from the top box, 
sword raised, unaware or uncaring about his mortal injury. He didn't shout 
or bluster, he just dove straight for them. 

Kyle stretched out his fingers, his gaze boring into Caleb's eyes, 
and a horrible, discordant series of notes emitted from the speakers behind 
him. It filled the chamber, but was eclipsed in moments by a grinding, 
growling noise as the roof tore apart. Tiles and shingles rained into the 
opera house, and high above, the storm clouds opened to reveal a swirling 
vortex of darkness. 

Tentacles the size of skyscrapers whipped through the opening 
and flung rubble and wreckage into the darkening sky. A smaller form, 
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a figure with a head frosted in billowing tentacles, descended with arms 
outstretched, eyes closed. 

Kyle stared up at the sky, still smiling. "People say the Devil has 
all the good music, Caleb, but he doesn't. I mean, God gets the stirring 
hymns, and Satan the screeching metal, but they don't have the really 
good music. The stuff that makes your hair stand on end, that makes you 
want to cry and vomit at the same time." 

The Archangel Gabriel rallied his angels and winged up into the 
sky, and Lucifer smashed through what remained of the roof to follow. 
The sky turned into a battleground, a bloodbath, tentacles whipping, 
swords flashing, flames leaping from demon throats. 

Caleb stood in the emptying opera house as thunder rolled, 
watching Gabriel being tom to pieces by a creature that looked like a 
cross between a squid and a lobster with a thousand glittering eyes. Kyle 
spoke from behind him. "Hell on Earth isn't really that... hellish. Notre
ally. People are still people, and governments don't get significantly more 
evil with demons in change. No matter how screwed over everyone is, at 
least they're still alive. It takes a madman to really mess up the Rapture." 

He put an arm across Caleb's shoulders. "These guys, they don't 
want to rule, they don 't want to sort by sheep and goats, they don 't even 
want your soul to roast in hell. They just want to kill us all. I don't know 
about you, but I find that refreshing." 

Caleb nodded, dumbly, as the world ended in a rain of tentacles. 



-

Untitled Ariana Paglione 
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Shoun Duffy 

The First Occurrence 
"Bad ghosts drive out good. They drive out everything else, too. " 

- Shirley Jackson, The Haunting of Hill House 

"You drive like a maniac." My mother's voice croaked from the 
passenger's seat. 

Rain fell against the cobblestone in long sheets of glass, shatter
ing as they ricocheted against the monochromatic surface. The car's tires 
rolled over those stones with zeal, perhaps a little too quickly on the 
wet ground, and we slid into an empty parking space. My mother's eyes 
jumped to mine, and I dare say I could hear her heart slamming against 
her ribcage, as mine was. We were living in Philadelphia at the time; 
I remember those cobblestones well, and driving over them was hell. 
Mom had just gotten new tires on the car - money we had to use from 
my father's life insurance policy. He had died a few months before ... 
murdered. I was seventeen. 

It was a rotten night and the darkness was so thick it settled 
around my shoulders and down my back like a velvet blanket. I threw 
some coins in the meter and took my time up the steps of a beautiful co
lonial two story, for fear of slipping. The fear of falling, of being tripped 
up by gravity, is a very human fear. The fear that would settle in my 
heart, in the very seams of my soul on that night, was not anything close 
to human. Then again, neither was I. 

