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You know, heaven,
where the tops of clouds are occupied,
evangelists are obsolete,
and Mr. and Mrs. Adam receive even more mail than Charles Manson.
No sir, I’m not having any of it.
Even if gas prices are lower in heaven,
I’ll still fret over my emissions into the cloudless atmosphere.
Of course, as one taking the idealistic high road,
I’ll buckle my seat belt a hypocrite.
Maybe in heaven,
sixes will stick to other sixes magnetically,
while nines will stick to other nines,
and love will not only be beautiful
but also edible.

Heaven

Alex Volpert

I’m saving up for a train to the Holy Land,
but you can sure as hell bet I bought a return ticket.
Its just simply not a feasible place to raise children.
The people are mostly old money
and the real-estate is obscenely expensive.

But, I only hope that in heaven,
global warming is debunked as a conspiracy,
the ozone layer can be patched by the employ of an experienced seamstress,
and cars run on Brita filtered water.
Perhaps wars are fought through diplomacy,
moral absolutes exist,
and bureaucracy is digitally remastered
with improved sound quality.
Lord, I know in heaven
group projects are abandoned as a form of sadism,
and Cain and Abel have divided their respective property
by a picket fence of indistinct color
and hence no longer compete over whose lawn is greener.
I wonder if in heaven
our nation is homogonous and homozygous for Daltonism,
men are freshly laundered,
women mince meat with words,
and instead of being aborted babies get to grow up and work in HR.
I heard that in heaven,
college tuition is significantly cheaper,
the glass ceiling is actually just Saran wrap,
and every mall is an outlet mall.
God will be omniscient like Santa Clause
immortal like the protagonist of an action movie
and as omnipotent as Oprah
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I guess I’ll have bigger boobs in heaven,
homeless people will take showers,
people would pronounce espresso properly,
socks will never be worn with sandals,
except for religious reasons,
and participants are given
free with admission
rights to life, liberty and the pursuit of symmetry
But honestly, although heaven sounds great,
all I want is food, sex and Catch 22 in a hardcover edition,
plus I heard that heaven is horribly baroque
and that purgatory has much better Feng shui.
I don’t know if my fiancé loves me,
but I know God does,
so I’m sure he won’t mind
if I only stay for a week or so.
I’m not going to lounge on the futon of someone else’s idea of Paradise Lost
and besides I have rather pressing matters to attend to at home.
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He lays, in the smallness of light
A humble centipede of tubes.

The room is a bottomless quiet.

We made conversation but he couldn’t
Speak…

The doctors had slit his throat

Plunged a log in it and sewed it back up.
His kids and wife left

He noticed his son forgot his jacket.
Now it’s just us…

Wondering what to say to our uncle

A father, whose muscles have given up
On his family, his team, his business

A man, whose life has been taken by
An unsubstantiated complaint
But he smiles…

“I’m sorry but you all have to leave.”
Too bad Heaven doesn’t have visiting hours.

Adreanne Stephenson
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I saw a ghost today at the edge of the rain
Some trick of light had made her to appear
An ancient flame of mine in all but name.
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Her hair the same, her voice was just the same
Like some perverse old man I leered I saw a ghost today at the edge of the rain
Embers are not wanted here, I claim,
Nor remnants of a pain that has no peer An ancient flame of mine in all but name
I beg the sun to change its light, to frame
Her with another hue. It does not hear.
I saw a ghost today at the edge of the rain.
And so I hide my eyes from this most clear,
Exact, duplicate of one once dear.
I saw a ghost today at the edge of the rain,
An ancient flame of mine in all but name.
Will Murphy

Key West - Photograph - Caitlin Clements
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Winter Moonlight - Photograph - Chip Delashmitt

It is a small thing to find yourself lost;
seated stiffly on the stiff elm-stump in the heart
of your own impenetrable forest.
That floral ensnarement of two a.m.,
when moonvine flourishes, spreading wide
its terribly white petals.
I too have spread at two a.m.,
less whitely; a nightly death-dance.
Hair snarled in foreign hands,
as I observe this body
(snug, lewd simulacrum of my own)
wriggle and mew below an oil portrait
of Our Lord. And when the broken body
is given back to me, I’ll plug my initials
into the margins of Leviticus.
The dressers of these dingy dens
always nestle a glossy Gideon’s.
It is a small thing, indeed, to gaze upon
flesh you thought yourself rooted in
from the farthest crook of the room. To spend
an evening cracked, shelled as a sweet-pea,
then thrown back to your meat-coffin,
wiping your slack, numb mouth-gash;
plucking the heads off of moonvine
with a stranger’s rusted pocketknife.
				Jamie Hood
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If she doesn’t protest when Shelly forces a dress over her shoulders, if she keeps her loafers
clear of the mud puddles in the far garden, if she gives Daddy a kiss before he steps into the car, and
if she stays out of Mother’s way, then after tea and before the first guests arrive Aunt Mimi strolls
through the halls singing “Christy, oh Christy! Come find your Aunt Mimi! We’ve got so much work to
do before the men arrive! Christy, where are you darling?”
When Christy hears Aunt Mimi’s voice singsonging through the Brady’s wide hallways, she
drops Teddy with a laugh and races to find its source. She runs from the nursery, stuffy in the
afternoon and filled with porcelain dolls and tea sets and quilts, down the stairs and past her parents’
bedroom with its heavy oak bed that she must never climb on, through the dining room and into the
kitchen. Here, Greta and Lucy offer her slices of red apple but Christy ignores them. Her pale eyes
have already jumped to Aunt Mimi.
Aunt Mimi smiles approvingly at Christy. A diamond perched on her right index finger winks as
she tucks one of the child’s soft curls behind a warm pink ear. “It’s time, darling. We need to prepare
ourselves for your Daddy’s friends. Come to the room and we’ll have some time to ourselves, just us
girls while your Mother puts the house in order. God knows it needs it!” Christy follows obediently.
Aunt Mimi’s dressing gown billows behind her as she ascends a set of stairs. Christy stays close,
blushing when the silk whispers against her own bare shins.
Aunt Mimi pads down a hallway, pedicured toes sinking like pearls into the carpet. She reaches
a wide door with a shining knob and enters the room with a shrug, tossing the dressing gown onto a
divan. Christy watches the gown slip from the divan and puddle on the Persian rug, its lotus pattern
disrupted. She picks up the fabric, brings it to her tiny nose, closes her eyes and inhales. “Darling,
what are you doing? Don’t you know there’s a big dinner party tonight that we must get ready for?
Here, help me prepare and if you’re lucky I’ll let you try some of my perfume!” Christy carefully sets
the gown back on the divan. She wobbles over to the vanity and stands behind Aunt Mimi.
Aunt Mimi sits ramrod straight, her shoulder blades scissoring as her curving hands riffle
through each drawer below the illuminated mirror. Christy examines the clasp of Aunt Mimi’s
brassiere. Aunt Mimi slams fist-sized vials of sweet liquids onto the wooden table, each the color
of a different precious stone. Christy watches a twist of blond unhook itself from her aunt’s messy
chignon. Aunt Mimi’s necklaces and bracelets clink as she plucks them from a mirrored box. Christy
counts three freckles on Aunt Mimi’s lower back. Aunt Mimi flicks open a cosmetics case, its black
enameling reflecting the dim lighting of the room. Christy smells Aunt Mimi’s shoulder.
“Now, just as your mother organizes her house for her guests, we’ll organize ourselves. We
owe it to the visitors to look our very best, Christy. You must never forget that men want to see
women like us looking lovely. We owe it to them, darling. And it’s simple, really. We have certain…
tools…at our disposal. Yes, tools –“ (and here Aunt Mimi fans her hand across the perfumes, jewels,
brushes, pigments, lipsticks, eyelash curlers she extracted from her vanity) – “just like your Daddy!
Your Daddy uses law books and ledgers as his tools, your Mother uses date planners and dinner
parties, Shelly uses bleach and dustbins, but girls like us, Christy, we get to use such fun tools!”
The child beams at her aunt’s reflection, her eyes wondering at the surface of the woman’s
face. Its skin is pale and tight, pulled almost to ripping over Aunt Mimi’s towering cheek bones. The
skin under her eyes assumes an unpleasant fullness, the twitching puffiness reminding Christy of a
plate of fried eggs, runny yokes contained by thin membranes of discolored skin. Aunt Mimi applies
makeup to her undereyes first, masking the exhaustion. She grabs moisturizer next and applies it in
earnest to refresh the skin. After smearing concealer on a constellation of blemishes near her hairline,

