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Morning in the Tower 

 

 
 

Nicole Hornbaker 
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westminster abbey 

 

grey walls 

   loom 

majestic in  

blue sky 

 

made for God 

   crafted by men 

 

   impressive emblem 

voice of an age- 

 

step inside 

   wooden door 

pitted, and ivy clad 

 

within- 

dimly lit 

 

hushed eternity  

   echoes 

 

   -narrow halls 

sweeping buttresses 

   gothic arches- 
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mediaeval glass figures 

   stained scarlet 

 cobalt and emerald 

-muted 

 

inscribed 

kings, and lesser  

   men lay 

in graves, cold 

 

ivory wax  

   drips- 

burns 

   trembling fingers 

on forgotten prayers 

 

the past  

   vibrant 

hidden  

   from empty eyes 

 

 

j.m. toole 
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The Graphite Nation 

 
Rows of graphite file the city, 

Following to the grey mount, 

Where the spirit of the lord whispers of ancient past. 

 

Underground a movement rumbles, 

Ecstasy rainbow flies the psychedelic banner, 

Purple elephants, red butterflies pound the ceiling. 

 

Rows of graphite file the city, 

Following to the grey mount, 

Where the Stone of Destiny waits for ancient future past. 

 

 

Jason Langston 
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Untitled 

 

If there is no moon, 

no opalescent orb 

to hover over a red sea- 

If they force Diana  

out of her home 

or she gives it up 

and moves to Barbados- 

Who will bring the 

wet seal bodies 

of daughters  

to their mothers’ feet? 

Less the wax and the wane 

and gravity’s goddess 

can I find my way 

to the shore 

from the sea? 

 

 

susan motschenbacher 
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Ladder to Heaven 

 

 
 

 

Roxy Morrice 
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blasphemy not included 

 

sunday mass via eternal world television network, channel 

44.  i find myself reciting. 

 

she forced religion down my throat, never allowing me the 

chance to explore.  i simply wanted to be a highlander, to 

sport the green and white proudly, to dance with the ball 

in my hand on top of that bagpipe painted at center court.  

for that I had to memorize and take tests about God and 

saints. 

 

intertwined in those memories are lies of a religion i 

don’t know if i believed, yet standing proud as an eighth 

grade confirmation student in front of father someone, i 

vowed to continue to come every sunday. 

 

i’ve been back twice. 

 

without my mother. 

 

i learned early on in my friendship with my saved friend 

how her religion worked.  i accompanied her once, got a 

snickers, and listened to the bashing of catholicism.  i 

won’t judge by that man.  suppose I didn’t learn much. 

 

when did catechism become religious education? 
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i have memorized mass in its monotony.  i don’t want to 

repeat anymore.  sorry highlanders of st. margaret.  you 

still have her.    

 

 

michelle louise   
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Untitled 

 

Your purity is not pure 

Social conditioning masked in holy banter 

Cardinal sins and vices be damned 

Christ alone will craft your spotlessness 

 

Social conditioning masked in holy banter 

Unexamined lives and unexamined motives beneath actions 

Christ alone will craft your spotlessness 

You cannot offer that which you do not possess 

 

Unexamined lives and unexamined motives beneath actions 

Cardinal sins and vices be damned 

You cannot offer that which you do not possess 

Your purity is not pure 

 

 

C. E’Jon Moore 
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Berlin Kristkindlemarkt 

 

 
 

 

Nicole Hornbaker
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Community 

 
A net of starlings descends and captures the yard 

Kinetic bodies bash and shove, wings thrash 

Jabbing beaks vie for water and seed in communal brutality 

Rude thread knits them together as  

One gray squirrel, defending his space 

Zig zags madly through the flock, charging the invaders 

Starlings lift in unison and cast their net next door. 

 

 

p. l.  
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Irgendwann fällt jede Mauer  

For Thomas Golden 

 

the cold days of autumn  

the fall of '89  

couldn't keep east from west  

in the days and weeks that followed  

when the wall fell  

 

wires from guitars  

not barbs  

were strung across the wall  

and played by  

women--  

grunge, before grunge  

was vogue--  

when the wall fell  

 

in tune or not  

they made a beautiful noise  

and for the first time  

the walls cried  

and gave voice to the crumble  

when the wall fell  
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years later  

people around you  

hear your cry 

and celebrate your voice  

remembering  

when the wall fell  

 

walls  

of all shapes and sizes  

concrete, wire, and  

mauer im kopf,  

irgendwann fällt jede mauer  

 

 

C. Ann Brown 
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Untitled 

 

 
 

C. Ann Brown 
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Peaches 

 
the full peach moon 

suspended above ghostly orchards 

summons aroma of abundance. 

 

heavy on the warm night breeze 

smells of home 

invite me deeper into dark. 

