
Editor’s Note

Dear Artists and Authors,

 Works of literature, whether whimsical or profound, arise from 
inspiration, consideration, observation and craft. At times the words flow 
effortlessly from the pen; occasionally the grip becomes worn and the ink 
nearly dries before producing works of merit. We call this creative writing. 
It is a highly coveted skill that makes this journal possible. Clearly, as one 
can see from perusing page-to-page, the end justifies the means.
 However, it has occurred to me in a powerful epiphany as I began 
reading and editing that the true art does not come to completion with 
publication or press release. No, the true art comes to fruition perennially 
via you, the reader. We call the process creative writing but the purpose 
is realized through a creative understanding, a creative interpretation 
formed from experience and phenomenology. In many ways, much like 
a piece of paper is a canvas for the writer, the literature itself is a canvas 
for the readers, on which they plant their own perception and unearth a 
work of art no other reader can harvest. 
 On each page, a multiplicity of stories thrive, far more than the 
pages of this journal are capable of containing. Your distinct reading will 
find something different, an exclusive reflection of yourself both fertilized 
by and budding from the words in a circular and mutual appreciation. This 
is the very essence of creative understanding.
 Now turn the page and begin— reap what you will, experience 
each story in every way you know how and sow a parcel of yourself in our 
journal. Thank you so much for becoming a part.

Editor-in-Chief,
Cody H. Owens

2012
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Trina Higgins

On my block, there are
Half opened windows welcoming the sound of street music
Of traffic and road rage 
Horns honkin’ and hip hop lyrics blaring and
   mommas cussing their children for running too far ahead.
Pitter patters stomps and clicks of heels on the sidewalk
Beautiful men and women with so many hopes and dreams
   for themselves and their loved ones
glancing down at designer watches and 
rushing off to their jobs
Girls with pretty braids and bows in their hair
Plaiting up hairs of blond baby dolls 
While the older ones sit and chat about life and work
Swapping sad love stories mixed in with good natured jokes about their husbands.
Slow street music
Dirty gutters filled with drunks and bums and homeless children in need of a meal
Old black men and women coming home from work
Skin riddled with wrinkles and scars and pains in their knees
And backs and hearts
The young ones who have yet to know of the world
All rush out to play, clucking and cheering and just enjoying their youth
Soft whispering buzz of television sets turned low and 
The tell-all creaks and squeaks of mattresses over head
Sleepy sounds of street music.

Street Music
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Everyone has unanswered questions and theories and harbored memories. We 
all want to know, we thirst for the need to be in the loop. To be knowledgeable. 
To go places, to experience things that we’ve always dreamed about. To indulge 
in simple pleasures. To smile into the sunlight, to feel wind against your skin. The 
splash of water, the warmth of another touch. We yearn to pause things and 
slow them down, even for just a night. To take everything in, things that we miss 
on a daily basis. To calm our minds from running all day to a subtle hum. We fall 
into chambers of sensation and refuse to come out, but to be snapped, pulled, 
dragged out. We invest in sins and then try to take back our pledges. Mistakes 
are made, people are lost, friends fade, and lovers disappear. Tear stained faces 
are covered in the thick of everyday life for the sake of a dollar. Drowned in 
material items, places, we lose the importance of the things we actually enjoy. 
All things to us are abundant and we crave for all of them at once. As we feed 
into politics, religion, business, we become robotic and addicted to routine. And 
the rest of us just get lost in the middle. These unanswered questions, theories, 
harbored memories; they fade into the night and don’t always rise in the morn-
ing with the new day. They die before we have a chance to adhere to them. They 
die off too soon, and sometimes just when we expect them to, just as we do 
ourselves.

Nya Marsh

Pleasures
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She’s a part of another entity.
Her statuesque, creamy coated physique.
   Her presence is magnetizing.
   Her sensational beauty is mesmerizing.
He lets her be his ministry. 
Her body speaks directly to his unspoken needs.
   It’s like a weight is lifted when he walks into her room,
   The golden weight on his left hand too.
Somehow the ambiance makes him forget that this isn’t supposed to be reality.
The more he invokes this, the greater the fatality.
   But, they paint the perfect masterpiece,
   a whole new level of artistry.
Time dances away gracefully.
He won’t leave until the task is complete.
   They are intrigued by this moment of passion,
   in all of its grandeur and fashion.
She caters to him, his Excellency.
He tickles her fancy,
The feeling is sweet.
   There is just something about his age that keeps them on the same page.
   He takes a seat on the front row as she struts all over his stage.
But, this fantasy will never be complete.
She’ll always be just a doll for him to see.
Because there’s a bind that he can’t defeat,
the bind of holy matrimony.
   So, now his conscious won’t allow him to sleep.
   He’s done the damage and planted the seed.
   See, this is what can happen when one creeps.
   His body is satisfied but his spirit is weak.
   He got what he desired but it didn’t set him free.
   Not everything attractive is meant to be a delicacy.

Shira Gaffney

Dolled-Up Infidelity
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Why do we love the ones we love?
Why this one and not another?
Is there no choice? Are no better to be found?
Whilst judging with impartial eyes, I would wonder
Why did this one person secure my surrender?
Are there not more charming? More cunning? More fair?
I trow there are, I will not plea falsely;
And thus I could doubt myself, doubt this attachment.
And yet, from my heart, from the seat of love’s judgment,
I know that what’s seen is the fool’s stumbling block;
For this love did not spring from dizzy attraction
Or grow with an increase of swaggering beauty.
Oh no, for it crept, unassuming, along,
Dared not lift its head ‘fore the ripening came,
But slowly, like unfolding bud, revealed its stunning worth.
For it is not a flashy thing, no Claudio and Hero,
But oh, the best and dearest kind of volunteer surrender.
Indeed, I know I can afford to laugh at our shortcomings,
For what is ours is of such worth we need no self-conscious striving.

Rebecca Maycan

Why This Love
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 The flames of the bonfire dance in Nain’s eyes. “Tonight is Nos Galan 
Gaeaf, you know,” she says in lilting tones. “The fire keeps the spirits at bay as 
long as they burn. This night, the spirits walk about, and if you’re not careful, 
you might run into one.” I smile and tug at the hood of my cloak, running my 
fingertips over its fine wool. It’s brilliant and vivid in the firelight, a lurid crimson. 
“What sort of spirits?” Mairwen asks beside me. She’s dressed in rags, a wolf 
mask tilted up on top of her head. Her green eyes are bright in her round face. 
We’re sitting on logs set around a bonfire crackling in a large pit of stones set 
deep in the center of Nain’s garden, drinking cider. Cerys is in the house cooking 
and handing out candy.
  “Mmm, you might see the Ladi Wen.” Nain lifts her brows, drinking deep 
from a mug.
“Ladi Wen?” I ask.
“The White Lady,” she whispers, widening her eyes as she looks from Mairwen 
to me. “She waits by the forest paths, pacing and wringing her hands. One night, 
on All Hallows, a man came across her there on the path, utterly distraught. He 
offered to help the lady, to which she said that if he could only hold her hands 
long enough, her troubles would end.” She reaches a hand out to me, and I 
smile, gripping her hand. “So he took her hands in his. They shook and shook, 
and they were cold, oh, so cold!” Nain smiles mischievously, her brown eyes 
bright as she shakes our hands along to the story. “Suddenly, a howling rose wild 
in the wood around them, and startled, the man let go. The lady screamed and 
cried out, ‘I shall be bound for another seven years!’ and vanished.”
Mairwen wrinkles her nose at me and pushes a hand into her thick red hair, her 
round face dark. “That’s not scary,” she scoffs.
“Oh, so you want scary,” Nain laughs. “That howling the man heard? That was 
the howling the the Cŵn Annwn, the hounds of the Underworld. Their howling is 
heard as a great storm sweeps across the fields, down into the forests. It heralds 
the arrival of the Wild Hunt.” Her lips twist up, her teeth glinting in the light. “At 
the fore is Gwyn ap Nudd himself, leading a horde of spirits, and any who cross 
their path become their prey.”
  Goosebumps prickle along my arms. Does she know? How can she 
know? I look over at Nain and wonder if she hears it too, high and beautiful like 
wolfsong.
  “The Wild Hunt,” I whisper, and Nain looks at me closely. Her brown eyes 
are keen.

Anne Tedeton

The Wild Hunt
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  “They say that to hear the howling itself marks you for death.” Her eyes 
hold mine. “Do you hear it?”
  I drop her gaze, shaking my head empathically, and Mairwen shoves 
my shoulder, giggling. “It’s just a story,” she says. “All sorts of things are running 
around on Halloween. We could be, too, if it weren’t for Nain here, keeping us 
safe from the ghosts and goblins.” She glares at Nain, who watches her with an 
amused eye. 
“You ought to be taking me seriously, now,” Nain says, plucking an apple from 
the basket at her feet. “These things you scoff at are plenty real. Tell me child, if 
you don’t believe me, why don’t you ever take off those bracelets?” She waves 
the apple in her hand. “Just to please your Nain?”
  “Hmph,” Mairwen grumbles, looking away. Nain laughs, and bites into 
her apple. I stare into the dancing flames, unable to share the merry mood. I’m 
ill at ease.
  What if Nain’s tale is true?
  Nain and her daughter Cerys have always seemed very superstitious. 
Their charms and teas and careful gardens were a quirk at first, traditions that 
Mairwen’s Welsh grandmother brought with her over the Atlantic. Mairwen 
might scoff at it, but over time I began to really question whether the tales could 
be true.
  The woods I run in are magical to me. When Nain and Cerys told us tales 
of green men, black dogs, water spirits, and faerie paths, I listened, wide-eyed 
and wondering. It didn’t seem so strange. The world I live in is brilliantly colored, 
so intensely beautiful to me at times that I can’t bear it. It is a living thing, of me 
and in me. It never scared me before. I had always felt comfortable there before, 
but now I am afraid. 
For the last two weeks, ever since the howling first drew me down into the 
woods, all I crave is the nighttime, needing that call as deeply as it needs me. 
And though Nain’s tale sends sparks of fear through me, I am still waiting, still 
anticipating the song that calls me to the woods, that makes me believe.
“Here.” Mairwen thrusts a mug at me suddenly, interrupting my thoughts. 
“Come on. Drink it. Don’t let those stories rattle around in your head for too 
long, Rowan. I see that look in your eye that says you’re thinking about it.” 
I take the steaming mug, sipping the cider carefully.
  “This Wild Hunt,” I ask, “do they ever let anyone get away? What do 
they do with people who come across their path?”
  Nain brings a hand to her face, running a thumb over her lower lip. “I 
imagine it depends on the mood they’re in. Sometimes they take you to the Oth-
erworld, sometimes you join them, sometimes they’re too busy hunting some-
what else.” A breeze whispers through the trees above us, the bonfire leaping in 
a rain of sparks, and Nain watches my face. “I don’t imagine they’d be chasing 
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after a young girl, now, would they?”
  “Nain!” Mairwen scolds. “She’s impressionable! Don’t encourage her!”
I sit back, smoothing the folds of my white dress over my knees. “I don’t imagine 
they will be, no,” I say, and Nain nods.
“Good, because that wind is just the beginning of the storm to come. Gwyn’s 
riding tonight, he is. Let’s go inside, girls. Your mother likely has something warm 
for us to eat in there.” They both get up, Nain gathering apples and her thermos 
into a basket, and I stare into the flames as they make their way up through the 
yard. Mairwen calls my name and I finally get up, twisting my fingers in the folds 
of my cloak, listening to the creaking boughs above. It’s coming. I just have to 
wait.
  Nain and Mairwen are standing on the porch, the door open, pale yellow 
light painting their faces. The wind rises, and my breath catches.
  That first clear note skirls on the wind, and I close my eyes, my hands 
closing into fists. My nails dig into my palms. I hear the door slam, and I hear 
my name, but I don’t heed the urgency in Nain’s voice. I hear the beating, the 
pounding, the singing in the wind with the clarity of the clearest, brightest day, 
and I am compelled. It rises like water around me, flowing, and my feet are 
pulled in the current. I turn from the fire, into the wind, and I start to run.
It’s like dreaming, like swimming, like flying into the dark, the woods pulsing 
across the field. I don’t hear Mairwen’s scream behind me, I don’t hear Nain cry-
ing my name. The cloak snaps in the wind, its string unraveling, and it is ripped 
off of me, into the wind as I tear across the field and lightning streaks across the 
sky. The moon and stars have been devoured, and the entire world is consumed 
by a howling darkness. 
Deeper in the forest, I can hear it, closer now, and I sprint into the mouth of the 
woods, frenzied. Thunder ripples and finally cracks, a deafening boom crashing 
through the forest. The trees sigh into each other, thrusting their branches up as 
the world is picked up and thrown around, a hurricane of leaves and wind, water 
and dirt.
  I have finally opened a window, and I am being pulled through it, pulled 
like no one would ever believe into this, the most beautiful storm. This howling 
world bucks and screams as a tear is rent in my world, a door finally opening 
between this and the next, and I race through the woods, desperate to find the 
threshold.
  I don’t expect the door to find me.
  When I reach the clearing, I see a haze of pounding rain become the 
palest horse, a driving rain the darkest cloak, and then the night begins to 
breathe—eyes and teeth of stars and lightning, their tall, cloaked figures becom-
ing more and more defined until I can finally, finally see them, restless on violent 
horses, pale wolves forming out of the air itself, and I, standing here still and 
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awestruck, able only to watch this strange and frightening vision before me.
  They are the storm itself, materializing here in the wood, just as Nain 
described. They are raising a hunt on this night, the night the door to the Other-
world opens.
  And I am standing here, a shivering offering in my bare feet and my wet 
dress and my cold skin. Three hunters on three pale horses stand at the fore, 
their wolves pacing back and forth as more and more riders appear. The wind 
throws their hoods back, and a flash of lightning illuminates the rain spattering 
off their black cloaks. Their faces are made of the night itself. I see a tall, proud 
figure wearing a crown of thorny branches and leaves, an old woman, and a 
young man, patiently watching me as the crowd behind them grows denser, 
thicker.
  When they finally speak, it’s a rumbling, crashing thunder, the trees 
swayed by a gusting wind, and the current of the river rising in the driving rain—
these are their words, this is the way they echo, ricocheting painfully inside of 
my head:
  How were you called here?
  “I hear the howling, the song,” I cry into the wind. “I have to come, I 
have no choice.”
  They look to each other, silently. The wolves pause in their pacing, and 
one growls, low, guttural, and impatient. The young man drops his head, and he 
slides off of his pale horse. In a flash of lightning, the night stops.
  Everything around me has frozen. Leaves and raindrops hang suspended 
in midair, surrounded by a whirl of gem-like raindrops. It’s endlessly quiet, hor-
rifically still, just me and the pale rider. In the strange light, his skin is iridescent: 
now silver, now black, now white, now grey, whorls of light tattooed into his 
skin. 
It’s unfortunate you are in the middle of the path, he says, and his voice is the 
softest, most sound, like bells, like velvet and ashes. You are prey to us. I have to 
close my eyes, because the music of his words is so beautiful, I fear that it will 
drive me mad. We have been hunting you for a long, long time.
  He reaches out, and raindrops collide, crashing to the ground. His fin-
gertips slide against the sharp bones in my cheeks, the barest touch, and I stop 
breathing in one gasp. My heart clenches once inside of me, the pain so intense 
it drops me to my knees.
  My heart has stopped. I can’t breathe.
  The world becomes one pulsing, agonizing thread. Everything dwindles 
down, down to one small spark, the world going dark even in this brilliant light.
He bends over me and places a warm palm on the center of my chest. My lungs 
expand, and my heart hiccups, my body rushing to reclaim its life as I gasp and 
choke against his steady, strong palm.
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  We take this away, he whispers, and now I am afraid. This is what we 
come to claim. We are Death, little one, and this is our night. But here you are, in 
the middle of the path, where we cannot claim you. His eyes are merry. Despite 
that, we have no choice but to chase you.
  He smiles as he says this, willing me to understand. I frown, my breath 
still shuddering in and out of me.
  “Stay in the middle of the path,” I repeat. “That’s it? I just have to stay in 
the middle of the path?”
  He withdraws his hand, leaning back on his heels. The horde knows your 
scent. It knows what you fear, and it wants your life. It won’t be easy to simply 
outrun us. His hands move to his throat, and he loosens a string, something 
flashing at his throat.
  He pulls it over his head, and he dangles it in front of me. Do you know 
what this is? he asks.
  I frown. “Iron. But...your kind, it keeps you away. It’s supposed to protect 
me from you.”
  He smiles. You’re not wearing any. No charms at all. Nothing to protect 
you. You haven’t worn any for weeks, you’ve only listened to the woods sing-
ing. He slips it over my head, fastens it at my throat, and at once everything is 
dimmed, dulled, flattened. The singing overwhelmed you before, but now you 
have a chance. Take this, and run. You must run somewhere safe. Stay in the cen-
ter of the path at all times, or your life is ours.
  I raise my hands to my throat, fingering the round disc there, heavy and 
cold. “Why are you doing this?” I ask. “I am your prey. You could kill me, right 
here, right now.”
  He sighs, and his eyes meet mine. They contain a depth of sadness and 
despair that forms a lump in my throat. Unbidden tears prick my eyes.
It’s not your time, he says firmly. Do not take that off. Do not ever take that off, 
or the song will claim you. Do you understand? His eyes are sharp, desperate, 
and I flinch, tears falling. Not just tonight. Never, ever take that off.
  He rises, and I look past him at the frozen horde. There must be twenty, 
thirty riders there, all through the wood behind him. I feel cold.
  “Why?” I ask him, and he pauses beside his horse. He looks to me and 
smiles.
  We are the Hunt, he says. That is what we do—we chase our prey. Run, 
and run quick, and don’t ever look back. He places a hand on his horse, and the 
night is alive again, stunning me as I see a multitude of eyes watching me.
  I am still in the middle of the path.
  I have run these woods every night for the last two weeks. I know each 
turn, each twist, each root, each bush, each hole with my eyes closed. I have 
run these woods already hunted, haunted by the song I stand inside right now. I 
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feel it—it rips and tears at me, but I do not succumb to it. I turn around, and the 
wolves lift their voices, their howling turning into a scream.
  I focus on the center of the path, and I shut out everything else. Each 
foot moves in front of the other, the path jolting around me as I run. I do not 
hear the howling, the screaming, the singing. I do not feel the earth vibrating un-
der my feet, or warm breath close, too close. I am cold. I am numb. 
All that matters is staying alive.
  Thorns tear at me, and rocks cut my feet. Something darts at me from 
the side, its face white and snarling, but I do not stray. I don’t jump or swerve, I 
just run.
  All I hear is the blood pounding in my head, and my breath coming in 
sharp, fast pants. The path opens, the field widening before me, and I panic. The 
center of the path—the center leads straight across the field to Nain’s house, 
with its careful line of yew and rowan, hawthorn and willow. 
Will it be enough to stop them?
  I don’t have time to think about it. I bolt out of the woods and into the 
open field. Their screaming is louder than ever, and I hear them fan out, closer 
now in the open field. Out of my peripheral vision I see a seething, violent mass 
of flashing eyes and teeth.
  I focus. I shut my eyes and I run. It’s a clean, straight line across the field. 
I just have to run the path I know in my head and my heart to be true.
  In this moment I am more alive than I have ever been, will ever be. To 
be caught, to let them catch me, would mean losing this feeling forever. I would 
never remember the clarity of streaking lightning on the darkest night, the 
drumming of my heart the thunder that shakes my world. It would be erased 
as quickly as it came, this madness, without ever giving me the chance to try to 
understand what it means.
  The horde is screaming behind me as I tear past the tree line, tripping 
over a root and thrown onto the ground, the breath knocked out of my chest. I 
struggle in the mud to raise myself and see, but they are simply...gone.
  Cold rain lashes me as I stare out into the empty field, and unbelieving, I 
lift a hand to my throat.
My fingers meet a disc of cold iron.
  Distantly, I hear Nain, Cerys, and Mairwen as they burst out of the 
house, running down to help drag me into the house, and as they scold me, 
as they cry and question, I can’t help it from bursting out of me. The laughter 
bubbles out of me, joyously.
  For two weeks, Mairwen has called me fey-marked, has pressed iron 
into my pockets, has chased me through the woods at night terrified, and I paid 
no mind!
  This world I thought for years must exist, and I never really believed, 
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never fully imagined that it could all be true.
  It was, all this time. 
It is.
  They pull me to a chair, and they push me into it. Nain stands before me, 
places both hands on either side of my face, her brown eyes utterly, completely 
terrified as they gaze into mine.
  “You could have died,” she whispers. “And it seems you very nearly did.”
  I can’t keep myself from grinning.
  “Oh Nain,” I cry. “I outran Death himself, and here I live to tell the tale.”
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I used to dream about beautiful things
and I never thought the most beautiful thing
would be wrapped in tragic
twisted up in my insides like a wreck
more infectious than cancer
more draining than death.