Aunt
Mimi uses her
tweezers to bite into her eyebrows,
shaping them into twin arches of surprise. She
rims her eyes with kohl. She accents her cheekbones
with bronze and morphs her sloppy mouth into a pinkly
feminine pout. She hangs drop earrings like icicles to
her chin and chooses a coolly elegant necklace to draw
attention to her throat.
“Now, darling. What should Aunt Mimi wear?”
Christy hurries to the wardrobe. She knows what
happens next. She pulls out a black cocktail dress and
Aunt Mimi nods, pleased at how quickly her niece learns.
Lanterns - Photograph - Megan Doyle
Aunt Mimi steps toward Christy and holds out her arms.
Her body exposed, Aunt Mimi waits for Christy to help
her into the dress. The girl is careful not to let the zipper
snag as it hugs Aunt Mimi’s hips. Finally, Aunt Mimi places her feet into a pair of shiny high heels. She
crouches down in front of Christy.
“Thank you, darling. You are my favorite little helper. Did you learn something today? Yes?
What did you learn, darling?”
“I learned that Aunt Mimi is beautiful.”
“Yes I am, Christy. And so are you, darling! Now, time for you to sample some of my perfume.”
Aunt Mimi moves her face close to Christy’s as she says this. Christy smells the white wine on Aunt
Mimi’s breath. Aunt Mimi touches her lips lightly against Christy’s. Christy can’t believe her luck. They
kiss, glossed lips pressed against dry ones. Christy parts her lips and feels Aunt Mimi smile. Aunt
Mimi slithers her wet tongue into her niece’s mouth, petting the front of the child’s tiny teeth with her
slick red organ. Christy purrs and sags against her aunt’s body. Aunt Mimi tentacles her arms around
Christy, her palms flat against Christy’s shoulders, her perfume syruping into Christy’s hair and skin.
The perfume presses against Christy’s nostrils and she inhales deeply, still allowing Aunt Mimi to
occupy her tongue with her mouth. They hold the embrace, motionless as porcelain except for Aunt
Mimi’s tongue and Christy’s fluttering eyelids. Aunt Mimi pulls back and smiles dreamily, eyes like two
slender moons, sickled behind heavy lids. “You must never forget your own beauty, darling. It will
come in handy one day.” She stands, sways, pats the top of Christy’s head. “Such gorgeous hair…”
she whispers idly and leaves the room.
Christy toddles to the vanity, dizzy with the ghost of Aunt Mimi’s perfume, lips pulsing with
the lingering sensation of the woman’s sticky kiss. Her thoughts catapult toward the approaching
party. She envisions Aunt Mimi descending the stairs into the Brady’s ballroom where the guests
will socialize before dinner. The eyes of every man will spotlight toward her, piercing her without
infiltrating her. Christy loves to watch Aunt Mimi twirl through conversations in the ballroom, touching
one man’s shoulder as she flicks her eyes at another, or allowing a stranger’s hand to linger at the
small of her back while she clutches another’s in two of her own. Her throaty laugh, launched from its
red cave, draws men to her like lost comets curving toward impact.
Christy gazes at herself in the mirror, comparing her seashelled face to the memory of Aunt
Mimi’s unmasked one. The misshaped mass of Aunt Mimi’s face excited Christy, and now she feels
her face warm with its memory as she clutches the front of her dress with both fists and pulls the
fabric up to her nose. She can smell Aunt Mimi’s perfume on her clothes and at the tips of her fingers.
Again she looks at the mirror and smiles, poking her tongue through the hole created by a lost tooth.
Christy tiptoes out of the room, closes the door with the shining knob, and returns to her toys.
Greg Glazier
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driving downtown
still feels as good as it used to
flying down the pavement
singing with whole lungfuls and
never noticing the stares.
but halfway there
familiar roadside greys and greens
start to scare me again.
what if you’re doing it again?, they ask
why don’t you learn from your mistakes?
white lines twist and warn me back –
the radio is turned up; I push on.
but sitting in more sagging urban brick,
depressed and whitewashed inside to
cover from your eyes the ugliness that
seized on me in similar buildings,
I hide across the table and swear through
your distracted eyes:
I won’t do it again.
I will not make the same mistake for you.

Similar Buildings

Mara Rosenkrantz

Orange Autumn Hymnal
November is the sweetest month
When all is deathly still
And silver leaves fall from the trees
Like snow upon a hill
Around the crown of autumn’s gown,
Bedecked with leaves so bane,
Caught frozen by the frightened wind
That whispers through the air
For once upon an autumn bridge
When silver moon turned grey
And gloomish fog becrypt the bog
Wherein the dark ones preyed
There I perchance did catch a glance
Of beauty’s eyes astray,
For who can help but yield his stance
When nature calls her way
And who can help but care for Fall
When all cares fall away?
Pierre Dumont

By the Cam - Photograph - Claire Ellery

Aftermath

Rags stir in the wind,
Tattered flags of annihilation,
The wind moans, sighing, crying,
Blowing over broken bones.
Cold ash of flesh in the breeze
Flaying, decaying, putrefying dreams,
Rotting in the dust of a moment.
A man, head bent, leans against hardwood,
In the oval office of decision.
Shivers of regret erupt across his palms
Quaking, shaking, rippling cause and effect,
The Hand of God captured,
swept,
by fingertips of man.
					Adriana Green

Bodega - Photograph - Caitlin Clements
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Shopping
Kat Zantow