 

stumbling through briars  

and branches heavy with fruit 

she only has at heart my getting lost. 

 

branches turn to trees to limbs 

i round another corner 

following my elusive guide. 

 

ahead a light 

blurred by blowing branches 

flashes a code. 

 

painfully familiar 

turned away again. 

i wander off into the dark... 

 

welcomed by the sick sweet smell 

of the rotting peach moon. 

 

21 july 

jh
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Tobacco Leaves 

 

The leaves hang in pairs, 

Parchment papers of the earth, 

Dusty in the barn. 

Sunlight filters in 

Highlighting the golden dust 

Of hay, 

And the honey brown eyes 

Of the girl drying the leaves. 

She stands alone, 

Bare legged, 

Rough skinned and brown 

Like the fields she toils in  

Dark to dark. 

Her long braided hair 

Smells of sweet grass. 

She glances at the door- 

A man waits, the sun 

Highlighting the copper in his beard. 

Fingering one last leaf, 

She straightens 

To let down her hair, 

Wipes her hands on her apron. 

Finding a patch of hay, 

She lies down. 

He follows her. 
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Engulfs her. 

Glancing once 

At the brandy in his eyes 

She turns her head, 

Fixes on the leaves drying to parchment 

In the dusty golden sun- 

 

A mourning dove cries. 

 

Heather Borden 
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While down South… 

 

Water unwashes 

Storms and rages 

 

While the butcher 

Baker 

Candlestick maker 

Sit on their roofs 

Or rub-a-dub dub 

In a make shift tub. 

 

Spots are washed in 

Stains are infused 

While dregs of summer are stripped. 

 

Even the trees succumb 

…pear blossoms in autumn 

betray confusion. 

 

Unwashed and uncleansed 

They soak, newly soiled. 

 

Oct 2 2005 

jh 
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untitled 

 

 
 

 

supernaut
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Fire and Smoke 

 

Sitting on the hill above the village, Ian watched a 

red leaf fall lazily off the maple tree. The evening sky 

was fire and smoke, the world below strangely remote. He 

heard a sudden thump close to his side. A leather ball 

rolled near his leg. As he picked it up, he heard the 

neighbourhood boys racing up the hill. They stopped 

suddenly as they saw him. 

“Give it back, runt!” Shandy yelled. Ian’s heart 

sank. Shandy was big for his age, and he knew it. He 

motioned to his armpit, a frequent travel destination for 

many of the kids in the village.  

Ian tossed the ball and turned to walk away.  

“Don’t turn your back on me.” 

Ian turned and looked him in the eyes. The other boy 

squirmed, uncertain. 

“Freak,” Shandy muttered under his breath. “Don’t 

look at me with those devil eyes.” 

His eyes. Greener than oak leaves, and fiery red 

hair to match. Even in the dimming light, Ian’s fair skin 

marked him from the dark complexions of rest of the 

village.  

“You aint even human. That’s why your mama left 

you,” Shandy said nastily. Ian had heard it all before. 

The priest and his wife had seen that he was clothed and 

fed, but they would not let him forget  
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that he had been abandoned at the chapel door one foggy 

morning. 

“I don’t want—” Ian started. He stopped with the 

sound of heavy boots storming up the path. The other boys 

fled, leaving Shandy and Ian alone on the hilltop with a 

towering figure. 

“Didn’t my lesson this mornin’ teach you a thing?” 

Shandy’s father roared. He raised his fist; the blow 

threw the boy to the ground. Shandy’s face turned red, 

but he did not cry. The man tried to kick the boy, but he 

stumbled on a stone. He raised his fist to strike again. 

“Stop.” 

Shandy’s father glared at Ian. He stepped forward; 

Ian could see his breath in the air. “Don’t give me none 

o’ your mouth, you red-headed bastard.” 

Ian considered walking away. Yet he knew he could 

not leave Shandy. 

Ian stepped in front of the other boy.  

The man moved forward, fist raised. His eyes burned 

with hatred, but Ian did not flinch. Ian held out his 

hand; his fingers grasped the man’s sleeve. Anger and 

tears reflected in Ian’s eyes, and all was chaos. 

The man fell to the ground, witless. His lips 

quivered, but he made no sound. 
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Ian let go, and the man moaned. Tears fell freely 

down his rough face. He stood slowly and looked at his 

son. A hint of fear lurked in his eyes, but the fog had 

lifted.  

“Let’s go, boy,” Shandy’s father said, his face 

subdued. The boy went to the man uneasily. They walked 

down the hill. As the sun sank below the horizon, Ian’s 

figure blended into the shadows. 