A whisper made me remember
I was just a simplistic notation
straining to be something more –

so I stopped.

You began tugging at my pant leg
and the distance between you and I seemed like miles.
The roar of the lion hit my ears and drew me in
cradling my heavy body with the strength of an ant.

And it was then did I realize the world was not deserving of my love.
With my heart swollen from needle and thread
I thought I was dizzy from stress
until I realized I was just holding my breath –

Waiting for someone to explain their actions
Waiting for someone to lend a hand.

For all the reasons in this world
I will never understand
how free you could move around me.

How could this life of yours not bother you?
When all it does is bother me – like a gnat I keep swatting at –
An invisible mischief that lends to my craziness.

Can I let out this breath? Will it make my head clearer?

Katie Poindexter

I Used to Dream About Beautiful Things
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What am I to learn from you?
That innocence can have a certain face?
That I am meant to make the world love?

Why must I share you?
You were pulled from my insides.

How can I put you on display –
To prove you are so much more than the misery on their faces.

By grace, by glory, by humanity,

How can you get me to agree – to this?
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I know my daddy loves me
as he watches the sunset and the movies and
the swaying hips of my beautiful mother as she dances,
And his eyes always look above me as 
I stand in my new dress from the thrift store,
Smiling, hoping I look pretty and
wishing I were taller and could dance like her.

I know my daddy loves me
as he ties the cord around his neck in the garage and
falls and lets it hold him until his face turns blue,
And his eyes always look above me as
I run into the basement and dial the three-digit number,
Shaking, hoping I remember my address and
wishing I were taller and could make him stop. 

I know my daddy loves me
as he believes in everything and talks about nothing and
makes me listen and confuses me hopelessly,
And his eyes always look above me as
I tell him what I think and what I’m scared of,
Wondering, hoping I can figure out what’s right on my own and
wishing I were taller and could reach the truth.

I know my daddy loves me
as he comes to my bedroom with flowers and makes me take them and
thinks that they’ll make up for all the time he’s wasted,
And his eyes look straight at me as
I realize I don’t need him and can’t feel him,
swallowing, hoping mother isn’t angry with me for not caring and
wishing I could tell someone that I don’t love my daddy.

Rebekah Robinson

I Know My Daddy Loves Me
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So
sweet
is
the
grape

that
chooses
to
be
different

especially
to
those
on
the
stem

as
if
to
set
an
example
for
the
whole
vine.

Danny P. Barbare

The Grape
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Those sticky embers,
This blasphemous ink,
Corrodes my mind, at once so fierce.
Am I forbidden of normalcy 
Unlike the ones I love?
I attempt to care, I attempt to seek,
But nothing breaches this shakable curse.
I yearn to love, I yearn to care,
The beautiful parts of being.
I’m not allowed this gift of life,
I’m called for harder things.
I pray the day You erupt my soul,
I’ll spread my blessed wings. 

Amanda Darchiville 

Blue Funk
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 On the bed beside him. It is a place she is not supposed to be and he 
knows that and she knows that. This is exactly what makes it what it is: their 
own world, comprised of two; an incubation, an escape, a fantasy, and a game. It 
is whatever they need it to be, want it to be.  
 “I need to go,” she says. 
 Lying there, naked with sheets and clothes and shoes on his dirty 
apartment floor. Her artificially browned-body and his almost alabaster skin, 
they make fun of his white legs at work. Lying there, she puts her cigarette out 
in an ashtray he purchased just for her. He used to ash on whatever surface or 
bottle or glass was available. 
 “The kids,” she says. “I have to get up.”
 And he ashes his cigarette on her bare chest, in the crevice between her 
breasts, plump and round breasts that may or may not be fake, even though he 
knows a woman with two kids would not naturally have breasts this firm and 
round and buoyant. This is where he ashes. And it’s like salt and pepper on a 
pancake, sitting there in that space. 
 “Jerk!” she says and laughs and brushes the ash off of her breast and 
onto the floor and then rolls over and puts her head against his shoulder and her 
hand on his chest, the white alabaster chest of Roman sculptures. 
 “It’s late, I know,” he says, exhaling and flicking his cigarette 
absentmindedly. Ashes fall where they may. 
 “You get to sleep in.”
 “Jealous?”
 And they lay there, in his twin sized bed, like two refugees huddled tight 
on a makeshift raft, steadily sailing towards uncertain shores. He puts his hand 
on her hand and squeezes, rubs, caresses.

#
 
 Some people own airplanes. 
 He started school a year or so ago, living the life of a nontraditional 
student, working and living paycheck to paycheck. 
 Episodic is the way he would describe his life, the way he liked to think 
about it. Segmented, parceled, into two week installments. Sort of like scripted 
television sitcoms. Every paycheck a different episode. Full of running jokes and 
stock characters.

Joe Bodie

Summer Storms
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  The people at work, his coworkers, they all have their own unique catch 
phrases tailored to fit their personalities and focus-grouped to get a laugh.
  It was routine and predictable and banal.
 It was episodic. 
 Scripted.
 And islands, those people with their own private airplanes, they own 
islands too.  
 He lived in a two bedroom apartment which he shared with a 
roommate. They lived completely different lives and spoke very little. In truth, 
he tried to avoid his roommate at all costs. He had meager possessions and 
got by on what little he could afford. Rent, food, beer, and cigarettes. And not 
necessarily in that order. He had a desk and a mini-fridge and a twin sized bed 
without a frame that sat squarely on the floor of his room like some Japanese 
dinner table. 
 Presumably, they fly their private airplanes to their private islands. 
 It was a life and a life-style which she never knew and could not 
comprehend. He realized this one night as they sat in the living room drinking 
beer and smoking cigarettes and there was a soft thudding noise from upstairs. 
 She a little startled, the smoke from her cigarette came from her mouth 
like some comic book dialogue bubble as she said what the hell was that and he 
replied that it was the people upstairs and she said oh and he asked her had she 
never lived in an apartment and she said no, only houses.
  He realized then that this world, the world that was his, was a little 
foreign and dirty and pathetic and intriguing at the same time and that that was 
exactly the attraction. 
 He was greasy, sugary, calorie-loaded, whipped and chocolate coated 
comfort food.
 There were obvious disparities in their experiences. Everywhere, really. 
And with everyone. Large and small. Disparities which he thought about often as 
he sat in his room and smoked. 
 He thought about these and wondered about homonyms.  
 Some people own airplanes.

#

 “It’s ok, this time was all about you,” she said after they, he, had 
finished. 
 And they lay naked and embraced on the couch, roommates and open 
blinds and passersby be damned. This was their world. 
 “He called me yesterday,” he said. 
 “I’m sorry.”
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  And he didn’t know what to say.
 “What did he say?” she asked.
 “The usual. That he knows.”
 It started out as a game, of sorts. At work, at the coffee shop. He and his 
other male coworkers would joke about how attractive she was and about how 
easy it would be if they got her alone and drunk, how easy it would be to nail 
her. 
 “He doesn’t know. Not for sure.”
 She had been working there for a year before he started. He disliked her 
from the very first day. He thought she was privileged. Rich. Spoiled. And hot. 
But he decided, he knew, that he would never let on and never treat her the way 
she’d been treated her whole life, by customers and high school football players 
and police officers and drunks at the bar, no, he would not grant her any special 
treatment solely based on her physical appearance. Her blonde hair and her tan 
and her perky, round breasts. Like everyone else. No, he would do exactly the 
opposite.  
 “He said if I was man enough to fuck his wife, then I should be man 
enough to answer the phone.”
 She asked how he was doing one day at work long before whatever it 
was they were doing started and he told her that he heard on the news that 
women died earlier than men or that they were more prone to some form of 
cancer and that that gave him some hope. 
 She laughed, then. 
 “He doesn’t know. I’m so sorry, baby. About all of this.”
 There’s a fine line between lust and hate. The chemicals responsible 
for these basic emotions are essentially the same. Endorphins. Adrenaline. 
Serotonin and Dopamine. Love, lust, hate, and disgust: 
 These are just words. 
 Physiologically speaking, it’s the same emotion.   
 “We have things to talk about.”
 “Us?”
 “No, that’s just what he said. On the voicemail.”
 Rude jokes and sarcastic comments quickly begot sexual tension and 
everyone else at work, at the coffee shop, they all knew it was only a matter of 
time before something happened. And one night it did. 
 After work, after his most recent breakup and her most recent fight. In a 
way this is what it was all about, what it started out being about: salve, balm. 
 They met at a bar and had some appetizers and some beer and some 
shots that he ordered and they sat in her car after the bar closed and listened to 
a country music star sing about god and country and morals, her music, not his, 
and he told her that the music was making it very hard to reconcile the fact that 
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he wanted to kiss her.
 But he did. 
 “He thinks something is going on.”
 After that initial kiss, the game began. Furtive glances and cryptic 
messages written on coffee cups at work. Stolen kisses in the backroom and 
behind the dumpster and in the parking lot and more trips to more bars and 
more promises of one day coming home with him. 
 “He has copies of our text messages. That’s what he said.”
 They never exchanged phone numbers. That was part of the game, the 
deal. This lack of personal and direct and readily available contact allowed the 
world that they were creating to remain separate from the world in which they 
lived. It allowed for tension and anticipation. Heightened and unreal reality. 
 “I have to go. I left the kids with my mom. Told her I was just going out 
for cigarettes.”
 Their world consisted exclusively of guest appearances and cameos in 
bi-weekly episodes and the studio audiences applauded and hung on every twist 
and turn. 
 “Yeah, ok.”
 And one day she showed up at his apartment after work. On her 
husband’s birthday and they kissed and undressed and he said fuck him and 
they made love or fucked or had sex, however you want to think about it, on his 
couch. 
 “He can’t do that, can he? Get copies of text messages? There’s no way.”
 They hung out with one or two friends at work that knew about their 
whatever, affair if you want to call it that, and they had drinks and went home, 
to his apartment or to her house, and they drank beer and wine and took bubble 
baths and had sex in the shower. 
 “I don’t know.”
 One night he walked her to the door of his apartment and his roommate 
was awake, watching television. And he opened the door and fumbled in his 
pockets and pulled a few loose dollar bills and said is this enough? We never 
agreed on a price. She said fuck you and laughed and hit him in the chest and 
they walked outside and he walked with her upstairs into the parking lot and 
to her car and they kissed. Her eyes were full of desire and lust for the touch of 
hands and the kiss of lips which were not yet rendered monotonous and too-
familiar by the diminutive effects of time and disappointment and reality.  
 “I wish you could stay longer.”

#

 Some people have normal lives. 
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 She lived in a world he had never known and knew he could not know, 
a world that seemed too much like the movies and the advertisements and 
the fully-realized slogans of the American dream, a world in which he felt 
significantly out of place and incongruous. It was a world in which everyone had 
done exactly what they were told to do and had, in return, received exactly what 
all of the parents and guidance counselors and college pamphlets had promised.  
 Steady jobs, savings accounts, mortgages, and children: this is what 
these normal people have. 
 She lived in a house purchased by her father in a neighborhood full 
of other similar houses purchased by fathers and husbands and hard, honest 
work. Two car garages that were occupied with newer-model cars and camping 
equipment and tools and other extraneous items for which there was simply no 
room left in an already over-furnished house. A two-story, four or five bedroom, 
photocopied-from-some-home-design-magazine, house. 
 They had lawns, these people, lawns that they watered and mowed and 
painstakingly landscaped. And kids that ran around and played in the streets. 
 They woke at regular and routine hours, these normal people, and took 
their kids to school and led lives full of days that were parceled and scheduled 
and predictable. Dinner at seven, kids in bed at nine, a little television, balance 
the checkbook, and then off to bed. Lather, rinse, and repeat. 
 She was a stay-at-home mom and she worked just enough hours at the 
coffee shop to cover the minimum requirements for insurance for her family. She 
woke at regular and routine hours and took the kids to school. 
 She was happy with her life, or at least told herself regularly that she 
was or perhaps succumbed resignedly to some ineluctable truth and decided 
that happiness was the best delusion. 
 And how could she not be happy? Or at least tell herself as much? 
Lacquered over her neighborhood and her world was a shiny veneer of felicity. 
Smiling children playing in the yards and the street, neighbors who know your 
name and your husband’s name and your children’s name and ask regularly how 
everyone is doing. 
 Some people have normal lives.

#

 He was sitting on his couch watching his roommate play some video 
game that involved spells and levels and elves, a game which he considered 
totally pointless, but it was his roommate’s world, a world which existed on a 
compact disk that was flat and spun not on an axis but on a horizontal plane and 
was digitally rendered. 
 He was doing this when she called. 

LiteraryJournal2012.indd   26 3/25/12   4:56 PM



2012

27
 “Hey, I’m sorry, am I bothering you?”
 This was not part of the game, not at all in the rules. 
 That cheater. 
 “How did you get my number?”
 Her world and his world and his roommate’s world and their little world 
comprised of two were crashing into each other like planets spun out of orbit, 
careening towards cataclysmic destruction. 
 “The employee phone list at work. What are you doing?”
 When worlds collide, this is called reality. 
 “You cheated.”
 The unexpected and unscripted guest appearance, some actress from 
another show stumbling drunk onto the set of a live broadcast. 
 This is when you cut to commercial. 
 “I know, it’s just. I had to talk to you, I needed to talk to you. I’m out 
with him, I’m in the bathroom of some bar and all I can think about is how much 
more fun I’d be having if I was with you. How much I’d rather be with you.”
 The heroes on the television screen cast a spell that is white and 
shimmering and heals everybody in the party. 
 “You’re drunk.”
 When the audience and the actors are confused and everything comes 
screeching to a halt, this is what you call technical difficulties, please stand by.
 “I wish you were here.”
 

#

 He sat on the steps in front of his apartment building, smoking and 
waiting for the familiar headlights of her SUV. They made no definite plans 
that night at work, but she was prone to occasionally making a special guest 
appearance, an unannounced and unexpected cameo that made the studio 
audiences laugh and howl and applaud. A special guest from another show that 
they, the audience, have all come to know and love. 
 Suddenly the cameo, the surprise entrance, and what was scripted and 
routine and banal becomes new and exciting. It gives them, the audience, in the 
studio and at home, a reason to tune in the following week. 
 In hopes of something else unexpected and new. 
 He knew, as he checked the time on his phone, that he would not see 
those headlights.
 They had finished closing the coffee shop a little under an hour ago. He 
lingered in his car in the parking lot, in what had become the usual manner, and 
she had not. 
 Still, he sat on the steps and smoked and waited. He exhaled and heard 
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angry Zeus thunder rumbling through the sky above. Heat lightning penned the 
sky in the thin and bright white calligraphy strokes of veins. 
 A summer storm was coming.
 Storms that came arbitrarily quick and fierce and passionate and ended 
just as suddenly as they began. 
 So many, and they begin to feel episodic.
 Lightning above and he counted the seconds until he heard the thunder. 
 Three one thousand. 
 Two seconds sooner than the last blast of the heavenly trumpet. 
 It would be on him soon, quick and fierce and passionate and ending 
just as suddenly as it had begun.
  He sat and finished his cigarette and thought about scripted television 
sitcoms and airplanes, homonyms and normal lives.
 Quick and fierce and passionate and ending just as suddenly as they 
begin.

LiteraryJournal2012.indd   28 3/25/12   4:56 PM



2012

29

Too soon
Two people by the fire
To perform such an intimate act, with no love.
As his pants are pulled down the look in their eyes have no affection, just lust.
She is on her knees, she puts the past three years behind her, for a man she
   hardly knows.
Did she even love me at all?

I stand alone by the flames.
Looking at the pictures ignite.
Our faces are the first to disappear; 
Those eyes contained what I cherish most in the world, 
The passion and devotion of our love.

I’m looking for comfort, and receive little.
As I look in the blazing fire, I feel an eruption of anguish in my soul.
I turn to walk away; to mend my wounds.
A strange contentment feeling now pulses through me.
The memories of what was wasted were left in the flames
I departed with a clean conscience, with one less friend, and one less enemy.

Evan Marchi

Flames of Her Memories

LiteraryJournal2012.indd   29 3/25/12   4:56 PM



writersINC

30

We are jumping up and down,
falling on cushions and over each other;
utterly smiling, even with holes in our teeth

Popcorn is salted gold, 
m&ms are rainbows we make on paper plates,
then red bowls and pale green ice cream
with black gems; we melted it purposely,
stirring and stirring, my spoon feels cool
and smooth, we eat more than we need to but
I’ve never stood sideways at the mirror,
I don’t suck in my stomach,
I suck in my root beer and fall into endless plaid pillows--
we giggle to pieces when I spill your Kool Aid 

Time is a thing we learned and forgot,
I don’t have work in the morning but
I’ve never had work in the morning,
Beauty kisses Beast and I feel goose bumps while
you wrinkle your nose in embarrassment;
I’ve never been kissed, neither have you,
it never crosses our minds because
stacking our tater tots seems the best entertainment
until we discover we can dye macaroni blue;
my eyes are blue but
no one has ever stolen my gaze so 
I don’t know what I’m missing--
I’m not missing anything

Our lives are sheltered and little
but we’re in love with everything,
we never wish it was better because
it’s the best,
I wish I was seven
and you didn’t have peach fuzz,
when we were best friends
and we didn’t know a thing about the world

Rebekah Robinson

Eighteen Is Too Old
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Student
Drayton Hammes

You taught me courage,
how to stand up and be,
how to throw a punch 
and tackle adversity.

