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Foreword for 
Blackberry Winter 

 
 

Writing is a costly venture.  Those who spend their lives with 
pen in hand ultimately face a very difficult question:  Why write?  What is 
it about crafting lines of poetry or a paragraph of prose that returns the 
writer to the task of composition?  Scottish author Naomi Mitchison 
addresses this question in her memoirs when she states: 

 
...what are we writers doing, with all this compulsive 
storytelling?  It is like a spell, something laid on us and 
when we stop being able to do it, presumably we have 
lost the way; we die. [...] It is deeply uncomfortable to 
have periods of not being able to write, when we 
become desperately afraid that the magic whatever-it-
is has deserted us.  It is also somewhat uncomfortable 
to be in a real writing mood, but to have to do all the 
other things that people with homes and families and 
responsibilities have to do.  But the writing will 
probably keep, the exact words will slip back like mice 
into a darkened room.  […]  Only the tick of the story-
telling goes on.  Only the words, appearing and 
offering themselves. (You May Well Ask, 180) 
 

Mitchison asks this question after more than sixty years of writing, and 
she never arrives at a satisfactory answer.  What she reveals is that one 
writes because one must; the act of writing is an integral part of a 
Writer's identity.  Mitchison's life exemplifies the richness and fullness, 
the world of possibility that awaits those who write their story, observing 
all life has to show.  This year, I take the liberty of dedicating this 
Foreword to Naomi Haldane Mitchison (1897-1999) in gratitude for the 
example of adventurous living and the literary legacy she left to us all. 
 
The writers included in Blackberry Winter write because they must.  I’ve 
seen them at weekly Ex Libris meetings as they hear the 'tick of the 
story-telling' and write their way to understanding.   Mitchison would 
smile in the presence of these writers, for in their art she would see that 
words indeed continue to offer themselves.  She would see that there 
are others who, like herself, cannot help but write. 
 
With pride in Rochester College writers, I invite you to enjoy Blackberry 
Winter 2005. 
 
Jennifer Hamilton, PhD 
Dean of the College of Arts and Sciences 
Associate Professor of English 
20 April 2005 
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Blackberry Winter is designed to encourage the artistic 
endeavors of the students of Rochester College. Blackberry 
Winter will be published on an annual basis, accepting 
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Karma Revisited 

 

 
 
 
Ryan Pretzer
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Morning Song 

 

Holy corrective lens.   

 Tao, 

frosted of 40 watts. 

 

Premature spun from womb,  

caught up in the  

be, and  

be, and be.  

 

Morning’s adjective wash, 

drying 

on the line  

in a 

beard pointing morning— 

 

tumbling, visceral communion  

with my dead.  

I met me waking,  

a grape eating youth.  

That spectre. 

 

 

Ryan Pretzer 
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Wasted 

 

Any month is the cruelest month 

if alchemist combines 

proper measure of memory and desire. 

The mind becomes barren 

future obscura with brown fog 

Unreal City 

waiting at the bar for the final call. 

 

Final call. 

Unreal. 

 

Platitudes puddle on the bar… 

drip down the frosted glass. 

 

He takes a towel 

     begins to wipe them up 

He waits… 

     at least the puddle is something. 

 

 

JH 
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Medial Woman 

 

Seeing me gasp 

She holds me and dives 

 Into the wet 

  Deeper. 

 

Flowing hair that blew in the breeze 

Now caressed by currents 

Just as unseen 

 

Surprised, I breathe. 

 

Rocky depths 

Reflect craggy cliffs  

That rise  

 High  

        and dry… 

 

Colourful fish fly 

Rays streak toward 

The rays of sun that streak 

 

At ease, I relax. 

 

We dance 

An underwater ballet 

Telling tales 

In twirls and leaps 
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Together we rise. 

 

Surprised, I breathe. 

 

Leaving me on the shore 

She returns.  Home. 

Having shown me… 

 

I must breathe water more often. 

 

 

JH 
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Return of Steve  

  

because of you,  

i have returned  

 

i was gone,  

from within  

 

superhero  

incognito  

 

now i can fly,  

again  

  

 

Steven K. Bowers 
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el Cuerpo 

 

en mi cuerpo, 

cuando pienso en ella, 

 ella hace mi corazón 

 bailar con 

las mariposas 

 

in my body, 

when I think about her, 

 she makes my heart 

  to dance 

with the butterflies 

 

 

Stavros Caffentgis 
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Untitled  

 

 
 

 

Amy R. Napier 
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A Booth for Two 

 

“Can’t we do that later?” 

 “Alright,” she answered, her eyes focused on the 

dingy brown carpet. Their booth, once artfully decorated, 

was now worn with age. She didn’t notice; it was hidden in 

the far, dark corner of his favourite restaurant. She 

wondered if his promise would be like the time they were 

supposed to go watch the meteor shower last summer; he 

had forgotten and gone out with his buddies instead. He 

had come over to her house drunk and fallen asleep on the 

couch. 

 “Goal!” the announcer declared on the TV. 

 A few diehard fans groaned at the half-deserted bar. 

He shifted his body uncomfortably in his seat. He reached 

across her uneaten meal to cover her dainty hands with his 

own.  

 “Honey…” he began as she avoided his touch by 

picking up her napkin. He absently picked a fry off of her 

plate. 

 “Please…don’t…” 

 Her words trailed like the tear slowly falling down her 

face. He didn’t notice; he was already looking over his 

shoulder. “What’s the score?” he called to the waitress 

carrying an overladen tray past their corner.  

 “7-7…overtime.” 

 He flashed a preoccupied grin. “You don’t mind if 

I…” he asked, standing. “ We can finish this later.” 
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 Later. Her fingers tightened over the crumpled 

napkin. She watched him walk across the dark room to the 

bar. He ordered a drink. Later. 

 He sipped his beer and laughed at the bartender’s 

words. His eyes wandered past the TV to a brunette sitting 

half in the shadows. Later. 

 Her fingers shook as she wiped her face with the 

tattered napkin. She stood up unsteadily, careful not to 

muss the skirt he insisted she wear every time they went 

out. She walked past the tables; most were empty because 

of the hour. He did not even glance at her. 

