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The Stubborn Natureof Nature
Dustin Orin Talley

Today | builtintherain

Studs dlipping on plates
Jacksrefusing to hold headers

Top platestoppling

I, Making shapes, formsthat stand
Contrasting the glistening, littered sky
With the bones of shelter

Heavy asiron but soft asclay
Thedark ancient eyes of wood
Mocking my attemptsto conform nature
Intherain, wherel built all day



CSl —Reflectionson “Woman in a Hotel Room”
M. June Marshall

You wereawoman,
Andyouwerealone;

| know awoman, alone
inahotel room.

Your dark eyes gazed into the tear-stained | etter—
Theletter dried in your open, trembling hands;

| feel you weep onto the letter now dry

inahotel room.

You waited in shadow for nightfall—

You looked to the sky and wished on the second star;
| hear you wait for nightfall and wish onthe star
inahotel room.

You drop your silk hose onto the jade carpet,

You cast your coffee-stained suede shoesfrom your feet;
| smell your silk hose and your coffee-stained shoes
inahotel room.

You wore whiterose cologne;

You had young, baby-powdered breasts;

| taste your white rose cologne and young, powdered
breastsin ahotel room.

You open thewindow;

You rest your flowered dressin the arms of the
oldgreenchair;

| see you open the window and rest your dress
inthearmsof amusty chair in ahotel room.



You were alone, your darkened face weeping
intotheletter—

You peeled off your hose and spritzed rose cologne
by the open window

You wished on the second star, left your flowered
dress and powder on the drapes—
inahotel room.

Bath - Candice Palmeter



Downsizing
Alfreda Nixon

Thebest part about being an artististhe starvation of it all
Food brings nausea but we' reawayshungry for lifetaste
To beoutstanding beings,

very many under Representation

People have atendency toworry ulcersinto themselves
when theworkplace downsizes

Thereissomething about finding my next job that tickles,
It gives methe chanceto meet people

andtell them of my Friends

It givesme plenty timeto stare at my notebook

Crossmy fingersand think to myself, “Thank Youfor a
Andwhenthere’'snotentofill my car | can stretch

the Rosary beads out on my floor with asmuch gratitude
aspossiblefromthe skin of ahuman

I’ m not poor

And my favoritecharacter still isJack Dawson of Titanic,
illustrating an overcoming happiness

Hewasincredibly smart.



Veil of Secrecy - Matthew Bray
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Flight of thelbis
Jessica Jewels

Thetattoo parlor isslow today, but it’s still light out.
Perched on her stool behind the counter, Steph stares
out the plate glasswindow onto the brick courtyard lined
with shops. Last night was strange, Sugavisiting and
telling hisbizarre stories. Shethinksshe should writeit
down; there’s ablue memo pad on the counter in front of
her, but instead she stares out the window. Last night
hangs on her like agarment; she can’t shake the surreal
feding.

She’ d been sitting at home, her new place, on her liv-
ing room floor, surrounded by blue rug and spilling stacks
of spiral notebooks. Thiswas her ritual. When thetwinge
of being alonewas pinching, like yesterday at lunch, she
pullsout her journals; any covering her last three years
will do. If ajoke or song or stranger’s gait makes her
nostalgic for Ben, she reads them to remind herself of
what their life together wasreally like. Sherereadsthe
litany: “he snuck in the house last night after being
gonefor three days, looked in on mewhile | pretended
to be asleep, then he actually took the vacuum cleaner
and left again.—He came home with half a paycheck
two days after payday, not knowing I’d miscarried
over the weekend.— He spent hours sitting in front
of the television, surfing channels and itching madly,
then suddenly jumped up and walked out, taking the
TV with him. Pages of this, three years of this. Nine
notebooksfull.

Television. Hah. When shefinally moved out and into
her own place, her brother, Vic, bought her anew one,
with the promise that they’ d watch The Matrix together
like they used to in college. Before she dropped out,
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before she was sideswiped by Ben. Shehad put the jour-
nals away, then, stronger again, and decided to make
Mom’shomefries, put some music on. Got out the cut-
ting board, peeled the potatoes, oil in the pan, alittle
garlic, with allspice and cayenne, waited for it to start
spitting. Szzlesizzle. Yum. She opened abeer, lit ajoint,
pulled herself together.

She had just finished making the frieswhen Sugacame
to thefront door. She swung the door open with her foot,
wiping her greasy fingerson her jeans. “C’'monin, have
somefries,” shesaid, asif he stopped by every day. But
shewas surprised to see him. She hadn’t thought about
him since she’ d met him last week, outside ahole-in-the-
wall jazz bar her brother sometimes played. Vic had been
the oneto introduce them.

Emerging from the dark cave of the underground club,
the streetlights beckoned above her like lightning bugs.
The avenue crawled with people, all looking for some-
thing to do. She’ d felt like part of something by just be-
ing out, thefirst timein months. She' d missed so many of
Vic'sgigslately, he'd guilted her into coming. Hisnew
sax player was standing under the lamp, hands shoved
into his pockets, cigarette hanging precariously from his
lip. Hebounced in place, and the streams of peopleflowed
around him. A red sweatband circled hishead likeahal o,
and awild‘frofloated aboveit. Heheld himself tautly in
thebiting air, rocking on the balls of hisfeet, eyesbleary
from smokiness and cold. AsVic and Steph came up the
steps, the sax player caught Vic's eye and nodded, pull-
ing aballed-up hand out of hispocket. “ Sup?’

“Hot sax.” They tappedfists. “ Thisismy sister, Steph.
Steph, Suga.”

Suga! | believethat, she’ d thought. She grinned and
he grinned back. “Sup.” Shetook adrag on her ciga-
rette and looked away, feeling Sugastill taking her in. As
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they’ d smoked, they discovered they lived only afew
blocksfrom each other. It wasnobigdeal, realy. Itwas
just hiswild hair and that name, Suga, that stood out.
Andthen, last night, there hewas, at her front door, his
hair twisted up intiny braidsall around hisopen, wide-
eyed face; her first visitor in her new place.

She' d led Sugainto thekitchen, and he sat downwhile
she got a plate from the dish drain and put somefrieson
it, pushing it acrossthetableto him. Hestill wore that
red sweatband around hisforehead, and laugh linesaround
hiseyes. Hiseyesclosed for amoment, asif hewas say-
ing grace. Steph stood still and watched him. It was hard
to believe he could lie, but that’swhat Vic had told her
after thegig. “Helies. Youjust needto know that.” She'd
laughed at him. “Himand everyoneelse,” shethrew back.
What hadn’t she heard, lately? ‘I’m just going up to
the store to buy smokes.” That was a beauty. But Vic
knew what she’ d gone through with Ben; maybe that was
why hewarned her.

Sugareached for the salt, shook it all over hisplate
and rubbed his handstogether. Helooked like alittle
kid; Steph could imagine hisface when it was smaller
and more innocent. He chewed afry and tilted his head
at her. “My hair looksdifferent, right?You didn’t recog-
nizemeat first. That’salright though. These are good,;
you made ‘em?Vic said you could cook, girl!”

She nodded and laughed, squeezing some ranch dress-
ing onto her plate; Fiestaware she inherited from her
mother-in-law, one of the few pieces her ex hadn’t
pawned off. It wasamazing, thevariety of itemsthat could
betraded for crack. “So how areya?’ Shesaid over her
shoulder as she walked to the fridge and pulled out two
beers, passing oneto Suga. Vic said what? she’ d thought.

“It’sall good withme. Lay tileall day, blow sax all
night. You?’ Sugagave her asidewayslook, takingin
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the oil-spattered kitchen, the pile of unopened mail on
thetable, her “Bill the Cat” t-shirt. He stopped chewing
for amoment. “For real.” He leaned back in hischair,
twisting the cap off hisbeer. For amoment Steph thought
she might be able to explain the murkiness of the three
months since thedivorce, thefeeling of trudging through
mud, the panic of making simpledecisions, the effort just
to be... but when she opened her mouth, all that came
out was, “Well, thingshave been alittle frustrating lately.
| don’t know whether I’m coming or going.” She put some
friesin her mouth quick, to shut herself up, forcing her
tongueto absorb the salt, then took adeep pull from the
cold bottle and looked back at Suga. He pulled gently
at thetwistsin hishair and looked up at where she stood,
leaning on the counter. He seemed to belistening to the
air, then nodded, swigged hisbeer, and said, “Can | tell
you something?