You taught me economics,
how to spend but profit,
how to live comfortably
with only a dollar in my pocket.

You showed me lovely women,
how to fondle them so,
how to remove their clothes ever so slow.

You showed me the importance of school,
the destruction of a fool,
how never to lie to myself,
that I will always have help.

But most importantly, you taught me to see,
how to live life passionately,
even in the midst of your impending tragedy.
A painful prison sentence, a filthy leech,
latched on like a lock with no key...
but yet there you were, smiling all the same,
when treatments and surgery couldn’t prolong your name.
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Green Flash at Sunset
Garrett Mitchell

 Carl had a sailor’s heart.  Many years ago, as a young man, Carl had 
heard the old seaman’s legend of the green flash at sunset.  As the story goes, 
when a sailor dies at sea, his soul enters the afterlife at sunset.  As he ascends 
into eternal bliss, at the precise moment the sun disappears below the horizon, 
an unearthly green flash signals his entrance into the gates of Heaven.  Carl 
didn’t know why this recollection had suddenly crept into his mind.  At the 
moment he had other, more important things to think about.  He was going to 
visit an old friend.
 Carl arrived in Camden at 10 o’clock that morning.  It had been so long 
since he had seen her he didn’t know how to think or feel.  As he arrived at the 
water front along the Delaware River she appeared out of the thick, shrouding 
fog that covered the water.  It was serene.  First to be seen was her number one 
turret mount on which three 16 inch guns rested.  When raised, they were as 
high as a three story building, an imposing sight.  As he rounded the corner, the 
rest of her massive structure appeared like a phantom through the relentless 
mist that seemed intent on keeping him away.  There she was, the USS New 
Jersey.  Carl was 70 years old.  The cancer that racked him had long taken its toll 
on his battered body.  He was a fighter, though, and he figured he had at least a 
little more productive time left on this Earth. Still, he had wanted to come back 
one final time to say goodbye.  Just in case.  
When he first saw the New Jersey, “Big J” as she was called, he was a young 
man of 21 during the height of the hell that was World War Two.  Carl, even 
then, was allured by the sea, and rather than fight on the ground with the 
Army or Marines, he had beaten Uncle Sam to the punch and enlisted in the 
Navy.  Carl was assigned to the New Jersey, one of the Navy’s brand new Iowa 
class battleships, and from the moment he saw her in Bayonne Harbor that 
warm May afternoon in 1943 he loved her.  That same evening he and a crew 
of 1,900 sailors and officers set a course for the Pacific, and for two years the 
Jersey would be the only home Carl knew.   She had always protected him and 
kept him safe through all of the trials and tribulations they had faced together, 
but something was different about her now, though, something terribly wrong.  
It was troubling and he couldn’t put his finger on it.  As Carl stared at her, the 
realization suddenly hit him with the force of a freight train.  
 “She’s dead,” Carl mumbled under his breath.  “Oh my God, girl, what 
have they done to you?”
 She looked nothing like he remembered.  Even now, 49 years later, his 
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memory was as sharp as a freshly cut diamond.  Her keel, all 887 feet of it, no 
longer shone with the luster of her youth.  Her nine, 16 inch guns mounted on 
three turrets, two forward and one aft, were sealed tight with concrete.  Her 
flags lay limp against the confines of their rope mounts.  The enormous windows 
of her bridge were dark, as if her eyes had been closed, never more to see the 
light of day; to gaze upon the open ocean which had long been her domain.  To 
Carl, she looked like a mummy, entombed behind the glass case of history for 
people to gawk at.  Her fate was that she had been condemned to serve as a 
museum ship and every day people scurried about her decks, taking pictures 
in front of her guns and laughing at pictures of her former crew in their blue 
Navy uniforms with the white trim around the edges.   They didn’t know her, he 
thought.  They have no reverence for her, what she has done.  Damn them all!  
Carl walked up the gangplank and onto the deck.  He felt nothing, no breath 
of life coming from her hull.  It was disheartening.  He found his way to an iron 
door to the right of her gargantuan second gun mount, turret number two.  It 
had been so long, but he still knew the way.  His since of direction had not 
forsaken him like his body had.  He headed for the crew quarters.  He wanted to 
find his old bunk and lie on it once more.  He was alone, and he had no sooner 
arrived at the first staircase when he heard a voice, one that sounded eerily 
familiar; one from his distant past.
 “Hello, Carl.”
 Carl whipped his head in the direction of the greeting.  Chills ran down 
his body, head to toes, as his face turned a shade of pale that surpassed even 
the fog surrounding the massive vessel.  He stared in awe at what he saw.
 “John?”  Carl blurted the name out as a question.  His mind wasn’t 
registering what he was seeing, but it was there, right in front of him.  “John, 
how can that be you?  You’re dead.  You died at sea during the battle of the 
Philippines.  It’s…….” his voice trailed off into the thick, dank air as he stood 
stupefied, unable to conjure up the right words.
 “That’s right, Carl, I did,” came the answer.  “We knew you were coming.  
We’ve been waiting for you.”
 “Waiting for me?” Carl stammered.  “Who?  Wh…why?”
 “We need you to come home,” the spectral John answered warmly.  
“The crew is a man short.  We need you, Carl.  Join us.”
 Carl was in shock; a disbelief in what he was seeing and hearing that 
was so strong it threatened to buckle his already weakened legs.  He was talking 
to a ghost, the specter of his best friend who had been lost in a kamikaze attack 
during the battle of the Philippine Sea.  Why was he here now, Carl wondered.  
What does he want with me?  Before Carl could open his mouth to speak again, 
John pierced the silence.
 “Come on, walk with me Carl.  I’ll explain everything.”
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 Carl felt uneasy.  He was still in utter astonishment.  This was his friend, 
his fighting partner who he had served with and lost during the hellacious 
inferno of the Pacific theater.   Back in ‘44 he had taken John’s loss hard, but 
now that he was standing in front of him, Carl, in his bewilderment, didn’t want 
to take that walk.  He wanted to get away and he didn’t know why.  Curiosity 
prevailed over the heart’s warning, however, and Carl stepped forward toward 
his old friend and they started their descent down the first flight of stairs.  They 
came to a corridor, one that Carl knew all too well.  They turned right and 
headed for the firing room of turret one.
 “Remember this?” inquired John?  “Remember loading those damn 
heavy shells into these babies?”  He motioned toward the hatch that fed the 
enormous guns.
 “I do.”  Carl looked wistfully at the now-silent weapons of destruction.  “I 
remember how we used to joke about how we were fucking up those Japs’ day 
every time we cut a salvo loose.”
 “Well……” John turned back to Carl.  “We were kids, full of piss and 
vinegar, and we thought war was a game.  It wasn’t as illustrious an occupation 
as we made it out to be.  At least it wasn’t when one of those bastards flew his 
Zero into our ship.”
 Carl remembered that day.  He and John had been topside smoking a 
cigarette during a lull in the battle.  General McArthur had made it a personal 
crusade to take back the Philippine Islands, and the New Jersey had been at 
the forefront of the naval bombardment aimed at softening Japanese ground 
defenses off the island of Leyte.  Things had quieted down after a morning of 
heavy shelling and all seemed safe.  Then, out of nowhere, a wave of Japanese 
fighter planes appeared over the New Jersey and the rest of her surrounding 
task force.  When the order to battle stations was given, both Carl and John 
had manned anti-aircraft guns.  They were right next to each other, fighting 
side by side as they had always done.  As the first wave of Zeros locked in, they 
had unleashed a hail of flak that brought down five planes, but as the second 
wave approached, one Zero made it past the onslaught and slammed into the 
New Jersey’s starboard side.  Carl was spared from the carnage brought by the 
impact.  John wasn’t.
 “You see…..” John’s voice brought Carl abruptly out of his daydream.  
“You were supposed to die that day too.  But you were spared because you had 
bigger plans in store.  Now you’re here again and your life has been fulfilled.  
Now it’s your time to join the rest of us who have returned to our fighting lady.  
We only take the best and you’re one of ‘em.”
 This revelation left Carl speechless.  Had John just said what he thought 
he had?  Was his friend a messenger sent by God to take his soul?  He thought 
he had more time left, but could he have been wrong?  Carl struggled to find the 
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right words, but what could he say?  In that moment he made up his mind to 
fight whatever supernatural decree that had been laid out for him.  He turned 
and faced John with a stern look on his wrinkled face.
 “No!”  Carl said forcefully.  “No, damnit!  It’s not my time yet!  I know 
I can’t be cured, but I still have more things to do.  What about my wife?  My 
grandkids?  What will they do?  If I were to go without saying goodbye, I could 
never forgive myself; in this life or the next!”
 John smiled as if this reaction was what he had expected.  “Don’t worry,” 
he said.  His voice was warm and soft, even more so in the face of what he was 
asking of Carl.  “They’ll be ok.  They know you love them, and where we’re 
going, it’s our job to watch over them.”
 Watch over them?  Carl didn’t understand what John meant.  He didn’t 
really want to.  His fighting instincts had kicked in and no amount of coaxing, 
even from his friend, would coerce him into the hereafter any faster.  Still, he 
was curious.  John seemed to sense this and started to explain.
 “Carl….” He began.  “There is still a battle being fought.  We fight it every 
day.  You see, the Jersey is dead, but she is only dead here in this world.  She 
lives, and so do all of us who fought valiantly with her, and that includes you.  
There is another sea out there, one so tranquil and beautiful that no mortal 
person can imagine it.  We sail that sea, and from those waves we look down 
on all of those we love.  You see these guns?  They still thunder as loudly as 
they did when we were young, but now their vengeance is aimed toward those 
things that would do our friends and family harm.  We’re guardians, Carl, and we 
protect them the only way we know how, as fighting sailors.”
 Carl stood there in wonderment.  Somehow he had always known this, 
and he was starting to realize it now.  He had always been blessed in his life.  
After the war he had married his high school sweetheart, Janie.  They had four 
children, two boys and two girls, who had given them seven grandchildren.  He 
loved and had been loved all his life.  He had been given nothing, but worked 
for everything, and through it all he had always been certain that some higher 
power, some familiar presence had been watching over him.  He understood 
now, but still he was defiant.
 “I can’t, John, I just can’t.”  Carl realized he was on the verge of tears.  
“I’m just not ready.  Look, I understand what you want of me, and believe me, 
I’m grateful, but…..I just can’t.”
 “It’s ok,” John replied.  “I know I’m asking a lot.  Leaving this life isn’t 
easy.  Believe me, I know.  Still, it’s more wondrous than you could ever know.  
That’s why I’m here, to make it as easy for you as possible.  Come on, let’s walk a 
little further.”
 For the next hour Carl and John walked through the vacant halls of 
their once proud ship.  They walked down every staircase and passed through 
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every bulkhead it seemed.  All the way John did his best to convince Carl that he 
needed to come with him, and every attempt was met with a rebuttal on why 
Carl couldn’t let go.  By the time they reached the crew’s quarters, Carl’s original 
destination before getting sidetracked by John, he was feeling weak and was 
tired of fighting.
 “I’m tired, John, very tired,” Carl looked so frail now in the dim light of 
the cabins.  “I’m going to lie down and close my eyes for a while.  I haven’t been 
in one of these bunks in almost 50 years, and this is all so much, I just need to 
rest.”
 John smiled knowingly.  “It’s ok, you rest.  Close your eyes and rest 
yourself.  I’ll see you soon.”
 Carl didn’t let another thought enter his tired mind.  He had found his 
old bunk amidst the hundreds that were there in that cold, steel-cased room.  He 
reached out and rubbed it softly with his weathered hand before he sat down.  
He swung his legs up onto the thin mattress and as he stretched out he sighed 
wearily.  His eyelids were heavy as anvils now and he could barely keep them 
open.  He let them close and as he did, he took a long, deep, ragged breath.  His 
chest relaxed as he exhaled.  Everything was still.
 Carl awoke to a completely different scene than the one he had left 
when he drifted off.  There was noise and chatter, lots of it.  There was the sound 
of footsteps all around him, the clanging of steel, and the barking of orders.  He 
recognized it immediately.  He quickly jumped to his feet with an energy he had 
not known in years.  He looked down and was stunned to find himself clad in 
his old Navy blues, but he felt too elated to question it.  He walked back into 
the corridor to find it filled with sailors, many whose faces were familiar.  He 
bounded up the three flights of stairs and onto the deck.  What he saw was 
more spectacular than he could have ever dreamed.  She was alive!  Big J was 
full steam ahead.  Her keel glistened and shone with the brilliance of the days 
of old.  He could feel the life flow through her as the crew ran about performing 
their assigned tasks.  Gone was the sorrowful emptiness he had felt in Camden.  
He walked to the edge of the railing and looked out upon the most salient sea 
he had ever laid eyes upon.  The water was as blue as the finest sapphires in the 
crown of the most well endowed monarch.  It was approaching dusk and the sun 
was already starting its journey toward the water. 
 “I told you it was beautiful.” It was that same familiar voice.
 Carl turned to find John standing behind him.  John was young now, a 
light glowing in his eyes that Carl remembered from their youth.  “Welcome 
home!”
 “Am I……did I…..” Carl couldn’t even get the question out.  The scene 
was too perfect and he could not divert his gaze from the endless expanse of the 
ocean.
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 “Yes.”  John patted his friend on the shoulder.  “I told you, it was your 
time.  You have a new job now and it’s time to get started.”
 No sooner had John said this when they both heard a voice boom over 
the intercom.  It came from the bridge.  Carl and John looked toward the Jersey’s 
now brightly lit command center.  It was Captain Holden, their skipper during 
the war.
 “Gunners, prepare turret one!” He bellowed.
 With that, the giant, 16 inch guns of turret one swung forward toward 
the setting sun.  The sky was blazing now with reds and yellows so brilliant that 
Carl could barely comprehend it all.  The gunners lowered the turret until it was 
parallel with that mysterious place where the ocean meets the sky.  At the exact 
moment when the sun melted away beneath the waves, the order came.
 “Fire!”
 The mighty guns, which had long been silent in the mortal realm, roared 
to life as they cut loose a thunderous blast.  The huge ship rocked backwards 
with the force of the shot and it seemed to Carl as if the giant projectiles which 
had burst forth from within them had blasted a hole right through the sky.  Then, 
at the spot where the mighty salvo had perforated the heavens, there emerged 
a brilliant green light, glowing with as much ferocity as the sun itself.  It was 
magnificent and it captivated Carl like nothing else ever had as he and John 
watched it reach downward toward Big J’s bow.
 “It’s amazing, John.” 
 “I know,” he replied.  “I had a hunch you always wanted to see this.”
 At that moment they heard the Jersey’s engines whir and whine as they 
sprang to life.  The New Jersey, their ship, their eternal home, came about and 
sailed toward the horizon, steaming a course towards the source of the emerald 
ambiance shining down upon them.  Carl and John clung tight to the railing as 
the brilliant glow enveloped them.  Carl was at peace.  He turned and looked at 
his old friend.  They both smiled.
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The flower
And the pain it symbolized
Forever sticks in her mind.

A rush of emotion
Gushes out.

She had to run that day,
Just like all the others.

The day the shadow followed.

It lurked in the trees
And surrounded her.

The flower was white then,
But the shadow dripped crimson.

The red rose,
A reminder of

The blue-eyed child,
Of the death she allowed

Because she ran.

She left and
Half of her died.

The half that
Produced giggles

And wiped away tears.

The half that just
Fell Behind.