The old Ford, with arresting continents of rust running along its nether regions, pulls
up just in time, filling the air with a haze of dust. Denise sticks her head out the window and
asks her daughter if she needs more time to finish shopping. Rachel starts to say no, but the
dust makes her cough, and she just shakes her head, pulling open the door. She piles three
overstuffed bags from the Dollar Tree in the back, making sure they don’t fall over. The bags
feel gritty, like everything in the back of the shopping center. Rachel wonders if they will ever
bother to fill in the pot holes, or if the stores will go under. A few blocks over, the stores are
closer to the main road, and get
new coats of paint every year.
They are as classy as they are
overpriced.
“Find anything fun?”
Her mother raises an eyebrow at
the plastic forest taking up the
back seat. Rachel gets into the
back seat, and sets her bulging shoulder bag beside her. She
slams the door and opens her
mouth to suggest they leave, but
Denise interrupts.
“Look in front of that store!
The Oneida outlet. Have you
looked through all of those?” she
asks. Rachel follows her eyes to
the “50% Off!” signs taped to the
fronts of rusted shopping carts full
of junk.
One Way - Photograph - Megan Doyle
“Of course.” She slouches down into her seat. “Nothing worthwhile. Can we go home
now? I’m really tired.” She glances at the people, old and worn, mingling along the strip alone
or in pairs. None wear the sundresses and Aviators she encountered in the Pink Cabana, on
the respectable side of the shopping center. The dust in the air here would dull their bleached
hair. She watches a whale of a mother yell at a herd of children to behave, but the kids ignore
her and continue a jostling game of tag. A security guard down the street stares at them,
then speaks into a radio, and turns around to enter a silverware shop. She can’t decide if that
guard is the same one prowling the other end of the shopping center.
Her mother frowns, and Denise thinks of a pit-bull’s sagging jowls. “I just want to
glance through the sale carts. It won’t take long.”
“Why didn’t you do that earlier?” Rachel knows her mother can’t let it go, and tries to
keep the frustration from her voice. She punches her purse as Denise drives the car across
the parking lot. “I’m really tired,” she lies.
“I went to the vegetable place,” her mother says, smiling. “Look in the trunk! I got us
lots of strawberries. They were hard to get, under a crate of oranges that didn’t smell good
enough. I nearly fell in. Found some promising spinach, too. But it’s one of those we’ll have to
sort through and get rid of a lot of the leaves.”
“They’ll definitely spoil if we spend more time here,” Rachel tells her, trying to breathe

through her mouth. The car stinks of decay.
“Rachel, you never brush off piles of merchandise. It’s one of those things I can’t pass up.
It’ll just be a few minutes.” She eases the car in the one space half-covered by the shade of a
squat tree.
Denise gets out of the car and zips the keys into her tote bag. Rachel rifles through her
bags until she finds a Duff Beer baseball cap bought as a joke for one of her friends. She wraps
the rest of the bags tightly closed again, and bites the tag off the cap. Tucking her hair into the
hat, she pulls the brim as far down as possible.
“Coming, Rachel?”
“Yes. Because there’s nothing I’d rather do with my day than sale hop.” She straightens
the cap on her head and takes off her jacket, hoping she looks different enough.
Rachel starts back toward the shopping center.
“Rachel!” Her mother’s tone is disapproving.
Her eyes dart to the shopping bags on the seat. “What is it?”
“You can’t leave your purse sitting in plain sight on the seat.”
“I don’t want to carry it around.” Her breath is coming fast. “I want to leave.”
“That’s an invitation for someone to steal it. Just bring it with you.”
Rachel grabs the bag, wanting desperately to unload the purse. The bag is too heavy, and
the strap cuts into her shoulder.
Her mother speed-walks ahead of her, and she almost has to jog to keep up.
“It’s worth checking out,” Denise says. “This shopping center is dying. I want to take advantage of all the going-out-of-business sales.”
“I know.” Vulture. “But I don’t need any dishware. We got enough for my dorm at BigLots
earlier in the summer.”
“It’s always fun to look,” she says, reaching the carts. Rachel scans the crowd again, but
she doesn’t see that security guard, so she keeps telling herself she’s paranoid. Grandmothers
and hobos are clustered around the half-off carts, pawing through the discounted merchandise.
One man grins, showing off his gums, and lifts a scratched crucifix from the cart, dropping a
burnt-orange picture frame and ladle in the process.
“Look at this serving tray!” Denise says. “Silver plate. Five dollars!”
Rachel watches Denise’s gnarled knuckles curl around an oblong tray with uneven
white squares pushed into the border. One of her yellow fingernails scratches against
the edge of a square of inlaid nacre, and she smiles, clutching the treasure as
she turns back to the pile.
“Mom, you don’t need another
serving tray. You don’t have
friends. You don’t need to get
this crap just because it’s
cheap. We should go.”
She gives her
daughter a dirty look.
“It’s quality, Rachel. I
can use it for a wedding
gift.”
“Right.” Rachel
bites her lip and scans
the milling shoppers.
The security guard comes
out of the silverware store.
Flushing, Rachel pushes into a
circle of old shoppers surrounding
one of the sale carts, and leans over to
become one of them, rummaging until
she’s elbow-deep in miscellaneous
junk, thoroughly a part
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Distorted View - Photograph - Katie Van Haasteren