Old City was full of colonials, beautiful old buildings with a 
'Historical Society' plaque on every other door-front. This particular 
colonial, however, had a looming darkness that I couldn't place- a 
stain upon its aura, if you will. "Quit staring, you'll catch your death in 
the cold." Mom had been on edge since my dad died, but the drawing 
darkness had gotten to her too. I could see it in her gaze. I shook off 
the chill and rung the bell, a spine-tingling sound that ran throughout 
the building as if it were a hollow tree. A tall, grey-skinned woman 
answered the door, whose clothes and bun were as tight as her hide. 
Something crept along my spine as the woman watched us from behind 
her sharpened bifocals, and a grim smell poured from the doorway and 
into the air around my nose. The ghastly woman held an aged volume, 
thickly bound with parchment, through which she combed upon regard
ing us. "Jacquelyn and Valarie Aerith. We 're expected." I spoke for the 
first time that night. "For the cocktail party," my mother's strained voice 
followed; she was as shaken by the deathly stench in the air as I was. 
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Candles danced in every window of the house like eyes. As we 
entered the establishment I found that candles were the only consis-
tent form of lighting, as if electricity and the modem day had not yet 
touched this realm. Shadows dashed back and forth under my feet, pro
jected from cats crawling upon the high furniture . There were dozens of 
the mangy things, malnourished and feral- street cats. Odd. 

The grey woman had led us into a circular room with purple 
armschairs set across the few curtained windows. The walls were a 
dark wine color, but the room was adversely bright from all of the 
candlelight, a major plus. The knots in my shoulders began to loosen 
at the sight of all the smiling middle-aged faces. There were laughing 
women holding martini glasses sprawled on every chair, and I noticed 
the glasses were filled with some strangely thickened liquid. I glanced 
at my mother and found her smiling like the women. She needed some 
normalcy in her life. It was nice of my father's old schoolmate to have 
found her. The host appeared, donned in a similar smile as the rest of 
her company, blonde, and somewhat resembling a bulldog in the face. 
Despite this, the only truly odd thing about this woman was her eyes; 
her pupils were almost cat-like. But I couldn't get a clean look. "Wel
come ladies! Thank you so much for coming, you have no idea what 
it means to us ... " Her words trailed off as she spread out her hands tore
gard the women, who were watching us with special attention. Or, more 
appropriately, like hungry snakes watch wounded mice. "Our pleasure, 

. Judith." We were seated next to a chatty woman named Daniella, who 
seemed to be of Latin origin, and her ethnic opposite, Helen- a tall 
Anglo with light red hair. There was bright discussion of literature, the 
job market, gas prices - all teatime talk- and briefly of husbands. At 
that point those odd drinks were again distributed. "White chocolate 
liqueur, pumpkin liqueur and vodka, dear," Judith assured me, "unless 
you would prefer apple." 

"I'm underage," I said dryly, to which she replied with a pat 
on my head and a wink. The response rightly ruffled my feathers, and I 
sipped the beverage modestly under her watchful eye. The night droned 
on with trivial conversation and silly games, which began to make me 
drowsy. "My brother found the perfect man for me, he said," Judy was 
screaming in a drunken haze, "he said he saw a man pushing his dog 
around in a little blue stroller ... " Laughter erupted as my vision blurred. 
I strained to keep my eyes open but the influence of sleep was strong 
and insistent. I caught the sight of my mother's glass slipping from her 
hand in a similar fashion. Something wasn't right. I had only finished 
maybe an eighth of the concoction. It was so strong I could hardly get it 
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past my nose. My eyes drooped but my attention never faltered, and I 
listened to the room grow quiet once more. Then, furniture was moving. 
No, I was moving. Or both. I felt a hard, cool surface slide under my 
back, and reality swung back to me. My eyes slid open and focused on 
that wine colored ceiling. Wait, the ceiling had been white before. The 
walls were now black, and windowless. I managed to pull myself up on 
an angle with some difficulty to view the rest of the space. Hardwood 
floors, bookshelves stocked with stacks of literature, as well as deadly 
nightshade - a witch's favorite. A pair of stark, yellow eyes obstructed 
my sight further. Then purring. All I could hear was purring. Cats were 
covering us. They were everywhere, looking as sickly and as harmless as 
mental patients. Cats were a powerful source of energy, but the only power 
that could be drawn from these beasts was a dark kind. Shadows began to 
gather at the ends of my vision - cloaked figures I suppose. My mother 
groaned next to me, finally coming to from her stupor. "Welcome back," I 
murmured. "You didn't miss much." A low, growling chant buzzed around 
us, and I deduced it came from the cloaked women. "Surgite, nocte si
dus nostris. Surge, vocat te sumus." Someone, or thing, hollered. My foot 
brushed some chalky substance. Of course, a circle. They were trying to 
call up something. Something dark. Good, great. The invocation and hum 
of voices grew more violent, and they swayed at their posts. A trill of 
power passed through me, and I could feel their influence growing. Hardly 
seasoned as I was in this kind of dark art, I could still feel the evil swelling 
the room. A force struck our circle, the one containing my mother and me, 
and linked it with another, a circle reserved for something stronger. "Vala
rie ... "My mother rasped, "You have to get out of here." 