Deanna Falls

The Untitled Poem

LiteraryJournal2012.indd   38 3/25/12   4:56 PM



2012

39

 First kisses are the worst thing ever. 
 Whenever you have the terrible realization that you have romantic feel-
ings for someone, you automatically know, without a doubt, that kissing must 
inevitably happen.
 For some people, this builds anticipation. There’s this daydream built up 
by Hollywood that that first kiss is going to be absolutely fantastic. You will be 
magically transported to a field of blooming flowers while a double rainbow arcs 
overhead and joyous music builds to a glorious crescendo. Your toes will likely 
curl, and you and the Romantic Interest will be so overwhelmed by this amazing 
kiss that you’ll probably fall into the flowers and roll around for a while, having 
seizures of bliss. 
 Something about this first kiss fantasy was terrifying to me. There was 
so much pressure. What if it wasn’t utterly mindblowing? What if worlds went 
unrocked? I would work myself into such a froth that when that first kiss be-
came imminent, my fight-or-flight reflexes would kick in, and I would react like 
a cornered animal. I became a slavering, terrified beast, my instincts screaming 
at me to either get the hell out of there before I died of a heart attack or kissed 
someone and caused the destruction of the universe.
 If you think I’m kidding, I’m not. I’m really not. Every first kiss I’ve ever 
had has been marked by some odd reaction on my part. 
 Allow me to illustrate.
 The first kiss I ever had was smack in the middle of the mall. It was June 
of 1998, and I was thirteen, walking along with my first boyfriend. His name was 
Joe, and he had an electric yellow Mohawk, silver pleather pants, and purple 
contacts. My mother, bless her soul, was trailing behind us, a scant five feet 
away. I can’t really say that I can blame her for being so protective of her young-
est daughter, but it was nerve-wracking enough to have my mother literally 
chaperoning me on an awkward date at the mall. Having her present for what 
happened next was downright traumatic.
 When Joe pointedly looked at his wristwatch and said, “Oh, my dad’s go-
ing to be here soon, I gotta go, babe,” my prescient kissing sense started dinging 
loudly. Somehow, I knew exactly what was going to happen next.
 And it did.
 Joe turned to me and very nonchalantly kissed me, in full view of my 
mother, who was glaring as though she could destroy him with the potent, de-
monic fury in her eyes. He glanced back at her and waved nervously, and I stood 

Anne Tedeton

Philematophobia
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completely still. My mother the basilisk had missed and turned me to stone 
instead. Joe walked away, carefree and content, and I stood struck dumb, trying 
to process what had just happened.
 My mother, obviously thinking that Joe had done something terrible to 
me—maybe slipped me the tongue or something—ran up to me and pulled me 
into a hug. She patted me on the back and whispered to me as though someone 
had just drop-kicked me through a plate glass window. I might as well have been. 
I was utterly freaked out that my mother had had front row tickets to Her Darling 
Baby’s First Kiss Ever, and was there to hug me afterwards. 
 Some things should just never happen. I think that just about anyone 
would be as scarred for life as I was if their mother was present to make their 
first kiss as mortifying as possible. 
 It was highly probable that this experience was what caused me to have 
such terrible anxiety around first kisses. In any case, it set the stage for every 
first kiss I would ever have. 
 My next romantic mishap occurred when I was fourteen, riding on a 
school bus. I don’t know how or why I had the incredible misfortune to have my 
second first kiss be in an even worse setting than the first, but there it was. I was 
sitting in the very back, all by myself, because someone had started a rumor that 
the weird girl who wore black lace skirts, hiking boots, and a black Stetson was a 
witch, and thus no one would sit anywhere near me.
 On this day, I was staring out the window, completely oblivious to my 
surroundings until this boy sat down next to me. I noticed a bunch of guys in 
front of us cheering him on, and I frowned, not comprehending what was hap-
pening. I turned to ask him what he wanted, and he leaned forward, tipped my 
hat back, and kissed me.
 I did the only thing I could do. Fight-or-flight kicked in, and I opted for 
both. I broke away from him, slapped him as hard as I could, and got up, yelling 
for Mr. Charles to let me off the bus that instant. He obliged, and I ran into the 
woods, completely and utterly freaked out.
 I thought that this guy had just played an awful prank on me. I had no 
idea that he actually had a crush on me. How was I supposed to know? So when 
he chased after me, yelling that he was sorry, I just ran faster, screaming every 
expletive I could think of at him from over my shoulder.
 In this moment, I felt that romantically, I was doomed. In a way, I was.
 By the time my next first kiss rolled around, I had had plenty of time 
to brood over it and became so paralyzed with anxiety that it actually took the 
cajoling of six friends to finally force me into it. My best friend of the time, who 
made his romantic interest in me blatantly obvious, had pleaded and begged for 
me to date him just once. I finally relented, but avoided any situation where kiss-
ing was a possibility. He must have moaned and groaned about it to our friends, 

LiteraryJournal2012.indd   40 3/25/12   4:56 PM



2012

41
because the next time that we were all together as a group, they made it their 
collective mission to make me kiss this guy.
 Throughout the entire afternoon, they tried absolutely everything, but 
they just couldn’t get me to do it. It was only when they gave up that I grabbed 
said boyfriend by the arm, dragged him outside behind a tree, and kissed him as 
quickly as I could. Our friends had, of course, stampeded after us, loathe to miss 
this event. When they turned the corner and saw us, I turned away from him 
and ran like hell into the woods behind my house.
 It seemed to me that this miserable procession of panic-inducing ro-
mantic encounters seemed to only be getting worse and worse over time. They 
could, they would, and they did. At least the next kiss didn’t have any spectators. 
This time, I was a little smarter. The guy I was dating at this point, Jeremy, was 
actually a lot shyer than I was. We’d been exploring the empty, half-built houses 
in my neighborhood one spring afternoon, and dusk had fallen. We were wan-
dering around in one such house when I decided that I would take the initiative 
and asked him to dance.
 Now, as these houses were half-built, there were plenty of nails we 
could have stepped on, piles of wood and sheetrock we could have tripped over. 
I didn’t care about that. With my adrenaline surging and an awareness that kiss-
ing could happen at any second, I became oblivious to the possibility of grave 
injury. I was so focused and intent that when I tripped and we landed on the 
floor, me on top of him, I didn’t think to check for injuries. I saw my chance and 
took it, kissing the bejeezus out of this poor guy.
 I think I met my match in this particular instance because Jeremy was 
the one who suddenly pushed me away, got up, and ran out of the house and 
down the street. Because I understood, I ran after him, and when I finally caught 
up to him, he launched his own surprise attack and kissed me.
 I felt like this guy actually understood me, and ended up with pretty 
intense feelings for him. When Jeremy disappeared over the summer, I was dev-
astated. How could the one person who knew what it was like to be so romanti-
cally awkward just…disappear? I moped about it for a long time, thinking that I’d 
probably never see him again. I was wrong.
 Two years later, we met again. He was in the same science class as me, 
and when I spotted an empty desk behind him, I knew exactly where I was going 
to sit for the rest of my sophomore year. I slid into the desk behind him, laugh-
ing evilly, and Jeremy glanced back at me, looking concerned for my sanity. We 
became friends again over the spring months, bonding over videogames, my 
hastily drawn Metal Gear comics, and a mutual fondness for H. P. Lovecraft. 
Somehow, we ended up dating a second time.
 Now, even though I had already had a first kiss with this guy, it had been 
two years ago. This time around, I was sixteen, with two years of awkward kiss-
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ing baggage. The looming, imminent fact that we’d probably end up kissing again 
caused me no small amount of anxiety. As an added bonus, Jeremy was even 
shyer than he had been before. I knew that once again, I would probably have to 
take the initiative, and the idea terrified me.
 For our first date, he came over to my house to watch a movie. I decided 
on Fear and Loathing in Las Vegas, and spent the entire movie nervously bounc-
ing between the two couches in the living room. I dithered for two hours until 
my mother popped her head into the room and jingled her keys at me, telling 
me that she was going out to start the car, and that she’d be back “in a few min-
utes.” She left, and Jeremy got up, going to pick up a folder he’d brought with 
him. 
 I panicked. I decided that this was my only chance. I walked over to him, 
and pointed to the floor. 
 “Y-y-you dropped s-something,” I stuttered. He looked at me, perplexed, 
and then, of course, looked down.
 I took that moment to literally punch the folder out of his hands, 
grabbed him by the face, and kissed him. My mother came back inside a scant 
twenty seconds later, and I jumped away from him, accidentally bashing my 
head against the wall. Jeremy stared at me, slackjawed, surrounded by a mess of 
papers around his feet.
 “Ready?” Mom asked. I winced at her and rubbed my head, smiling gid-
dily, and she raised a brow at me. “Well, come on, then,” she said, and walked 
out the door.
 While Jeremy silently gathered his papers, I mentally kicked myself. 
Fight-or-flight kicked in again, and I darted out to the car. On the way back to 
his house, Jeremy was ominously silent. I fretted and worried, positive that he 
would never talk to me again. When my mother brought the phone up to my 
room and told me it was Jeremy, I was sure that he had called me to break up 
with me.
 “Hello?” I asked.
 “Iloveyou,” he said. Just like that, all in one word. 
 I couldn’t believe it! In this second, glorious music did play, and manna 
rained down from the heavens, and I felt like I was indeed in a field of blooming 
flowers. Somehow, despite my awkward delivery, my feelings had reached him. 
I thought that I had finally broken my strange first kiss curse. 
 I hadn’t.
 A little over two years later, I was standing nervously outside my house, 
talking with my love interest of the time. We had been at a party the night 
before and hit it off so well that talked all night and hung out for the rest of the 
following day. He had just dropped me off, and was about to leave when I knew 
that I had to kiss him.
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 I was in a conundrum, though. I wasn’t sure how he felt about me. He 
seemed interested in me, but I wasn’t sure. Despite that, I decided to take a 
chance. As he pulled his keys from his pocket, I improvised upon my previous 
experiences. I threw him up against the car and kissed him. 
 Then I freaked out and ran screaming into my house.
 Now, this particular first kiss was kind of interesting because it sparked 
something absolutely crazy. The previous guy I’d been dating, Jeremy, had been 
stuck out in the desert again for the past nine months. I hadn’t heard from him 
in a while, and assumed that was that. I’d probably never see him again. I sent 
Jeremy an email because I couldn’t get in contact with him and told him that I’d 
found someone new. Shortly afterwards he called, and I told him that I was mov-
ing on.
 He asked me if I could wait for three days. I asked him why, and he said 
he would come back, and he did. He stole his mother’s car and drove back to 
South Carolina under the pretense of a drama trip. There’s quite a bit more to 
the story, but suffice to say, he won me back, stole me away from this other 
guy, and the rest is history. Life became a lot calmer, we got older, and we were 
eventually married. It seemed my days of worrying over disastrous first kisses 
had finally come to a close. 
 Still, I worry sometimes about what would happen if I’d just carried on 
the way I was going. If plotted on graphing paper, on a scale of “not so bad” to 
“what in the hell just happened,” my first kisses appeared to become worse and 
worse over time. If I had continued on the way I was going, I am fairly certain 
that “what the hell just happened” would have become a list of new and cre-
ative expletives. There’s no telling what I would have been capable of next. I re-
tain faith that those dark days are behind me, and that barring death or divorce 
or who knows what else, I will never know what sort of future romantic horrors 
awaited me.
 May I and the rest of the world never know, and my own rueful kiss-
ing history serve as a cautionary tale. If your mother is present at any moment 
where romance may occur, get out of there! Run away! It may potentially leave 
you as scarred as I was. And if it’s too late, all I can recommend is a lot of wine 
and a therapist, and to continually face your fear. Consider it exposure therapy, 
and fashion yourself into an intrepid kissing warrior. Go out there, be brave, and 
remember: what’s the worst thing that could happen?
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You’re fired!
Hand in your title.
I already have your replacement and I’m waiting on his arrival.
So, pack up your empty words.
No pay for your unfinished work.
I wish you the best in your questionable success.
But, consider this a lesson learned.
You failed at being the man my soul needs.
You failed at being anything to me.
You have to work for fixity with me.
My rare love & devotion doesn’t grow on trees.
I don’t want a bargain. I don’t need a plea.
You are no longer relevant in my relevancy.
Take your actions off of the walls.
Clean out your desk of protocols.
I want this process to be short & sweet.
Just do what you need to do to stay away from me.
I apologize for informing you on such short notice.
But, we had an agreement and you failed to uphold it.

Shira Gaffney

Fired
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 It is always late when I see the couple. I step outside to smoke and they 
are in the dog park. They have these two dogs, one tan, the other black, that 
slowly meander around the fenced in grass that is so considerately called a park; 
it is simply that: a small area of grass, fenced in, with a solitary bench. 
 I step out onto my patio to smoke yet another cigarette and they are 
standing nearest to the entrance. I can somewhat ignore their presence and 
they mine. These are the times I feel less like a voyeur and more like a guy on an 
unlit patio smoking a cigarette after a long day. 
  I see them walking across the park towards the bench. These times are 
the most magical and captivating for me; these times I am entranced, enthralled.  
  Lumbering across the park, she is one of the undiscovered and over-
looked wonders of the world. The Great Wall of China in motion. I imagine 
myself as some sort of privileged archeologist observing a long-extinct land 
mammal, one that had no reason to survive based on the sheer illogical audacity 
of its proportions.  The top-heavy neck of the ill-designed brontosaurus. Alive. In 
front of me.  
 In slow, breath-heavy movements, she makes her way towards the 
bench, cigarette smoke trailing her movements like some sort of Hansel and Gre-
tel escape plan slowly dissipating into the starless night sky. Massive thigh rubs 
against massive thigh and I expect some sort of friction induced spark. I expect 
her to combust, not spontaneously, but sadly, tragically, simply out of the basic, 
rudimentary laws of physics. 
 But she does not. 
 She, this mammal whose bones should be crushed by the immense 
pressure exerted from the dense weight of fat, whose heart is certainly the most 
industrious of any organ, desperately, obstinately, pumping blood from one 
extreme extremity to the other, she fascinates, repulses, intrigues, disgusts me.
 They are sitting on the bench. The bench that is in my direct line of sight, 
so close that they hear me cough and look up and over, at me. 
 I don’t say anything. 
 I don’t nod. 
 It’s late. 
 And she 
 Is such a large woman that I wonder how the bench supports her 
weight. Always at this hour dressed in pajama pants, I imagine that she is always 
so attired. 

Joe Bodie

The Dog Park
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 Whatever the hour of the day. 
 Whatever the occasion. 
 Always.
 The pristine fashion model of the fried, fast food culture. 
 Big is beautiful—
 —ly hypnotic. 
 I wait in anticipation for the bench to collapse.
 It doesn’t.
 They sit on the bench, this couple, and they watch their two dogs piss 
and shit and run and play. They, the couple, laugh and clap and call and cajole. 
And this woman, this overweight Siddhartha engulfed by cigarette smoke like 
the mist and fog of some cleansing Indian mountain waterfall, I wonder about 
her. Watching these animals run and play so naturally and effortlessly, I wonder 
if she is jealous. 
 He sits on the bench with her, talking. It is idle chatter and I make no 
attempt to make out the particulars of the conversation. He talks and she listens 
and responds and they laugh from time to time. He never puts his arms around 
her and I wonder if the absence of such an affectionate gesture is motivated out 
of calculated awareness of surface area ratios or out of something else entirely.  
 Like time, perhaps. 
 The more time spent with someone and the realization that they are 
simply yet another person creeps in and eventually becomes painfully apparent.
 There should be a formula for this. Explaining, in infallible and trust-
worthy statistics, the ratio of time spent together to the decline of affectionate 
gestures. 
 I usually finish my cigarette and walk inside before they leave the park. 
Leaving outside the two dogs, the man, and this woman whose unearthed fos-
silized bones will one day be studied by aspiring archeologists. I walk inside and 
grab another beer and stand in my kitchen feeling as if I have forgotten some-
thing. I can’t explain it. There is this peculiar feeling, this elusive, unnamable, yet 
inescapable pause. 
 I’m missing something.   

#

 One afternoon, two kids are playing baseball in the park. Stepping and 
running in an incalculable amount of piss and shit, one boy lobs a tennis ball at 
the other, who swings at it with what looks like a badminton racket. 
 I light my cigarette and sit down and watch the game. I’m not sure that 
they ever noticed me. 
 “That’s a strike.”
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 “What’s the count?”
 “2-1.”
 The boy throws the tennis ball, miming the motions of one of his major 
league heroes, no doubt. The boy with the racket, the smaller of the two, swings 
valiant and enthusiastic. 
 “That’s one.”
 “That’s a homerun. Look at the wall.”
 The smaller boy with the racket begrudgingly runs the makeshift bases 
comprised of crumpled shirts, a cardboard box, and a red baseball cap. 
 I watch this game and want to join in, but am acutely aware of the social 
stigma that may accompany a strange man playing baseball in a dog park with 
two prepubescent boys. I wonder why I never play games like this anymore. I 
wonder if I ever did. 
  Another boy on a bicycle stops in front of my porch and tries desper-
ately to grab a scooter in his hand. It must belong to a friend of his, a younger 
brother or sister maybe. He tries to pick the scooter up and hold it in one hand 
and grab the handle bars with the other hand and still maintain his balance. He 
fails a few times and the scooter and the bike both fall to the ground. He curses, 
but does not give up. He tries and fails again. I want to offer advice. I want to tell 
him to balance the scooter across the bar of the frame or something. But I don’t. 
I just watch and take another drag from my cigarette. 
 “I usually hit at least one homerun every game.”
 “What’s the score?”
 “15-9. You scored three this inning.”
 The boy with the bike manages to hold on to the scooter and rides away. 
 I finish my cigarette and put it out in the ashtray. I stand up and walk 
inside and close the door and the venetian blinds. Leaving behind me this world 
of bikes and scooters and tennis ball and badminton baseball in a park where an 
abundance of piss and shit does not cancel an afternoon game.  

#

 Late one night I walk out onto the patio and the dog park is empty and 
it is windy. It is a calm and caressing wind. The sound of the wind is louder and 
more sonorous and more fierce than the wind itself. The leaves dance, careless 
and free. 
 There is lightning. 
 Something is about to happen. 
 For now, the timid wind is the same tender wind that blows across a 
beach shore. I imagine myself on such a beach and realize that I am not there. I 
am here. I imagine myself on my patio and realize that I am both here and not 
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here also. 
 In the absence of wind the movement stops and a thousand little rain-
drops plummet to the ground. The collective voice of their descent beats a wet 
and harsh and syncopated rhythm against the ground. 
 In sheets, they fall. 
  A storm; I love the rain. I take a sip of my beer and flick my cigarette 
across the grass and I wish it would land on the bench in the dog park. 
 It never does. 
 I watch it fall short and land in the grass and turn and walk inside, shut-
ting the door behind me, leaving outside the deafening cadence of a thousand 
raindrops.
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     The car ride was uncomfortably silent.   It was supposed to be a quick three 
mile drive to the zoo, but Rick managed to hit every red light on the way there.  
Rick had broken the radio long ago.  The only thing making any noise was David’s 
tiny voice in the back seat pointing out various objects outside his window.  Rick 
was sure to mindlessly answer each observation with a “Uh-huh.  Look at that.”  
Meredith said nothing.  Rick hated the fact that she was so good at the silent 
treatment.   It infuriated him to be passively assaulted in such a manner.  He 
found himself shooting sideways glances of contempt to her every time they 
came to a stop.  If she had turned her attention to him he never noticed it. The 
car came to a stop in the zoo’s parking lot and was shifted into park.
     “What are we doing here?”  The question was laid thick with venom and Rick 
knew there was no right answer.  He told the truth.  
     “David had asked for the zoo when I put him down for his nap and I told him 
we would go.”  Rick turned off the car and undid his seat belt.  Turning around in 
his seat Rick grabbed David by the toes and shook them a little.  “Right buddy?”
     “Anim-lnes.” David smiled a big grin full of little teeth.  Rick answered with 
one of his own.  Rick exited the vehicle and opened the back door to unbuckle 
David.  Meredith stayed where she sat eyes staring forward.
     “You getting out?”  Rick tried to sound conversational.  Meredith heard only 
commands.
     “Leave the keys.  I want to listen to my MP3 player and I need to plug it in.”  
It happened without Rick even being able to control it.  He huffed sharply and 
the keys flew from his hand in a side-ways fling across his chest.  They smashed 
into the broken radio lengthening the crack that was already across the display 
window.  Then they ricocheted onto the driver’s side floor board.  Meredith 
whipped her head around angrily.  Like with all of his outbursts, Rick regretted it 
right after it happened.  “What was that for?” she spat.
     “It just happened. I’m sorry. “Meredith said nothing, but continued to stare.  
Rick could feel his face flushing, but did nothing to stop it. “I said I was sorry.”  
His voice began to get louder. “I told you I was sorry when I forgot about the 
milk.  I said I was sorry I million times throughout that fight and I’m saying it 
now.  What more do you want from me!?”  Rick’s voice filled up the entire car.  
Meredith exited the vehicle as Rick finished unbuckling David.  Rick placed his 
son on the ground then stood fully erect to come face to face with his fiancé. 
     “Don’t you ever yell in front of my child again.”  She seethed as the words 
were barely audible through her clenched teeth. She turned, heaved her over-