 

 

j. m. toole 
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mi·as·ma \m -‘az-m , m -\ n  

 
1: a vaporous exhalation formerly believed to cause disease 

2: an influence or atmosphere that tends to deplete or corrupt 

 

3: everything 

 in the pre-shower 

   haze of my eyelids 

   drips slowly 

 into an empty pot 

 

   and you are there 

   hushing little girls 

 in the attic 

   filling in holes with shredded paper 

 

   yes, we’ll tend to them later. 

 

   wearing whatever 

   smells less like smoke 

 I fall into one more day 

 

   and you are there 

   setting tiny fires 

and taunting the billows  

with de-ionized water 

 

susan motschenbacher 
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Beyond Delay 

 

Nov. 25, '04 

--Dinner at old inn.  Fish.  Choc. cake.  Shared 

stories.   

 

March 26, '05 

--Talked to inn proprietor.  Laughed.  Helped him 

out of bed.  He hurt bad.   

--Prop. requests prayers but not for himself.  In 

hall--heard his daughter coughing from room at end.  

 

November 23, 2006 

--Mr. Savór's daughter is no longer here, but he now 

stands with no help from me.  Seems funny, I did not 

know of this place two years ago. 

 

 

Zac Watson 
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Pregnant Pause 

 

Gasping silence 

Of a glottal stop 

Guttural hesitant sea  

Where 

Fantasy 

Fights  

Reality 

The antithesis  

Of fruition takes 

Residence 

In the throat 

 

 

Amy Stewart 
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Chartwells 

 

The General of French Toast 

Orders serenity with eggs for his daybreak warriors 

As those with priorities 

Test the borders of snooze. 

Responsibilities awaken the overwhelmed. 

A lethargic nod of acknowledgement recognizes  

The shared pain of the deprived. 

Go with the eggs. They can’t mess up eggs.  

 

The population soars for some odd reason. 

The authorities along with the common 

Line up for Lucy’s accent and a morsel close to 

fresh. 

Pile of backpacks full of obligation 

Left at the door. 

The brevity of levity ignored until time regulates  

The ebb and flow of swipecard traffic. 

Go with a waffle. You can’t mess up a waffle.  

 

The natives get restless at precisely five 

The stomach more accurate than clock or sun. 

Menutainment’s taco morphs into cheeseburger soup-- 

The evolution of those left behind. 
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Taste buds set with the sun as resignation rises 

The appetite for socialization being fed  

 

As the literal appetite settles. 

Go for a cookie. Most of the time they don’t mess up 

the cookies.  

 

 

Amy Stewart 
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Everything I Need To Know About Dating, I Learned 

From Tetris 

 

In the following essay I intend to discuss the 

various types of Tetris players I have run across in my 

research, as well as a few implications of their varied 

strategies. Due to the explanatory nature of this 

essay’s title, the average reader will most likely 

discover more than a few correlations between dating and 

Tetris. However, I will conclude with an explanation of 

my own. 

I hypothesize that the Tetris players of the world 

can easily be divided into three main categories, each 

with a correlating Tetris strategy. The first of these 

categories I have named, for the purpose of this essay, 

“Spontaneous Tetris.” In this group we find those 

players who put each piece in the nearest open space 

whether it fits well or not. Players in this category 

also tend to neglect the preview box at the top of the 

screen, which shows the next piece to be played. I would 

venture to say that players in this group would not get 

very far. 

The second philosophy of Tetris I have named 

“Symmetrical Tetris Disorder.” Another possible name for 

this group would be “Obsessive-Compulsive Tetris.” In 

this group we find those players who believe that 

everything must be symmetrical. They won't put anything  
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anywhere unless it fits perfectly, and will wait 

indefinitely until that perfect piece comes along. 

Players in this box can be so glued to the preview box 

at the top of the screen that they forget to manipulate 

the piece they already have to work with. I would 

suggest that players in this group would be more 

successful than those in the first group. However, I 

believe the best option is found in the strategy of 

group number three. 

The final Tetris strategy I have named 

“Intentionally Spontaneous Tetris.” Players in this 

category prefer to put things in spaces where they fit 

perfectly, and plan to make these aforesaid spaces. They 

usually leave spaces that could be used for a number of 

pieces, and have intentions for the spaces they do 

leave. However, if the piece they were looking for 

doesn’t come along and another piece that fits pretty 

well does, they’re willing to consider and usually act 

on the new piece. I would argue that Tetris players in 

this category are the most successful.  

I do not mean to deny that the first two groups can 

occasionally experience some success. Miracles do 

happen. More often than not, however, the first Tetris 

player has holes everywhere on their board. The music 

gets faster, the holes get bigger, the stack of blocks 

gets higher, and the next thing they know, BAM! There's 

no room for more pieces, the sad music plays, and they  
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have to start all over. The second Tetris player has a 

computer screen filled almost perfectly with no holes, 

but a random HUGE column filling the height of the 

entire playing screen because they're waiting for that 

one piece (usually the red long piece) and the next 

thing they know, BAM! There's no room left for any more 

pieces, the sad music plays, and they have to start all 

over. 