"We leave together," I said, my voice harsh from the amount of 
power pulsating through me, as ifl could manipulate it as the other witch
es were. Wait, that's it. I turned to my mother, "You can feel it, can't you?" 
I screamed at her. At first I thought she couldn't hear me, but as I watched 
her eyes glaze over with fear, I realized they were locked past me. From 
the floor, a form had begun to rise up - like a tree. There was a membrane 
of goo, of a placenta tissue covering the bulge underneath. Great dark 
claws ripped at the film, and as it opened a purplish liquid ran down the 
center. A crooked figure lifted itself onto its bended hind legs, and where 
hair and skin should have been the creature was without, but at the same 
time with. Patches of pelt clung to its front, and in the place of a full cov
ering, bare veins and muscles worked against visible black bone. The only 
vaguely recognizable feature of the thing was its eyes, goat-like, but also 
narrowed like a eat's with the pupil a growing line down the center. It was 
a mess of organs amassed in a translucent covering, and it was heading 
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straight for us. Its long jaws, narrowed into points and blackened like 

death, gnashed at its warped mouth, as it crept toward the edge of its circle. 
"Mom-" I strained for her attention, "can you feel it?" I watched cognition 

conquer the fear behind her eyes. "No." Suddenly I felt cold, and alone. If 

you can feel it, then you can control it. I finished the thought in my own 

mind. I looked past the daemon, hurtling itself on its uneven legs and 
then onto the line that connected our circle. The line bounced to the beat 
of our hearts, frantically, and I realized it was our lifeline the beast was 

straddling. For strength, demons need blood. To even begin its servitude, a 
dark power requires a blood sacrifice. Which would be us, ifl didn't hurry. 

I looked past the terror to any help from our surroundings. The books ... I 

couldn't throw a book at this distance. Throwing a book at a demon would 

probably do nothing more than piss it off. Think Val, think. The only other 
objects that could be manipulated in this room were the cats and the night
shade. The cats were being used as conduits already to a much stronger 
magic than my own, and the nightshade seemed the obvious and most 
applicable tool. I used my skills in earth manipulation as a fuel for my 

power. As I concentrated, the voices and screams began to melt away, and 

I felt the warmth of the sun move down my arms and the cool touch of 

green between my fingertips. I became one with the element that I sought 

to control. I knew the earth. I trusted the earth. The earth would save me. 

The creature knew what I was doing; he tried to pry open my eyes from 
his grip on my lifeline, through the aura from which he would feed. He 
was getting hungrier as he watched me struggle. I was in tune with him. 

I felt the green begin to move, to grow, with my prodding, and the vines 
of nightshade covered the congregation. Thicker and thicker it wound its 

victims, my victims, into its grip, and rung them out like wet towels. The 

poison ripped into their veins, and the creature began to loose a grip on the 

power, on my power. I was standing, and the screams crashed back into 
my ears like a wave. The room was completely encased in green, and the 
ground had begun to swallow the struggling monster back into its abyss. 