 At the door, she opened her purse and looked 

inside. Stalling. She still had the napkin in one trembling 

hand. She half-turned and caught a glimpse of the empty 

booth. Later. She dropped the napkin. Closing the bag, she 

swung it over her arm.  

 The bell on the door chimed as she exited the 

restaurant. She blinked with the sudden onset of the 

afternoon sun. Straightening her shoulders, she took a step 

outside. The door slammed unchecked behind her. 

Now.   

 

 

j.m. toole 
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Yoga Class 

Sweaty faces stare, hard 

at twenty-seven reflections 

making pensive poses 

 

bala-asana 

and we curl low like quivering cocoons 

on our mats 

Familiar with this fetal posture 

 

naga-asana 

as pelvic bones dig precariously 

into dingy ground and heads are 

thrust upwards  

 

ushtra-asana  

I reach for my ankles, illusive 

behind my hinged back 

And like most of my life 

contort myself into the form 

that I am asked to assume 

 

ekapada-asana 

the room is filled with shaking limbs, 

undeveloped and forced to 

stand on their own
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surya-namaskar 

lungs breathe oppressive air 

and without a center  

we start once again 

 

 

Susan Motschenbacher 
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She wore orange  

 

She wore orange 

like it never 

looked harsh 

against a layer of skin 

so pale above tiny 

rivers of blood 

 

she wore paint on every 

Surface 

flecks of purple and red 

falling from her fingers 

 

she gave me her hand 

and when I pulled away 

I found that mine was 

blue and green 

like the eyes of the chimera 

on the cover of our book 

  

she gave words 

ones that bubbled and  

Burst 

words that never slid 

because they could not  

be calmed 

 

words so full of color 
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and life 

that my eyes tired 

at the study 

but my soul… 

my pastel soul was always 

Revived 

 

 

Susan Motschenbacher 
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An Arduous Thing  

(End Words from Robert Frost’s “The Oven Bird”) 

 

Strangled cries and low songs are never heard 

from women frail in body.  Like a bird 

I fall (fail to fly) from high trees again. 

Under heavy boots are trampled flowers. 

Petals that bear the weight of sticky ten 

o’clock mornings, as in seasons of past. 

Words drip, slow, from my glossed lips like showers, 

land in puddles beneath an overcast 

mind.  And, of you and me, in the fall 

we voice half-measures, flail around it all. 

Collecting harsh twigs in which to lie. Birds 

and frail women that are afraid to sing 

will never find peace, or the healing words 

to bring an end to an arduous thing. 

 

 

Susan Motschenbacher
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A Bit Like Lady Poe (A Villanelle) 

 

Tell me just how I should fair- 

my skin sewn back with skillful hand. 

A sordid dress for a woman to wear. 

 

My self-perception beyond repair, 

soaking here in sinking sand. 

Tell me just how I should fair. 

 

Do you have some skin to spare? 

Mine is torn as well-tilled land- 

a dreadful dress for a woman to wear. 

 

I hide myself the best I dare. 

Beneath my shroud remains the brand. 

So tell me now how I should fair. 

 

You intend to add to this affair, 

to tear my flesh with careful hand. 

A gory dress for a woman to wear! 

 

An untouched inch, I beg you spare, 

for my lover’s lips should like to land. 

Tell me just how I should fair 

in the ruined dress this woman wears. 

 

 

Susan Motschenbacher
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The Violet 

 

I always wondered what it would be like to stop thinking. And 

finally, I did. This is how: My thumbs are not green. They are 

black. Placing a plant in my care is like conspiring murder. I was 

given a violet from my grandfathers’ funeral. The fuzzy leaves and 

stench thrilled me, and sent chills down my spine. I knew that 

plant was going to die. Of all the plants I had ever killed, this one 

was odd to me. It seemed to react to me when I entered the 

room. It seemed to scream at me to water it. It just wanted to live. 

And it did for a little while. About three weeks. It was in sad shape 

when I decided it needed a different caretaker. A friend of mine 

lived four blocks away. He could care for it. He had an apartment 

full of plants, all alive and blooming. The violet and I never made it 

to his apartment that afternoon; instead, we were scraped out of 

the pavement. I do not remember much of what happened. They 

told me that by the looks of me, I had been hit by a cement truck. 

The dried cement in my hair might have been their first clue. They 

also said I was to be sent back. Since I had been so kind to the 

violet, a violet I would become. I didn’t even have a chance to 

reply, when I felt like I had been crammed into a pair of 

pantyhose. The tightness was unlike anything I ever felt before. I 

was thirsty. Water made me grow. And grow I did. Out of the soil, 

I rose. Up, and up, and up. It was like being born, only slower. 

The sunlight warmed me in my pantyhose days, and fed me as I 

grew. When I blossomed, I was placed in decorative wrapping, 

and put on a shelf. A man with sad eyes bought me. He took me 

home to his apartment and, in tears, introduced me to his other 

plants. They looked like he did: sad, and withered. He often 
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talked of a young woman he once knew. She was someone he 

looked up to I guess. I tried to cheer him up by blooming as 

much as I could. That was all I could think about. I forgot that I 

could think about anything else. And so I didn’t. Just bloom. 

Thirsty. Bloom. 

 

 

duckie blue 
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eyes 

 

 
 

 

rae jones 
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Ptolemy 

 

Individuals occupying peculiar rituals 

Meaningless meanderings reign; 

Forcibly settle down to look, watch, astound 

Unsympathetic rock earthbound. 

 

The proud and notable 

Burst into bold boasts, 

Until charred corpses reveal: 

 

“Dust to dust, 

Earth to earth,” 

The Gift once revered 

Scattered here and here. 

 

Blind to perceive, 

Much more meant to be; 

Crimson now rains. 

 

A moonlit summer drive, or 

Its source, faint destructive hives; 

Spheres that sing an Architect’s charm! 

 

Countless cries cry out and cease 

Words past tense would never reach; 

An  inquiry pleasing:  
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“If I had a chance,” 

Some absurd circumstance, 

“Would I let pass such a beautiful thing?” 