I believe that it’s obvious why Tetris players in 

the first group are unsuccessful, and will therefore not 

devote much time to explaining why I believe it is a bad 

idea. Suffice it to say, you can’t just put pieces 

wherever you want all willy-nilly. I will now discuss a 

few basic principles shared by theories two and three of 

Tetris players. I will be referring to “that one piece 

for which you were waiting” as “the red piece” for 

convenience.  

 In Tetris, you start out with a blank screen. Some 

pieces come along, and you put them where you want them, 

and you have a plan. But pretty soon it becomes obvious 

that that long red piece just isn't going to show up 

when you need it. If you belong to the second group of 

players, you ignore all other possibilities and keep 

waiting for the red piece forever. If you belong to the 

third group, however, you think: “Well, if I put this 

piece there, those three lines will disappear and it'll 

be relatively easy to get that space free again in the  



 

Blackberry Winter 

-31- 
 

near future.” On the one hand, you can't be putting a 

square piece in the column meant for the long piece. Not 

every piece is a good substitute piece. If there were no 

specific spots for specific pieces, you would just be a 

category one player. On the other hand, you can't wait 

around for the red piece forever. If you do, your screen 

will most likely fill up and you will lose. Sometimes 

you have to put one of those L shaped pieces in there, 

and it may not fit perfectly, but it does the job. 

Another core truth of Tetris is this: once a block 

has been placed, it cannot be changed. As an objective 

researcher, I will openly admit that sometimes not very 

many turns after you put the L shaped piece in the spot 

meant for the red piece, the red piece shows up. You're 

thinking to yourself, "Self, I really should've waited 

for that red piece." Or “Stupid game! Why did you give 

me a red piece now? Why not two turns ago?” Sometimes, 

you save a spot for the red piece, put an L piece there, 

and then the red piece comes and at first you’re upset, 

but then you see that it fits somewhere else even 

better. In this scenario, despite the plan that you had, 

there appears to be another possible plan that works 

equally as well, if not better. 

 Therefore, I confidently state, your best bet is to 

go into Tetris with a plan, not purposefully leaving 

spaces for any specific piece, but spaces that are open 

to more than one piece. You wait for those pieces for a  
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while, but also be open to realizing that they may not 

ever come around, and in that case you may need to fill 

in with a different piece, that, in the end could turn 

out to be more perfect or much worse than the piece for 

which you were hoping. Yes, it is possible that you 

could make the wrong decision, even in philosophy three. 

But you deal with the pieces you're given and do your 

best to fill in the spaces. You can’t change your 

mistakes, but you can adequately deal with the  

consequences using the pieces you are later given. And 

you can learn from your Tetris mistakes. 

I find it superfluous to now state exactly how I 

believe this applies to dating; it should be obvious. 

However, by way of summary, the player represents you. 

The screen represents life. The pieces represent people 

you know, both your friends and those you could date. 

The spaces represent your plans. Those you could date 

must fit with your chosen friends as well as your plans. 

A common misconception I assume will be held is that the  

spaces represent your standards. I do not intend to say 

that the spaces are your standards, and if someone 

doesn’t come along that measures up to your standards, 

you should settle for someone who almost does. Remember, 

the spaces represent your plans. It is good to have 

these spaces/plans. However, sometimes your plan could 

be wrong. I’m not advocating settling for second best, 

but rather, being open to changing your plans. 
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 Just like I don’t think it’s good to leave room for 

only one type of piece in Tetris, I don't think there's 

one person for everyone, but rather a few people that 

could work, and some that clearly don't work. In Tetris, 

you have no way of knowing what future repercussions 

your decision may have because you can only see one 

piece in advance. But the decision must be made, you 

don’t have all the time in the world to make it, and 

once it’s made it can’t be changed. Similarly, regarding 

those few people that could work (mentioned above), you 

can't always tell which aspects of them will work, but 

once you get married, you accept them as the chosen 

piece, and embrace them for the good stuff and work out 

the bad stuff.  

 

The End. 

* The views expressed in this essay are believed to be 

true by the author, namely me. However, aforesaid author 

admits to an imperfect writing style, and a limited 

analogy. She would like to say that while she believes 

this analogy to be worth its weight in gold she is not 

idealistic or foolish enough to say that the metaphor 

holds to be 100% true. She was mostly just entertained 

by the striking similarities, and desired to similarly 

entertain the reader. * 

 

Naomi Cochran 
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In Between 

 

I’m walking the tightrope 

And so far I’ve managed 

To stay upright 

But when it snaps 

(And sends me flying) 

Do I grab something 

And hold on tight? 

Or let it go and fall through space and time? 