The house creaked and groaned as the infestation of the plant into its ev
ery orifice took hold, as if the house was dying with the suffocation of the 

witches' power. The creature's fight had not diminished with its influence, 

and it looked me dead in the eyes as it gurgled, "Non perfecit." Not fin

ished. I looked to my mother, whose binds had been burned through by 
the nightshade's deadly vine. The power that hung in the air drove out my 
empathy, and any reason to spare this being of utter destruction. I didn't 

want her to witness whether or not I failed. 
"Mom, run." 
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Jessica Borends 

Toste 
It was summer. The noon sun burned brightly and breathed its 

warmth into everything it touched. The breeze outside was so temper
ate, so refreshing, that the cathedral windows in the spacious living room 
were opened to let it in-but not for its rejuvenating nature. The fact that 
the breeze was warm meant that the particles floating in it were moving at 
a faster rate, which allowed the notes emitting from the piano in the living 
room to be swept up to the robotics engineer-who was cooped up in the 
heart of the building-as though he were in the same room. The notes 
arising in the living room floated into the air like the drifting petals of the 
ornamental pear trees outside, lilting about the entire house, refracting the 
sunlight that poured into the windows and filling the house with an abun
dance of warmth. The entire house was flooded with creativity; it churned 
forth, bubbled over, and its flow seemed ceaseless-until the doorbell 
rang. Like a startled souffle, the music fell, and with it the creative energy 
that it generated. 

"Sebastian!" called the engineer from within the belly of beast, 
his voice echoing in the now stifling silence. 

"Yes, Father?" replied the pianist. 
"See who's at the door." 
"Certainly, Father." 
Sebastian gracefully rose from his seat in front of the black grand 

piano and strode towards the ornate front door. When he opened it, he was 
greeted with the presence of a little girl. 

"Can I help you, Miss?" he inquired kindly. 
She was young (he estimated ten), and her Girl Scout uniform 

hung loosely around her impossibly lanky frame. Clinging onto a shoul
der that barely existed was a large mesh bag, its contents appearing to be 
ofboxes of cookies. Her large, black-framed glasses swallowed her small 
face, and the bright blue eyes that peered from behind them grew large 
with fear when they encountered the hulking presence that opened the 
door. 

Instinctively, the girl bolted from the porch, emitting a high
pitched scream as she went. But who could blame her? She was expecting 
to be greeted by the man who she knew lived there-not by a formal
ly-dressed, seven-and-a-half foot tall, patina slate grey suit of medieval 
armor with glowing blue photoelectric eyes. 

"Please, don't be frightened! I have no intention of hurting you!" 
he called to her, hoping that it wasn't too late to reassure the girl. ?l 



At this the little girl stopped-but not until she was a decent dis
tance from Sebastian. She turned to face him, hesitant yet curious. He 

continued, "I'm terribly sorry about that, Miss. I know that my appearance 

is unconventional-and clearly even frightening-but I assure you that I 
have no ill intentions. You have my word." 

"Are you sure, Mister?" 
"I'm absolutely positive, Miss." 
It might have been the naivete that comes with youth, or it might 

have been the combination of Sebastian's reassuring words, manner, and 

gentle voice, but whatever the cause, the little girl seemed to relax, to be

gin trusting the android. Her steps cautious, she nonetheless proceeded to 

the front door until Sebastian was looming over her from the doorway. 
"So, how can I help you, Miss?" 
The girl was comfortable now, and her bubbly personality started 

to show itself. 
"Would you like to buy some Girl Scout cookies, Mister? I'm 

trying to raise money for my troop, so I need to sell as many cookies as 

possible. And ifl sell a certain amount, I'll even get a badge! So, will you 
please buy some cookies? Please? I have a lot of :flavors to choose from!" 

If Sebastian could be charmed, he was at this moment. The girl 

seemed sweet and honest enough (she even confessed that she was out 
selling cookies for a partially selfish reason), and he did feel remorseful 
for having terrified her prior. Thus, he determined that he would aid the 
girl in meeting her goal. 

"I would be delighted to help your cause, Miss, but I'm afraid that 

I must ask my father if he would like to purchase some of your cookies. 

You see, I'm unable to consume food; I'm afraid that I wasn't built with 
digestive capabilities." 

The last bit of information seemed to shock the girl, a mixture of 
perturbation and confusion forming on her face. 