 

mBishop
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Frankenstein 
 

A monster born 

Of graveyards 

And gallows, 

Stolen brain 

Darkness and storm 

 

Would never have seen 

The sun, 

Have no idea of day- 

 

His creator order him 

“Sit” 

“Be still” 

“See” 

Drawings open the shutter… 

 

Warm rays 

Yellow rays 

Rays speaking of sky and growth 

life 

Real life 

With purpose  

understanding 

And joy  

Beyond his reach 

 

Like the light 
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His stolen hands 

Desperately try  

To catch 

 

Blind to the truth 

That light 

Will forever be beyond 

The reach 

Of his hands 

Clawing for life. 

 

 

Heather Borden 
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All for you 

 

Dia de los Muertos 

Sprinkle marigolds 

Among the candles 

And gray stones 

 

I’d sprinkle marigolds 

And lead you here 

Away from the gray stones 

If only for a while 

 

I’d lead you here 

To eat sugar skulls 

If only for a while 

We’ll talk all night 

 

Eating sugar skulls 

And egg rolls 

As we talk 

And talk and talk again 

 

Eating lots of egg rolls 

Among the candles 

As we talk all night 

On el Dia de los Muertos. 

 

~For Katydid 

Heather Borden 
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Reaction on Easter Sunday ’04 

 

When is it right 

To turn  

From an outstretched hand? 

 

A man begs peacefully 

In Downtown Ann Arbor 

“No change” said mom 

A lie. 

Eyes down on my shoes, 

I argue with her later 

 

“Promise me 

You won’t be fooled” 

She cautions 

 

He has the old clothes 

The stubble 

The old eyes 

But he could be working 

For someone, 

Looking for a sap 

Like me 

 

I know the logic 

And her fear  

Is sound. 

But still… 
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“Love thy neighbor as I have loved you” 

Is true-truer than time, at least 

When is it right 

To turn 

From an outstretched hand? 

 

 

Heather Borden 
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Mother 

 

My bra strap slides from my shoulder 

I reach my hand into the neck of my shirt and pull it back to place 

It irritates me much like the hole in my sock 

When did I become my mother? 

I’m in the shower with her 

Three, four, maybe five years old 

The water pushes my long hair over my face 

I fumble against the stream to get it out of my eyes 

Mom washes my hair 

The soap gets in my eyes 

They burn as though I have spent the night in a smoke filled bar 

I run my face under the water that drips off of her elbow 

The smell of eucalyptus fills the steam 

The oil drips off her body; my body 

It is sweet like the puckering of my little nipples 

Comforting, like the crest of my belly button 

I take the soap and wash her feet, legs, and knees 

I make bubbles on my hands and rub them on her buttocks 

I laugh. 

It is funny touching my mommy’s wet butt 

She takes the soap from me 

Slides it on my body, my belly, my bottom 

I am a seal, her pup 

When she bends down to wash me her breasts bump my little head 

I touch them. 

I laugh. 

Kelly Galloway 
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rows 

 

 

 

 

Zak Lynn 
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Elegy For Mary 

 

Long brown hair. 

Thick, round glasses. 

Always in the front row 

always knew the right answers. 

Taught us all. 

She’d sit with me on Friday afternoons 

translate the language of numbers. 

Simple smiles were all I knew 

and straight A’s. 

I didn’t see the shadow cast 

from older sister’s perfect ways 

or dark corners where she hid 

the darkness she kept inside. 

Resting now, my friend, my helper 

resting on her own accord. 

In darkness far beyond the  

lonely halls of middle school. 

 

If only we had seen 

the haunting in your heart 

Took time to look into your eyes 

and see a girl interrupted 

dying inside, afraid, alone 

a cooing dove in a hurricane 

a rose among the thorns. 

But instead I stand beside your grave 

a frail body, once young and pure. 
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Where are you now, my lonesome dove? 

Flying high above the trees? 

Or among these tear-filled faces? 

Empty people with empty love… 

See only the girl lying there. 

Still don’t know they’ve lost an angel. 

 

 

Kara Bush 
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The Woman in White  

 

Ceridwyn blindly stumbled past the line of trees that 

separated the cemetery from the forest. Crisp autumn leaves 

crackled and churned violently under her recently polished 

shoes. Bony branches tugged at her long hair.  

She slowed as she came to the clearing. In the centre, 

an ancient willow towered above the dense shrubbery. The tree 

was perhaps the oldest in the forest. Its mammoth trunk 

reached towards heaven while the thinner branches wept to the 

earth. Ceri approached the tree slowly, reverently. Much of the 

summer had been spent here. Each sunny day she brought a 

quilt and gazed between the pale leaves to the brilliant blue 

above. Now the skeletal branches and chilly air made her haven 

seem large and unfamiliar.  

Ceridwyn had turned twelve in the spring. “Almost a 

woman,” her mother told her, face shining. Ignoring her dress, 

she flung herself under the tree and stared fiercely at its rough 

bark. Her eyes burned. She wanted to cry, but she couldn’t. 

Last night, she accidentally cut her hand on a broken glass 

while washing the dishes. The vivid crimson clashed harshly 

next to the white soapsuds. The cut was still raised and swollen 

on the back of her hand; it was completely straight except for 

where it took a jagged turn at her thumb. She did not cry then, 

and she could not cry today. The words echoed in her mind. 

Ashes to ashes, dust to dust. 

A flash of white drew her attention from her hand. She 

looked up, bewildered. A blond woman in a white, linen dress 
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stood beside her. For a moment, she thought it was her mother. 

Then she remembered. 

Her mother’s twin sister, Elyn, was identical right down 

to a mole they shared on their necks, something Ceri had 

inherited. “You look just like your Momma and Elyn did when I 

met them,” her father always teased. “Sweet and unearthly.” 

She saw her aunt only on the holidays since she lived on a farm 

in the next county. 

 “Da said you wouldn’t be here for…” she said. Her 

voice sounded small in the stillness. Above, a raven took flight; 

its flapping wings destroyed the silence. 

“I came anyway,” the woman replied gently. Her voice 

was warm, just like her mother, before she had gotten ill. “ I 

knew you needed me.” 