F. B. Wood

Prey of the Vulture
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sized purse onto her shoulder, and began to make her way towards the zoo’s 
entrance. Rick took his son’s hand.
     “Come on buddy.  I don’t want you running off too.”  Meredith turned around 
to tell Rick to “Eat shit” with her eyes.  Rick smirked.  Then he reached back 
inside to get his keys out of the floorboards.  
     Rick and Meredith stood in total silence as the three waited in line to enter 
the zoo.  David carried on several conversation with the many other zoo goers.  
No one could understand what he was saying, but all figured he was very excited 
to be going to the zoo.  Meredith flashed the family’s yearly zoo pass and stood 
indignantly for the hundredth time as she was told which animals not to feed.  
     “With that being said,” the woman inside the ticket booth was exceptionally 
cheery,” Would you like to buy any animal crackers to feed the other animals?” 
Meredith shook her head.  Rick reached for his wallet and pulled out the exact 
amount.
     “What are you doing?  We don’t have the money to spend on that.”
     “I know, but it makes David smile to throw them at the lemurs.” Meredith 
rolled her eyes and sighed her annoyance.  As soon as the turn style finished 
spinning David wrenched free from his father’s hand and ran as fast as his little 
legs would carry him.  
     “David!”  Meredith’s voice got more than just her son to turn his head.  
     “Stop yelling Meredith.  He’s excited and he’s still in our line of sight.”  
     “He doesn’t need to be running off.  Children get snatched all the time in 
public places.”  It was Rick’s turn to roll his eyes. “Don’t you roll your eyes at me. 
I watch the news.  I know what happens in this world.” Rick scoffed.   
     “Mommy.  Mommy.  Elli-fnt?” Rick and Meredith turned their attention to the 
exhibit that their child pointed to. The beast stood listless. 
     “What’s wrong with it?” Rick thought he had said the question to himself
     “Nothing. Why?” Rick turned at the annoyed tone in Meredith’s voice.
     “Look at it. He’s living the life on easy street and he can’t even move around 
or eat a snack or play with that ball or something.”
     “Look what you’re wearing Rick.  It’s below sixty out here.  He’s from Africa!”  
     “Asia.” Meredith cocked her head to the side and marched to plaque detailing 
the animal.
     “It says so right here.” She pointed. “Open your eyes Rick.”  Rick looked first 
to his fiancé to let her know that her comment was unnecessary and then to 
the plaque she was pointing to. “The elephant is from Africa, David.”  Meredith 
bent down to look her son in the face as Rick became engrossed with the facts 
about the creature.  “Its winter right now,” she said serenely, “And the elephant 
doesn’t like the cold.”  David gave a nod like he understood and turned his atten-
tion back to the elephant.  Just then a loud shriek rang out through the zoo.  
     “Mn-kees.”  David started to run in the direction of the noise with his mother 
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in hot pursuit.    She turned around long enough to yell at Rick.
     “Quit acting like the elephant and go get your son.”  Rick sprang into action. 
His running was unnecessary.  His son had stopped at the next exhibit.  
     “Ca-ker dad-dy?” Rick pulled out the pack of animal food and handed one to 
his son.  Meredith came to stand on the other side of David as he extended his 
arm as far as it would reach.  
     “Mn-kee.  Mn-kee.”  All three of the primates completely ignored the child.  
They were all staving off the cold by sunning themselves in the only sunny spot 
of their cage.  One of them looked towards David, but refused to move.  In an 
effort to be helpful David finally threw the food.  It landed within arm’s length of 
the animals.  They didn’t stir.
      “Good job, David, handing the monkeys some monkey food.”  David smiled at 
his mother’s praise.  
     “They’re lemurs.” Rick said shortly.
     “So, who cares? They’re all monkeys to him.”
     “I do.  If he sees something I want him to know the truth.  There’s no point 
in letting him live under some false pretense until someone makes fun of him.”  
Rick bent down to have his head side by side with his son and pointed. “See son. 
There on the sign.  It says “BLACK LEMURS:  SOUTH AMERICA” David looked at 
his father quizzical and then back to the lemurs.  
     “Mn-kee no ca-ker?”
     “The monkeys are sunning themselves because it is winter just like the el-
ephant.”  David nodded approvingly at his mother’s answer.
     “They’re lemurs, David.”  Rick started to sound annoyed.
     “Fine.  I’m done. This was your idea to do with David. You finish it with 
him.”  Meredith stomped past the next three exhibits and turned a corner.  Rick 
watched and waited for her to come back.  She didn’t.   The next three exhibits 
were more lemurs from different parts of South America.  Richard tried to throw 
some food to each of them, but like the rest of the zoo they were trying to stay 
warm in the middle of winter.  At the end of the third exhibit Rick and David 
turned the same corner that Meredith had.  They started down the path leading 
to the new section of the zoo.  David ran ahead a few feet trying to find the next 
exhibit.  Just up ahead sitting at one of the new picnic shelters sat Meredith.  
Her arms were folded in front of her chest.  She was staring coldly at Rick.  He 
pretended not to notice her.   
     “Bir-dys!!”   David’s voice cried out with the next exhibit. 
     “They certainly are, David.”  Rick too his place next to his son’s side.  Both 
had their back to Meredith. “They’re called vultures and are they active.”  Unlike 
every other animal in the zoo the vultures didn’t seem to need any sun.  With 
clipped wings they soared from one side of the exhibit to the other like huge 
black shadows.   They would land and then run as fast as their claws would carry 
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them chasing one another around in some grotesque amusement.  Others were 
hopping from low lying branch to low lying branch.  They squawked out their 
disapproval to one another as they tore from one another’s beaks what could 
only be identified as a piece of meat.  
     “What it is?”  David was pointing to the large sign with various pictures of the 
vultures in the wild.  Rick read the sign to himself and then said.
     “It says that vultures are nature’s clean-up crew.  Because they have no feath-
ers on their heads they can pick clean the carcasses of dead animals without 
bacteria sticking to them. It says they can carry some diseases for up to twelve 
hours, though.”  David shook his head. Rick bent down and looked his son in the 
face. “You don’t get it?”  David shook his head again.  “It means that vultures 
are very special birds that perform a very special task.”  David stood transfixed 
with his father’s words “Because without the vulture the world would be full of 
rotting corpses because no one wants to deal with the bad parts of life.”  Rick 
glanced to Meredith who showed no signs of having heard what he said. “It’s the 
vulture’s job to eat the bad stuff and turn it into new life.” David stood silently 
for a moment.
     “Ca-ker?”  
     “Sure.  We’ll give them a cracker.  You’re little arms won’t reach, so I’ll hand 
it to them.”  David smiled broadly.  Rick pulled the cracker out of the pack and 
several vultures gave their full attention to him.  They walked together in a large 
black mass.  They’re heads darted in different directions, recoiling to every angle 
as each one tried to find the best way to get the food.  Rick stood statuesque 
with his arm fully extended.
     “The sign says don’t feed ‘em, RICK!”  He turned at the sound of Meredith 
saying his name.  
     “Huh!” He glanced long enough to see her annoyance. His attention was 
brought sharply back to his extended hand. It was covered in gushing crimson. 
From his wrist all the way to the end of his extend finger pulsed a bloody gash.  
The vultures had begun the feeding frenzy for the cracker.  All except for the one 
who stood transfixed by Rick holding a drop of red at the end of its beak. Rick 
grabbed his wrist and screamed out in horror as the names of various diseases 
began to race through his mind.  Panic stricken he began simultaneously to hy-
perventilate and run in circles looking for anyone to call to his aid.  David began 
to cry with Rick’s screams.  The added noise gave rise for Rick to flee. He saw a 
direction down the path and began to bolt for it.   Suddenly, his left shoulder was 
violently jerked.  He whipped around as the wrist of his injured hand was seized. 
It screamed out in pain once again.  Enraged he looked first to his hand and then 
to the person who grabbed him.  Meredith had already put the bottle of antisep-
tic down and was rifling through her purse.  She quickly produced a Burger King 
napkin and a roll of Scotch tape.  She folded the napkin once, applied it to Rick, 

LiteraryJournal2012.indd   52 3/25/12   4:56 PM



2012

53
and began to mummify his hand with the tape.  When she had finished with her 
flurry Rick’s hand bled no more.  His breathing gradually subsided as he contin-
ued to stare at his hand.  David ran to his mother and hugged her legs.  
     “We need to get you to hospital.”  Rick looked up from his hand.  He nodded 
blankly to Meredith.  She took David by one hand and reached out for Rick with 
the other.  He allowed her to lead him in the direction of the car.  Rick looked up 
from his shuffling feet and the bandaged hand that swung by his side.  Serenely 
he said, 
     “Can we sit down for a minute?”  Meredith’s brow wrinkled into concern. “I’m 
fine. I just…I want …” Rick looked off to the top of the trees and then turned to 
Meredith.  “What do we do about the vulture?”
     “I’m pretty sure the zookeepers will say it’s our fault.  Let’s just forget about 
it.”  
     “How did you know to bring that stuff?” Rick said amazed as he sat down at 
another of the picnic tables.  Meredith took a seat next to him.  
     “I didn’t.” she said sheepishly, “Well, I do always have the antiseptic, for 
David, and we always need napkins, but I forgot about the tape. I think I used to 
wrap a present at the post office.” David picked up a few sticks off the ground 
and had begun to play with them on the table.
     “But you knew just what to do.  I was going to leave you…leave David.  All 
I could think about was what that damn bird had just infected with me. And…
And…we’ve been fighting all day.  You could have just let me run off.” Rick 
paused and looked away to the ground in shame. “But you didn’t.”
     “Because I love you, Rick.”  Rick nodded his head and mouthed the words 
back to his fiancé.  They sat staring at one another.  “It’s been a long time since 
you looked at me like that.” Meredith smiled at her words and looked down.  
     “Like what?”   Rick asked as Meredith looked up. 
     “Like you want me to be here.”  Rick was shocked.
     “I always want you next to me.” Meredith looked away.
     “Doesn’t always feel like it.” It was Rick’s turn to have his brow furrow quizzi-
cally. 
      “Well, you work all day while I take care of David. Then when I think we 
might have a little time together you’re off to band practice or the company 
softball league.”
     “We’re not having this fight again are we?  I know I’m busy, but I need this.  
How the hell else are we supposed to get out of this life unless I go to practice. 
And you know why I do softball.  My boss would harass the hell out of me if I 
don’t.”  Meredith nodded.  David began to stand the sticks on end in the holes of 
the metal grating table top. 
     “But still…with you off doing so much….”
     “What? Is it jealousy? I’ve asked you to find yourself something to do.”
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     “It’s not that.” Meredith said sternly. “With you achieving so much it just 
seems that if… we didn’t have David… you wouldn’t need me in your life.” Mer-
edith’s voice trailed off with the end of her sentence.  
     “You feel that way?” Meredith began to cry at Rick’s question.
     “You just seem to be in such a rush when you get home and when you are 
home you’re constantly checking your work e-mail or your…and I feel so stupid 
for even telling you this.” The tears were uncontrollable now.  Rick reached out 
with his good hand.  He drew Meredith into a one armed hug as she wrapped 
both her arms around him.  
     “I’m sorry.  I’ve never meant to make you feel like that.  Even if we didn’t have 
David I wouldn’t want anyone else next to me.  Truth be told I’ve been feeling 
like I’ve been doing too much.  It’s probably why I’ve been so snappy.”  Rick took 
a moment to contemplate his words.  
     “I’m sorry I didn’t say anything sooner. I’ve always felt too guilty and stupid to 
let you know any of this.” Meredith paused. ”What do we do now?”  She looked 
to Rick through watery red eyes.  
     “I guess we go to the hospital.” Rick said.
Meredith smiled.
    “About this.” She indicated to the situation.   “About our…”
   “Baggage?” Rick smiled and stood up taking Meredith with him.  David jumped 
down from the table leaving a dozen sticks standing straight up pointing wooden 
fingers towards the sky.  
     “Let’s just leave it here for the vultures. They’ll know what to do with it.” 
Somewhere from behind them there was a loud screech.
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Cody H. Owens

Águila Americana

Mestizos, mulatos, castizos y más
trabajando juntos para lograr la paz1

But political perversity
stomps out all adversity
and plucks the eagle’s own right wing
to hear its captors’ voices sing,
O’ beautiful for spacious skies
for adumbrating pious lies
Jurisdictive tragic flaws
meet vindictiveness because
the law’s designed without reform
and my perception, misinformed,
wonders what justice this can be
that closes in the land of free

1Mestizos, mulattos, castizos and others, working together for peace
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 A blinding flash of white light that I can see despite the dark curtains 
and the fact that my eyes are closed wakes me in the dark. There is a loud noise 
coming from overhead. Is it the people upstairs moving around?  Maybe it’s 
their cats running back and forth from one end of their apartment to the other. 
Whatever it is, it’s loud enough that I can hear it over the fan we use to block 
out all the noise of the city at night. The fan provides white noise for us, and 
now that I’ve gotten used to it, it’s hard to fall asleep without it, but tonight the 
fan’s white noise isn’t enough. I’m on the floor, huddled in a ball and shaking, 
unsure if I’m shaking because it’s cold in our room or because I’m so scared.   
 There are some faint rustling sounds emanating from the kitchen, so 
I uncurl myself and get up to investigate the source of the noise. In the dark, 
I walk slowly and quietly in my bare feet across the soft carpet, then the cold 
tile, into the kitchen. I don’t turn on any lights as I go, I don’t need to, I know 
the layout of our apartment, plus I see pretty well in the dark. Just then there’s 
another bright flash and in that instant I see her. She is standing in front of the 
sink in her long t-shirt, water running, filling up a cup. She turns to look at me 
and smiles, but she doesn’t say a word. She starts towards me and as she passes 
by she reaches her hand out and gently caresses my face. She carries the plastic 
cup back to the bedroom sipping some of the cool water on the way and I follow 
after her.
 She sets the cup down on the bedside stand and heads into the bath-
room. I wait and wonder how long she will be. When she comes out, she asks if 
I need to use the bathroom too. I respond that I do and she proceeds to don the 
strangest outfit I’ve ever seen her wear; blue jeans, the t-shirt she’s been sleep-
ing in, her bathrobe, a scarf, a knit hat, Ricky’s coat and her Crocs. She grabs the 
umbrella, unlocks the door and we are out in the cold, early morning air. Then 
there is another bright flash of light directly followed by a loud clap of thunder 
and even though she is heading out from under the breezeway towards the 
yard, I know I don’t want to go out into the storm. 
 I cower by the door afraid to go any further, desperately hoping we’ll 
just go back inside. She calls to me, but I just look at her miserably. She comes 
back to me, squatting down near me she whispers in my ear, then she creeps 
away a few paces and waves her hand back and forth, motioning for me and 
encouraging me to move away from the door towards her. I do go to her, but not 
an inch further, so she takes a few steps and then repeats the process. A few re-
peats of these “baby steps” and before I know it we are out under the dark sky. 

Jessica Pisa

Night
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The rain pounds my face as I stand in the cold, wet grass and she waits patiently 
a few paces away under the umbrella. Except for the rain falling on the buildings, 
the occasional passing car and the intermittent low rumbling thunder, the night 
is quiet.  
 When I am done, I race back to our door and wait for her to catch up, 
but she does not. This is our game. We race to see who can get to the door first, 
only this time she isn’t behind me and I can’t see her from where I am stand-
ing. I cautiously approach the entry of the breezeway and look around for her. It 
appears the dark night has swallowed her up because she is nowhere in sight. I 
run back to the door and around the corner to the patio to see if she is waiting 
there for me, hiding, trying to scare me, but she is not there either. I am alone. 
All alone in the dark night and then the sky lights up again and I begin to shake 
uncontrollably. Where is she? This is not how our game goes. What if she never 
comes back? Who will care for me? My panic starts to build as I think about all 
the terrible things that might happen if she is really gone.
 Just then, I hear it, the sound of squeaky footsteps approaching. The 
footsteps stop and a soft voice calls for me, but I am too scared to move. The 
voice calls again questioningly, but I remain huddled in the corner of the patio. 
The footsteps come closer, there is a crunch of gravel and then she is there 
standing in front of me, smiling and shaking her head at my silliness. I am so 
happy to see her. I rush to her and she hugs me and says soft, reassuring things 
in my ear.  I don’t care if it’s raining or thundering, she is here with me and I am 
safe. She stands, then turns and walks off, disappearing around the corner and I 
follow. I rush past her to the door and I wait for her to reach me. 
 She closes and shakes the rain from the umbrella, then opens the door 
and I follow her quickly inside. She leans the umbrella against the wall, takes 
off her shoes and hangs her wet jeans up to dry. She uses a towel to dry me off, 
then heads into the bathroom to get a towel for herself. After she is dry, we head 
back to the bedroom where she hangs her robe on the hook and we climb into 
bed. 
 Ricky is there, warm and dreaming, never even realizing that we had left 
him alone. I climb in next to him and she pushes me over to make room, then 
climbs in beside me. We lay like that for a while, the 3 of us together in the dark. 
I close my eyes, feeling my legs twitch as I begin to drift off again, to dream of 
chasing rabbits. 
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Conversations
Joe Bodie

My Dad said, “That’s not reality,
That’s idealism.”
I said, “You live in television’s scripted truth.
It’s an illusion, 
a sideshow attraction, 
The masses made passive by all sorts of distractions. 
And I suppose you must pick a side and debate, 
If your aim is to divide and separate.” 

And my Mom said that God has enemies here on Earth.
I said, “I think that’s the most absurd thing I think I’ve ever heard. 
We could build guns big enough to kill the sun, 
And blacken all our days. 
And God may shed a tear for what we’ve done, 
But he’d remain unscathed. 
We wage wars that are funded on absolutes, 
But all those enemies 
Belong to you.” 

And we walked on the beach that night. 
I said, 
“Dad, look at those waves in the moonlight. 
The ebb and flow on the shore’s like life:
Reaching out, returning to the source.
“And Mom,” I said, “I’ve been drinking since the sun came up, 
It’s three a.m. and I think I’m finally drunk.
I’m sorry for all those things I said;
I didn’t mean them, or maybe I did:
Maybe the truth’s in television;
And God is in the weapons.” 

But on this moon-strewn beach,
The perfumed salt white light
Illuminates the shore tonight,
And I find,
In the innumerable sands
That fall over the palm of my hands
Like some grain of...
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Man, this shit is heavy.

I think I find...
In those sands,
Falling through my hands,
Like some grain of…

Man, I just want to go to sleep already.

But I think I find...
I think I find...
I think I find you and me and everything in between.
An intense peace,
That overwhelms me,
Like negation everlasting.

And on that moon-strewn beach.
I think it’s more than I can stand.
I think it’s more than...

Man, am I making any sense?

I don’t think I can stand. 
I don’t think I can stand. 
I don’t think I can take a stand. 
Against the innumerable sands,
Falling around my hands, 
Like so many grains of...

Man, I can’t even comprehend.  

And I didn’t mean those things I said, 
Or maybe I did.
The truth is in television, 
And God is in the weapons.
The truth is television. 
And God is a weapon.
The truth is television.
And God is...