"Does that mean that you can 't taste anything?" 
"Correct." 
"So, you've never tasted how sweet a cookie is? How yummy 

they are and how happy they make you because they taste so good? Or 

how awful vegetables like Brussels sprouts taste and how they make you 

feel gross after you eat them?" 
Sebastian had never really thought about food before. After all, he 

was powered by electricity; he had no need for sustenance in the human 
sense of the term. And his father, who worked ceaselessly in his lab, rarely 

consumed anything (which Sebastian found troubling), so the thought of 

food didn't often occur to him. However, the query of the Girl Scout 
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suddenly made him aware of his curious lack of this basic human sense. 
"Why, no, I haven't," he replied, his gaze drifting away in a bout 

of contemplation. 
The little girl gasped dramatically. "That's horrible! You're miss

ing out on so much!" 
"Really? I had no idea ... " Sebastian trailed off, his central pro

cessing unit wandering down roads less travelled pertaining to this topic. 
Suddenly, though, he was wrenched from his thoughts by the calls of his 
father from within the building. 

"Sebastian! What does the person at the door want?" 
"Oh! I'm sorry, Father! A Girl Scout is here selling cookies, and 

she would like to know if you would be interested in purchasing some," 
the android called back into the cavernous room behind him. 

"I don't have time to buy cookies! Send her away!" the engineer 
called back, his curt remarks echoing painfully. 

Sebastian turned to the girl, who looked defeated, her attempts at 
success having been thwarted cruelly. An air of regret emanated from his 
body language; his face was constructed to be forever neutral, so the best 
way for him to convey his emotions was through physical gestures. He 
felt terrible and wished to make up for the trauma that he had put the little 
girl through, but he was powerless. The least he could do was apologize 
for his ineffectiveness. 

"I'm sorry, Miss. Truly, I wish that I could help you, but as you've 
heard, my father is not interested in purchasing your cookies today. Per
haps if you came back at a later time he might change his mind. Though, 
to be honest, the likelihood of that occurring is relatively small." 

"It's okay, Mister," replied the Girl Scout with an injured smile. 
"I appreciate your trying to help me out, though." 

"I'm just sorry that I couldn't do more," Sebastian said, his tone 
regretful. 

"It's okay; it's not your fault," the little girl offered, turning away 
from the towering android as she prepared to go, her frail hand grasping 
the strap of her bag of cookies as a means of anchoring it down onto her 
shoulder. 

"Well, take care, Miss; please be safe. And good luck with your 
future sales. I hope that all goes well for you and that you reach all of your 
goals." 

"Thank you, Mister! Take care!" she called, waving back at Se
bastian as she departed, an act that he mirrored. 

Sebastian stood in the doorway watching the fragile Girl Scout 
trek down the driveway. The warm summer breeze shook the still-bloom-
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ing trees lining the path, making it seem as if even they were waving good

bye to her. He watched the girl depart until the trees blocked her from his 

view. He then immersed himself back into the house, gently shutting the 

grand door behind him. 

Normally, Sebastian would have promptly returned to playing the 

piano after the object that distracted him from his task had departed. This 

time, however, though the first distraction was gone, a new one had taken 

its place. Instead of approaching the piano, Sebastian merely contemplat

ed the instrument for a moment. Then, in a stroke of rebellion, he strode 

past it and began ascending the large central staircase of the house, his 

hand feeling the smoothness of the railing as it glided up with each rising 

step. He knew that his father would be quite upset with him for not doing 

as he was told, but he could only do so once the question that was plaguing 

him was answered. 
After winding down several hallways and passing by numerous 

unoccupied rooms, Sebastian finally arrived at the doorway of the heart of 

both the home and his father: his father's lab. Strewn about the room were 

nearly untraceable routes of electrical wires, an array of tools, numerous 

pieces of metal, and all sorts of mechanical and electrical objects. The room 

oozed technology and experimentation. Among the chaos of the room was 

Sebastian's father, busily scribbling down calculations and tweaking his 

latest potentially breakthrough creation. Not wanting to forcefully jar his 

father from his focus, Sebastian gently rapped at the lab's door. 
"Excuse me, Father, but- " 

"Why aren't you playing the piano?" the engineer queried blunt-

ly. 
"Don't worry, Father; I'll resume my playing in a few moments. 