Steph nodded and shrugged, squinting asif to say “why
not?’ Shewasstill surprised he'd actually come over.
This oughtta be good.

“Word. You' re gonnathink I’m crazy, but | just feel
likel havetotell youthis...well, just listen. Don’t think
I’m crazy, please. But thisonetime, | wasworking with
your brother on agig out at the beach, and we were on
our way homein hisjeep, driving down Oceanside Rd.,
you know where that wooded patch iswith no stores?
Well we were at that stoplight right about there, and |
could smell this burnt marshmallow smell, and it really
came at me, right? And we noticed thisman, he had a
gray ponytail but hewasbald on top, and he was pushing
acart, and he was wearing a brown coat, along coat.
Everything got fuzzy, the smell was making me nauseous,
and | told Vic to pull over, pull over, but hedidn’t want
to...but | kept saying to pull over, so finally, he did
and...you'regoingtothink I’'mcrazy...but | jumped out

14



of the jeep and ran up behind this man and grabbed the
coat off him, and these huge wings sprang out of the coat
and he turned around and grabbed me and we started to
wrestle; hewastrying to fly off, but | washolding him
down; we kept crashing into the ground and then lifting
again. Hiswingswere flapping, and the edgeswere sting-
ing my face, and | could hear Vic shouting, but sort of far
away, right? But even louder, | could hear hisvoice, in-
sidemy head. Hewas saying, ‘Let go. Hold on. Let go.
Hold on; let go; hold on,’ in thiswhisper inside my head,
but loud.

Eventually he shook me off and | fell into the mud,
andjust likethat, hewasgone. Not even flew away, just
gone. | just sat there in the ditch by Oceanside Road. |
was stunned. | wastore up, man. For real. You think
that’scrazy?’

As Suga spoke, his small, fine hands touched his
mouth, or pulled at the twists sticking out all over hishead,
asif hewere not used to their presence. Steph dipped
another bunch of friesintheranch dressing and waited to
hear what would come next.

Sugaate amouthful of friesand chugged hisbeer. “I
saw him again, afew weeks later down by the water-
front. Hewassitting hunched over, the same dirty pony-
tail, swinging hislegsover thewater. And my whole head,
like, filled up with this sweet smell, that burning scent. |
could tell he knew | was behind him because he stood
up. | wanted to hit him, man. But | just walked right up
to him and jumped him. | didn’t want him to beat me
again. But he just took off over thewater and | had to
holdon.”

Sugapaused, hiseyeslooking out into the empty space
of thekitchen, into theair, restlessasahurricane through
aforest, then suddenly calm. At first Steph thought she
imagined seeing the change in hisface as he turned to-
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wards her, but then Vic’swarning came back. The eyes
of aliar. Ashapeshifter. It'salways the onesthat |ook
you in the eye that hurt you the most.  Steph took a
deep breathin, then let it out into the room, focusing on
Suga’svoice and its cotton candy lightness. Shelet the
pictures of hisstory settle onto her mind’s canvas, and
shook her head. Whatever. It doesn’'t matter; let him
talk if hewantsto talk. Shereached for her drink and
lifted it encouragingly into the air from which Suga sstory
seemed to be forming. Sugaraised his eyebrows and
looked worried, but kept talking.

“I couldn’tlet go, | wasafraidtofall intheriver. When
weflew under the bridgeit wasliketime stopped. It was
so huge, the metal stretching out for eternity. And that
voice was deafening, like theroar of the water almost,
“Holdon, let go. Hold on, let go” over and over. | thought
he wastrying to scrape me off on the bridge, make me
fall. 1 just grabbed into hisfeathers and ducked my head
into hisneck. My gut was churning, the carson the bridge
careening over our heads, the cold spray of water spit-
ting up at me. Thistime, it waslikel had to make some
kind of decision, but | didn’t know what. | just knew |
had to hold on with everything because | did not want to
fall inthat water. When we circled around and he put
me down, he grabbed by my shoulder and put it out of its
socket. | couldn’t play my sax for 2 weeks, for real. My
hands were cramped up but they were full of feathers. |
still havethem.”

Steph got two more beers out of the fridge and sat at
thetable acrossfrom Suga, her brother’ swords still whis-
pering at the back of her mind. Helies. | just think you
should know that. But it was so odd, his showing up at
her door out of the blue, odd for Vic to have said any-
thing about Sugaat all. Why would Sugatell her all this
bullshit and includeVicinit, knowing that shetalked to
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her brother every day? It was such asmall event, that
one cigarette outside the club. It all took about seven
minutes, probably the seven minutes that smoking a
cig takes off the end of your life. She’d been curious
and amazed that this Suga character was sitting at her
greasy kitchen tabletelling her these fantastic stories at
all. When shetold her brother, she’'d find out they never
happened. Infact, Vicwould probably scold her for even
entertaining them. Part of her had wanted to laugh at
Suga, yes| think you'’ re crazy, but good manners and
straight-up curiosity kept her sipping her beer and listen-
ing intently, realizing that even lieshad apurposein her
lifethesedays.

As she sat down, Suga continued. She' d felt herself
grin. There’'smore? She kicked her feet up on the chair
across from her, put her beer on a napkin. Sugawas
animated. “ Say word. Thisone other time, | smelledit,
that familiar sweet smell. It got stronger and stronger as|
walked down the street. The only person on the street
was this bald man, right, walking towards me with an
armload of filesand paperwork. When | threw my arms
around the guy, nothing flew except his papers, all over
thestreet.” Sugaswung hishead and laughed. “I just sat
there and waited for the cops to come, hel ped the guy
pick up hisstuff. | told them the story, everything, what
had happened before. They didn’t arrest me, though; they
sent meto adetox and | had to stay therefor two days.”

Again, he had implored her, “Hope you don’t think
I’'mcrazy.”

“I"'mnot likethat,” sheinsisted, “really.”

“Well, what areyou like?’” Sugasuddenly turned the
table on her and she looked away, self-conscious. She
frowned at her reflection in the stainless steel napkin
holder on the center of thetable. She started to speak,
stopped herself, started again with awry laugh, tucking
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her hair behind her ears. “ That’s an interesting question.
| haveto think about that one. | guess| don’t know. But
| know what I’'mnot like... I’'mNOT like, ‘you' re crazy
man, get the hell outtamy house’. I'mnot likethat”. She
looked back at him, his dark skin and red sweatband.
He raised his eyebrows, and looked innocent and true
agan.

“| just think you are sensitive to realms that other
peoplearen’t” she’' d reassured him. “You can seethings
other peoplecan’t.” What else could shesay? That she
still didn’t know what he was doing there? That her
brother said hewasaliar? If nothing else, thesetales
werefilling her empty evening just aswell aswatching a
movieby herself.

“Hah! What | can see is us, smoking a blunt,” he
chuckled. But somehow the laugh had an edgetoit, like
something being pinched. He stood and stretched, pop-
ping his neck sideways and bouncing afew timesas he
pushed the chair in. “How about | go get usone and you
can tell me some of your stories?’

Steph stood up too. They walked out the kitchen door
onto the sidewalk near hiscar. Sugaturned suddenly
and hugged her, a quick breath of a squeeze. “1 was
meant to come by heretonight, girl. | was meant to tell
you what happened to me.” He smiled and climbed into
histruck. “Okay, | should be back in about a half-hour
andwe'll get high, aright?’

Steph laughed. “Sure, I’'ll be here,” then watched him
drive off, walked back inside and shut the door behind
her. She was baffled, tilted like a sailboat in too much
wind. She'd walked through her small apartment shak-
ing her head, her forehead wrinkled. Should she believe
these stories? Which look in his eye could she trust?
Both. So what if he is a liar? Who doesn’'t have a
dark side? But Vic’'swarning stayed in her mind, and
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that’s the part that seemed meant to be. Helies. So
what. Doesit even matter, with storieslikethat? She
still doesn’t know why hetold her.