of the scenery. Handing a pair of outstretched hands a large box with the picture of a samovar on the
side, she see postage stamps and ripped packaging in the bottom of the cart. It looks like it was stolen off the back of a mail truck. She scratches her hand on a steak knife reaching down to pick up the
parcel. Silverware. A set of good silverware. A glance at the price penciled over the postage leaves her
smiling, despite herself, and she hugs the box against herself so the frayed edges of the cardboard box
don’t rip open. She shuffles back to her mother, and holds out the box.
“Mom,” she whispers, “I think I’ve found a bargain.” Denise unearths herself from a pile of salad
tongs, creamers, bowls, and umbrellas.
“Eh? You and me both. Look at these! And this salt and pepper shaker. It’s all silver plate for ten
dollars or less. I don’t need them, but you know people that might get married soon.”
“Married? Maybe. If their relationships can survive the first semester of college, they can probably survive anything.”
“Are you that scared of college?” she asks.
“Of course not. I just don’t know if people will get the right impression—never mind.” Rachel
holds out the box. “But look at this. Silverware. Good silverware. Must be a place setting for twelve, at
least. I could totally have dinner parties now. There must be over a hundred pieces in this set. Fifteen
dollars.” She talks fast, keeping her gaze locked on her mother’s watery blue eyes and her attention
fixed on the security guard, who wanders close to the shopping carts.
“Honey, you don’t have twelve friends that would consent to be in the same room with each
other. And we just don’t have the seating for them.”
“For college, mom.” She wouldn’t dream of letting her friends into her mother’s house.
Denise reaches over and opens a packet of knives. “Awkward shape. At least it looks interesting,
I guess.”
“I’m buying it. Will you bring the rest of your stuff to the checkout? I’m really hungry.” Rachel
picks up the trays her mother wants, holding them between herself and the guard.
“Why didn’t you say so earlier, honey?” She fills her arms with aimless wedding gifts, and they
walk into the store. Rachel see the guard looking at them, and her fingers grip the box tighter.
Her mother chatters about the excellent sale to the woman behind the register. She squints and
turns the parcel around, but enters the price into the computer without comment.
“Thank you very much,” her mother says, and they collect the bags. Before they get to the door,
the guard steps in and gets in their way.
“I have to check your bags, ma’am.”
Denise holds out her bags and laughs. “Does anyone steal from a sale this good?”
He smiles. “It’s routine.”
The blood leaves Rachel’s face in a rush. She keeps telling herself she’s safe, that the other bags
are in the car, he can’t get to them. She’s safe, he can’t make her open her purse. He has no reason to.
Rachel holds open her shopping bag, and the security guard narrows his eyes at the postage stamps. He
stares at the receipt for a long time, then waves them on. Rachel smiles at him, and shifts the weight of
her bag.
Walking across the parking lot, her legs feel shot through with Jello. Her mother doesn’t speak
until they reach the car. Rachel slides into the back, trying to calm down.
“I wonder if random stopping gets them anywhere,” Denise says. “It just begs for profiling. I
guess we look poor, but there’s such a difference between beating the system sale shopping and stealing. Sales are fun, but they’re just that. We aren’t desperate. We know how to live within our means.
And we have morals, damn it. I can’t believe he stopped us.”
Rachel can’t believe she avoided him earlier. “It’s insulting. You don’t need to tell me,” she says.
“I’m going to see if I can get a count of this silverware. I want to know how much I got.”
Her mother nods and flicks on NPR, but her wrinkles are still pulled into a frown. Rachel rifles
through the hundred-some pieces of silverware until she finds the sharp knives. She sees now that
some of the forks have rust spotting. Rachel wipes her eyes. Dust must be making her tear up. She
opens one of the Dollar Tree bags and cuts the hundred-dollar tags from the skirts and sundresses. The
clothes feel gritty, perhaps dust from the surface of the bag. She’ll have to find a dry cleaner. If her
mother wonders where they came from, she will assure her that they were from another store closeout,
and Rachel knows she will be proud her daughter is growing to be as fine a sale hunter as she.
“Shopping” - Kat Zantow
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Topsy-Turvy - Photograph - Laura Pendleton

Am I Only to Hold Pencils Together?
Andrew Myers

Am I Only to Hold Pencils Together?
So taught and so strong
           
Am I Only to Hold Pencils Together?
What’s right and what’s wrong?
Am I Only to Hold Pencils Together?
This much I can see.
Is this all there is to life?
Is this my destiny?
            				
					
Am I Only to Hold Pencils Together?
				
As my edges begin to break
            Am I Only to Hold Pencils Together?
This is more than I can take.
I could be in someone’s hair
Holding together their braids
Or around a deck of cards
To protect the ace of spades
But Pencils?!
Gee roger how did you get yourself into this one?
            								
									Am I Only to Hold Pencils Together?
			
As my body dusts over will they throw me away and get a new one?
			
What if I bend and tear? Will any body care?
			
Will they hang me up on the wall as the brave soldier who let not one pencil slip?
			
Or will they throw me away like an empty can of cheese dip?
			
Will I be recognized for the noble holding I’ve done?
			
Will I be thrown away as just another one?
           
Am I Only to Hold Pencils Together?
Is this all I can be?
           
									Am I Only to Hold Pencils Together?
								Is this my destiny?

Bro
Sweet Brother, allow not your mind
to make weight of your heart,
for also doth mine decline
each day we must part.
Allow not for one day
your eye’s sparkle to dim
for beside you I stay,
though your thoughts may be grim.
Night’s darkest hour, Sweet Brother,
Is not nearly as true
as what you hold for me, Sweet Brother,
nor as my love for you.
Smile, Sweet Brother, as we may
be losing, Sweet Brother, precious hours of day.
Konrad Solberg

other

Canal at Dusk - Photograph - Katie Van Haasteren

Mugged in a Coffee Shop
She shook her cup; dark, black, strong. Its contents obeyed with a nervous swish. Painfully
lukewarm, it was hard to swallow. The sight that made her mocha tremble was an outward symptom
of her heart’s hastening beat. The door, equipped with unnecessary bells that these sorts of little shops
conveniently seem to deem a staple, signaled his arrival. He walked in unhesitatingly, blinded by the dim
aura. How rude of him to neglect to scan the population before fully committing his patronage.
Of course he would notice her only after agreeing to the ceramic mug. A paper to-go cup could
have saved them both some painful retrospect. As always, belatedly cautionary, like turning your blinker
on halfway through the turn. By the time he spotted her over the rim of his mug it was clear she had
seen him already. Besides the warning bells that literally announced his inconvenient arrival, her face was
creased unapologetically with a look begging for escape.
With insincere confidence he strode over and sat down next to her, not bothering to adjust the
papers she had protectively sprawled about the cushions beside her or apologize for his abrupt disruption
of her concentration, her coffee shop and her life.
“Well fancy this.”
She responded with a deafeningly silent stare, daring him to get up or shut up. Neither of these
options suited him.
It wasn’t that she hated him, just this moment… this inappropriate reunion without her consent.
The temporary but elongated silence that persisted between the two would seem more awkward had they
not shared years of unabashed childhood nakedness that grew into brazen, fully-clothed teenage honesty.
They were never really in love. It was just sex-less, opposite-gender platonic best friendness. But now
they were really just two painfully familiar people on a coffee shop couch.
										Megan Doyle

Piazza San Marco - Photograph - Alison Kowalski

The Light Within
Khaleelah Jones

Someday I’ll match this mystery, this ever-changing expanse,
So vast and complete, volumes can’t hold it,
So ephemeral and opaque no one can know it,
Each instant is its lifetime, yet it’s composition is timeless,
Millions of eons packed into a space that, considering that, is tiny.
It has seen everything, whispering the secrets of the world in a language indecipherable,
And below the surface is a world that doesn’t exist to the naked eye.
One day I’ll catch on,
I won’t know what the volumes contain,
But, like the tides, I’ll have a rhythm I can master and know the little language of my heart.

Alamo Freedom - Photograph - Nichole Lidstrom
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The sun would rise
And in your eyes,
The world I would see:
We’d walk across the fields, through the woods, and into town
No white horse, no scepter, no golden treasure, no crown
Just you and me together, the way it should have been
We’d sit in the shade of the big oak tree
And I’d find out only then what it means to be free
To walk among kings and peasants the same
To run with the tide, to sail the skies, to conquer mountains with no name
“Is it true,” I would ask, “Is it true what they see?”
“Yes, he’d reply, “My dear wife always said you’d look just like me.”
I’d always remember what he said then
The smile in his eyes, I’ll always remember when
He said, “My darling child, you will never know,”
“How very proud I am of you—how far I’d go”
“To show you how much our love will grow.”