Man...
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When Fears

When dreaded fears creep in my heart
That I will have to soon depart
That reapers will capture my soul
Before I’ve grasped each every goal
Before forgiveness passes lips
And love professions pass tongue tied tips
Before each tale wrapped warped in brain
Has gotten chance to reach my pen
I pray my soul will lift in air
Though fear that He won’t want me there
I’ve no clue what becomes of me
When life and breath no longer be

Trina Higgins
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Head bent, leaning forward, he sits alone in a dark room; an endless room, 
surrounded by blackness, broken here and there by tiny, sprinkled pinpoints of 
white, bright light, like the construction paper planetarium my brother made 
when he still believed I was an angel. 

The moon. His eyes are wide and terrified, blurry against palled skin that al-
ways turns away from the sun. They look down at the snoring world, or country, 
or city, or house, and cry. His mouth is open in a shining, visible scream. He is 
haunted. No one can hear him, but anyone who looks can see that he is dying 
to be listened to. He is alone; he lives in a sea of tar or ink or coffee without 
creamer, he is stuck and stained and scorching from the color that is opposite of 
his own skin, and somehow just the same.

Tiny dots, or people, he assumes, smile up at him in complacent pleasure at his 
soft light as they point and kiss and pretend he is smiling back at them. They 
never stop to wonder why his eyes and mouth are hollow or why darkness 
slowly swallows him more and more every night or why he does not shine of his 
own will. They cannot hear him sobbing, because they do not want to.
 
The sun is his brother. His carefree friend, distracted lover, sympathetic mother. 
The sun lives in an endless lake of melting pearls and cerulean Jell-o, of sapphire 
cotton candy and marshmallow cream swirled together, of Cool Whip puffs atop 
sky icing on birthday cake that tastes like hugs and laughter and butter. 
The sun is yellow like a daffodil or my baby hair, and its light comes from its very 
center, full of breathing, living fire that is overflowing. The sun’s arms reach 
millions of miles and touch everything in warm caresses of gold and sometimes 
rainbow light, making skin glow and hair glimmer and eyes become a thousand 
times more colorful. 

The sun has so much light in its million shining eyes that the world cannot hide 
even by turning over. The sun is almost swallowed when the night comes, but it 
keeps one little eye open. Clear, snowy light streams out and finds its lover, its 
brother, its child, the moon, hidden in a shroud, and focuses upon it. 
The moon cannot hide his tortured, caved-in face in the spotlight, and must 
shine. 

Rebekah Robinson

Tears of the Moon
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The light does not make him happy. It just reminds him that he is only reflect-
ing its spark; that he is empty and icy and cannot make light on his own. It 
only makes him see his screaming face in the oceans and lakes and ponds and 
puddles of the world, all millions of mirrors bouncing back his lonely, desperate 
image a million times in million different sizes.
 
I used to love when it rained at night. 

I would pretend that God (or the wonderful thing I shaped in elementary school 
out of Play Dough and glitter and childish exhilaration) was washing the earth 
with warmth and health and apple-scented bubble bath. Now, when it is dark 
and raining, I look up at the reflective white ball that shines so reluctantly above 
my house, and I feel its pain silently misting through the leaves, gleaming out 
of dark puddles on the street, dampening the air. I cup my hands and drink the 
tears of the moon.
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Your scent fills my lungs
Like the sweetest poison.
Clinging to every breath,
I try to hold on
As you slowly slip away.

Your touch lingers on my skin,
Invisible scars that never fade.
Longing for your soothing presence,
I drift into a sleep
Filled with dreams of how things used to be.

Jake Hennett

Remembrance
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Patiently waiting for the school bell to ring.
Viewing the abstract sky as the kaleidoscope clouds make their rotation in the 
   wind.
Sneaking billet doux through the crevices of high school monotony.
Blushing amorously as his hand grabs mine.
Promises of today, tomorrow, forever and always. 
Fifteen years old, a full heart, with blonde curls and the world at my feet.
Patiently waiting for life to make sense. 
Viewing the diploma at a commencement ceremony that feels too dull to bear.
Sneaking prayers to God, begging him to let my father see my success one last
   time.
Blushing bashfully as I shake my principal’s hand, accepting my future in my
   grasp.
Promises of today, tomorrow, forever and always.
Eighteen years old, a lost heart, with brown curls and a shoved aside memory.
Patiently waiting for my big break.
Viewing adulthood that has crept up too fast, where did the time go?
Sneaking temporary fixes to fill the void of being alone, failing at hiding the pain.
Blushing shamelessly as I accept the fate of true love slipping through my hands.
Promises of today, tomorrow, forever and always.
Twenty years old, a broken heart, with red curls and the world behind me. 

Ashley Hankins

Untitled
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Yes, get uncomfortable
Don’t tell me I have no right to be pissed
Don’t tell me that I deserve what I get
I am no longer Miss Bitch
No longer Miss Ho
Or Trick
Or Miss Hooker or Miss Slut.
I’m not worried about your lies
I’m not hung up on your infidelities
For the first time I’m going to give my love
To the one who deserves my love
The most
Me.

Trina Higgins

Black Woman’s Song of Self Love
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 Growing up in a big house on a big lot and just outside a big city, my 
early life was pretty damn swell. Then, the summer of ‘98 arrived and everything 
came crashing down: the three-story house, the gourmet meals, the pool with 
the softly flowing waterfall, and most importantly to me, my basketball hoop. The 
life I had become accustomed to was ripped out from under us quicker than a 
lightning bolt. My father, always the hard-working businessman, ventured into an 
entrepreneurship with thieves and liars. He unknowingly convinced some of his 
friends to invest in a high-end scam. The person at the top, who my father trusted 
with his life, fled with their money, which eventually got her thirty years in prison. 
(May she rot.) However, my father, in a move very uncharacteristic of our society 
today, did not run like he could have easily done. Instead, he paid each and every 
investor back with every penny he had, leaving him, his wife, and all eight of his 
children, myself included, with nothing.
 Of course, I couldn’t have cared less about where we lived, so long as I 
had my basketball hoop. Getting off the bus one steamy, Florida afternoon, I ran 
up the length of our driveway to find my hoop was gone. My father told me, “I had 
to sell it to pay for another month in the house, son.” The melancholy in his voice 
was very uncharacteristic of him. Today, I know this tone to be one of a nearly 
broken man, of a man who had seen Heaven...and Hell. Growing up in a religious 
home, I knew about Hell, but I wasn’t expecting it so soon; I wasn’t expecting it 
at all. All I wanted was my basketball hoop, a place where all my worries about 
school and girls disappeared completely.
 Having to sell the house, the boat, the two SUV’s, the lawn mower, the 
old country-style, Irish-pine armoirs, the massive wingback chairs that could 
engulf even the largest of men, and all the unnecessary toys, bikes, bed-tents, 
beachware, sportsware, and even my hoop, we were forced to move into a poorer 
neighborhood. We were cursed, it seemed, to live in an area where prostitutes 
sold their bodies on sidewalks, where drug dealers moved crack, weed, and 
cocaine on the corners from dusk til dawn, and shots rang out regularly at night, 
often times ripping through the walls and sending a big “Fuck You” to pursuing 
gangsters and policemen alike. Mostly, these people stuck to their own, blacks 
with blacks, Latinos with Latinos, et cetera et cetera et cetera. We were the only 
white people on the whole block, while everyone else was black and involved in 
gangs and violence, which justifiably so, made my mother very nervous. But, for 
some reason everyone took a liking to the young, white Hammes boys, who would 
all file off the bus around 3:30 and walk home with the brightest of spirits that 
only poverty can afford. “Oh dey go dem Hammes fambly.  Hey boys!” one would 

Drayton Hammes

My New Home
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holler from her porch, and “Ay y’all boys, keep out them skreet, it ain’t safe!” 
another would call. My mother always worried about us, and rightly so, but soon 
we found that each and every household owner on that block looked out for us. 
They would give us lemonade on roasting hot Saturday afternoons, allow us to use 
their bikes to “run” up to the store, and would genuinely tell us, with concern, to 
be in the house by dark.
 I had grown up around some of my father’s Southern gentlemen business 
partners. I had heard racist remarks, references to monkeys, illiterates, and even 
shit-stains. My father didn’t agree with their views on race, but was unwilling to 
sacrifice his family’s well-being for a moment of proud rebuke. The point here is 
that I had never talked to a black person until I was ten years old, and because of 
the influence these fine, respectable “gentlemen” had on a young, eager-to-learn 
white boy, I was wary of blacks, to say the least, but that all changed. 
 My first week of school had gone horribly wrong and was filled with 
fights, in which I was often outnumbered. (Thank God for my older brothers, who 
often times came to my rescue.) I was angry, though I couldn’t say why. Perhaps 
it was losing my basketball hoop. But one way or another, since my new school 
had no court and the one down the block from our house was controlled by the 
Latinos, I had little to look forward to. But walking home one day, a kid (roughly 
three or four inches taller than me) hollered, “Hey you, we need another player, 
can you ball?” 
 Holy shit, there is a God. “Yeah, I play here and there,” I responded, 
always the conservative. I ran over and said hello and then helped Tron’s team win 
by scoring nine of the twenty-one points in a game of three-on-three. I couldn’t 
help but notice they already had enough players for a three-on-three game. 
 “Damn white boy can play i’nt it?” the biggest of the boys said with a 
laugh. Tron invited me in for a drink, and we hit it off instantly. His dark, midnight 
skin was a stark contrast to my pale, but not quite pasty white skin, but we were 
inseparable, especially when we realized we went to the same school, shared the 
same passion for basketball, and both idolized Michael Jordan.
 For the first time since that fateful summer of ‘98, we all had truly 
recognized happiness again...and it didn’t come in the form of money or 
possessions or social standing. It didn’t come in the form of massive televisions, 
deep swimming pools, or an elegant armoire. It didn’t even come in the form 
of a basketball hoop. No, our happiness came in the form of a kind, loving, and 
tolerant neighborhood, who looked past our skin color and accepted us as we 
were. It came in the form of people who shouldn’t have given a shit but did, 
people who would knock on our door and check on us following an outburst of 
gang shootings, people who had nothing, but gave everything. For me, happiness 
came in the form of a young boy named Tron, who really didn’t need a sixth player 
that day, but extended a hand.
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I sat on my living room floor one night
With a candle burning as my light
Incense producing sweet scents of aroma tickles my sense of smell
As I inhale, soft music massages my brain cells
My thoughts sail endlessly, continuously flowing
I contemplate 
I meditate
I speculate 
This thing called life and I dissect it with my pen being my knife;
I write
Despite the fact if people like what I recite, I can ignite their Guiding Light
I close my eyes and visualize an image created by my imagination
Here’s my proclamation with an exclamation point because
I plan to be on point with my thinking which has my third eye blinking;
I question the question that questions me
Why are we “infesting” instead of “investing” in our community?
So many of us seem to be infatuated with the pimped out rides
With twenty four inch rims that spin
Instead of being concerned with the extinction of our black men through crime
They are six feet under or behind bars
Our “neighborhood watch” watches as our streets are being violated
Morals have been eliminated
Education has been invaded
Ignorance has been penetrated causing minds to be deviated with a drug called
   “violence”
I question the question that questions me
Is home where it all begins?
You see, grown men where once little boys and little boys will become grown men
In reality, parents are a child’s first role model; they base their roles after you
Things that he sees his parents doing, nine times out of ten, he’ll do too
They see daddy pushing drugs and mommy’s dating thugs 
That hug her with their fists
They close their eyes and cry at the sight of this
Tears build up anger and anger progresses into retaliation
Both could have been avoided if the HOME offered validation
Now we are facing gang banging, drug slanging, drive bys in cars, and wars

Derika Wilson

I Question
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Within the community
Since all of us are affected by it, it’s a spreading disease with no immunity
In a quarantined society
Now we are facing crimes that are black on black
Men and women who are addicted to crack
Successful people who won’t give back because they lack
The memory of where they came from
Now we are facing teenage pregnancies
Homelessness in the streets 
I just keep questioning the question that questions me
There’s more to life than making that fast cash
There’s more to life than carrying a gun in the dash and
Flaunting your “stash” just to get a piece of ASSurance
There’s more to life than material things that “bling bling”
There’s more to life than what it seems and it consists of those
Fundamental things like honor, respect, and selflessness
So many of us are too proud to say “May I take your order?” or
“Would you like some more water?”
Instead they stand on the street corner and ask “May I take your life?”
Not caring if that’s someone’s brother, sister, husband, or wife
All they care about is being in control of the substance that
Takes control of another’s soul
I question the question that questions me
But what’s the use because no one is listening
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Tiffany—she is standing in the hallway in her hospital gown,
black eyeliner bleeding from the tears she is crying to her husband,
her third husband, telling him she doesn’t want to stay here and
begging him to bring a curling iron for her long black hair

Sitting at the table eating corn flakes,
talking and showing the tattoos on her arms and wrists that cover
the places she has cut herself (she misses
her children and her Chihuahua), telling me how 
the little dog stood over her when she fell on the floor 
after writing the note and taking the whole bottle on Wednesday 

Bending over me, smiling with her green eyes 
rimmed in carefully applied makeup, asking me what I did to get here,
writing down on a magazine cover the names of all the different pills
she has taken and is taking, and all the different ways 
they numb the ache of living.

Tamara – She is sitting in the chair below the phone, answering 
everybody else’s calls because she never has her own,
her blue sweater ragged and tearing like her white tennis shoes 
that are wrapped around with rubber bands because the laces 
had to be taken away

Still sitting in that chair beneath the phone, never moving,
never speaking except for soft hellos to the callers that never 
call for her, looking at her feet as she whispers something 
to us for the first time, telling us how she’d be dead right now
if sister hadn’t figured out her plan to kill herself

In the soft red chair in the group room,
smiling silently as she patiently listens to all of us talk,
watching us with her tired eyes beneath furrowed, anxious brows
that suddenly move as her lips open out of nowhere and she
tells us that her husband left for someone better,
younger, and more beautiful. 

Rebekah Robinson

We Are Not Crazy
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Jessica – She is sitting against the wall with her arms hugging her legs
close to her body, with her short brown hair that looks like a boy’s and
her big glasses with their black frames touching her knees as 
she breathes deeply and tries to calm herself, sniffing and 
rubbing her nose with its metal piercing in the center,
suddenly looking up at me to smile with her chapped, bleeding lips and 
tell me she likes the way I spell my name

Wandering down the hallway in her yellow plaid shirt and 
her boy’s pants, several sizes too large, looking confused and slurring her words
like a baby, saying things that make us all smile behind our hands a little
as she drops her bag of potato chips on the floor and we help her pick them up,
explaining to the nurse in the flowery scrubs that Jess has just taken 
her medicine and is completely “gone”

Sitting in the big green chair as we have our group, 
raising her hands and telling us how she has no place to live and how
she can’t breathe sometimes; and when she lowers her arms
I see that they are covered all the way up to her short sleeves in 
scores of white, raised scars in every direction,
Vertical and horizontal and diagonal, just like the pattern on her fuzzy blue hat.

Jim – He is sitting at the table by the window, putting together a puzzle of
rainbow hot air balloons, looking cozy in his matching navy cotton pants and 
sweatshirt, his wrinkled eyes lighting up as he tells a joke and makes all the 
old women in the room giggle

Standing in the breakfast line, holding the door and 
passing out trays and smiling all the time, his only cheerful complaint 
that he wishes he had an extra smoke break, and as he bends down
and tells me it’s going to be okay; as he tells me that he smokes 
Winstons and asks if I know what those are; as he points out which donut to pick;
I wonder why he’s here

Resting with his legs propped on a chair in the group circle,
teasing the therapist and flirting with the woman in the wheelchair
next to him, bringing little smiles to faces that had only frowned before;
and then he tells us about the casinos and the gambling and his obsession,
the wasted money and the anger and the sadness and regret,
And somehow, he smiles the whole time he is talking. 
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Billy – She is nestled in an armchair in her knitted salt-and-pepper sweater,
grinning with her serene smile and dark eyes,
looking happy, like nothing in the world could make her frown,
talking about the bad food and the cold beds and the
loneliness like she’s talking about hearts and flowers and beautiful things

Kneeling on the ground by her sunshine-headed daughter
who is visiting her, showing the little girl how to color the shapes on
a coloring page from the shelf in the corner, beaming as she tells me
she has five other children who go all the way up to twenty-one,
lowering her voice an octave to lean in and whisper that she just wants to
go home so she doesn’t miss her little one’s birthday on Tuesday

Leaning on the glass against the window
smiling through her tears as she calmly tells us that
her husband hits her and that she is afraid, 
that she misses her babies and their toothless smiles,
that she is so sad and can’t seem to fix it.

Felicia – She is standing in line with me waiting for her medicine, 
tying her dark hair in a messy ponytail as she talks to the old woman in front of her
about teeth whitening and tanning, and to me, behind her, about her
three daughters who are cheerleaders and singers and beautiful;
She is talking and talking without stopping,
talking because she is afraid of being silent

Sitting in the cold therapy room, the harsh sunlight hitting her back as
she snuggles down in her two hospital gowns, one in front and one in back,
telling us how she loves to drink and how she doesn’t want to stop;
telling us how alcohol has been her savior

Playing Yahtzee with us in the gym, sweetly explaining the rules
to the unknowing and talking about how she misses her phone and her boyfriend,
quietly admitting that the only reason she is here is to 
try and find a reason not to kill herself

Abby – She is standing in her sweatshirt that says she loves New York,
Her long blond hair damp and wavy and as she crosses the room 
and asks me where to get hot water to make cocoa,
and I see that her eyes are blue and terrified 
and that she is very young
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Lying on the floor in the hallway, nurses surrounding her
as she shakes uncontrollably, and we all whisper sadly to each other 
that the new blond girl is having a seizure; when she finally stills,
she leans against the wall and whispers that she has epilepsy

Sitting next to me in the uncomfortable black chairs 
against the wall with the dry erase board above us, she
speaks in her high soft voice and tells us about her grandmother
and how the old woman hates her, about how she shakes 
almost fifteen times a day, and about how she feels ugly and 
left out among her dark-haired, dark-eyed siblings,
none of whom have ever had a seizure. 