Pictures of hisdetermined look as hetold hisstories
pop up in Steph’smind as she sitsat work, trying to write
her evening down. Hereally believes himself. Her ex
was likethat...hereally believed himself when he said
he'd be right back. Ben could’ve eaten a steak she'd
grilled herself, then tell her how good that chicken was,
and he' d believeit, and she’ d believe him too.

Suganever cameback, but it didn’t really matter. She
knew he wasn’t coming back. It wasthe voluntary as-
surance of return that she questioned. It reminded her of
Ben, who claimed to be running up to the corner store
for apack of smokes, only to be gonein cracktown for
days, leaving her alonein astrange town with no car.
Why bother lying? Just do what you' re gonna do, let
that be the truth.

She’ d locked the door behind her, getting another beer
and putting her journals away. Sat down at the table,
and stared around her kitchen. The stack of mail slid
sidewayson the counter into apuddle of spilled ail, which
soaked into the paper. The broom relaxed against the
wall by the fridge, daring her to try and clean up. She
looked away and sighed. What's the point? She just
sat there with her head on her arms until she wastired
enough to goto sleep.

And now, the phone rings and Steph answersit, barely
remembering that she’'sat work. She makes an appoint-
ment for the caller and then stares back at the notebook
infront of her. She's started writing down her strange
dream, but she’s out of practice. After she’ d roused her-
self from the kitchen and climbed into bed, she' d dreamed
that shewaswandering in acave, with hieroglyphics cov-
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ering the cold walls. Above her head atowering figure
was carved in therock, aman with the dark, wise face of
some sacred bird, acrescent crown of gold perched on
top of its beaked head. L ong muscular arms stretched
out along the rock surface, with abook in one hand, a
quill penintheother. Thedripping wallsmadethebird's
eyes glitter down at her. She stumbled back and fell.
Theibis-headed god began to write, slowly turning to-
wards her, itslook weighing her worth. Lizardsscurried
down the slick walls. They circled around her and she
wokewith ajump. The dream stayed with her through
coffee, toast, and into the afternoon, creeping back into
her mind as she walked down 2™ St. towards work.

None of thisis getting onto the paper, she thinks. A
huge cloud passes the sun and shadow brushesthe door-
way, pulling Steph from her reverie. She getsup fromthe
stool, grabs her cigsand lighter, and steps outside, taking
the phonewith her. The shadow followsthe cloud’s path,
and driftsto the sidewalk acrossthe street to the window
of Kelly’s Couture, a clothing store directly acrossthe
courtyard. Kelly’shasplateglasswindowslikelnkblot's
and Steph can seeinto the store asif theracksand counter
wereright out inthestreet. Shestandsleaningininkblot’'s
doorway, watching people shop. They lift hangers
nonchalantly, holding garmentsin front of them, evaluat-
ing. Onewoman stands before amirror, measuring the
length of some purple pants against her own legs. Steph
noticesadark maninared running suit, moving lightly
through thefabrics. He glides past shimmering whites,
his hands reaching out to graze sleeves of black and bur-
gundy and silver. His head cocks to one side and an-
other, and then he stands still in front of arack of gray
shirts. Steph squintsto get abetter |ook, and her mouth
drops open as she recognizes the red headband. It's
Suga



As Steph watches, Suga bolts out the front door of
Kelly’sand heads up the sidewalk. Sheshouts, “I’ll be
right back.” over her shoulder and heads out into the brick
courtyard, turning left. Sugaturnsleft under some leafy
treesand Steph hurriesto keep up. Thetraffic slowsher
down, but sheleansinto the street, grabbing thefirst open-
ing and darting through, waving at the driver. Somehow
she’s compelled, pulled on as surely as if Suga had
grabbed hold of her wrist and kept her beside him.

Steph follows Sugafor five blocks. Thereareless
people on the street here, aquiet residential area, with
large old watercolor houses. Suga slows down and Steph
can see now that he's carrying something under hisred
jacket. She matches her pace to his and takes deep
breaths, staying half ablock behind him. Sugadowsdown
and dlipsthrough some bushes behind an enormous stone
church. Thelandscapingiswild and ancient, growing
together into aleafy fence. There are doorwaysalong the
side of the huge stonewall, some hidden by vines. Thisis
where Sugastops, tucked into an archway. He shoulders
open the wooden door and steps back. An old man steps
out slowly, wearing along dingy raincoat. Hisfaceisun-
shaven, with along hooked nose and small, close-set
eyes. He stretchesin the patchy sunshineand tiltshishead
at the sky, agray ponytail swishing on hisback. The
man’s shouldersrustle in the chill wind; he shakes rest-
lessly, like he needsadrink. Hishandsarein hispock-
ets. Oneof hispantslegsiscaught up intheside of his
sock, and hisknees shift sideto side, asif he hasabad
leg and can’t stand for long.

Suga steps back and in one smooth movement, pulls
something from under hisred jacket. It fallsopenlikea
curtain, and Steph catches her breath from where she's
watching. It'sabeautiful, flowing shirt, sparkling silver
inthelight filtering through the trees, like waves on the
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ocean,; silver, yes, but blue and green and the colors of
feathers and water and sky. The breeze catchesthe fab-
ricand it flutters up from Suga’s el egant hands, which
hold it out for theold manto see. Through thefence of
waxy leaves, Steph can see Suga's eyes, they’re bright,
feverish. He'sstill catching hisbreath, but he's poised,
likeadancer. Heflexesupwardson histoes, and throws
the shirt over the man’s shoulders. It settlesaround him
and meltsinto him, and Steph gasps as Sugaleaps at the
man’s back. She seeswings spread, and a heady, sweet
scent rushes at her. And then, they arejust...away. Soar-
ing, up abovethe stonewalls and spire, above the clock
and intothe sky. Spiraling. A hugeibiswith adark head,
along curved beak; gray and white feathers, shimmery
assilk, circling thesteeple clock and crossing theclouds.

Steph stares upwards, her back being poked by the
branches holding her up. Shewantsto lift off, too, but
can only stand and stare upward. No onewill believe
this. No one. Her breath shortens, chest tightens, and
then shelaughsin one great, relieving exhale, acosmic
Hal Shelaughswith exhilarating relief, laughswith more
air than she realized she was holding. Laughs, and
watches the sky, which is somehow now as open and
empty asanew notebook. m



BigJohn’sWake
John J. Schulte

Hard as stone as he swung his hammer,
One, two, three, the nail wasin,

and then, again, the next, and the next.
Therhythm rings even now in my heart,
whilel seehisbulging musclesand
tightened fit.

| also seehiminthekitchen,

white apron tied around hiswaist.
Flour on the cutting board,

rolling pinin capable hands.

The cutter defining circles of dough,
puffsof white with each stamp.
Strong hands moving gently,
arranging biscuitsin metal pan.

A smileof pride, the scent of caring.

It wasthe sameyear the old oak fell;

we never guessed it could.

Strong and solid, alwaysthere,

wewould swing from the ropes John tied,
and would sit under the protective shade.

But fal it did, and the earth did shake.

Wewereall stunned, could not believe
the sound.

All theyearswe weretogether,

and the yearswe were distant,

never dreaming hewould fall.

Now we dream of sweet, hot biscuits,
and the song of Big John’s hammer.
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brush stroke
Trent Boswell

brush stroke
swallow
incontrovertible
gpostasy
push back the cuticle of spring
something ison the other side
of thedoor.......
itisquietly waiting to pounce
w/ itsambush
or surprise party,
itisnot known, whichitis
leavesfall like paratroopers,
honinginontheir targets
another brush stroke
circumspect weather
new viabilities
woodpecker filling out his
morning reports
errand runners scurry about
patentsare being filed
for new shades of sky
athird stroke of the brush
agoraphobic dust swept out
for not payingitsrent
itisamindlessand selfless act
cut theyardin half
assign tasksto theflowers
they havelazed long enough
now, they must be mobilized
four isthe number of strength
four walls stand sturdier than three
four seasons, winds, elements, directions
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afourth brush stroke
strengthensthe picture
smack the mat w/ the broom
theroomischanged, now
paint anew picture
make new decisions

untitled Heather Inscoe



Broken
M. June Marshall

Because you splattered my breakfast
acrossthetable and chairs and floor

and my oatmeal spread over thetile,
And | imagined that your exploding nostrils
and whirling tonguewere

spewing bits of brain acrossthe room.
Then | walked to elementary school alone
by therailroad tracks and through rush
hour with pangsin my belly.