What Would I

Elise Zevitz

What would I do...
If the past gave me one day
To spend with anyone, anywhere, in any way?

My heart screamed within my chest
And declared to the depths of eternal rest
I would have given all that I may
To be there beside you on that fateful day
It was a clear and cloudless day, the day they took you away
But I’d be there beside you, to put the car out of drive
I’d whisper in your ear and bring you home alive
And if there was nothing that I could say
I’d appeal to the heavens to cause some delay
And if the heavens could not stop this cruel race
I’d have you share with your loved ones one last, long, sweet embrace
The car door slams shut, like the book of your fate
And your family at home, not knowing you’ll be forever late
As you speed toward the bridge between life and death
Not even knowing what could be, what would be, your last breath
Like Odysseus a-sail on the wine-dark sea
My rock of ages you shall be
Or like a soldier marching off to war
Who yearns for the light of day ere more
Who lights thine fires, who makes this rain?
That the light in your breast should wax then wane
Then the sun, once so bright in the sky
Shone one last time, like the light in your eye
He rose from that spot under the big oak tree
And he held in his hand a note for me.
In the note was this poem, so bittersweet
The only vestige of the day of our meet

What would I do...
If the past gave me one day
To spend with anyone, anywhere, in any way?

And then from his lips, the words fell like water
“I shall always love you, my darling granddaughter.”
And I whispered through tears of memories lost
Of love unconditional, free of all cost,
“But what if it happens that I shall miss thee?”
“‘Just think I am gone, and wait for me.’”*

Fountain - Photograph - Katie Van Haasteren

*Taken from Major Sullivan Ballou’s last letter to his wife, July 14, 1861
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The
Closet

Dan Crabtree

“There, she’s in the closet.”
The men in blue opened the screeching door; those rusty metal hinges always squeaking, the
wood always getting jammed into the carpet right before you could close it. Some of the men became
green and left, but the others stayed and bent over her. She was quiet, which was unusual, because
my wife likes to talk. Her dog was even with her, and they normally had lots to say to each other. He
liked to talk too, even if no one knew what he was saying, or even really cared.
I stood next to my bed and watched the men in blue look at her and write things down and talk
to each other, and there were a lot of them. One man took the things from the closet and put them all
in bags. There were many men standing and watching like me. They were looking at her and
shaking their heads, then looking at me quickly before looking away. One man came and led me out
of the room to another room with even more men and they sat me down and gave me coffee. I didn’t
drink the coffee because it was hot and would dry me out. I wanted to be cold and wet, like the coats
in the rain
Then the men asked me questions. Of course I was here, and of course I didn’t hear anything.
If I had heard something, she wouldn’t be in the closet. And she wouldn’t be silent. Rain was
coming down outside, but the blue men came in their white cars and carried their dark umbrellas.
Inside it was dry, dry and pale, but they brought the wet rain in with them. Marcy was wet, then. And
her dog. They were both wet after they stopped moving, stopped breathing. My eyes should have
been wet all along, but they weren’t until the men in blue came in with the rain on their coats and in
their voices. My eyes are wet but the men in blue are too. Yes, sir, I loved her.
It kept raining and people kept coming into my house. Marcy and the dog were gone, but the
people kept coming, talking to me about her and about the day the men in blue came. Many of them
baked for me, bringing their food and their condolences, but I
told them I wasn’t hungry, only thirsty. They all seemed
confused, but that’s because they were already full. They
could not see the carpet or closet where Marcy was quiet,
because it made them wet and they wanted to dry off. The
closet in their house had not sucked them dry, like it had for
me. It had taken the life out of me, the things that I could and
couldn’t put in there. The man in the closet with my wife had
said to keep quiet, to be like Marcy was now, because we were
both better that way. He said the dog made too much noise,
and bit him, and it needed to be quiet also. I just listened and
said nothing.
When the people were gone, I went up to the room
with the carpet and my bed and the closet. I was told not to
sleep there anymore, that I would have nightmares and wake
up sweating and crying. I slept there anyway, because it was
quiet there. I waited to hear a noise but none came but the
rain and the wet. I wanted to be in the quiet room with the
closet and the bed. I read books in bed, my favorite books,
and kept them on the shelf in the closet.
Bridge - Photograph - Megan Doyle

That was where I would always keep them, where they belonged, because they all fit and I could reach
them and it made sense. The books stayed in order because I kept them that way. They were dry,
but quiet and couldn’t tell you to move or to do. They just sat on the shelves in the closet where I put
them because they knew they belonged there like I did.
Marcy liked to read too, but not like me. She liked to read and talk, so when she was quiet in
the closet she couldn’t do either. She wanted to move to a place with more people, all of them talking
with her and with me, somewhere where it wouldn’t rain as much because she didn’t like the sky to be
grey always. She would talk about that too. She wanted to take the dog for a walk but it was raining,
so she would stay inside and clean. She wanted to go out for a walk, but it was raining, so she sat and
looked at me. She was always changing something, never constant. She always needed to “play the
medium of air, to speak and to do in ways that floated around and never landed.” She…
It was the closet, and in the closet, that the man made Marcy quiet. It was raining and she was
floating and cleaning and he brought the dog in and made both of them quiet. Her shoes were all over
the shelves in the closet, but they fell because of the man in the closet. I had to put them up when the
men in blue gave them back, but I didn’t because Marcy didn’t care anymore. I put the shoes on the
carpet of the closet with the wet from Marcy because the shoes were wet from the rain outside. She
would have had to pick them up if she were moving. She would have had to make them go back to
the place she put them, because someone else had moved them and she didn’t want that. She would
want her shoes to be where she put them, not where they belong. The shoes go on the feet, and out
of doors. Shoes live on the ground, and would stay on the ground but Marcy said they needed air. She
wanted them to float like she did. They floated in the closet.
On the day the men in blue came, they wanted to take my books with them when they took
Marcy and the dog. I said they could, but not my favorite book, because I would need something to
read to pass the time when it was raining after they took her away. One man in blue with a tan coat
said he understood, and then left with everything else from the closet. He looked at me like the rest
of them, because my eyes were wet. It was good because Marcy knew that I would need something
to read, because she knew that I wouldn’t want to talk. The other things I do I do to live, but I read
because I love it and it is full and powerful like a waterfall. When I say things to people, they won’t be
moved by it. When the things I say and the things that authors say are written down, they are sure
and rich. “Books and papers are the vessels of ideas in the mind, while the words of the tongue speak
only to the flesh.” I wrote that, because Marcy liked to talk, and needed to understand it. She needed
to listen.
The same man in tan came by the other day and gave me a trip to see a man with glasses who
liked to talk, and he wanted me to talk too. But I don’t like talking, just reading, when it is quiet, and
so I told him. He didn’t stop asking me questions; he just asked them in a whisper from then on. But
a whisper isn’t quiet, only almost quiet. He asked me questions about Marcy and how I talked to her.
He told me I could take my time, but I didn’t need to. I knew what to say because she always talked
and told me things. I said she talked a lot, but when I told her I like to read, she also just whispered.
She didn’t like to be completely quiet, only partly, even if she slept. When Marcy slept she breathed
and whispered through her nose, which wasn’t quiet, and I would want to read in bed, but she would
breathe and her mouth was dry but the pages were wet but she didn’t want to read, only breathe.