Ceridwyn drew her knees to her chest. “I didn’t do my 

chores,” she said. “I told Momma I would, but I stayed out past 

dark to play.” 

“I know, Ceri.” 

Ceridwyn looked away, trying to ignore the emotion 

threatening to surface. The woman sighed and ruffled Ceri’s 

blond curls. She pulled Ceridwyn to her feet and into a 

sympathetic embrace. The woman held her close; she smelled 

like her mother, a blend of lavender and rosemary. The girl 

woodenly resisted. Suddenly, and violently, she began to sob 

into the woman’s shoulder. The woman hummed a lullaby her 

mother had sung when she was younger. Slowly, her tears 

subsided. The woman took the hem of her dress and wiped 

Ceridwyn’s face.  

 “I wish I could have told her…” 
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 “She knows.” 

 The woman pulled a string of beads from around her 

neck--her mother’s rosary. Her mother had treasured the rosary 

because it had been a gift from a good friend. “A little piece of 

God’s beauty,” she’d say, holding the rosary to the sun. Ceri 

had been delighted by the colourful rainbow within the beads. 

 “She wanted you to have it.” 

 She grasped the rosary gingerly. The beads were cool 

although the woman had held them in her hands. She put it 

around her neck, grateful. 

 They sat silently under the willow for a while longer; the 

wind sighed in the tree’s branches. The sun was settled just 

above the horizon when the woman stood abruptly.  

 “Your father’s looking for you.” 

 She turned to leave. “Wait,” Ceridwyn said, grabbing her 

hand.  

 The woman paused. Ceri noticed a straight raised scar 

that pointed wildly at the woman’s thumb. She smiled kindly, 

and once again drew Ceridwyn into a quick hug. She let go and 

was gone behind the tree before Ceri could stop her.  

 “You’ll see her again,” the woman’s voice echoed 

beyond the willow. 

 Ceridwyn sprinted around the tree. At the other side, her 

father stood awkwardly in a black suit.  

 “There you are, child,” he said. “I’ve been looking for 

you since the funeral.” 

She ran to the familiar form. “Where is Aunt Elyn?” 

 “She won’t be here until Thursday, Ceri. They’re 

finishing the harvest.” 
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 She looked down at the rosary, and for the first time she 

smiled. 

“Let’s go,” Ceri told her father. Hand in hand, they 

started the long walk home. In her mind, she heard her mother’s 

song. 

  

 

j.m. toole
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Aunt’s Love 

 

Cloaked in a haze of grey 

you come to this world untouched. 

Your spirit brings forth a new dawn. 

 

On earth you bestow all this— 

Skin finer than china, 

more precious than gold, 

 

hair spun from finest silk, 

breath sweet as grandma’s touch, 

lips pursed into perfect kiss. 

 

Warm and sweet for us to hold— 

must life’s grip be so cold? 

 

You lay your life in our hands. 

All you need do is command. 

 

 

LaMetrea Reynolds-Pretzer 
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Baby 

 

 
 

 

LaMetrea Reynolds-Pretzer 
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Bigger Toys  

 

Why was I the lucky one? 

To come home early with  some silly flirty, 

bout with sickness, 

which slows my quickness but 

enables me to be free. 

 

Our boys 

are playing with bigger toys 

now. 

 

Seeing and hearing booms 

escaping various levels of dooms. 

I ask again, why was I the lucky one? 

Thousand of our sons never return. 

So many shot, beheaded and burned. 

 

Souls snatched out from under them 

dreams dissapear without a trace 

of ever becoming reality. 

Daughters never gonna be mothers. 

Sisters no longer to annoy little brothers. 

Fathers and sons never to play a game 1 on 1 

Whose war is this? 

What is it good for?  Nothing! 

 

Spc. Benny Lumpkins 
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Unknown 

 

The voices of a thousand Christians chanting 

a thousand prophesies ring thru my un-wanting ears. 

The new drug of the masses is administered 

into the veins of the generations. 

 

My eyes are engulfed by yellow psychedelic fever. 

 

Roll of the deep pounds into the pit of my stomach, 

Eli calls for the violence to begin. 

Red flows into my extremities and 

takes me to the sky but I cannot feel. 

 

My ears scream the sound of the deaf. 

 

You are a two-faced vice that loves and 

ignores in two nights, whose fire is damned. 

Smoke creeps from your mouth. 

Your lips burn my flesh,  

but your words cut my bones. 

 

My heart beats for that which does not exist. 

 

Shut these people up,  

on what authority can they fly bubbles and breath smoke. 
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You want to know what the most painful 

experience is, it’s life, life with you. 

 

I’m gone! 

 

 

Jason Langston 
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tree 

 
 

 
 

 

amanda johns 



- 41 - 

Blackberry Winter 

 

 

Carved Tree 

 

 

 

 

Brittany D. Richardson 
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Visitation 

 

 I wasn’t completely surprised when I awoke and saw 

her sitting there, watching me intently like she was.  Why she 

was there was a mystery to me to be sure.  Who she was, an 

even bigger mystery, and why I felt so at ease with her looking 

on was a bigger mystery still. 

 I must have sat there staring back at her, most likely 

gaping, for a good five minutes before I thought to speak.  

Even as I did, she beat me to it, however. 

 “Good morning, Charlotte,” she greeted me.  She said 

as if she was supposed to be there, curled up in the chair 

against the wall. 

 “Morning,” I replied uncertainly, “and it’s Charlie.” 

 She smiled at me, a winning smile I recognized.  It was 

one I’d often seen on adults who were humoring small 

children.  Yet, she didn’t appear to be old enough to be using 

it.  She sure acted like an adult, though, and went back to 

reading the newspaper as if she were at a kitchen table in a 

breakfast nook or some other place adults choose the news 

over children—anyplace but a child’s room. 

 “Excuse me?” I called timidly. 

 She held up a finger and continued to pour over the 

page she was on.  Maybe she thought I would wait. 

 I decidedly disregarded her finger.  “Excuse me,” I 

pressed. 

 I received the forefinger once again. 

 “Ex-cuse me!” 

 She sighed, rolled her eyes and folded the paper.  She 
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laid it neatly across her lap, folding her hands on top of it.  