Because you pinched my wrist so tight
whilel flew in circlesaround you
screaming “Why Daddy?’
over and over and over,
But your belt gavethe only answers
| got and my tearsonly gave salt
to my wounds and your visitors
only watched;
Then | nursed the strap marksin pastels
of purple and green while concealed in an
upstairs bathroom
with nothing but wet toilet paper.

Because| didn’t eat cheeseburgersand

you knew it - all | wanted werefriesand a
milkshake!

Andyou didn’'t care wherethetip of your shoe

landed and it hurt to walk

and | hated watching you eat

without me.



Because | went up to bed alone and said
my penitent prayersasif | had something
horribleto repent of.

Becausethelast timel saw your face
you were sound asleep and | was sixteen
and | wasleaving home,
Thenyou never looked for mewhile
| lived inthat white Toyota Celicawith the
broken windshield and a backseat

full of clothesand coupons.
And every day | had to go to the country
storefor acharity egg on toast and a hot
bottle of Pepsi.

Because when | looked for theway home

all | saw werethe stone knuckleson the
back of your hand and the panes
shaking inthedoor,

And after that | did whatever | had to do

to survive and when | think about it now all |
candoisstareat thefloor!

Because likethewindshield of that Celica

| was chipped and | was cracked until | was
broken, and | was broken,

and | was broken.
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Staircase Candace Pal meter



Well, Hi! M. June Marshall



Lovein an Elevator
Will Ransom

Helived on the seventy-fourth floor of one of thetall-
est buildings ever built for the purpose of having people
liveinit. Every day he awoke at exactly six-o’-clock in
the morning to the sounds of hisalarm clock and the amaz-
ing spectacle of the bright orange sun coming up over the
city. Inhismind, therewereonly two timesaday that the
city he both lived and worked in was anything more than
aglorified slum. These were each and every day at sun-
rise, and then again at sunset. When the bright orange
sun was climbing through the horizon, either up or down,
and the entire sky was afirein hues of red and yellow,
that wasthe only time he could bring himself to think of
the city asanything worth experiencing. Hisfavoritedays
were when the sun just managed to beat out an oncoming
storm and the sky would take on that shade of purplish
pink that could never be duplicated by any other circum-
stances. To him, the sunrises and sunsets made it worth
the exorbitant rent to live so high above the squal or.

Shelived six floors bel ow hisand loved the panoramic
view of her beloved city. From her living room shewould
often look down on the tapestry of life all around her.
Sheliked to make careful note of the way the entireland-
scape was dotted with the red and green of traffic lights
for asfar asthe eye could see. To her, they seemed only
to be separated and broken up by the ubiquitous bright
yellow taxisthat were amongst the avenuesbelow. She
often thought that only theidiotic, or theclinically insane,
would even bother to own acar inthe city. Why would a
car even be a consideration when there were buses and
subwaysand all of thosetaxisavailable? From her couch
she could look out over the park in the center of town,
and she would, on occasion, watch the ant-sized week-
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end warriors playing softball or football sofar below. She
wondered from timeto timeif thiswas how God felt as
helooked down on hischildren at play.

Being acreature of habit, and more than alittle neu-
rotic about hisdaily routine, he left his apartment (num-
ber 7546) every day of the week at exactly quarter-to-
seveninthemorning. Thisgave him ampletimetowalk
the three blocksto his subway stop and to pop into the
LittleBakery ontheway for hisdaily cup of coffee (black)
and muffin (blueberry—heated). Anytime hewaseven
just afew minuteslate, hefelt that it threw hisentire day
into astate of disarray. On thefew instanceswhen this
had happened, he could not shakethefeeling that all day
long hewas running behind. It annoyed himtonoendto
have his comfortable schedul e disrupted by something
beyond his control, such asadelay on the subway or a
line at the bakery. He knew full well that he should not
takeresponsibility for these things anymorethan he could
control them. Still, it wasawaysasmall monkey wrench
inthegearsof hisdaily regimen.

Shetried everyday to leave her apartment (number
6836) early enough that she might actually arrive at her
desk afew moments before her shift began at eight-o’ -
clock. Much to her credit she had never been late, not
even by aminute, in almost six yearswith the same com-
pany. Still, shethought that it might be niceto beableto
show up inatimely enough fashion that shewouldn’t have
to sit down and get right to work immediately upon en-
tering the office. To actually have timeto grab adough-
nut, acup of coffee, abanana, or something. Maybeto
shmooze with the some of the other women in the office,
or evenflirt shamelessly with some of themen. Theonly
fault in her plan wasthe fact that she had always been a
notorious night person who could not remember when
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she had ever fallen asleep before the very wee hours of
the morning. Thismeant, subsequently, that there was
simply no way she was ever getting out of her warm bed
any sooner in the morning than was absol utely necessary.
She had even given thought recently to switching to a
later shift that would begin at ten so she could sleep an
extrahour or two.

It wasadismal Thursday morning. He had awakened
tothefamiliar soundsof hisalarm cutting into hisdream-
lesssleep. Thissorry interruption, however, had not been
accompanied by the customary radiant sunrise. No, on
thisparticular Thursday the storm on the horizon had told
the sunto just go ahead and stay in bed. Moreover, this
was one of those particularly drab rainstorms, too, the
kind that don’t even have the excitement of aloud blast
of thunder or aflashing arc of lightning. It wasjust a
steady, almost foreboding rain. He stood and stared out
of hiswindow, incredulous of the sheets of water rushing
down the side of hisbuilding; he paused for just amo-
ment before he went to jump in the shower. He did not
like the prospects of what his day might bring consider-
ing how bleakly it wasbeginning. Maybe breakfast would
bring alittle ray of hope. For a second, only a scant
second, hetoyed with theidea of apiece of coffee cake
thismorning, or perhapsadoughnut. Beforethefirst spray
of hisshower even touched his body, though, hewasre-
signed to hisblueberry muffin—heated.

Shefound it so much more difficult to wake up when
it wasraining, and that Thursday should have been no
exception. Actually, the day did have acharge of differ-
encetoit. For some odd reason, one that she was far
too tired to even begin to explain, she sat bolt upright in
her bed at exactly six-0’-clock and was wide awake.
So awake, in fact, that she immediately gave up any
thoughts of trying to resume her blissful sleep. It sort of
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annoyed her, too, because she could clearly remember
the dream she was having about the most perfect man.
She could clearly recall what the two of them had been
doing together in that dream. Well, shefigured since she
was awake she would get in the shower and accept the
early start to her Thursday that had been placed at her
feet. Maybetoday shewould actually get to work early
enough to talk to that cute delivery boy and tell him all
about her interrupted dream.

Grabbing hisumbrellaand tying the strap on hisLon-
don Fog raincoat, he took his customary last glance
around hisapartment. Satisfied that all wasasit should
be and that the oven and all of the lights were off, he
stepped out into the hallway at precisely 6:45am. He
locked all four of thelockson hisoak door and headed
down towards the elevator. Although there weretwo
people standing there, he gaveinto hisurgeto walk right
up and push the already glowing down-arrow. Thetwo
peopleinthe hall each looked at him asif to say, “You
know, that won't make the car come any faster. “He
ignored them and tried not to pay any attention to any of
their polite conversation, while offering a silent prayer
that the car would come and hasten an end to hismisery.
Soon enough the doors opened and the three of them
stepped onto an empty elevator. He stood in the back
corner while histwo neighbors continued with their mind-
lessprattle.