Me – I am standing in my dark jeans and green hoodie with the strings gone,
looking at the other people who are locked here just like me,
wondering why we do the things we do and why none of us
can seem to break through the darkness and run away from
the things that make us want to kill ourselves

Standing outside my door in the hallway, talking to the
short, smiling nurse as she takes my racing heart rate and 
the pressure of my blood, sighing as she opens up her notebook and
asks me for the millionth time about the seventy-five swallows
that brought me to this place

Sitting in the big room with the TV, eating Jello
and drinking hot chocolate and reading Cosmopolitan, 
looking around at everyone else as they look back in
complete understanding and a strange kind of love;
and even though I am troubled and confused and uncertain,
one thing I know is that we are not crazy.
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You hide
between every word,
spoken and unspoken, written and
unwritten

like a ghost I can’t catch and
a child in a garden,
fleeting between shadow

and light,
what is concealed and what is
illuminated,

what is remembered,
and
what is forgotten

In dreams I see your face clearly,
more clearly than I see my own
while awake,

Anne Tedeton

Listening for Silence
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and every day, in the everyday light
I see your face,
hiding more and more under my own,
your bones becoming more and more visible
as my own,

the bones upon which I stand,
the structure that holds me
together.

You clasp me,
in memory, in dream,
in what is less real, what is more real,
in the past, in the present,
in eternity

These days
I do not wish to feel your hand meet mine
Against the glass.

It is already there,
hidden within the deep memory,
the marrow of those bones,

Layering around itself endlessly,
unable to forget.
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I wonder if I love you. 
The way I felt this morning makes me think I do.
I feel your fingers brush across my palm and
for some reason, I want to take your hand, and hold it.

We’ve always wondered if someday we would sail down
The center of two rows of pews, 
A laughing swirl of black and white, and maybe pink roses;
a giggling pair of bluebirds amidst bubbles and congratulations;
a clanking car covered in messy painted hearts, driving away.

But we are both distracted--
a pair of dancing green eyes,
a pair of serious blue ones.
Tan skin.
a yellow skirt,
a grey jacket.
Legs and arms.

We are both running after phantoms,
after our own ideas of perfection, or of perfect imperfection.
The phantoms fade in and out of our sight,
running away from us, backwards,
whispering for us to follow them, but stabbing our stomachs 
as soon as we get close enough to reach out our hands and find
that our phantom  lovers are only ethereal visions. 

I sit here, bleeding, alone, my eyes searching in the pallid darkness
for those living green sparkles.
Somehow, I am sitting up. Something soft is against my back,
something white and small and strong and comforting.
We are leaning, backs together, in the black.
We hold each other up.

Rebekah Robinson

Silly Speculations About You
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Your eyelashes are white and blond and almost invisible.
Your eyes remind me of the yellow-blue crayon I used to color oceans with,
I think it was called Cerulean.
They are not green, and they do not dance,
but they are good and steady and kind.
They do not move about wildly and have expansive vision in fields of pretty
   flowers,
they do not become darker with pride or squinted with anger,
they look straight ahead; they are calm, sun-spotted lakes,
They are constant tides that never differ because of moons or weather. 

I know I should love them more than blowing fields of emerald grass that
   grow and die
with seasons and hide millions of buried daisies and roses and poppies,
but I do not. I know you do not hate me for it.
You love round blue marbles more than upturned doe eyes.
You love them because you can’t know if they love you;
their rounded depth and mysterious reflections drive you to
pink and red insanity as you stare and watch the minutes pass on your 
   cellphone.

Just stay against my back and never stop your blue sunrises,
hold me up and look at me sometimes with that glance
that makes me breathe more slowly.
I will keep searching for the dancing green
if you will keep searching for the serious blue;
I will look for the shadow of a furry gray jacket
if you will watch for a flash of yellow linen.
But somewhere, buried in the ground in the back of my mind,
where neither of us will ever remember it’s there,
I will keep your picture;
and in a stupid, unconscious way, 
I will wait for you. 
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My tenacious heat, my engulfing  waves
Yet break your cast iron heart.
I sear, I blaze, desperate for light
To glimpse what is desirably mine.
I crave that gift, that enigmatic soul
Which taints me to my core.
You behold the locket, withhold the key
Am I not to obtain your love?
I burned my fortress, I crashed my walls
For you to take me away. 
You solved my riddle, consumed my heart
And yet, you remain eclipsed. 
I beg to bore, I beg to find
What lurks where you’re unseen.
That twinkled glare,
Those stained glass windows,
Exactly what do I mean?
To you my love, I plead to you 
To let that cast iron break.
For once you do, you let me in
Our souls may equally wake.

Amanda Darchiville 

Cast Iron Heart
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 Australia was an enigma to me.  It always had been.  It was a powerful 
feeling of wanting to know more about her that drew me inexorably closer to 
one day venturing past the safety and comfort of my home in small-town South 
Carolina to Australia’s endless, sun-baked expanses.  Every chance I would get, I 
would hunker down in front of the television and watch every American educa-
tional documentary on Australia that I could.  I learned about the varying and 
unique landscapes, the people, the culture, and all of the plant and animal life 
for which Australia is known.  Still, I was ignorant.  I had no tangible knowledge 
of such a magical, enchanting place.  I could not fathom how far into the depths 
of a man’s soul Australia had the power to reach.  A small, obscure, and most 
likely overlooked little town like Kingston-on-Murray in South Australia’s River-
land was no more than an afterthought stuck somewhere in the far recesses of 
the world, and in my mind.  I had no clue or inclination that such a place called 
Banrock Station even existed.    One doesn’t go to bed at night dreaming of visit-
ing places they have never heard of, quite the contrary.   Then, in 2009, I would 
get my chance to fulfill a life-long ambition.  I signed up for a month-long trip to 
the one Earthly place I had dreamed about since I was a child.  As I said, every-
thing I knew, or thought I knew, was superficial. All of that was going to change, 
however.  As I look back now, almost three years hence, I laugh, smile, and even 
cry when I reminisce about that month and the wonderful people I shared it 
with.  Australia is full of life, and it also changed my life.  
 After a flight from Charlotte to Los Angeles I was finally able to meet 
my group for the first time.  We connected immediately, and I can say from the 
beginning it’s a friendship that still endures today.  We were and are like family, 
and in the years following our “Walkabout” Down Under, a lot of us have had 
the opportunity to reunite despite the distances between us.  I do feel the need 
to introduce them as their presence in my life is pertinent to the significance 
and inspiration of this account.  There is Sammie and Nicole from California’s 
San Francisco Bay Area, Tamberlyn from Los Angeles and Orange County, Chris 
and Ian from Ringwood New Jersey, Andrea and Jen, both students at Purdue 
University, Cassie from Boston Massachusetts, and the only other Southerner of 
our little hodgepodge, Tera, who hails from the Virginia Tidewater region.  So, 
there we were, in the Tom Bradley International terminal at LAX awaiting our 
departure and the adventures that the month-long trip we had signed up for 
held in store.  First up, and for the succinctness required in the space constraints 
of this essay, was a two week volunteer work program set up by the non-profit 

Garrett Mitchell

Banrock: How Australia Changed My Life
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International Student Volunteers in the state of South Australia, known there as 
the Riverland because of the Murray River that streams her life blood through its 
agricultural expanses.
   After 15 hours on a plane from Los Angeles to Melbourne we finally 
disembarked and took our first steps in Australia.  We still had one more 55 
minute flight to South Australia’s capital of Adelaide where we would be met 
by the wonderful Mike, our project leader who would be our supervisor for 
the next two weeks.  We boarded a bus for Kingston-on-Murray, a tiny hamlet 
nestled along the Murray in the Central Riverland.  Two days after arriving, on a 
Monday, we began our first day of work at Banrock Station.  Banrock is a large, 
sprawling winery in the Central Riverland.  Located between the waterfront 
towns of Loxton and Renmark, it is a major manufacturer of Australian wine that 
is distributed world-wide.  The day before, on Sunday, Kate and Ernie, Banrock’s 
two working rangers, gave us a grand tour of the place.  We were shown the 
entire station from top to bottom.  We were slowly acclimated to our working 
environment where we would toil for the next two weeks as our curiosity over 
the intricacies of each new feature, nook, and cranny of the land captivated us.  
The Wine and Wetland Center, Banrock’s central headquarters for visitors, sits 
high atop a hill overlooking one of the station’s main vineyards. Standing on the 
deck at the back of the restaurant within, you can see the Murray flowing lazily 
in the distance.  The land Banrock sits upon is typical of the Riverland as a whole.  
It has rolling hills on the high side where most of the vineyards reside, and below 
that are the wetland basins whose seasonal flooding by the Murray help to 
sustain the growth of the grapes so vital to Banrock’s operational and economi-
cal success.  June meant the wetlands were dry, allowing us ample opportunity 
to explore them.  We loved it all already.  No amount of coaxing or convincing 
was needed to tell us that we were exactly where we needed to be.  The former 
world, the world we had left behind, was 6,000 miles away and nothing that was 
happening there was of any concern to us anymore.  We started work posthaste, 
and it was immediately a labor of love.  We cherished every second of it.  Even 
today we would give anything to still be working there, even digging up that 
wretched, noxious weed that Riverlanders despise.  My question for those read-
ing this is, do you have any idea what that particular weed may be?  If not, I will 
elaborate shortly.
 For two weeks we worked, and we worked hard.  We didn’t see it as 
work though.   As I have already said, it was a labor of love.  Every morning when 
we woke up and boarded our van, nicknamed “Boris” by the girls, we felt with 
each passing day that we were contributing much more than just our time and 
efforts.  We were each etching a part of ourselves into the Australian soil, infus-
ing a piece of ourselves into the land.  We were asked to perform a variety of 
jobs under the watchful eyes of Kate and Ernie, but our two largest tasks were 
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planting trees and Spiny Rush removal.  Remember that bloody awful noxious 
weed that I mentioned?  The ten of us were divided into three groups, each of 
which worked on different jobs simultaneously.  It was a time-efficient way, no 
doubt, and you would be amazed at how much we accomplished.  During our 
fortnight we planted, at least by our rough count, 620 trees, a variety of which 
included gum trees and an odd assortment of bushes and shrubs.  Our goal was 
to replant a barren area of Banrock which had long since been stripped clean 
of substantial vegetation by the harsh and unforgiving dry seasons which have 
plagued South Australia for decades.  Each tree we planted was harbored within 
a rectangular shield that would protect and nurture each sapling until it was 
large and strong enough to withstand the elements on its own.  The trees were 
our children in a sense.  It was our job to see that they were given a head start 
to becoming tall and sturdy to one day shade against the relentless onslaught of 
Australia’s ever-changing weather.
 If the trees were our gift to the Australian land, then perhaps our most 
arduous task was removing one of the main hazards which could, and most likely 
would, impede their growth.  Pardon my frankness, but Spiny Rush is a bitch.  
Take a noxious weed that is really a gargantuan shrub rooted deep within the 
ground, has long, coarse blades of grass, and on top of that is coated with razor 
sharp, one inch long thorns, and you have an idea what we were dealing with.  
Only the most durable leather gloves were suited for the job, lest our hands be 
impaled.  This, however, was a chore that Chris and Ian thrived upon.  I guess it 
was a way for them to flex their muscles, which coming from the tough streets 
of New Jersey was something they were used to doing anyway.  Typically, Mike, 
along with Chris and Ian would dig a moat around each shrub, some which 
weighed upwards to 400 pounds.  Five of us would then lean all of our weight 
onto iron crowbars until we had pried the devils from the ground.  All told, we 
cleared about 50 Spiny Rush shrubs from Banrock so that they could never again 
plague such a wonderful place.  Good riddance to bad rubbish is what we say.
 In the days’ intermissions, between our time, toil, and sweat, there 
came the Australian nights.  In between the towns that dot the Riverland terrain, 
the landscape is quite remote, the Outback if you’re so inclined to call it.  We 
lived in cabins in the Kingston-on-Murray caravan park which sits adjacent to a 
lazy bend in the Murray.  A few hundred yards from our lodging, by the river’s 
edge, there was a camp fire pit.  Down there, that far away from the artificial 
light of our dwelling, there is no other light but that of the stars, and oh how 
brilliant they are.  In the Southern Hemisphere the night sky is more brilliant 
than one can imagine, and the remoteness of our location only served to amplify 
this affect.  This is so much so that on a clear night you can endeavor to see the 
individual bands of stars that make up our Milky Way Galaxy.  Each night we 
would sit by our campfire, drink beer and sip wine, and share the stories of our 
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lives.  It was a peaceful, tranquil existence, and looking back today, we are all 
apt to say that it was the one time in our lives where nothing mattered but the 
here and now.  Nothing was wrong, and all was right in the world.  The most 
predominant feature in the endless Australian night sky is the Southern Cross 
constellation which has long been used as a beacon to guide wayward travelers 
to their destinations.   It is revered by Australians, even adorning their national 
flag.  There is a song that says, and I quote this with the utmost joy, “When you 
see the Southern Cross for the first time, you’ll understand just why you came 
this way.”  There are no words to explain how true that is.  On our first night, 
when we gazed up at the heavens for the first time, we knew we were in the 
right place; a happy place far removed from the hassles of our lives back home.  
Alas, all good things must come to an end.
 All too soon, for us, it was time to say goodbye, to part ways with Ban-
rock and with Ernie, Kate, and our beloved Mike.  Our time in this wondrous 
utopia had run its course.  In fact, I’m not sure if those adjectives even do it 
justice, but for now they will have to do.  On our last night at Banrock, our new-
found friends hosted a celebration dinner at the Wine and Wetland Center, the 
place where our journey had begun.  There was seared lamb, beef, and kangaroo 
steak, an Australian delicacy. There was even a special treat from the Murray 
herself, a fresh pot of steamed, river-caught yabbies, an oversized, fresh water 
crayfish served with garlic sauce.  Kate said a few words for each of us then 
presented us all with a souvenir to take home.  Ernie, being his usual warm and 
hearty self, drank wine and swapped recollections with all of us about the previ-
ous two weeks.  As we looked out across the deck for the final time, the sun, the 
same sun that greeted us upon our arrival, fought its descent against the distant 
sky, seemingly unwilling to let go of such a perfect but bittersweet day.  Alas, 
the sun did set and set with it was the conclusion of our first journey.  Oh no, it 
wasn’t the end, not by any stretch of the imagination.  What I failed to commu-
nicate at the beginning of this story was that International Student Volunteers 
sends each of its participants on an adventure tour of their host country.  There 
were more experiences in store for the “Banrock Crew” as we now called our-
selves.  Waiting for us was the surfer’s paradise of Byron Bay, the rugged, sand-
washed beauty of Fraser Island and its natural wonders of lakes and volcanic 
rock Champagne Pools, the adrenaline-filled rapids of Queensland’s Tully River, 
and the pristine beauty of the Great Barrier Reef.  However, that’s another story 
for another time that you’ll have to read about when the book comes out!  It’s 
all wonderful, and would be wonderful, but still, it wasn’t Banrock.  It wasn’t the 
wind-swept plains and valleys of the Riverland.  It wasn’t our (adopted) home.  
The next morning we awoke to a cold, grey sky which I reckon was appropriate 
for the somber mood we were in.  Mike drove us the four hours back to Adelaide 
where we said a final, tearful goodbye.  We boarded a plane bound for Sydney.  
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 If I have seemed vague and sparse on details in this account, I assure you 
it wasn’t by intent nor design.  There simply isn’t enough space to say all I want 
or need to in the constraints of this essay.  Still, I sincerely hope that whoever 
reads this, wherever you may be, can read between these black and white lines 
and find some color and profoundness in these words as I did in writing them.  
The Greek philosopher Sophocles wrote, “One must wait until the evening to 
see how truly magnificent the day has been.”  There’s a lot of truth in that bit of 
ancient wisdom.  Still, I’m not sure that even today we have completely grasped 
just how magnificent our time in your beautiful country was.  If Sophocles’ eve-
ning is a metaphor for the twilight of our lives, then perhaps someday, decades 
into the future, we can reconcile what we did in Australia with the other produc-
tive things we accomplish in our lives.  I hope so.  Still, I can only pray that the 
fruits of our labor, our legacy left behind in the sunburnt vastness of Australia, 
will still be there to be enjoyed by the generations long after we’re gone.
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Traveling across the earth and sea,
from Arabia into the West Indies. 
It knows no boundaries, no border-fees. 
Having seen all since Adam and Eve,
its knowledge runs continuously,
It flows through our day and night alike, 
barreling on like a downhill bike.
It can’t be seen, it can’t be heard,
but it holds a claim over every man, fish and bird.
And on and on and on it flows,
a river of now and then it goes.

Drayton Hammes

Time
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Bits of broken conversation,
sporadic interrogative words,
saturate the air
and I breathe it all in.
With lungs at full capacity,
I choke on it.
Unable to articulate disdain,
I utter mediocrities
to relieve the pressure—
verbal osmosis
to avoid phrenic slaughter.
What good comes
of speaking softly 
and carrying a big stick
if the roar of base opposition
is accompanied by
a throng of tiny daggers?
The most educated man
is in awe of his own stupidity
but as a meager sinkhole
I cannot look away 
from the colossal chasm
that engulfs me.
Meek words speak loudest,
and while the lone tree
may not sound as it falls,
it is no less—
a mental habitat lost,
destined to rot, indeed,
but it moved
softly.

Cody H. Owens

Speak Softly
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I am from many places and hometown is foreign to me,
My nationality is reverberated actuality.

I am the crowd, in it and of it, absorbing the sound;
It’s all vibration in the end:

Break beats and energy,
Samples and synchronicity:
It is, was, and ever will be.

Yell your records loud.  

I am the receptacle for this spectacle which is lost and found,
Again and again:

Rock and roll and gospel hymns,
Pop music and dividends:
It is, was, and ever will be, amen.

Sell your records now. 

I am pop culture and the artist it smolders;
The blues is inherently American,
So said the Tallest Man:

It’s just a passing bird, 
Haven’t you heard?
Forever and ever and after, amen.

Tell your records the sound. 

Joe Bodie

The Sound
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I am a double helix, can you feel it:
Four four time and a chromosome scale, 
Rhythm and bass:

We breathe the melody when we exhale.
My syncopated face, Cage;
Three minutes and forty four, 
are we erased?

Can we yell our records now?

I am exhausted.
I am sweaty and a little nauseous.
And as I make my way from venue to offices,
I find the rhyme.

The sound is exhilarating; the waiting world debased and debilitating;

Fragmented and orchestrated;
Planned and micromanaged;
Sterile statistics and buttoned-downed corporate dicks,
Tone deaf pricks. 

Sell your records now. 

But I am, 
residual and resonate.
Rhythm and bass,
Four four time and a chromosome scale,
I am a double helix, can you feel it?
 