“Yes?” she finally answered directly.  She gave me her 

undivided attention.  I could tell. 

 Her intense eyes searched my face in a way I found 

slightly unnerving.  It was then that I noticed just how familiar 

she looked.  “Do I know you?” I wondered aloud, more to 

myself than to her. 

 She shrugged.  “Vaguely.” 

 “Well, person I vaguely know, what are you doing in 

here? This is my room.” Even as the words were leaving my 

mouth, I realized how immature they sounded and silently 

wished I could take them back. 

 I knew she thought they sounded immature as well.  

She looked amused.  “Never learned to share, huh?” she 

chuckled.  “Anyway, this isn’t your room.” 

 That caught me off-guard.  She said it so seriously, I 

almost believed her, and for a split second, I felt strangely and 

uncharacteristically miserable.  The moment passed, however, 

along with my temporary doubt. 

 “It isn’t?” I giggled, hoping my forced laughter would 

hide my bewilderment.  “Well, it was yesterday!” 

 She looked at me steadily.  “Was it?” She settled back 

in the chair, rubbing her hands together in a rather diabolical 

manner.  “Can you even remember yesterday?” 

 “Maybe you should leave,” I suggested, ignoring her 

question. 

 “Well, can you?” she prodded. 

 I sighed, throwing my hands up in exasperation.  I was 

tired of her.  “If I can, will you leave?”  
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She nodded, and I tried to think back, which was 

difficult for some reason.  Maybe it was because it was early in 

the morning.  Whatever the reason, yesterday seemed light-

years away. 

I struggled.  “Well . . . I think I was swimming—Yeah! I 

was swimming with Marleigh and Hannah! Marleigh and I were 

teasing Hannah because she likes Collin Baker.  Poor Hannah.  

I hope she knows we were just kidding.  I better call her later 

and apologize.  She’s so sensitive.  Collin’s cute and all, so I 

should’ve—” 

I stopped abruptly.  Not only had I been rambling on 

about one of my best friend’s secrets to a person I “vaguely” 

knew, but the person I “vaguely” knew was shaking her head 

at me sorrowfully.  “What?” I demanded. 

“That isn’t what happened yesterday,” she informed 

me. 

“Whatever! How would you know what I did 

yesterday?” I growled.  “You don’t know me! And why are you 

in my room anyway? What are you? A stalker?” 

“I know you, Charlotte—Charlie!” she insisted, 

sounding as angry and as frustrated as I felt.  She looked 

distressed.  “I may not know you as well as I used to, but I still 

know you! You didn’t go swimming yesterday.  It’s winter.” 

“Winter? What are you? Delusional?” I yanked up the 

shade.  “See! It’s . . . winter?” The six inches of snow were a 

dead giveaway.   

I tried to think of an explanation, but everything was 

jumbled.  I tried to speak, but nothing came out.  I tried again 

and again.  I must have looked like a fish out of water. 
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“How?” I finally managed to gasp, but she was already 

continuing. 

“And Marleigh and Hannah are gone,” she explained.  

“They’ve been gone for years.  First, Hannah committed 

suicide—Yes, that’s right: Sensitive little Hannah was so 

unhappy, and her best friends never even knew until it was too 

late.  Then, Marleigh went to California after graduation.  She 

wanted to be an actress and promised to write but never did.  

Rumor has it she’s back in town, though, broke, and seven-

months pregnant.” 

“How dare you!” I fumed.  “Get out of my room!” 

Her eyes widened.  She was taken aback as if telling 

me those things should have endeared her to me.  “Charlie, 

you don’t—” 

“No, you don’t! You don’t know me, and you don’t 

belong here! Get out!” 

She held up her hands as if to surrender or maybe to 

show she meant no harm, though I found both hard to believe.  

She even opened her mouth to defend herself or to protest or 

to tell me more, but I cut her off. 

“GET OUT!” I screamed at the top of my lungs.  “GET 

OUT OF MY ROOM!!” 

I began to sob but watched her all the while through 

my tears.  She was shaking her head in disbelief.  “No, Charlie.  

I’m afraid I can’t do that.  Like I said before, this isn’t your 

room anymore . . . so maybe you should leave.  I think it would 

be best.” 

“Not my room anymore?” I echoed, finally letting the 

words sink in.  She had stunned the sobs out of me, but the 
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tears still ran down my cheeks. 

“It’s not your room anymore,” she confirmed, laying 

the newspaper on the little table beside her chair . . . Her chair, 

the table: they weren’t mine. 

I looked around frantically.  Nothing was mine, I 

realized.  I began to panic.  It looked like my room, but where 

were my things? 

My porcelain doll collection and my stuffed animals 

were missing from their spot on top of the bookshelves.  A 

high-tech stereo system and an extensive CD collection had 

taken their place.  A computer and desk had taken the place of 

my dollhouse, the one I had taken to hiding with blankets 

whenever any friends besides Hannah and Marleigh came 

over.   

The posters of my favorite boybands that had once 

held unquestionable dominion on the walls were gone as well.  

Van Gogh and Monet were the reigning kings.  The walls 

themselves were no longer the cotton candy pink Hannah and 

Marleigh had helped me choose when we were five years old.  

They were a sage green I found myself hating. 

“I put you away a long time ago, Charlie,” she 

explained in a soft, soothing voice.  “It was right after Hannah 

died.  I never wanted to see you again.” 

I looked her straight in the eye.  “Then why am I here 

now?” I demanded. 

It was all coming back to me in bits and pieces: I had 

been buried like a dirty little secret.  She was ashamed of me 

and had almost convinced herself that she didn’t need me 

anymore.  But then she started to have her doubts, and that’s 
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why I was back after so many years. 

“That’s why you’re here,” she agreed.  “I had my 

doubts.  I was scared.  I’m graduating from Harvard in the 

spring, as you know.  Then, I’m moving out of this room 

forever.  I’m starting a whole new life.” 

“Can I come?” I asked hopefully.  “You’ll need me.” 

She shook her head.  “No.  There’s no room for you.  

Go back where I put you.  Go find your dollhouse and those 

silly teddy bears you like so much,” she commanded, trying to 

be firm but failing because of the lump in her throat. 