She stood alonein the hallway on sixty-eight, waiting
for the elevator as she planned out her conversation with
the cute delivery boy. Shewas pretty surethat hisname
was Carlos and that he was either from New Mexico or
Old Mexico. Shehad heard once, but could not, for the
life of her, remember which onewasright. Shedid know
that he wasin terrific shape and made hisLevi’s501's
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ook the way denim is supposed to look onaman. As
the elevator doors opened and one person got off, she
quickly took the vacant spot. Assheglanced at her watch
and proudly realized that she would be extremely early
for once, he was standing behind her trying to keep his
eyesfrom popping out of hishead.

He was certain that she must have heard his sudden
intake of air when she boarded the elevator. He guessed
shewas either new to the building or shewas starting a
new job. He had been on this same elevator at the same
time everyday for thelast three years and had never seen
her. Infact, in hisentirelife he had never seen anyone
like her. Shewasincredible. Shestood about fiveinches
shorter than him and her auburn hair waslong and straight
and looked like woven silk. Her deep brown eyesre-
flected the overly bright lighting of the smallish compart-
ment. Shewaswearing very little make-up, but hethought
that on her any cosmetics would have been an over-in-
dulgence. Such an amazing beauty had no need for such
things. Her skirt, while cut to arespectable height on her
thigh, did nothing to hide the fact that she had great legs
that were perfectly in tune with therest of her stunning
figure. Hetried as hard as he could not to stare, but he
knew hewasfailing terribly in the attempt. He almost
laughed at how, just aminute before, he had wanted noth-
ing morethan for the elevator to make an express, non-
stop runto theground level. Now hefound himself wish-
ing and hoping the damned thing would get stuck between
floors. True, that would be ahuge setback to his careful
agenda, but to hell with that.

She noticed him as soon as the doors opened, imme-
diately noting that hewasruggedly handsome. Thetightly
tied raincoat indicated that underneath wasavery well-
built man. Hisdark hair wasradiant and meticulously
brushed into place. Shedoubted if the man had ever had
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asingle hair not do exactly ashewanted. She couldn’t
be sure, but she thought he had caught hisbreath alittle
in the brief moment their eyes had met. Theideaof it
filled her with asudden excitement, and Carlosthe De-
livery Boy was momentarily forgotten. For asecond she
thought that she might havetotell this stranger about her
dreams, and shelaughed inside. Thisbrought asmileto
her full, pouty lips, which he caught thereflection of in
the shiny, polished interior of the elevator doors. If he
hadn’t caught hisbreath before, he did at that sight. She
turned and glanced at him quickly, amost flirtatioudy. She
just wanted to seeif shewould actually catch him check-
ing her out. Heturned hishead away almost impercepti-
bly assheturned tolook at him. “Bingo!” shethought.

When the elevator reached thefortieth floor, they were
finally alone. He had already decided hewould say some-
thing to her, and he had spent the last twenty floorstrying
tofigureout what. He had settled on introducing himsel f
and asking if she was new to the building. Just as he
summoned up the courage to speak, the elevator stopped
on thirty-eight and three more people got on. Following
all the precepts of Murphy’s Law, the three newcomers
now stood between him and her. Heresigned himself to
silence, deciding he was not going to try to talk through
three people, the middle one being rather large at that.
He would just wait it out and hope for another chance
beforethey hit the ground.

Damn! He had looked like he wasjust about to say
something when those three got on. Shewas certain he
was about to speak to her. In fact, she had decided if
they were still alone by thethirtieth floor, shewould strike
up the conversation herself. Shehadn’t exactly been sure
how she was going to do that, or what she planned to
say, but it now seemed like amoot point. She cursed
herself for not saying something as soon as they were
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alone. Then the elevator had seemed so spacious and
the silence wasalmost eerie. Now, it seemed to her asif
there was preciousroom to breathe, especially with that
big man that had gotten on with the other two at thirty-
eight. Still, shecouldfeel hisnervousnessacrossthedis-
tance, and she knew he was stealing glances at her when
hethought shewasn’t looking. Since sheliked hisatten-
tion, she did nothing to discourage hisgaze. Actually,
since sherefused to be a hypocrite she couldn’t do any-
thing but act asif shedidn’t feel himlooking. Good for
the goose, good for the gander, and she wastaking quite
agander out of the corner of her eye.

Hewas beginning to worry now asthefloorsflew by
that they would reach the ground and go their separate
ways before he ever got to say anything to her. Itdidn’'t
appear to himthat Manny, Moe, and Jack, who had barred
hisway since thirty-eight, were planning on disembark-
ing anytime soon. Theelevator was cruising past twenty-
five and fast approaching twenty. Suddenly asthe car
reached eighteen, there was anew glimmer of hope. As
the car madethat familiar dip and raise motion to come
to rest on the eighteenth floor, he could not remember if
anyone on board had actually pushed the button for this
floor or not. Actually, he had been concentrating on the
beauty that got on board at sixty-eight so much that the
rest of the car sort of faded away. Judging by the speed
of the elevator thusfar, eighteen floorswouldn’t givehim
much time, but it would give him agood start. He spirits
were crushed when the doors opened on eighteen and
three more people got on board.

Asthe doors opened and three more peopl e climbed
into the car, she knew they would not speak on thistrip.
Asthe passengers shifted and moved in the elevator, she
was pleasantly surprised to find that she was not only
standing next to him, but that shewas standing close. The
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girth of thelarge man from thirty-eight left her no choice
but to stand right up against him. Asthey were momen-
tarily jostled into each other, they both looked into the
other’seyesand mumbled, “Excuseme.” It would have
been perfectly romanticif only it hadn’t been so syrupy
sweet and polite. It was enough, though, for each to
have their suspicions confirmed by the connection their
eyesmade. Instantly, they both knew that the other had
been looking and trying to find away to make contact.
The attraction was definitely there, and definitely mutual .
Before either of them could do or say anything more, the
car stopped and the doors opened. Everyone on board,
including him and her, filed out of the elevator, through
therevolving glass door and out into the city. She came
out the front door, turned to her left and went on her
way. Heturned right and headed for the Little Bakery.

He spent the whol e day playing the scene over and
over againin hishead. Helaughed asherealized that this
mesmerizing stranger had compl etely wrecked his same
oldroutine. Atfirst hethought it all asilly notion, but try
ashemight he could not stop thinking about her. Hisday
at work was atotal waste of time and he got nothing at
all accomplished. He spent most of the day cursing him-
self for not speaking sooner and taking the risk to maybe
bring alittle excitement into hisdrab and scheduled life.
He decided right then and there that schedulesare areal
waste of time and that hislife wasfar too rigidly con-
trolled by them. He promised himself that their paths
would not crossin silence again.

She was so dazed and befuddled by what had just
happened in the elevator of her own apartment building
that she forgot all about stopping for breakfast. Carlos
the Delivery Boy had long since disappeared off of the
map of her memory. She wandered through the tree-
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lined streets of the city for several blocks before shere-
alized she had goneright by her office. She sat down on
abench to play the scene back and collect her thoughts
and to try and figure out what to do next. Shefinally
decided that, sincethey livein the same building, arrang-
ing to see him again shouldn’t betoo difficult. Thebuild-
ing had seventy-eight floors and he had already been on
it when it reached her floor. This meant he must have
gotten on board, and therefore live, somewhere between
sixty-nine and seventy-eight. Then the answer cameto
her. She would just be sure that she rode the same el-
evator every morning. When she eventually saw him
again, shewould start aconversation with him, people or
no, and see what developed.

That night asthe elevator doorswere closing and she
was making thelast leg of her homeward journey for the
day avoice called for her to hold the door. A manwas
running for the elevator and looking rather disheveled.
He appeared to be scurrying in out of the thunderstorm,
and helooked asif he had forgotten to do something of
the utmost importance. Ashenimbly turned sidewaysto
scoot through the closing doorsjust in time, he glanced
into her eyesto thank her.