 

I’m swimming the ocean 

And so far I’ve managed 

To stay afloat 

But when I fail 

(And start to sink) 

Do I grab someone 

And hold on tight? 

Or let you go and fall through sea and tide? 

 

 

Natalie Cameron 



 

Blackberry Winter 

-35- 
 

invasion       

 

my skin is stronger  

than my will to 

stop  

the scissor blade 

tearing the forearm 

pulling parts of a layer 

won’t break every time 

i forget until morning  

 

i rub over the hurt  

that hurts more 

than you can  

ever hurt me 

 

minimal scars won’t  

compare to the track  

marks that evidence  

injection 

i break  

you enter 

i break 

you’re free 

 

 

michelle louise 
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Abilene Haiku 

 

What is in the past 

but interstate prickly pears 

and you, so absent? 

 

Why then, do I think 

Saturday estate sales and 

huevos had value 

 

for a man 

whose women all look the same 

in his rearview mirror? 

 

 

susan motschenbacher 
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I tried to remember you today 

 

I tried to remember the years we spent together. 

How I sat by the door crying 

and waiting. 

But it wasn't for you. 

I wanted to ride the yellow bus. 

I wanted to leave. 

 

I tried to remember the years we spent together. 

I slept in the backseat 

covered in newspapers 

and waiting. 

But there were red lights and sirens 

where our house had previously stood. 

I wished I was still inside. 

 

I tried to remember the years we spent together. 

Making his coffee for him. 

Admiring your new hair color. 

And waiting. 

And you left us alone 

like so many years before 

and I don't miss you at all.  

 

 

C. Ann Brown 
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dirt. 

 

we filter from the grass, slowly.  rain pushes us 

from between ages of roots, rocks, and worms to some 

newly paved asphalt.  we look down to see ancient 

brothers and sisters frozen in the black ice-like 

surface, gazing back.  we know, in our age-old way, 

that their imprisonment is not permanent; i am too 

old, we are too old, to believe that this sidewalk 

will last forever.  nations will fall, rulers will 

die, walkways will crumble, and the grains of my 

family--as many as number the stars in the universe-

-will be free to ride the tides of time once again.  

 

time is something we know.  time and rain and sun 

and snow.  footprints and lost earrings and 

discarded pennies.  nothing new. 

 

until now. 

 

a four-wheeled vehicle zooms over the surface of the 

mummified gravel and misses, grinding a tire into 

the rain-soggy turf. smooshed from our comfortably 

flat position next to the paved graveyard, we rise 

up pointing in mid-air like a finger telling you 

what's what, stuck as mud with a lump of the grass 

behind.  so we stay thus, as nature commands...  
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though rather put out. 

 

now we see a girl approaching on two wheels--for we 

have known many wheels, and many girls long buried  

and sleeping--and she does not see us.  but we 

suddenly catch her eye, and she seems surprised.  we 

are not used to surprising, having succumbed and 

satisfied ourselves for a few eons of forming nicely 

manicured lawns.  oh, the stories we could tell of 

cliffs and pits, and the surprise on the faces of 

our victims!  but now we are domestic, and flatly 

uninteresting.  

 

but she is interested.  the word ‘turtle’ forms on 

her lips; but soon, as the wheels roll closer, she 

must see that we are not, in fact, a live turtle.  

she passes, having seen a reptile born and die in an 

instant.  

 

but we.  we have seen many turtles die.  and we have 

slowly, s l o w l y, eaten them. 

 

 

amanda johns 
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death of a dog-catcher 

 

crack. 

 

i paused mid-step. this was unreal. 

 

i put more pressure on my left foot. 

 

crack. 

 

the neighbor's runaway dog whined and choked, tugging on 

the scarf connecting us. 

 

a window in the sidewalk? 

 

crack. 

 

it was true. 

 

"arf!" 

 

"shhh!" i hissed, pushing my foot through. 

 

as i slid through the concrete panes, slicing my skin on 

broken shards, i heard the dog begin to gag. i remembered 

to let go just before i plunged into the darkness and my 

feet touched sky. 

 

amanda johns 
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After Rain 

 

 
 

 

Kirsten Alana 
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the celestials 

 

the lake reflects pale moon  

casts quicksilver; stars,  

like silver spectres  

on stilled water. 

 

what mortal notes their trek  

across night sky? 

 

who watches ghostly tread 

across time?  

 

gazing in glassy mirror 

these nobles (vain) 

fling silver from the heavens 

 

 

j.m. toole 
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Flight 

 

 

I took wing to fly to you. 

Knowing all the while 

 I couldn’t catch up. 

 

Mile after mile 

 I left tears in my wake 

Crying a storm. 

 

A farmer… 

feet planted in the soil 

thought it curious— 

 

it wasn’t 

 supposed 

      to 

           rain 

       today. 