“Our dollhouse,” I corrected.  “Our teddy bears.” 

“No!” she cried, choking as her tears spilled over.  “No! 

Your dollhouse and your teddy bears! I’m not a little girl 

anymore! I’m not you, Charlie! I grew up! Look at me!” 

I looked, nodding sadly.  “You were right after all, I 

guess: I do vaguely know you, and you’re not me.  You have 

my memories, but that’s it.  You say you ‘grew up,’ but you still 

wish you were me.  You’ll always wish you were me, 

Charlotte.” 

I allowed myself to be buried then, allowing the misery 

to come, to fill me.  I had no choice.  I lay alone with the 

dollhouse, the teddy bears and all the other trinkets in 

memory. 

And all around me, I could hear Charlotte as she sat in 

her chair, sobbing her heart out for the both of us. 

 

 

Brittany D. Richardson 
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Mourning 

 

“Nice flowers,” one woman said as she walked by.  

“I just can’t believe it,” said another. “She looks so 

peaceful.” 

The room was filled.  Close friends and distant relatives 

mingled between the rows of chairs. I stayed near the front: next 

to the large photo display, next to the elaborate floral 

arrangements. They made me look darkly radiant in my black 

dress.  

“I’m sorry this happened,” another friend said to me. I 

could tell she wanted to say more, but who really knows what to 

say at a time like that?  

“Did they donate her organs?” I heard one woman ask. I 

recognized her, but I couldn’t remember how I knew her. My 

mother must have known her. Now that I think about it, I think 

she worked with my mother. Yes, she worked in the dentist 

office with my mother. She was a hygienist. She gave me 

stickers when I was done with my cleanings. 

 On the other side of the room were some of my father’s 

co-workers. I had never met them. Dad introduced them to me, 

but I didn’t want to say hello. I knew they only came to support 

my dad and to tell him he could take off as much time as he 

needed. I never saw my father cry. Well, that isn’t entirely true. 

He cried when I left for college and when my little brother 

graduated from the Marines. He wasn’t there. My brother I 

mean. He was stationed overseas, and they wouldn’t let him 

come home. I wasn’t mad at him. I knew he was just as sad as I 

was.  
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 My older sister was red eyed. She sat close to our 

oldest brother who was dressed in a fine dark blue suit. He 

always looked handsome in suits. He pulled a handkerchief 

from his coat pocket and dabbed his eyes. He looked 

questioningly, curiously, angrily, at the pastor who was to my far 

right.  

 “She’s so beautiful. Like an angel,” said a family friend. I 

watched her pass the casket.  

 “She’s the luckiest person on earth,” said my uncle. “No 

more taxes, standing in lines, rush hour traffic…” He was always 

trying to make a joke about things. For my eighth birthday party 

he dressed up like a cowboy and rode around my backyard on 

a bicycle. He had attached a plaster cow head to the 

handlebars, and he used a frayed piece of rope for the tail. He 

had a cap gun and would shoot blanks at the children.   

 I saw my father walking towards me. His head hung low 

revealing his gray hair that had recently sprouted. His face was 

starting to droop. The age spots faded into his hairline, and his 

suit hung on him like a little boy that had gotten into his father’s 

closet and put on his Sunday best. He was small.  

 “Hi, baby,” he said. He wouldn’t look at me. He stared 

at the floor. “See all these people?” he mumbled as tears rolled 

off his cheeks. “They’re here for us. We aren’t alone,” he said as 

he held my hand.  

 “I know,” I thought.  

 “You see your mama?” He said looking over at her. 

“Look how pretty she is. She looks beautiful in red.” 

 “I wanted her to wear that suit,” I thought.  

She was to my immediate right; the pastor was on the other 
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side of her. I wanted to tell her how much I loved her. I wanted 

to hug her; smell her. And, after the pastor leaned over and 

whispered what could only have been encouragement into her 

ear, she stood up, walked over to my casket, and kissed my 

forehead. 

 

 

Kelly Galloway
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Inquiry 

 

all knowing, You see me 

questioning unknown 

learning to blend 

in adaptation survival 

 

all powerful, You see me 

desiring something more 

chasing tasted temptation 

in chained willingness 

 

all times, You see me 

all places, Your eyes ever on me 

watching 

 

despite my unaware silence 

You place me in ongoing 

dialogue with You 

the one who always sees 

 

 

N. N. H. 
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Clover Ridge  

 

in quiet the protector stands 

waiting for their return 

under velvet black sky 

of crystal stars and katydid calls 

once-upon-a-time lives 

laid to silence 

leaving memory trails of 

plates, clothes, and furniture 

children’s laughter gathered 

down halls of pictures fading 

early days preserved within a frame 

of wood and stone 

time and place 

a childhood stored 

packed away 

gone 

 

 

N. N. H. 
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Distant Shore 

 

Sand untainted white and soft 

Material time drifting 

Chasing rest, a place to belong 

Swept upon new shore 

Birthing hardened earth 

Stable watches motion 

Then weathered, darkened 

In rest turns restless 

Turns hunger for distant shore 

As tide tells of distant callings 

Motion of others to something more 

Returning water with tales 

Lapping songs of land beyond 

Sand untainted white and soft 

Chasing rest, a place to belong 

Material time drifting to something more 

 

 

N. N. H. 
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starry, starry night 

 

starry, starry night  

 silver moon, sun’s pale sister 

  gleams off still water  

dark leaves, soft as silken cloth 

 

silver moon, sun’s pale sister  

 scent of night flowers  

  dark leaves, soft as silken cloth 

an owl’s call 

 

scent of night flowers 

 heady, and sweet 

  an owl’s call 

breaks the silence 

 

heady, and sweet 

 an owl’s call 

  breaks the silence 

starry, starry night 

 

 

j.m. toole 
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Caution at first is better than tears later 

 

do not tell me to use caution first! 