“It’'shim!” shethought, as heintroduced himself to
her and smiled. He brought his other hand out from be-
hind hisback and handed her asingle long-stemmed red
rose and boldly told her that he had been thinking about
heradl daylong. m



After Sex
Dustin Orin Talley

It'slikein*92

It was Damie and Nikkieand |

Finding those old playboys

Tattered and perfect

WEell, not perfect but we didn’t mind

They brought my first feelingsof flight

The curves of young ladies caused air to dissipate
Eyebrows opening faces

Infant lust and anticipation gave uswings

And we snacked on clouds all day

Now inthisearly afternoon

Morethan adecade | ater

Your curvesagainst mine

Creating amap of us

| feel sheetsdlipping

Asl riseinto aworld where we are the landmarks
And every street leadsto me

And every avenue leadsto you

But who needs streets with wings like these?



John Marshall

orning Traffic
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S.0O.B.
M. JuneMarshall

It was three days before my daddy spoke to my
mommaagain, and that wasonly to order her outathat stinkin’
bed. That accident didn’t break her nosethat bad, after all.
Thekidswassufferin’, thedawgswassufferin’ too, an’ dl on
account 0’ her laziness. When my daddy was gonean’ |
pecked my headinat my momma, shewasacussn’ my daddy
between sobs. She said my daddy wasacottin’ pickin’ s.0.b.,
just like hisdaddy, and he would be sorry oneday for his
meanways. | went inan’ sat on my momma’s bed with my
head till achin’ from the cuncusson I’ d sufferedinthesame
car accident what broke my momma’'snose, and you'’ d think
ghe’ dalet meconsole her some, but shesaid shedidn’t wonta
see meno moreand to go on ‘ bout my chores.

Wl I hadn't of said it, but | did. | said, “ Daddy tole
meto stay put for two dayson account of my head bangin’ on
thecar dash.”

“Get outamy room!” Mommayelled asshe chucked
oneo’ them heavy olegoosepillasat me. | heard her dia up
somebody onthetelephoneas| wasgoin’ out, sol sat down
by her door to listen what she had to say. It wasmy nanny,
and shetold my nanny that my daddy wasbein’ as.o.b. an’
she pure hated him. She said that he and me could just go
suck an egg. | wondered * bout that, why shewanted meto
suck an egg. Well, she kept right on sayin’ mean and evil
thangsand | got scared. So | ran out the back door and went
an’ hidmysdlf intheolechicken coop | madeinto aclubhouse
just for meand select rodents, an’ | cried ‘till thecowscame
home. | wishedto mysdlf that I’ d gonecleanthroughthewind-
shield when my mommahit that ole Buick. Maybethat way
I’dbedead an’ gonean’ my mommawouldlovemejust like
she started loving my s.0.b. granddaddy after he dropped
deadinthemiddleof Chrigmasdinnerin1971.
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BlueBalloons
-as they drift into the unknown sky, people look, then walk by-

Mornin Townsend

Kathy lieson the cold concrete floor of Funland Ar-
cade, her face graying, lipsslightly open, giving way to
her drunken mouth. Her teeth are gone, aresult of her
poverty stricken life of abuse, neglect, and lack of self-
respect. Her blue blouseisslightly tucked into her worn,
stone washed, Wrangler jeans and is dirty and torn and
splattered with vomit. Consequently, her last meal (maybe
it was her favorite) is soaked in apool of alcohol and
now lieson the concrete beside her. Thereisno breath,
and no oxygen to supply her blood, so it stops flowing,
turning her abluish color. Her soul driftsoff, up into the
sky, like ablue balloon, accidentally unleashed at the cir-
cus, dowly drifting fromachild’ shand, up. Thechild cries
out as both hands reach for the sky, grabbing amoment
of attention from everyone around. One and two and...
Then, they all go back to their lives, one blue balloon
floats away from existence.

Kathy’s daughters stand by her lifeless body, wait-
ing... her husband, drunken, confused, stumbling, wait-
ing... waiting for someoneto help revive her. Yet, no one
responds. Eyes|ook; headsturn... The sound of skee
ball pointstrigger, making fiftiesand hundreds, aslights
flash and red and orange game winning tickets spill out. A
gameyells, “roll for gold, hit the value and watch those
tickets pay out.” The tokens slide endlessly down the
machine, starting anew game. | haveto ask myself, what
isthe value of one of thoselittle red and orange arcade
gametickets?.... Lessthan one cent! One penny?And
Kathy?... dtill breathless... isshevalueless?

Then, ayoung boy runsto me. His round face and
freckled cheeksare bright red...“ Can you call an ambu-

4



lance? My aunt hasfallen, and we can’t get her to wake
up,” heaskswithtearswelling up in hiseyes. He speaks
to me asthough he thinks heisan inconvenience. No one
has cared so far about his aunt, asaresult, he assumes
responsibility. Thisyoung boy hasjust been branded with
ascar hewill never outgrow.. A permanent impression
burnsinto hisheart. A memory of strangers standing, look-
ing, and turning away. | can smell theburn... Valueless?

| run over to Kathy asmy co-worker calls911. The
smell of the vomit and alcohol gagsme as| double over
and haveto turn away to catch my breath. The sight of
thiswoman lying on the floor, with no movement, over-
whelmsme. | can hardly hold down my own dinner. Her
husband then triesto administer CPR, blowing hisintoxi-
cated breath into her lungs. One and two and three and
four and... Hedoesn’t seem to be having any effect on
her. Here, hiswifelay on the cold concrete floor of the
arcade, breathless, helpless, valueless... A floor where
people walk by endlessly throughout the day and night,
with their bare feet, tassel hanging anklets, and bare
ouls...

The paramedicsarrivein no hurry; it'stheir answer to
staying calm. Their blaring lights and sirens occupy as
much attention as Kathy, whoisstill lifeless. Thereare
four of them: duffel bags draped over their shouldersand
dressed in dark blue pants, filled with pockets and straps,
and they all wear t-shirts, stating paramedic and EMS.
Two of them glove their hands asthey walk, whilethe
other tworoll the gurney to Kathy’s side. Immediately,
they all stoop down by her and begin checking for her
pulseand any chest movement. Thereisnone.

Then, more paramedicsarrive. | step back to givethem
more room and notice, over my shoulder, the crowd of
peoplethat has gathered to watch. My mind fillswith
rage and | want to scream, “What are you hel pless people
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looking at?’ | want to run through that crowd and knock
people out of my way. | want to trample them to that
concrete floor and stand over their breathless, hel pless
bodies and watch them, just asthey are doing to Kathy.
For that moment something had changed, Kathy wasmore
important than the Funland Arcade ticket. More impor-
tant than skee ball and tokensand children watching some-
one asthey pass between life and death. Thetickets, the
crowd... valueless.

I think | am going to puke!

| turn and walk away just as the paramedics open up
the defibrillator and lubricate the el ectrodes. | cannot bear
to see any more. My stomach is weak and my hands
shake. A consequence of stress, emotion, and shock. |
walk away from the scene, just asthe electric current
travelsthrough her torso; they make an attempt to alter a
disturbancein her cardiac rhythm.