I told the man in glasses things I had never thought before. I told him that she whispered in
her words and her actions. But, whispering isn’t actually silent talking, just talking low. If she wanted to whisper to me, she would have done it in writing so that I could read. She knew me and she
knew her words were all in the air, but she whispered anyway.
She said things and then wanted to do them, even if only in a whisper. She wanted to put up pictures, and I wanted to read, so we did both. She wanted to keep her shoes in the closet, where I
wanted my books. I said no, and she said we will keep both in the closet. She took half of my books,
and put them in a bookcase downstairs. I told her that I like to read in bed, and she said she knew,
but I could always read tomorrow. She was dry and I was dry because she moved and whispered.
Yes, sir, I loved her.
The man in glasses frowned and wrote in dark, juicy ink on his pad of paper. He asked me
how I felt when she did these things. He also did not understand that I couldn’t tell him, but he could
come up with any thought on his own that I could come up with if he read what I did. The thoughts
of my brain and his and Marcy’s but not the dog’s are all written down on paper and stored in books,
which is why I always have one with me. He did not want to read my thoughts, but hear them. He…
I just told him that it did not matter because she didn’t move or speak anymore, which usually carries in the rain and ends the dryness. But he kept asking, wanting to know how I felt about her, how
I still feel about her. I just kept saying it shouldn’t matter to anyone, because that usually works. It
doesn’t matter because it rains and Marcy is wet and quiet now. I tell him I’m wet but I’m thirsty. At
least it is quiet enough, because Marcy and the dog aren’t here. The man with glasses wants words
to hit ears, but writes all the words with his ink. Why can’t he just write and I read, and I can read
what he writes and know what he means?
He scribbled a long note on his pad, and asked me about the book in my hand. I was reading
my favorite book, which I had kept with me all along. The rain was starting to pour hard outside, but
nobody walked in with it on their clothes. He asked me one more time how she made me feel. I said
dry. He said he did not understand, so I opened my book and showed him how moist and wet the
inside of this one was. He seemed to understand.
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I showed the man with glasses the book and said that it was wet. It told him it was wet like
my eyes when the people came in; wet like the rain on their coats when they came in the house
where my wife and the dog lay there wet on the floor and the rain and the wet on their shoes and
their eyes and my hands when she stopped and the books were in place and the closet was full but
the carpet was wet but my eyes were so dry because Marcy was dead.
The men in blue came and got me, and they moved me to at least three different buildings in
their white cars. They all knew my name, and the ones that didn’t always use words spoke with their
eyes. They looked at me and were scared, but I said hello because it makes people feel good. All
the people I know love to say hello to each other, and sometimes call just to say it. I don’t understand, and the men in blue in the different buildings don’t seem to understand either. When I speak,
all they do is look. Why don’t they act like the others, when they came to my house and talked to
me, or when they put Marcy in a box and brought in the rain and their wet eyes for me?
Now they have taken away my books, and they have made me dry again. I live with the
other dry people in a house with locks all around, but they mostly keep me by myself, because I said
I want it to be quiet. The people in white there seem to understand and keep my room very quiet.
There is no closet in my new room, and there are no shoes to put in it, and neither are there books.
But the quiet gets to me now, and without the noise, without Marcy, I feel dehumanized. I go back
and see the man in glasses every two days, and I tell him that I feel dehumanized in the quiet,
damp, white room they have in my new house, where it always rains. He says it is natural for me
to feel that, because Marcy being quiet in the closet only stayed my dryness. He says that the dog
wasn’t so bad either, and he makes me agree with him, because I do now. I do. He pulls the knife
from the hollowed-out pages of my favorite book, and says, “Was it really worth it?”
I just nod at him, all dry and green. “Yes, sir, I loved her.”
Dan Crabtree

Hooked In
Hooked In

Jamie Hood

They clean me, neatly, with brillo pads
and old toothbrushes (I’d be a molar if I had to choose).
Splinters are tweezed free.
They reach inside me. I nestle within
the plush cotton of my mind, try to hide.
Think: Jesus!
No reply.
I leave a message on the answering machine in any case,
thinking: I’ve got a meeting at two-thirty;
thinking: I haven’t slept well in weeks;
thinking: I’ve never been touched, not really;
thinking: maybe I—
I am wiped flat by the sculptor’s hands; I am a plate glass window.
Press your nose up close and watch the fog spread
like cirrus, like piss on the bed. Carve your name in the hot breath.
I don’t feel these little deaths.
I am hooked into the great electrical current of the universe;
I am pulsing with pleasure and with pain.
Just the same, I ask that you lock the door on your way out,
because I lied to that machine; said “I’m devout.”

Venetian Dragon - Etching - Katie Van Haasteren
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The Last Spring
Rachael Tatman

Eyes closed, head back, arms around her
knees.
She cries
silently.
Only the wind dries her tears.
Think about time, my love.
How all the years will melt you,
dragging at your flesh,
digging into your mind
like a nutpick into a walnut
leaving only the broken husk:
memories-of-youth
memories-of-love
a wistful air of used-to-be.
You'll plant flowers in the Spring, my love
but none of them will bloom.
What will she be
a lifetime from now?
Older and colder and farther from true,
her young self unseen, her old body new.
Smile, she'll whisper, smile at me
as her hands
(now unmarked and long-nailed)
press seeds to the earth.
But no one will smile
and she'll reap no flowers.
Too late
Too late
Too late
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Modern Man
A crusted mound of rags and filth
Slumbers on the street,
It stirs and shards of broken dreams
Grates beneath its feet.
Huddled in the darkness
of a slow becoming dawn,
it stirs within the tomb-like morn
of memories long gone.
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Past this broken dream deferred
Rotting in the sun,
A man’s walking from his doorway
He’s Fortune’s chosen one.
His fingertips are gilded.
His path is that of Man.
His business suit is armor,
A right to plunder when he can.
The bundle shifts its efforts
Releasing pointless dreams,
And watches life advancing
Splintered at the seams.
Towards it creeps a nightmare,
Slothful, draped in night.
Wrathful talons tear the sidewalk
‘neath this greed crusted, gluttonous fright.
It lusts for things ungotten.
Takes pride in all it’s got.
And pants with heated envy,
When it views what it has not.

If no one’s left to follow Him
Then what is leading us?
The bundle trembles slightly
And feels the stones of Man,
But it must continue onward
With its life sustaining plan.
It lies completely balanced,
This heap of cold neglect,
Upon the dregs of kindness
In the alms it dies to get.
So beneath the rags and clotted earth
It stretches out a hand.
Tired fingertips are reaching
For humanity in Man.
The business suit is nearing now
Cruel eyes are turned away.
And with hatred, deftly clearing
The obstruction of its way.
The Man is in the distance,
But the bundle’s left behind.
One palm, outstretched salvation.
Lies bloody in the grime.
So where are the tomorrows?
If the Sun lies in the dust.
		