I welcome those later tears 

the moisture to my soil 

they make me grow 

although bittersweet 

my mouth dances on them 

my blurry vision forces 

me to focus on specific tasks 

I use caution cautiously 

to use caution is to hold back 

let me experience sensation 

hear the drops upon the floor 

smell the salt upon my sleeve 

caution first may be better 

but caution last may be best 

caution never has enough 

but tears know when it is too much 

to touch my surroundings 

is to feel the wisdom only tears can bring 

 

 

duckie blue 
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the chosen number 

  

the ashes 

saved forty days 

shy of a year. 

the mark: 

we all have one. 

we are one. 

we were dust, 

to dust we return. 

the ashes 

on the foreheads; 

a covenant, 

a forty day promise. 

the ashes, 

like the promise, 

by forty days: 

gone. 

 

 

duckie blue 
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A “Different” Kind of Story 

 

-Chapter One- 

 

Simon wasn’t the best looking mole compared to other 

moles (not that many moles were known for their exquisite 

features).  Simon did not resemble his brothers or sisters with 

their dark, dirty, brown fur and sharp claws.  Simon’s life may 

have been quite different if he had been born with dirty, brown 

fur.  In fact, he would have settled for gray or black fur like the 

rats.  His fur was not matted down like his brothers and sisters 

and his eyes were much too big.  This was also very 

disadvantageous (a word which means “not good for Simon”), 

because with big eyes he could see just how different he really 

was. 

Simon was as different from his family as the sun was 

from the moon (of course Simon had never really seen the sun 

since he lived underground and dug tunnels all day). Digging 

tunnels became one of Simon’s least favorite activities.  His 

brothers and sisters all had large front paws and splintery (a 

word that means “very sharp” here) claws that were made 

exactly for tunnel digging.  Simon’s paws were small and 

delicate and no matter how hard he tried to make them rough, 

his claws always seemed perfectly polished and manicured. 

You see reader; if moles were supposed to be 

beautiful, then Simon would have fit right in.  Simon was the 

most stunning blue mole that had ever lived.  Unfortunately, 

moles were not supposed to be beautiful and they certainly 

were not supposed to be blue. 
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Simon’s birth caused quite a feud among his family.  

Some of them blamed Simon’s mother for eating various 

foods like blue crayons, blue jeans, and blue pop bottle caps.  

These foods were a delicacy though and Simon’s mother was 

sure she had not eaten a blue crayon in over a year.  Blue 

foods are not found too often underground and most moles 

would not know a crayon was blue if they saw one!  Simon’s 

mother, like his brothers and sisters, had very small eyes and 

did not need to see very much in her dark, tunnel home.  Poor 

Simon was such a brilliant blue color that he lit up the whole 

tunnel. 

 Simon’s uncle John loved to bring up this argument 

every month on Simon’s birthday.  In fact, for the past 7 

months the only way Simon knew it was his birthday was 

when his mother announced that Uncle John was coming to 

visit.  Reader, you may think that it is very funny to celebrate a 

birthday each month, but Simon was a typical Eastern mole 

and these moles only lived about 3 years.  Can you imagine 

only having 3 birthdays your entire life?  One month to a mole 

is a lot like one year to a human being, so Simon’s birthday 

was celebrated every month.  Honestly, Simon probably would 

not have minded only having 3 birthdays.  Every birthday, it 

was the same thing:  Uncle John would show up – a fat, old, 

gruff mole with a mound of dark, dirty, brown fur, and small, 

glossy, black eyes.  He would take one squint at Simon’s 

smooth, shiny, blue fur and begin grunting, “Evie, I think you 

should send that ball of blue fur of yours off to a specialist or a 

scientist or something.” 
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Did you know reader that today was a very special 

day?  Today, Simon was 8 months old.  Birthdays generally 

are considered a very special day indeed, but today was not 

special because it was Simon’s birthday.  Today was special 

because Simon was about to start an adventure that would 

take him to the edges of the world.  Reader, we know that the 

world has no real edges but moles are not aware of this. 

Of course, Simon could not even imagine going 

anywhere when he opened up his big, blue eyes and crawled 

out of his tiny tunnel room.  If he had known about the dangers 

he was about to face he might have jumped right back into his 

little, dirt bed and pulled the sandy loam covers over his eyes.  

Perhaps it is better to not know about the future since we 

might be too afraid to face it, as Simon would have been. 

The first chapter of our story will end here.  Reader, 

you may take a break and get a drink or a small snack before 

you go on to Chapter Two.  I’m sure you are just as excited as 

I am to continue on and see what dangers Simon is headed 

for.  If you feel ready, then go ahead and continue on to see 

what happens when Uncle John shows up in Chapter Two.  

Did you forget about Uncle John?  I’m quite sure that Simon 

wishes he could forget about Uncle John.  I’m quite sure there 

are some people in all of our lives we wish we could forget 

about. 

 

Good job reading Chapter One! Now it’s time for Chapter Two. 

 

Lenny Grabowski 

Inspired by the work of Lemony Snicket 
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Untitled 

 

 
 

 

Amy R. Napier 
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Fluid Dynamic  

 

I came from mud  

Of mire was born  

In stagnant pools of murk  

Where dwelt the blind  

 

In lurching half-breath  

My first days passed  

Indistinguishable  

The day from night  

 

The first drops woke me  

In summer storm  

Tumult of light and sound  

The heart's first beat  

 

The rhythm of rain  

Loosened age-old mud  

And every beat  

Called me to thrash  

 

The puddle broke  

It carried me  

Farther and faster  

At greater intensity  

 

The flood grew  

It swayed and moved  
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And rushing torrent gashed  

Through earth and stone  

 

Carried me at last  

Plunging to sea  

An Emerald ocean 

Spread beneath me  

 

With diamond drops  

I hurtled forth  

And dove headlong  

Full force ahead  

 

With colossal splash  

The waterfall  

Pushed me under  

The warm, dancing glass  

 

I drank deeply  

That sweet water-wine  

And nearly drunk  

Opened my eyes  

 

And then I paused  

In awe and fear  

To see an ocean endless  

There before me  

 

Both height and width  
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Defied all measure  

And visions came to me  

Of what could be  

 

Whirlpools, tide and storm  

Unseen reefs and hidden depths  

Feast and famine  

Called my name  

Adventures great  

And perils real  

Whispers of destiny Drew me onward  

 

And I swam forth  

Not glancing back  

Set on exploring  

The mystery  

 

Typhoon or gale  

Soon the stars will see  

Vaulting 'cross azure skies  

My form the way  

It's meant to be 

 

 

Dan Curtis 
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Give Thoughtfully 

For my wife 

 

Your sunflower, 

at world end, 

 Smolders above the horizon. 