After three attempts, the paramedics get afaint pulse
and begin CPR again. One paramedic does compres-
sions, another tilts her head, and another holdsamask to
her face, forcing air into her lungswhen compressed. The
other paramedicslift Kathy to the gurney asthe people
spread back like a parting sea, and sheisrolled out of
the Funland Arcade, unableto look back on her children,
or her husband, asthey cry... Or to seeall of those people
whoseliveswereworth stopping for the moment, to stare
asonedlipsinto the unknown... One blue balloon away
fromexistence... m



e 1 'HEN | -
Art ClassOutside Christine Pfohl
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A Day intheCountry
\eronica Plankers

Screaming Choking Laughing
Finding new waysto stay alive
Likelittle children we play out
inthe street acar ran over my sister
Crowding around together
and talking of plansto

Bury her

We bust out of this place called home
Inthemorning

That afternoon we go to the zoo

The monkeyslook at us

Their eyes penetrate our soulslike
stubborn bananas

Mushinour eyelids

Mangled foreheadswith our devious
monkey thoughts

Swinging down on us spiteful leaps

Spitting out bananas and shrieking loudly

To breed

Inthe darkness

SHe
Fromredlity
Atlast
Subliminal ray of the beast
Yet another carnal display



Camping out

Sitting down

Picking out fleas

We guard ourselvesfrom anew day
Barsand antagonizing customers
Throwing peanuts

Incages

And the smell of sticky sweet bananas

Dad’'sWalk Christine Pfohl



Farm Memories
John Schulte

Silence sootheslike agentle comb,
it'suntangling my matted soul.
Crusty snow crunches beneath booted feet,
thefarm feelslikethe warm smell of
Grandma'sapplepie.
Her namewasLucilleWurdin;
She wasthe heart of that country house
near Mexico, Missouri.
Sometimesthe quiet magnifiestheloneliness.
A gaggleof geesewalking intight formation,
Honking, honking,
Stretching their long, downy necksand
hissing like snakes.
After dinner, wewould sit around playing
Parcheesi, Because weloved to be close,
and wedidn’t want to say how wereally felt.
“Laugh hard and long,” Daddy used to say;
“1f you takelifetoo seriously, you' || never

livethroughit.”
The cloudy snapshots of reminiscence
spill from mind'salbum
Tearsfill the heart with glee.
Father smiled broadly after death and
we enjoyed hisbiscuitswith melted stardust.
Hank pitchedinLittle Leagueand

drank root beer floats;

next week hewill be graduating from college.
Forgetful carslook at torn maps,
never asking for directions.
The sooner we get there, we will have
been there before.



Que Sera, Sera. _
The pond glidesalong its own banks

asthe moonlight boogieson thetrees,
and sparkling snow cruncheswith
every booted step.

Bridge Candice Palmeter



Graduating
Jennifer Nelson

| haveto tell you walking down that long hallway
with everyone elseintheir long black robes was unnerv-
ing. Unnerving like when you experienceahorrific movie
with thewolf jumping out at you. Unnerving like when
you turn acorner, and while you believe everything will
be all right behind that corner you never can be sure.
People weretalking. People werelaughing. Peoplewere
giving highfives, and hugsand kisses. | wasgiving myself
an ulcer. | was giving myself apanic attack. | could not
and would not accept the fate that awaited me at theend
of thehall.

Four years of struggle. Four years of tears, sweat,
pain and suffering. Four years of papers, essays, tests
and quizzesto get one piece of paper in return. That pa-
per says | am smart. That piece of paper claimsthat |
have grown, | have learned, and | am an experienced
personinmy field. Theentirefour years| prayed for that
piece of paper that meant my struggle would end. And it
did, at the end of that long hallway my piece of paper
waswaiting for me.



Captain’sChair Ronny Brown



My LifeisaCliché
Katie Classick

| wake up at the crack of dawn

L et the water from a steaming hot shower
Trickledown my spine.

| then brew acup of coffee

L etting the aromafill theroom.

| walk to work along adusty old path

L etting the sun beam on my body and the
Wind rustlethrough my hair.

| whistle atune on the way to my desk
And lazily stretch above my head.

| type away at the computer contentedly

Until | eat my lunchlikeastarving man

And guzzlemy drink asif returning from the desert.
| work again and clock out at 4:00 on the dot.

Athomel let my thoughtswander while

gazing at the TV

Usearazor sharp knife to cut applesfor tomorrow’s
lunch

And lay my head down on my feather soft pillow,
Sleep asif resting on acloud,

Dreaming of an original world.






GoodbyeMikey
Jennifer Nelson

You drovefrom the house

Inyour big black Yukon

You said that SUV was madefor you
Andyou wereright

Strong, powerful

Yet it was easy enough for meto drive
Gentleand comforting

Ontheinside

Whiletheworld was harsh

Outside

Just likeyou Mikey

| wasthelast oneto seeyou
Fromthistown

And | smiledwhen | realized
Thesgnificance.

Walking into our house

| glanced at the clean carpet
My heart stopped

Knowing clean carpet meant
No more dogs

No more dogs meant

No moreyou

No more 2 am. waking up to

Hear you coming through the door

No more seeing cheap bean burritosin the freezer
No more corn chipsin the dark pantry

No morefiltered water, salsaand

Leftover Indianfoodin



Therefrigerator.
No moreyou.

So what isleft of me?

Summer Vacation LizBruenig



I mitation from Natasha Clew’s
TreasureHunting
Carly Goodman

Collecting twigsand stones
in an apron from aplay-chest.

Running likeyoung, timeless
through sunbeams and spider webs.

Spiders, bees and raccoons at night
harmlessto me and whom | pretended.

| discussed with my girlfriends
charactersand storylines.

Where are we now, by the endless blue sea,
singing our loveto our husbands ship sailed?

Step turning theatrically
now under starry skies.

Running likeyoung, timeless
through moonbeams and haunted spider webs.



untitled Jenny Watkins



loose change
Trent Boswell

Not apenny will fall

Tableof theking

A liberal sprinkling of dreams

So much left to be unknown
Knownintheeyesof God
Thoseterrible, symmetrical ecstasies
Sinew, muscleand eyes

Flesh, bone and teeth snarling
Youwill strugglechild, and
Know of it not

Loose hairsfall fromthe

Head of the Tao and

We call them comets

L oose change, spilled in the streets and
Wecall it children

You aretheflower of your father,
Brought to your mother;

Only to beruined by time,
Sucker punchesand cruel jokes
A ladder | tell youto build
Builditinfaith, and

If you have nofaith, then
Builditinspite, but
Builditintime, and

Useit totraversetimeand

L ook through heaven’swindow,
At the emerging menagerie of wonder,
On thetable of theking;

At the squandering of

L oose change...

Here,

Onthefloor



Mirrored Sunset
Ryan Sanfield

Toseeitbornagain
through my own eyes

No more searching
No moredisguise

you may ask
wherethe day went

or wonder why
you are so young
and already your whole
life
feels spent

the community mifit,
looksthat say
wecan't relate

with slightly opened minds
weseethe

reflection of what
wecreate



(untitled)
Trent Boswell

the centurions are belaboring

the point of chrysalis

many broad surgical incisions of boredom
whet the palate of invention

(steel pancakes + perpetual motion)

asthe skin of the great, gray matter beast

islaid back and pinned

by the contractual obligation

of adecidedly inconvenient necessity,

radiant blue caravans of sufficiency

will traverse the untamed, barren tracts of tundrg;
the walkways betwixt the hemispheres

of the carnal mind

enough now, of thistired sideshow;
of miserable, blackened attempts at cleverness

there are underdogs
somewhere
under all these

dogs

[ will
findtwo

if you'll find
one
theremay
beone
hidng

under

you



Pfohl

Christine

Afternoon Violets



TheGrandmaTree
Deb Hewitt

| wasdriving home fromwork several yearsback ona
late winter evening and my mind was el sewhere, not onthe
drive. My Grandmother Zelma, acareer smoker, wasdying
of emphysemaand shewasweighing heavily in my thoughts
andin my heart. Shewasin the hospital, onceagain, for the
myriad of conditionsshe had. All of asudden, for asecond
or two, my attention wasdiverted toaparticular old treeon
thesideof theroad. Thetree had been brutalized and scarred
by animals, both four legged and two. It wasafamiliar place
for livestock to scratch anitch, saferefugefor afrightened
cat, and home to many birds. It wasaplacefor squirrels
and other rodents to romp and frolic. It had also been a
target, hit many timesby vehicles, onthiswinding, twisting
country road. Thetree, agreat gift from nature, once stood
tall, lush, and green with brancheswaiting to comfort like
the outstretched arms of amother. Thiswasaplaceto find
shade and respite from the harsh sun. Children had often
been ableto find hours of fun climbing itsbranchesand
swinging from the ropes and attached tire swing. Now the
ropes were weather beaten and reduced to amere strand
too highfor anyoneto reach. Thistreethat once saw youth,
vitality, and strength, now seemed closeto theend of its
usefulness, as shown by itsknots, gnarls, and lack of limbs
or bark inplaces. | couldn’t hel p but wonder why the owner
of the property had not cut the old nuisance down. It would
clearly befor the better. “What could possibly betherea-
sonforittoremain?’ | wondered.

| continued my drivehome, still thinking about Grandma.
Shehad beenill for solong. Aslong as| could remember
she had health problems. | remember asachild, she had
very littlestaminafor playing outdoorswith me. Shewould
become winded and out of breath very easily. Along with
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the emphysema she had diabetes, high blood pressure, and
congestive heart failure. Grandmawas adevout woman that
rarely missed mass, and she made surethat all of her chil-
dren attended parochia school to havetheright biblical edu-
cation. Grandmahad long since buried her husband. She
had finished raising her children and had helped rai sethree
of her four grandchildren. | remember fedling that God had
forgotten thisfaithful servant. How could helet her suffer
so?Her passing on to bewith himwould beablessing. It
would befor the better if shewasrelieved of herills.