Tell your records how to yell the sound they must sell now. 
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He wants MORE of me…
                                   Like a good book with an intriguing story.
See, it’s unique…yes, it’s uniquely glowing.  I’m glowing.  
                                                                              I said I’m going to be his destiny.
I don’t have to tell because it’s showing…like ‘show & tell’, he shows me.
             And he knows me. Like definitions, he studies me.  
             Analyzing me from head to toe.       Mental pictures for his mind to know. 
We flow together like floetry…like how this poem is flowing from me so effortlessly.
                                 His efforts are weak, you know, weak because his efforts 
aren’t strong enough to keep him away from me.   
He adores me.  And with beautiful jewelry he adorns me.  
I’m drenched in pearls.  
What a love story.
              He’s so kindhearted, I mean, his kind is hard to find.  
              I know in my heart that he thinks of me all of the time.  
I sense it, you know, like the 5 senses: hear, smell, feel, taste, and see.  
                                                                                             You see, he’s intrigued by my 
strawberry kisses. Oh, how delicious!
His smell is so addictive.  
His character is depictive.  Like a beautiful rendition.
              When he hears me, he listens.  So raw, so explicit.
To put a smile on my face is his mission.
                          My knight in dazzling armor, my rose of Crimson.
I’m his main attraction, he has my attention.
Champagne glasses, let’s cheer it.
              A round of applause, let’s hear it.
Cheers to that.

Shira Gaffney

Cheers to That

LiteraryJournal2012.indd   88 3/25/12   4:56 PM



2012

89

Seventeen years I have tried to repent
But the life always spilled if I tried to collect.

Seventeen days I’ve attempted design,
But there is no frame, and there is no time.

Something tells me you had planned all this out
And something tells me that you care.

Someone tells me there is no need to shout,
But the pain is because you aren’t there.

Though I try to be myself, and not to be you,
All there is that I see is what you always do.

Though I fake out myself and begin to degrade,
Therein lies all the pain from mistakes I have made.

Someone let me in now, I’m spreading thin.
Please someone, please stop the pain!

Something is opening, deep from within,
Please somebody take it away!

Being is this, but A being is that;
And we are all the beings which we can’t attack.

The strong shall all die and the world’s for the meek,
So our mightiness, courage, and wisdom? It’s weak.

Nothing from these lies I will take to heart.
Nothing will make me believe.

No one could teach me the truth that I chart
So I learn it myself and I leave.

Running away feels so bitter sweet,
So I walk with my shoes tied tight on my feet.

Challenging me is my own silent mind
And I hide all emotion that I seem to find.

Seventeen years I have cared for a god
When the truth is he never was there.

And seventeen years I had centered my thoughts 
On the one who did not really care.

Kyle Mulliger

XVII, or 17
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Three days ago, a day too late,
Predestination overturned fate
For a perpetual Thomas, the blade of the knife,
A boy- a man- a throbbing life.
Who said he could get away with 
Breaking all the rules;
Taking for granted the rush of fools?
Young and immortal, cement and steel;
Hiding behind virtual, shying from real.
Birth and life and death and taxes-
The stifling strain of the vital axis.

The spin, the cry of pointless being
Raging on and on, not seeing
Substance, hope and purpose lying
Right before him,
Lost in a sea of smug delirium.
Signs omnipresent flashed critical warning:
‘Don’t pause overnight; don’t wait ‘til morning!’
No sighing, no crying; why fuss over nothing?
Why drag out a skeleton when his friends were laughing?
Nonchalant, carelessly claimed to be normal,
Ignoring the factual case- disease terminal.

Rebecca Maycan

Terminal
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Apprehensions threatened rise
To separate simpleton logic from wise.
The verge of breaking out into the
Narrow, one-way street-
If it weren’t for the shackles on his feet.
No choice, no charge, no change;
No heavenly voice of hope in range.
Blind as a bat, deaf as a stone,
Carrying on hopelessly independent, alone.
Desire for rest reared now and again,
But not for the truth, the reason for men.

Sudden culmination of his journey arrived
In keeping with the preface of his life;
A flash in the pan of history the entire
Span of it measured,
And not one moment lasted-
No enduring treasure.
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Mathew Walcott, neighbor:
 Look, nobody knows what happened out there except the folks that 
were there when it happened. And maybe God himself, but I think even the 
Good Lord might have been looking away, sick at the sight. But if you’re asking 
me what I think happened and I reckon you are ‘cause you’re standing here and 
all, then I’ll tell you. 

Sherriff Douglass Thomas:
 I’m a law-man. Always have been, and I suspect, always will. I got no 
reason to suspect otherwise. My daddy was a law-man and his daddy before 
him. It’s in my blood, you see. More than that, it’s in my mind, in the way I think 
and operate. In the way I breathe. It’s a cold, hard world out there and I see it 
ever day, yessir. Cold, hard-hearted people doing cold, nasty, mean things to 
decent people just trying to get by. But it happens. And that’s just the way it is. 
I ain’t got no time for conjecture and speculation, for gossip, you see. I, we, the 
law enforcement community, we deal in facts. Cold, hard, unequivocal facts. And 
the facts of that night are simple: that house was burned to the ground by the 
time we arrived on the scene and that man was shot and died, dead and buried. 
And on Thursday, and that’s all there is, friend. 

Mathew Walcott:
 I knew Chris just as well as anyone else in this town, which is to say I 
didn’t really know him at all. We’ve been neighbors for a long time and I’ve seen 
him go through some hard times and some good times. I was at his wedding, 
for instance. We’re both farmers as well, so there’s always that common bond. 
He was a man of few words though, always hard to read. But you always got 
the impression that he really cared. At least I did. He never said much, but you 
always got the feeling that he was ready to listen. When he did say something, 
it was always after a pause, and whatever he said sort of put whatever you just 
said into perspective. You know what I mean? Well, it’s hard to explain. At any 
rate, people liked him. They couldn’t tell you why, but they did. 
 I was there that night. Not when it happened, mind you. Earlier that 
day. Chris had sent his wife away to stay at her sisters in Silver City on account 
of all of the violence in Mexico spilling over here and on account of her being 
pregnant and all. They didn’t have the best marriage, but he cared for that 
woman and that unborn baby, make no mistake about that. They’d been at each 

Joe Bodie

On a Thursday
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others’ throats for a while too. Money was tight and they were losing the farm 
to the bank and to drought. Hell, we were all losing our crops to that drought. 
That’s why so many people started taking that dirty drug money. At any rate, 
I think he sent her away for her and the baby’s safety and just to give himself 
some piece of mind. 
 Well, Chris called us up, me and some of the guys from town, and asked 
us if we wanted to stop by that day. I think he was getting lonesome, stuck in 
that house all by himself. So we drove on out to his farm that evening, the night 
it all happened. 
 I was the first one out of the truck and onto the front porch. The other 
guys sort of lingered behind, like they weren’t sure if they wanted to come in. I 
didn’t know what to think about it at the time, now I think they all might have 
sensed something in the air that night, some premonition. At any rate, I knocked 
on the door and after a few seconds Chris opens it, standing there in a dirty 
t-shirt and blue jeans, looking like he’s carrying the weight of the world and all of 
its sins on his shoulders. I tell you, he looked rough. 

Sherriff Douglas Thomas:
 We can’t prove it of course, but we got a good idea of who done it. 
The gangs, those Mexican drug cartels that been terrorizin’ that little town 
of El Porvenir, the one not five miles from here. The same ruthless thugs that 
keep our nice little town in a state of constant fear and apprehension. They’re 
responsible. They shot that man and set fire to his house. We seen a lot of 
violence, bein’ so close to the border and all. Hell, they cross into the country 
right down the road. Come right over that bridge that spans the Rio Grande. 
Got a never-endin’ line of Mexicans wanting to claim asylum, standin’ there 
every day at the border. So, yeah, we know what goes on. We ain’t blind and we 
sure ain’t stupid. We just can’t do much about it. To be honest, ain’t really our 
problem. ‘Till somethin’ like this happens. But sure as I’m sitting here talkin’ to 
you, they’re responsible for takin’ that man’s life. Why? Ain’t no reason to waste 
time wonderin’ why. Any number of reasons. Maybe he took some of their 
money like so many other folks in this town. Times is hard for everybody and if 
someone comes and offers you a way out, a little money just for doin’ somethin’ 
as simple as lookin’ the other way, guess some people take it. Don’t make it 
right, though, and I can’t condone it. Can’t do nothin’ about it, though, unless 
I get wind of it. So maybe he took some of their money like so many others, 
maybe he didn’t and that’s why he was shot. Maybe those Mexicans were just 
all riled up from liquor, cocaine, and power and just shot the man in cold blood. I 
don’t know. I’m less concerned with why it happened and more concerned with 
makin’ sure that it don’t happen again. Hell, he could’ve had it comin’ for all I 
know.   
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Luke Darby, Insurance Agent:

 Well sirs, Chris came in about, wait let me think, it was a week, no a 
day, no a week before the incident and he asked about his policies. He had life 
insurance and insurance on the house. Yes sir-e-bob, he just asked me about the 
policies and I told him they were fine, tip-top and nothing to worry about. It was 
his payment history that was the problem, you see, and that’s what I told him. 
He was in danger of defaulting. But you know what he did then? He handed me 
this big-ole envelope full of cash, all crisp clean one hundred dollar bills. He must 
have come straight from the bank. Well sirs, that paid him up on his policies for a 
while, I’ll tell you what. And the commission helped me to put a down payment 
on my daughter’s car. She’s going off to college soon. Say, why are y’all asking 
anyway? You know they’ve already paid out on those, right?

Mathew Walcott:
 He invited us in, though, in his own way. He just sort of smiled this small 
little smile, one of those smiles that just tugged on one side of his lips. You’ve 
seen people smile like that, I’m sure. At any rate, he did that and nodded his 
head and stepped aside to let us walk on in. 
 We all sat around talking for a spell, mostly me and the other fellows 
doing the talking. Chris not saying much, just sitting in the recliner looking 
around at all of us or staring out the window as if he was expected something. 
After a while he asked us if we wanted something to eat and we all said we 
reckoned we would. 
 We walked in the kitchen and I tell you I still don’t know what to make 
of what was waiting for us in there, not to this very day. The whole table was all 
laid out and covered. Dishes set for every place, for each one of us, and more 
food than we could’ve grown in a year on all our farms. We all just stood there 
for a minute, taking it all in, our mouths hanging open like we was a bunch of 
teenagers again looking at a naked woman for the first time. You know what I 
mean? All surprise and awe, but not knowing the first thing about what to do 
next. 
 Chris looked at us and said, ‘This is my sweat and blood on this table, 
friends. You just going to let it sit there cooling in the night?’ So we all sat down 
and began to eat. Except for Chris, he didn’t touch anything. I don’t remember 
if he even had a plate in front of him or not. All I can remember is that food and 
how good it tasted.  But Chris didn’t eat. He just sat there and watched us all, 
mainly looking at Jude. Then, right out of nowhere, Chris, looking at Jude, says, ‘I 
understand why you did it. I can’t say I blame you.’
 We all looked up and nobody said a word. Just forks and spoons full of 
potatoes and steak hovering there in mid-air. Everyone knew Jude had taken 
some money from the cartels, to help pay off the bank and buy his farm some 
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time, but nobody in town really said much about it. I guess we all understood 
too. 
 Anyway, we finished up dinner and walked out to the porch. Some of the 
guys lit their cigarettes and some just leaned on the railing or sat in one of the 
wicker rocking chairs. Chris, though, he just kept on walking right out of the front 
door and into his front yard. He walked way out, towards his fields and we could 
just barely see him by the light of the setting sun. He finally stopped and knelt 
down and if I didn’t know any better I’d of swore he was praying, all alone out in 
that field. But, hell, we didn’t even say grace before supper, so who knows?
 Not much happened after that. Chris came back on the porch and we all 
sat for a spell. Then we left. It wasn’t until much later on that night that I heard 
the shots and saw the trucks, those black SUVs that the cartels always drive, 
driving off down the road and into the night.

Peter James, neighbor
 He was a damn fool. That’s what he was. I’ll say it to anybody that asks. 
He took the easy way out. No, I don’t think he did it for the money. He was 
a coward. He could have stayed and been there for his wife and child. They 
needed him, and still do. A damn fool. That’s what he was. What did he think 
was going to happen, going out there that night? That he was going to stop 
those guys? We needed him here. He could’ve helped us all plan a way out. A 
coward and a damn fool. 

Sherriff Douglas Thomas:
 These people, in this town and I guess everywhere else too, they like 
to talk. They like to make more out of this thing than there really is. And I guess 
that’s their right. We can’t stop’em. They can go on all day and night about 
whatever else may or may not have happened, but I don’t rightly care. For one, 
‘cause I can’t do nothing about it and for another, I can kind of understand why 
they do it. It’s their way of forgettin’.  Escape. I guess they need their heroes too.  
That’s how we treat the past and the people in it after all. Glorify and glamorize. 
Forgetting all that nasty, brutal, bloody stuff that really happened in the past. It’s 
a dishonest look backwards, if you ask me. Whatever it is, it sure ain’t the truth, 
just some version of it. And some romanticized and idealized version of it at that. 
But the thing about ideals and reality is that one ain’t got no place in the other. 
Maybe that’s just years on the force talking, having seen everything I done seen, 
and I know it sounds callous and maybe a bit harsh or cynical, but that’s the way 
I see it and I don’t know any other way to see it.

Mary Barnes, local business owner:
 Well, I just think it’s so romantic, don’t you? A man laying down his 
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life for his wife and child. It’s like one of those movies. I get all emotional just 
thinking about it. If that’s not true love, then I don’t know what is. Wish I could 
find a man like that, I’d kiss the ground he walked on and probably wash his feet 
afterwards. Like for him to stay around a little longer, that’s for sure. Wait, was 
that wrong? I didn’t mean it like that.  

Mathew Walcott:
 So, what do I think happened that night after we left? I don’t know for 
sure, but I’ll tell you one thing. Chris’ wife and son, you know she had that kid a 
few days ago, anyway, they don’t have to worry about nothing. Somehow, Chris 
knew what was coming and what to do. He didn’t have much choice. He burned 
that house of debt to the ground and then walked right out and stood up to 
those thugs. He knew he couldn’t win. That man sacrificed himself so his wife 
and kid could have a better life. He’s a hero. That’s what I think anyway. I like to 
think that. It makes me feel alright about the whole thing.

Sherriff Douglas Thomas:
 It’s a cold, hard world out there, yessir. That’s why we have so many 
books and movies and such. The truth don’t make for a good story. Ain’t no 
happy endings. We need the story so we can forget about it for a while, reality 
that is.  But let me ask you something: D’you still believe in princesses and 
princes? That you can make a wish on a star and it’ll come true? No, I didn’t 
think so. Then why believe this? But you go right ahead and ask’em, all these 
other people, and you listen to what they tell you. But, I’m telling you the facts. 
The cold, hard, honest facts. That man was shot and died, dead and buried. And 
on Thursday, and that’s all there is, friend.
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There is, as many say, an exception to every rule, except perhaps the exceptional 
rule, He who exists for the broken - He who until today, for this forlornly forsak-
en town, had been a metonymical representation for Love. Now, He hates fags. 
The gray signs wave on the right side of East Main, proclaiming the picketers’ 
minds. With hatred in their distant retinal pools and fear in their dark, dejected 
hearts, they place the words they’d never expect to hear from their Creator into 
His metaphorical mouth. Their fears have taken root in the sandy, ever-fracturing 
sidewalk and sprout along the path like beleaguering weeds. But it is not man 
that plagues the town, it is his ideas.  
 
In stark contrast to the monotonous, grayscale mob hindered behind the or-
ange/white sawhorses, another mob forms alongside the opposing sidewalk. 
This group, equally fervent, sports audacious attire, a rainbow of garments 
representing the supposed dissemination of light’s bold spectrum. Depictions 
of hearts and peace are painted haphazardly on the same blank canvases used 
by their opponents. The rigidity of the broken brick building facades serves as 
an equally blank canvas for the horde of masquerading colors. Joyous dancing 
crumbles away at the sidewalk and well-intended cries demanding immediate 
approval pierce the sky, but not loud enough to be altered, especially in spite of 
the suffocating, suffocated shouts of the orthodox.

The media linger, collecting stories to suit their public outlet and station, exam-
ining every side of the issue like the roll of a pair of die that always produces 
snake eyes. They complement their facts with fiction and broadcast the mix to 
the masses. Today, they report on the imminent coming, the reason for the riot, 
a harmonious and orderly uproar not meant to deafen or negate the darkness 
but to shed light on it and render it soundless. The cacophony of hate does not 
tire, does not retreat, only grows more restless as the display of pride as obsti-
nate as their own grows nearer. The media capture the darkness and the light, 
life as we know it, live. 

I, the bystander, a passer-by with fleeting glances and no permanent station, 
witness the scene in anticipation without the means to stay. To the right, a 
deadly sin in human form, a malign cacophony, a display of unrequited ortho-
dox pride formed from the fears of lesser men; to the left, a no less detestable 
crowd of moderate liberality, comprised of a pride known to those who show 

Cody H. Owens

Voice of Reason
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it not but speak it well; and lastly, a flashy pride of self-interest that beseeches 
others to accept their essence in a somewhat less threatening manner than the 
latter classifications. I am the fourth kind. There is no mortal shell without pride 
entirely but the facets of opinion devoid of pride are often the most objective. 
And I, having been subjected to this encounter, await this unsuccessful trifecta 
of pride – its unity potentially more destructive than the dancing of the left and 
the words of the right. Indeed, my sympathy and heart is with the coming cause, 
but how can I submit to its specificity? It is not the man that plagues this town, 
it is his ideas and the idea of supporting a pride beyond the basic, instinctive 
pride of mankind will not befall me. I support those who will march through this 
town like any other, but because they are human beings and are created equal, 
each parader with her or his own destructive pride, ignoring their sameness as if 
there are no rights left.

LiteraryJournal2012.indd   98 3/25/12   4:56 PM



2012

99

I know for a fact
That the devil is a white man.
Probably Republican.
A creature of no stealth,
Wreaking havoc on virgin lands where he has stepped.
His god is an image of himself.
He curls atop a dragon’s hoard of equal parts wealth and sweat
Belonging to those beneath him.
Teaching the world that he is the reflection of truth.
I wonder if he feels suicidal confessions
As he sucks up the souls of heavy husks
With lips growing more corrupt as they move.
He climbs higher towards the heavens while
The bleaching white sun eats away at our wretched wings-
The dregs of life he left us with. 

Trina Higgins

The Devil is a White Man
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Shall I compare thee to a winter’s day?
Or be thou more barren and bleak?
These heated words must so melt thee—
Thy frozen, white physique.
Your puddled being, my undammed tears,
Gush forth so such as do my fears
That I have said too much.
For brevity is the soul of wit
And may my speech adhere to it!
Or rather, lo I think it does—
At least I know who Shakespeare was.
You knew not what I spoke sometimes,
Articulated well in rhymes
But sense it made not?
I broketh down and broke us up
As did I break our patterns
And soon my mind much clearer came
Until I said “to hell with wit”
And let both you and Shakespeare die.
If the form doesn’t work, 
   throw it away!
Turn over a new leaf.
Shit— a cliché...
 And I rhymed again.
How do I escape you?
How can I escape this torment,
       throe,
 this tumultuous hurt
when I can’t even escape this thesaurus?
   Tears.

Cody H. Owens

Untitled
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