 

for Dad 

11 december 2005 

jh 
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A Way to Look at Life 

 

 
 

 

Kirsten Alana 
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Who needs the thread? 

 

with or without that giant black couch and 

a pipe passed between us, there is no 

peace. no peace as we watch the sun come 

up over the end of a burning rock. 

 

That couch was a desperate place.  I spent 

hours there, bare feet flat on the ground, elbows on 

knees, staring into carpet.  It was standard brown, 

the kind that comes with every apartment and rented 

house.  Cheap and almost indestructible.  He stared 

at me in that way he had, as if he saw the outline 

of my body wrapped in loose clothing, and didn’t 

know who I was.  He chewed on the inside of his 

cheek, like when I had said something so hateful 

that he wished he knew how to hit a girl, like when 

I said something witty that caught him unaware.  He 

chewed pensively, ran his fingers quickly through 

his hair, let his head drop for a while, then jerked 

it up and looked around the room with his eyes 

propped open.  He uncrossed his legs and leaned 

forward to stare at the carpet. 

   

 

 

 



 

Blackberry Winter 

-46- 
 

without my hair and the way i look like 

her, you and i share only solitude. 

solitude and a memory of your ego tugging 

at my thighs. hunger snagging my lips.  

hurt, like the moment after a good hit, 

when you don’t know if your toes can hold 

you to the edge of the building from which 

you watch yourself disappear. 

 

I sat back against the couch and started to 

pick at my toenails, realizing how gross it was but 

not being able to do a thing about it.  There was 

this overwhelming urge, like if I didn’t do 

something with my fingers I would stop breathing.  I 

suppose I could’ve picked at something else, but all 

I could see was my toenails.  He got up from the 

couch and went into the bathroom.  As soon as I 

heard the click of the lock I slid to the floor.  At 

first I sat upright with my legs straight out in 

front of me under the coffee table.  I cleared it of 

dog hair, one strand at a time, then tilted my head, 

as one does when looking for a contact lens on the 

bathroom floor.  I tapped each piece of dust, every 

cigarette ash with my index finger, then held it up 

close to my face.  I rubbed my thumb and finger 

together carefully and watched the ashes smear into 

the ridges of my skin.  Nothing. 
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i could not see through 

 the pollution of your 

 confused genius 

 

my silence, filtering 

through sticky air, 

 coming out stronger 

 on the other side 

 

 I dropped to my hands and knees and inched 

along the floor in front of the table.  I put my 

nose close to the carpet and used my fingers to part 

the brown tufts.  I found more dog hair.  Then cat  

hair.  Then tiny balls of Styrofoam.  I crawled 

slowly to the hallway.  I watched the shadows of his 

feet under the door, ready to run to the couch at 

the first sign of movement.  With my nose so close 

to the floor, I continued searching.  I swallowed.  

No, I became conscious that I had been swallowing.  

I couldn’t stop swallowing and there was nothing in 

my mouth, nothing in my throat, no reason to swallow 

at all.  But I couldn’t stop, and the sound got 

louder and the force of it grew stronger, and I was 

sure that he could hear me.  Granddaughter of the 

minister, college student, someone loves me.  My 

fingers found something tiny, something I almost 

missed.  I tried to grasp it between my fingernails  
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before I remembered I didn’t have any.  So I pinched 

it carefully between the pads of my fingers and slid 

it off the strand of brown.  I rubbed my fingers 

together and watched the white turn to gray before 

my eyes, as ashes blended into ridges.  Nothing. 

 

I sold myself 

to the pawn shop 

on 5th street 

south of the tracks 

and they set me  

next to the  

scuffed wedding rings 

 

 I heard the sound of a hesitation grab at the 

bathroom doorknob and ran to the couch.  I lit a 

cigarette and drew on it.  I held it in and counted.   

One... two... I held it until thirteen and nothing.  

Nothing.  I chewed the tip of my finger.  He sat in 

the chair where he had been before the bathroom, 

glanced my direction and tried to smile.  I told him 

I forgot something in the car and would be right 

back.   

 

it was may 5th 

when i decided i couldn’t stop 

 or some 4 am just the same 
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i don’t really remember you- 

just a silhouette 

slumped into a darkness 

  described best as black 

 

 Two hours later I felt the sweat dripping from 

my nose.  “Remember who you are and where you came 

from.”  My mother’s words, not the salt, made me 

wince.  With my left hand supporting my weight, I 

used my right hand to make piles on the carpet in 

the backseat of my car.  I separated what wasn’t 

from what might be.  Every few minutes I licked the 

tip of a finger and poked at the “might be” pile 

until something stuck.  I lifted my finger to my 

tongue and held it there.  I waited for the numbness 

to creep into my mouth and felt nothing, over and 

again.  Vermiculite.  I remembered I was sweating 

when a drop fell on my arm, looked past the windows 

of my car, past the fence in the yard, and saw the 

sun.  Morning, and nothing. 