		

Adriana Green
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In the Place of Flowers

Julia G. Schaumburg

“In the place of flowers,
		
memorial contributions may be made
				
to the Equine Rescue League”
Under the meat and skin of you there is
A world of withered bone and thirst
And ropey riddled veins- it never took a lot
It’s just a prick and then a little push
And then the flush- and static wipes the brain.
You hide in the dark spots on the CAT scan.
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NoOneBecomesanArtistUnlessTheyHaveTo
I want to be a developed taste
Delicious to the most discerning of palates...
Maybe not even them.
They said the top of the mountain would be terrible-Lonely, Cold and Icy.
But making it this far, standing here, is the easy part.
Passing the staring faces, the gaping mouths. Incredulity.
Gouging out my own way in the icy slope,
Trying to ignore the trodden path.
They want to know why I can’t follow them.
Veering to and from,
Feeling at odds.
I found myself more at home here on the slippery side of
the slope.
There are no footholds here.
With the wind pushing me along, it’s hoisting me up
Level after level--Up here, I can see them scrambling,
Little ants trying to make it up the mound.
But I’m here, alone.
I feel the sense of accomplishment
That warms me to the core,
And I glow.

Khaleelah Jones
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FLUCTU
I'm an insect, insignificant, embracing a branch
Subject to the slightest gust of wind
And I can't find my way down
Having never ascended

So, I try to relax
Wavering like a vibration
Rendered penniless and heartbroken
By every sensation

Butterfly - Photograph - Megan Doyle
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So, I'll try to distract
Action should be the proper elixir
Even when the door won't budge
Dulled and sticky
From the gushing sap

No, I do not move
Even this aberration
Another fluctuation
Offers no relief
And does not soothe

Charles Cooper

by Mara Rosenkrantz

ZUKI ZUKI
Statue - Photograph - Katie Van Haasteren

“zuki zuki”
“describes a throbbing pain, including heartbreak.”
What I felt at your letters was sadness at first
but they kept coming, full of cherry-picked details
so obvious even I knew you were desperate.
Then you called and scared me to death
pretending to be romantic, sinking your claws in.
That’s when I knew I didn’t love you as much as
you didn’t love me, and the fire that blazed up
would have burned all those lies if the police didn’t
take them, or if I hadn’t shredded the rest.
They all thought I was sad, and I was
not for you anymore, but for me
for what I did to me through you
or what you did to me with me
and sometimes I shake in my sleep and dream that
I’ve met you, nonchalant and calculating
beetle that I hate, and I’m knocking you down
and crushing your carapace, over and over again
and she screams, but I’m freeing her
and you laugh, since there’s nothing inside
and I laugh back,
since my pain sounds like your sickness
from time to time.

There is a “No Diving” sign behind me on a little shack with a huge lightning rod attached
to the roof. The sign would make perfect sense on top of a pier on the ocean, except I
am in Arizona on top of a mountain, with no water to be found, even in my water bottle.
Still the sign, probably meant as a joke, strikes a chord with me.
There are waves in my head, like when you hold a conch shell up to your ear. I can hear
the ocean, but it is so loud I can hardly hear anything else.
The lightning rod on top of the shack is made of copper, and instead of shooting
through a pole down the middle of the shack, electricity is sent along thick copper wires
that fan out from the shack and are embedded in the rock.
Jim, the forest ranger who lives up here during the dry fire season says that when
the lightning hits the rod and shoots through the wire into the mountain, his arm hair
stands on end inside of the shack. To be surrounded by deadly electricity, so close to it,
but to remain unharmed; I wonder what that’s like.
I hiked up here from the bottom in unbroken hiking boots. My feet are so blistered and hot I could hold a match to them and it would light. My legs are shaking from
9 ½ miles of uphill hiking, and my shoulders are slumped over like my eighty-five-yearold grandmother’s. The harness settles into the grooves of my back where my back pack
used to be, and I stand there, absentmindedly clicking and unclicking the buckle clasped
around my waist. In-and-out, in-and-out. The waves crash loudly again, making my
head heavy.
A part of trees on this mountain was destroyed in a forest fire two years ago.
Some punk lit a cigarette and thought it would be funny if he dropped it in the midst of a
high altitude, dry evergreen forest. The trees lit up like matchsticks, and the side of the
mountain, once densely covered in evergreen, sunk into billows of black smoke. The fire
spread so fast the kid didn’t get out in time. Jim says that he could hear the kid screaming over the sound of falling trees and roaring flames. I passed through that part, the
sun beating down on me because there were no shady trees I could hide underneath.

Lone Cypress - Photograph Caitlin Clements

Black ash lay scattered on the ground and splashed over dead tree trunks. What would it
be like to see flames swallow up all your oxygen, to breathe in one last breath of carbon
dioxide before you collapsed into the heat and the smoke and flames?
But all these thoughts mean nothing to me as my heart flutters and my breath
grows scant. The waves crash louder and harder in my head, and my body feels stiff and
easily swayed, even by the desert breeze. An unsteady state is a bad one to be in when
you’re standing at the edge of a cliff, with thousands of feet of emptiness between you
and the desert floor. Suddenly the ocean swirling in my head seems very appealing. It
makes me feel better to imagine I’m diving into the ocean rather than into nothingness.
I just have to imagine diving into a vast sea of blue-green, and then it will all be over.
But instead I’m looking down, straight down with no lower cliff, no trees, no mountain
side to break my fall. Just cacti and the desert floor. Maybe some Javelinas to get rid of
the body. My hiking boots and my blistered toes are just barely over the edge, the red
and green desert mountain range open before and underneath me.
I take a look back at Jim, who points at the “No Diving” sign and laughs. “What
d’ya think? You about ready?” He winks at me and gives me the thumbs up sign.
“You owe me a beer after this, Jim.” I laugh nervously and fidget a little in my
harness, still clicking the buckle so that Jim can’t see from behind.
“Why don’t you hurry up and we’ll see about the beer when you haul your ass
back up here.” His face freezes mid-laugh, and he looks at me funny. “Are you alright?”
He can hear the clicking. I stop.
“Yeah, fine.” He stands up from underneath the “No Diving” sign and starts to
walk towards me, his feet making scratching sounds on the rock.
I block him out along with the ocean waves. There’s nothing left, just me and the
bottom. I give a good yank on my bungee cord and tighten my straps one more time.
My hands are shaking as I hear the buckle clicking and unclicking. In-and-out, in-andout, in-and—I close my eyes, stretch out my arms, and dive.

NO DIVING
Brittany Hamilton
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floor and sent them floating toward the city,
I can’t look at the city. The hairs will grow
back by dusk, she’s made sure of that. She’s
light, but it still hurts, every time, when she
climbs. She’s done something to the shampoo to keep my scalp from bleeding and peeling, and the massages help, those massages
that always lead to pain. Her fingers in me,
clawing at me, pulling at me. What does she
want from me? Why am I here? What has she
done to my parents? Why do they never visit?