But, I have a question for you first, ifl may ask it?'' 
"Go on," his father stated simply, his attention to his task at hand 

not wavering for even a second. 
"May I ask why I wasn't constructed with the basic human sense 

of taste?" Sebastian questioned hesitantly, afraid that his inquiry would 

somehow draw out the wrath of his father. 
For once the engineer's response was delayed-but only for a few 

seconds, and he ceaselessly persisted in his undertaking even during this 

verbal hiccup. 
"There was no need for it, just like there was no need to give you a 

functioning digestive tract. You were built just to make music on a contin

uous basis; there is no other reason for your being. And you can't produce 

a constant stream of music if you have to stop and eat and, subsequently, 
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relieve your bowels all the time. Happy now?" 
Sebastian wasn't, but he pretended to be. 
"Yes, Father." 
"Now, go back downstairs and keep playing. I can't concentrate 

without music." 
"Yes, Father." 

Resignedly, Sebastian left the engineer's presence and returned 
downstairs. When he was facing the black grand piano once again, he felt 
an odd sense of animosity towards the thing, but that feeling was quickly 
replaced with contentment. Granted, he was forever chained to the instru
ment; playing music was his sole purpose in life, and he could never pur
sue outside interests if he ever had them. However, his playing made his 
father happy, and if he could make his father happy, then he was happy
at least that's what he told himself. With neither a word nor fuss , Sebastian 
obediently seated himself in front of the piano, and his delicately crafted 
fingers began to chum forth the sweet melody that his father loved so dear
ly. 

Untitled Ariana Paglione 
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Nick Heacock 

Movie Monsters 
When watching horror films, 
I press pause the first time the monsters are shown. 
They look the same nearly every time- darkness surrounding 
their lurking forms- arms posed for attack-
light illuminating their inhuman eyes-
I know I'm supposed to hate 
these beasts, but has anyone ever thought 
about how they feel? 
Maybe The Thing is suffering from an identity crisis
It's possible nuclear testing created Godzilla-
I'm pretty sure Dracula has Spectrophobia-
and I think The Creature From The Black Lagoon had a bad man
Icure. 
Maybe this type of thinking has made me too forgiving. 

Because once the villains are beaten 
and the movies end, 
I tum on the news and see Gaddafi's 
blood encrusted body being dragged out of a hole. 
Then I think back to 2011 when the streets filled up 
with rejoicing public voices 
after Seal Team Six killed Bin Laden
and I remember feeling 
strange- a sentiment between bloodlust 
and tenderness that's hard to describe. 

So that's how we frame our compassion
unreliable, lagging in low 
resolution- like visual white noise 
on the cellphone camera screen 
capturing Saddam Hussein's 
execution. Watching 
these scenes, I find myself disbelieving 
that such plain looking creatures could have made themselves 
the main antagonists of our story. 
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Centenary College's 
Creative Writing Deportment 

Centenary College now offers new options 
to inspired students with a concentration or minor 
in Creative Writing. The Creative Writing minor 
allows students from any major to participate in a 
series of creative courses and benefit from an add
ed credential on their transcripts. Creative Writing 

J courses offer opportunities for self-expression and 
.. :" help develop linguistic skills that enable students 

):.j) to present information or insights in more color-

li ful, interesting ways. 

< Students may focus on poetry, fiction, cre
ative nonfiction, or a mixture of genres. The on
site writing courses will rotate between poetry 
and prose. The online courses alternate in reverse. 
This plan will allow students to 
continue writing in the genre of their choice. 

Offerings: The Craft of Poetry 
The Craft of Prose 
Prose Workshop 
Advanced Essay Writing 