 

most days i walk into a room hair first. 

people look. i tried eyes first today and 

they turned away, like i dropped my 

personality like a loose penny and it 

rolled into a sewer drain as i plodded 

along the broken sidewalk. 
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 Defeated and ashamed I went back into the 

house.  He had fallen asleep in the chair with a lit 

cigarette.  I took it from between his fingers and 

drew in a deep breath.  This time I didn’t hold it.   

 

the end of avoidance meets one more day, 

into which i fall, worthless again like a 

penny that you let roll into the sewer. i 

still wish you had let me sew up that hole 

in your pocket. 

 

you said, “hand me the needle. who needs 

the thread?” 

 

 

susan motschenbacher 
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Incident 

 

People passed him without taking notice. His 

jet hair was peppered with grey, and he no longer 

walked with the preoccupied gait common to busy men. 

He seemed to have no job, at least that one could 

tell. He walked daily down the street, slowly and 

with purpose. He would stop at the same sandwich 

shop, promptly at eleven-thirty, and he walked out 

ten minutes later with a paper bag and milk. 

I probably passed him many times without 

realising it. I did not notice him until one spring 

day when my business caused us to cross paths. I was 

in a hurry and lost my balance; my briefcase tumbled 

out of my hands.  

Irritated at the delay, I stepped into the 

street and quickly grabbed my papers. I heard a 

warning just before something hit my head. I fell 

into a puddle.  

The ball rolled into the gutter. A black haired 

boy, no older than seven, grabbed it and ran. I must 

have sat in a dazed state for quite some time, for 

when I looked up, it was obvious the man had been 

watching me.  

“That was a hard fall,” he commented drolly. 

Obviously the man could not see the humiliation of 

the incident. I could imagine the faces of my co- 
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workers as I walked into the office with a dirty 

suit and a bright, red welt on my forehead. 

“Don’t go,” he suggested, “The weather is 

lovely.”  

I considered his words. I tried to picture the 

disapproving face of my boss; it seemed comic in the 

warm sun.  

 Before I knew it, the man and I were walking 

past shop windows. He seemed quite intelligent, and 

I found myself enjoying his company. We stopped for 

lunch.  

A woman in her early forties stood behind a 

counter. She glanced at my drying clothes and smiled 

kindly. “Would you like a sandwich, sir?” she asked. 

I nodded. She put egg salad on toast, placed it in a 

paper bag, and handed me a bottle of milk. When I 

tried to pay, she refused my money.  

After that day, I often saw the man on his 

daily walk. I would nod my head in his direction, 

and he would return the gesture with a smile.  

I walked to the park and sat at a bench. Taking 

my sandwich out of the bag, I set it on my knee. 

Unnoticed by the passing people, I ran my fingers 

through my greying hair.  

 

 

j. m. toole 
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Untitled 

 

 

 

 

C. Ann Brown 
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Chernobyl garden  

 

radioisotopes seeping 

from the tips of your fingers 

you help me plant 

 

spilling Caesium 

from your tongue 

water mixes with Strontium 

the cancer spreads 

 

cotyledons like dying embryos 

line my Chernobyl garden 

free radical fetuses  

wither at your 10-sievert touch 

 

I pour on the topsoil 

to keep in the toxins 

knowing the release 

is worse than the waiting 

 

my Chernobyl garden 

inches below the surface 

inured to the poison  

will someday forgive 

 

susan motschenbacher 
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Impolitic  

Inherent pride, inflamed by power and greed 

Destroys the glorious towers of past, 

Corrupted orders filled with shameful deeds, 

With racist gold that measures unsurpassed. 

Of agent state use unlawful racist hate, 

The youth with civil unrest dies in quest, 

Nations fall to peoples’ selfish traits, 

Political offence lay unaddressed. 

Hivates, Gilley to the ghettos they flee 

8-mile, Harlem are the cups they drink, 

Dying to leave or at least to be free, 

Death walks the streets to take those who think. 

 The human heart is vile and dark indeed, 

 How long till I become the enemy? 

 

 

Jason Langston 
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Untitled 

 

 
 

 

C. Ann Brown 
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Decembers 

 

I 

the silver bells rang out 

in joyful mourning of the man 

God born to die alone 

 

The Father blankets his children 

"Rest" says he, for another change 

will surely come 

 

but his only son weeps with the beasts 

for his season will be short 

and final. 

 

II 

December rests under it's blanket 

weak and weary and heavy laden. 

 

he was green but not in color 

for he had none at all. 

 

he wished he could shake off the flakes, 

shower, and put on brightly colored clothes. 