LIST #3. What I have to work with
1.
The chair. Splintered, straight-backed,
no padding. The back left leg is shorter than
the others, it wobbles when I stand on it.
2.
The table. Rusting metal, she probably
found it in the back corner of the Salvation
Army on Nelson and 3rd. I like to run my palm
along its surface and think of the new homebuyers and fat women who saw this table, considered it for their patio or apartment balcony, and then decided against it. The upper left
corner is especially jagged against my wrists.
3.
The bed. Chips of paint the color of dandruff flake from the frame onto the bedspread. The sheet she gave me is paper thin
and Swiss-cheesed with holes. An ancient
urine stain browns its middle. The paint chips
taste bitter because of their high lead content.
And how long has it been? How long have I
lived in this tower, running my eyes over these objects that can’t help me? They can’t help me, can’t
end me. I can’t end myself. I won’t allow myself
to look out the window, can’t bear to watch the
moon roll across the sky, can’t bear to count the
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sparrows as they chase each other between the
blackberry bushes. I sit in the chair with my back
to the window. The progress of shadows across the
room’s far wall is my clock, the hair is my calendar. I measure the days by its growth. Those blackberry bushes are sixty-one flights beneath me. It
takes her exactly sixty-one hand-over-hands to
climb to me. Today I’ve lifted sixty-one hairs off the

It wasn’t always like this. Once a week,
when I’m lying on the bed after she’s gone,
I allow myself to think of who I was, before. I allow myself to remember marching
barefoot through Mother’s garden, squishing
wild strawberries between my toes. Strawberry seeds, the bottoms of my feet turning pink from the strawberries and their
seeds and my ankles smeared with mud.
Mother would scold me for the wrinkled
footprints hop-scotched across the kitchen. She would stand surveying the linoleum, her mop dripping soap suds like beads of
smoked glass. On those days, in the evening, with
the sun syruping behind our red gingham drapes,
Mother and I would bake pies for Daddy. Strawberry was his favorite. Strawberry is my favorite.
She never gives me strawberries. When I eat,
it’s the runny oatmeal the color of heavy clouds
she brings me in a Tupperwear container slightly
warped from her microwave. It tastes like nothing, like less than nothing. I eat it only because I
can’t stand what happens if I refuse. The first time
I refused, it was because I realized she was doing
something to the oatmeal, changing it. It changes
me, this gruel she watches me swallow, changes
me in a way I can’t understand or explain. My insides rush together, melt, the organs traffic-jamming into each other. I used to vomit, but now I
don’t. Now I point my face at the cobweb thrown
over the highest ceiling beam, heave a loop of
hair over my eyes, bite my lower lip. I hate her.
I need her. She visits once a week, and the day
before her visit I sit shaking on the chair, thinking
only of that Tupperwear container and her claws.
LIST #9. What the wind brings
1.
Dead things. Insects, leaves, and once,
a sparrow’s body. It slapped onto the floor like
a wet glove on the night of a lunar eclipse,
a Wednesday. Was it lifted up from the blackberry bushes on a swell of cold air, or did
it die midflight? What killed it? In its beak,
a blue pebble covered in frothy spittle.
2.
Their smells. The spicy scent of the cherry
cough drops one of them sucked, or the musk
of another one’s corduroy blazer, the bruise on
his right elbow peaking through the frayed fabric. I can smell the Metro on each of them, can
smell it from all the way up here. They call to
me in words I can’t understand, have forgotten
how to understand. One tried to climb the hair

to c
y
r
r
e
b
k
c
a
l
b
e
.
w
o
d
n
i
ew
y
m
s
i
l
l
a
w
s
t
i
y
b
s
y
a
e flights
d-overty-one
ward
will
e’s
he
o

once, wrapped it like a belt around his
middle. It nearly sliced him in half, I
could hear two of his ribs break. He
never
came
back.
Others
replaced
him.
3.
Fresh air. I don’t need to
shower, she’s made it impossible for my body to sweat.
She sweats, and the room
stinks, especially after her
visits, especially after I let
down the hair. The hair
stinks from her claws,
but when the window is open and the
room inhales, I feel
turned inside out. I
feel baptized. The
fresh air licks my
forehead, my
underarms,
the bottoms
of my feet,
and I feel
remem-
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And now you’re gone, we’re separate at last –
The wind is as sharp as I knew it would be.
You, who have been so much of my past:
You’re finally gone, we’re separate at last.
You were my protection, my shield from the world;
Hiding me behind your words and your actions
As your words and actions
Hid inside me too.
I loved you. Oh, how I loved you!
But when I found love, how my love for you
Withered and died!
I hated you. Oh, how I hated you!
As I began to see what you kept from me
And what really lay beyond your “protective” screen.
You trapped me, tore me away from myself
And away from the world which loved me so much.
And now you’re gone, and my secret is this:
I killed you.
I was the culprit and you were the crime –
I needed my life to be lightened by truth.
Yet I could never have dreamed of feeling that thrill,
As I watched my shadow melt away,
When I realized how naked I stood by myself –
So vulnerable, and frail.
But I have the strength to stand on my own,
Now that your refuge is shattered for good.
Your shelter was sturdy, for those times it was needed;
Though now I can see how it shrank as I grew.
At last, you’re gone, and I face the world alone,
Yet knowing now (with agonizing affection):
I am who I am because of you
And life could never have grown so sweet
Without you behind me to make it so miserable.
J.T. Fales
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Walk with me into the Dark Places,
Where fire burns and sorrows reign;
We will run toward bright shining faces.
What will happen when we’ve won the races
And the prize will make us vain?
Walk with me into the Dark Places.
My shoes are untied, the charred frayed laces
Make me trip and trod down the dreary lane;
We will run toward bright shining faces.
Breathing ceases in the small spaces,
and the tears fall with pain
Walk with me into the Dark Places.
My mind attempts homeostasis
as my fear begins to wane
We will run toward bright shining faces
Hand in hand we slow our paces
I will strive to become sane,
Walk with me into the Dark Places
We will run toward bright shining faces.
Nedja B. Wallace

Navy Pier - Photograph - Nichole Lidstrom
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Policy
Winged Nation is an artistic and literary forum for the
student perspective. Through our publication, students
are able to share and explore their experiences of a complicated and variegated society. All entries are the works
of students and may not be the opinion of the College of
William and Mary or Winged Nation.

Colophon
Winged Nation is created by students of the College of
William and Mary in Williamsburg, VA. Our staff welcomes
anyone who wants to share their voice, regardless of previous experience. Winged Nation was put together with the
use of Adobe InDesign, Photoshop, and Illustrator CS3.
This 60 page edition is set in Verdana, but uses several
fonts to highlight each piece. The cover is set in Georgia.
This magazine is printed by Printing Services, Inc. We
would like to extend our thanks to Anita Hamlin, Mark Constantine, the Student Activities Office, and our publisher.
We would also like to thank all of our contributors for their
moving and insightful submissions.
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