 

 Orion, belted, 

 inked across my belly 

Bulges and recedes  

with appetite. 

 

Our sweat rolls on the carpet. 

 

 

Ryan Pretzer 



- 65 - 

Blackberry Winter 

Devils 

 

It smells like new paint, and moldering carpet.  The 

walls sweat.  Beneath an inch of foam and yarn, concrete is 

expanding and contracting at a phenomenal rate, cracking 

up.  In the river valley, stones are smooth and round, houses 

sink indiscriminately, the neighbors have mud to their knees 

and try to grow celery every year.  The seedlings rot 

underwater.  My brothers and I lash spare lumber to empty 

pesticide barrels, and sail out into the quagmire.  We will 

navigate the pathless marsh until the waters recede.  Here 

we are, boatmen, crossing and re-crossing Styx.  At sunrise 

the basement is dewy.  

The walls are cool, moist.  They retreat from touch.  

They are girded in dull brick red and pale tan paint.  They 

tremble slightly as furnace and water softener hum unseen.  

Laundry dries in an adjoining room.  The clothing tumbles in 

antiseptic glee.  I empty my pockets before washing jeans.  

Knees are nearly worn-through.  Cuffs need hemming.  

Washer bucks violently- load unbalanced.  It smells like 

bleach and cheap laundry detergent.  There is a shower stall 

to the right, lit by a single bare bulb that hangs in the center 

of the room.  One night I huddled naked under the water in 

blank dark.  Warm closed around me. I felt as if I had 

returned to the womb.  The soil of the valley is rich and 

dark.  

 

 

Ryan Pretzer 
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This Dance 

 

"Roar!" she cried, rounding the corner of the wall. 

I smiled as she did this, just as she always did on 

this blind corner.  The cinder block wall provided a dark 

covering for, she imagined, an equally dark shape ready to 

pounce. 

"Ha! I got you, Jacques!"  She laughed, pointing 

behind the wall.  My grin widened; she was pointing at 

empty air.  This was a well-rehearsed game. 

"He thought he'd jump out and steal my chocolates!" 

she continued, wagging her finger at the darkness.  "Yes, 

you were!  Don't shake your head at me." 

"Good-bye, Jacques."  I tipped an imaginary brim in 

the general direction of the void and pulled at her arm. 

 "Come, now; he must get his own chocolates." 

"You don't like Jacques, do you, Tad?"  She 

continued to laugh, giving in to my pull with a shrug over her 

shoulder.  She took my hand as we turned to face the open 

street lined with dark houses and lit streetlights.  We walked 

in the middle of the road, barefoot as usual. 

"You spend too much time with him," I teased. 

"Hey.  I came all the way here just to see you, didn't 

I?"  She squeezed my arm with her other hand as we 

walked on, enjoying the crickets and an occasional 

neighborhood mountain lion. 

This was only partially true.  She actually came to 

stay with her best friend who moved downstate, to my very 

neighborhood.  Truth be known, she spends more time with 
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me than her hosts.  Jacques seems to follow her from 

home, always invisible and hiding in dark corners. 

"Let me wear your shoes," she commanded, 

stumbling on a rock I couldn't see.  I let her. 

"That's a nice hat you have on tonight," she broke 

the lengthening silence, brushing my bare curls with her 

fingertips.  I pulled a hat from behind my back and winked 

at her.  She didn't seem in the least bit surprised. 

"I bet you couldn't--" I started, but she shook a hat 

of her own from one sleeve, carelessly plopping it on her 

head with a look of triumph. 

"Can I have a chocolate now?"  She held out both 

hands. 

"But I thought you didn't have enough money to get 

them." 

"I didn't," she answered, scooping handfuls of air 

out of my pocket and popping the candy in her mouth.  "But 

they're better than store-bought ones, I think." 

I laughed, wiping some brown stains from her 

bulging cheeks.  "We're almost home." 

She sighed, stopping abruptly.  The chocolates fell 

from her hands, disappearing into the ground.  "Tad, I don't 

want to go in yet." 

"Then, may I have this dance?"  I pulled her under 

the streetlight, spotlighting us like a stage. 

A mother figure appeared at the window of her 

white-sided house, staring at us as we paused to face one 

another at the end of her driveway.  She watched a bare-
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headed, barefoot girl raise her arms to dance dreamily, 

alone, under the streetlight. 

"What's she doing?" she asked her daughter, 

standing behind her. 

"Dancing, I guess," her daughter answered wistfully. 

"I thought you were such good friends once, but all I 

ever see her do is go off and talk to herself."  The mother 

paused.  "What's really disturbing is I'm sure I saw her 

hugging a tree she called 'Tad'." 

"Tad's not a tree." 

"Then who is he?" 

The women turned to the window again to see the 

girl outside dip herself backward, laughing. 

"Your hat fell off!" she cried, and chased the wind. 

 

 

amanda johns 
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Hinging on Lubrication 

 

i took the voice 

from the door. 

no screeching report raps the walls like a gunshot, 

just the whisper and thump 

of entrance. 

 

and do you suppose the fact that you enter 

makes much of a difference? 

 

last night i was surrounded by smoking cloves 

and the scent of sweet beer  

under the stars  

and beating of drums 

all stealing away the voices. 

 

would that i stood up and screamed 

like a door 
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Blackberry Winter 

 

 

 

 

froyalty 
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Amalgam 
 

Pre-nature spun from the womb 
caught up in the be and be and be 

words drip, slow, from my glossed lips 
like showers land in puddles beneath 

an overcast mind; like a mass 
hunting party converging on an 

elusive prey heady and sweet 
an owl’s call breaks the silence 

the smoke creeps from your mouth 
stealing away the voices 

the healing words to 
bring end to an arduous thing 



 
 
 
 
 
 
 