 

but death does not wear paisley jumpers 

or large brimmed hats with gaudy flowers. 
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so once again he pulls the covers up 

over his head yet one more time. 

 

  

C. Ann Brown 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



 

Blackberry Winter 

-59- 
 

 

Thief 

  
 I sat staring out of the backseat window.  The moon 

perched itself in the chill of night’s January sky—eye of an 

owl,  soul of an unmoved judge.  Snow layered the ground like 

iced frosting from birthday cakes.  The earth beneath was 

cold and barren, winter’s accomplishment in Michigan.  The 

sun had been set for a good while, heat from which was 

escaping rapidly.  That night, no clouds held the warmth.  

That night, nothing could have.  We arrived back home. 

 

 Thirty minutes pass as my father and I watch old 

Westerns from his living room bed.  He was eating one of his 

favorite foods, the Wendy’s single cheeseburger.  I had a 

kid’s meal.  We enjoyed our meals as shots rang out from the 

television; the sheriffs always served justice to the 

misguided ruffians and we always watched.  Amidst the 

commotion, I hear the anachronistic sound of car brakes 

outside.  

 

 Church elders flooded the living room as we smiled with 

surprise.  The elders’ air was strange; they knew something I 

didn’t, the unprovoked sympathy on their faces, the resonance 

in their tones.  Solicitations.  After the usual catch up and 

banter, the elders encircled my Dad’s bed as he began to 

weave his cock-eyed, country-boy tales about growing up in 

Kentucky—a bard enchanting townsmen with fanciful tales.  He 

was smiling wide with elation, and it rubbed off on everyone— 
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that would always happen.  Slowly though, words of adventure, 

encouragement and blessing dwindled into the later hours, and  

the elders prepared to leave.  They prayed a long prayer, 

gave hugs, and left.  I felt the warm air leave. 

 

 We decided to call it a night.  Mom joined me on the 

floor next to Dad’s bed.  It felt good—we were disjointed 

because of the bed’s height, but the sequence was still 

there: Mom, myself and Dad.  Three is a good number.  The 

lights went out and we slowly drifted. 

 

 Something woke me.  Sleepy, I lay still; the hour felt 

holy, one of rest and silence, an hour which nothing should 

disturb.  The only source of light shone through the half-

girded curtains, moonlight observing.  It broke; it was dad 

gagging violently, jarringly, repeating the fact of imminent 

death with a heavy gut.  I could hear his lungs rupture, 

spouting, purging the years of filthiness, the glamorized 

hits, the factory paid-wages, the smoldering chemicals of all 

evil.  He became it.   

  

 I dash to the basement as Mom woke to Hell.  I landed 

in a chair, ears plugged, knees bent, praying, rocking, 

cursing, silent…  The unventilated basement reeked of movie 

marshland battlefields in Vietnam, the movies he liked. It 

was full of the stink of the Mekong, of the stifled midnight, 

of insects carrying disease, and the spectre of death 

brooding to a winter basement cool.  I realized I left Mom 

upstairs but didn’t understand why she stayed.  I unplugged 

my ears to nothing. 
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 Time ceased to have any plausibility, like the madness 

of a bad drug trip.  Thoughts of car rides in the country 

surfaced; others of swinging on the porch of my grandmother’s 

home, of the random verbal fights my parents would have...It 

was all familiar, and yet it wasn’t.  I open my eyes to find 

Mom, only Mom, walking slowly down the creaking stairs.  Her 

arms held me and then I knew why.   

  

 We walked steadily up the staircase into our narrow 

kitchen.  Mom had called the neighbors over to help carry Dad 

into the bedroom; she said that he wanted to be moved.  She 

fixed a pot of coffee for her and Bonnie then sat at the 

table, blank.  I wandered unobserved into the living room 

with a peculiar interest—it was black, opaque; elongated 

curtains flowed broadly to the floor.  

     

 Mom quickly ushered me to our neighbor’s house.  They 

did the best they could to accommodate as I was snugged 

firmly into their sofa.  It blocked a pair of enormous 

sliding glass doors with vertical blinds.  I pried apart the 

gaps to look out at the sky.  The moon perched higher now, 

its light filtered brightly through refracting glass.  I 

turned away, and fell asleep. 

  

 I was ten. 

 

 

m eulon bishop 
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Manuscripts 

 

Today, 

hearing her voice for the first time 

in scribbled notes and mistyped words, 

I found myself in imperfections. 

She has always been Helen to me. 

The grandma I never knew, 

lifeless in black and whites, 

forever smiling.  

I am like her, they say. 

She kept the rejection slips too. 

A farmer’s wife who despite hardships 

never gave up on words. 

A strong woman 

who wrote she was not brave.  

Gone now for 26 years. 

I wish she knew 

I met her today. 

 

 

Nicole Hornbaker 
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