Severa weekslater | was making my way home, again
taking my usud route. L uckily, Grandmahad pulled through
again and was out of the hospital,but shewas on my mind
again. | waspassing that old familiar tree and thereto my
amazement at thevery end of asingle branch wasasprig of
green. | could not believemy eyes. | thought to myself, “Well,
it still had something it had to giveeveninthe stateit was
in.” Then my thoughtsreturned to my grandmother. | came
to theredlization that maybe God had not abandoned her as
| had thought. There must have been something she had not
yet completed, atask to perform, or something moreto give,
eveninthe state shewasin. | am not achurch going person,
but | am aspiritual one. | do believethat signsfrom God
comeinwhispers. | feel that these messagesareall around
us. They comeunobtrusiveinthesmallest of circumstances.
All we haveto doisbewilling and open to the possibilities
of hearingthem.

| feel that my grandmother’s* sprig of green” iscaptured
inapicture. Inthispicture she holdsin her armsmy only
child, adaughter. A daughter | had tried for ten yearsand six
pregnanciesto have. Thelook on her faceiscompl ete peace.
My grandmother passed away not too long after the picture
wastaken. | truly fedl that thiswasher reward, thefina task
that God was saving her for.



untitled Jenny Watkins



Another Day
Ryan Sanfield

Walk solong
among catastrophe
adapt sofast
it becomes
apart of me
memoriesof alife
that should be dead
but
without it would |
ever havebeenalive
tearsfrom both sides
falingtothe
ground
the peoplecry
to agovernment
that hearsno
sound
depression renewed
everyday taste
thesame
theart of life
replaced with
aracefor
financia gain
anew toy on
the market
inessence
wewill never change



Optical Compatibility Crystal Priest



untitled Tonya Robinson



Heather Inscoe

untitled



Imitation of The Seasons by Scott Dias
Carly Goodman

Summer:
She wears bright orange cotton skirts.
| likefreetime,
Withabody | can’t afford.

Winter:
Themanic cold remindsmethat I’ malive.
Running fromachill,
| can'tfindin Carolina.

Soring:
Dreadful rebirth of beautiful things.
Remindme,

Of things| can’t see.

Autumn:
Oh great relief of heart.
When thedirt settles,
And respectstime.



Silent Moon
Jackie Gross

Fathlesdy
Creeping through the night
Wandering

Temptation
L eading through the dark
Slently

| seeyou
But do not know you
Theunknown

Slently
| feel your shadow
Movingme
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Zebras Nancy Critcher
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Terror intheEyesof Gingerbread Men
Veronica Plankers

Thesmell of granny’slipsmovedin closer, long curly hairs
Surrounding the crackling oozetrap

Filled with Martiansfrom foreign bacteria
Andthesmell of yesterday’sdiapers

“Comeherelittleone.”

Saysthe voice of athousand violins out of tune
Breathing right on your innocent little forehead
Shesinksdown

For akiss

Cradling you in her ancient death grip,

Hugging you with cakes and the rest of the bakery
A gasp for air, you clench your teeth

Asyour petiteribcagefalterslike an accordion

“MeMaw,” you say.



Abstract Landscape MikeHogan



Promised Me
Antwine D. Smmons

| saw you talking to your boyz.

Our eyes met across the dancefloor.

Your smileiswhat attracted me.

Themusic allowed our bodiesto meet.

You promised melove,

you promised meloveforever.

Aslong asthe music kept rolling on.

| tried to seeinto your soul.

Your touch made mefeel so good.

You uttered words| knew you would,

asthe music kept allowing our bodiesto meet.
You promised melove,

you promised meloveforever.

Aslong asthe music kept rolling on.

You dance so close,

| feel your heart next to mine.

Beforel knew it your lipswere pressed
against mine, your hand explores my outer thigh.
Dancealittle closer tonight you' re mine.
You promised melove,

you promised meloveforever.

Aslong asthe music kept rolling on.

| wanted it to never end.

You and | knew we might never meet again.
Your arms held metill the music stopped.
All too soon our bodies part

For just two hoursastranger stole my heart.
You promised melove,

you promised meloveforever.

Aslong asthe music kept rolling on.



Filed Away Kasey Kiser



For the Forgotten
Dustin Orin Talley

Am| here, bored and reflective?

L eft to the memory of flight

Flapping wingsbirthingwind

Thecold collecting liketime

On my nimblefeathers

Burning the deepest depth of me

L eaving the flames of bonfires on beaches
Failingin my wake

Having forgotten now

How words give one wings

Taking oneto heightsthat frighten planes
And every other flying thing



Grasp
M. June Marshall

Therehelay, cold and still,
Final, you say-
Ashesand dust reclaim their own.

Therehelay, still and cold.

Warm him, | say,

with satin and down,

heispalewith chill—

Cover himand let thetired sleep
until hewakes and takes up hisflesh,
kept warm by ablanket of green.

Therehelay, cold and still.
Heisawashinyour tears
borne of greed and regret.
You grasp for hishands
wovenfinger by finger,

not holding yours.

You say hefdll;

| say hewill rise—

Save him hismilk and hishoney

for hewill return and sup—

Ashesand dust will give up their ghost.

Therehelay, still and cold.
You weep and lament
thetimethat you lost.

| stand quiet and reflect
thetimethat | had.



You say itisfina—

| say itisnew.

You turn and you leave him—
| stay and | speak with him.
Good-bye, you say.

Seeyou, | say.

San Fran Tonya Robinson



Sestina 1
Carly Goodman

| run, lean, to class.

At timestoo fast ontired limbs.

| sprint to catch up with my words,
my promisesthat alone can’t dance.
At deadlines, welaugh loosely

and hopethe othersdon'’t hear

our songs.

The others said combine our words

and riddle them to stage with dance.

Our timing has no integrity, too loosely

we laugh fast until our noisesring like songs.
Dark, rainy daysstrain our limbs

asour hearts get wheeled to class.

Like children accepting and growing out of tiny limbs,
we pride ourselveson thisand that’s, talking loosely.
Blushing inlargeroomswith mirrors, weloveto dance.
Fumbling with my thumbsin mind’s math class,

| breathe deeply and dream to tirel ess songs.
Remembering asascolded child, fearing nothing

more than words,

Maggie and Ann tie your ribbonsloosely.

In past’ssmall pictures| see colored pencilsfor class
and in large books, the bold black foreign lettersfor
oNgs.

Our side eyes spot glimpses of strong blue bruiseson
limbs

All thetimewondering of new meaningsfor mysterious
words

and visionsto be had in moments of dance.

&



Again, quiet now, | lean ahead towards new and
awkward songs.

| think and pick apart the pieces of my dayswrapped
inwords,

Unopened jars of memoriestapped in creative writing
cass

| look up into the dark and promiseto discover loosely,
aspotless body in theinnocence of dance.

| pour out into the moment with quivering limbs.

| move pure and weightlessto a choreographed dance,
allowing pieces of momentsto surface as songs.

In breath, my restlessnessrelievesloyal limbs

that can only be nurtured with fragrant words.
Deliciousadmiration growsas| wait upon books

in classand slowing down | soak within stanzas

that weren’t spoken loosely.

| tingle, touched from class by learned limbs
and let words on arched feet gracefully dance.
Loosely, | celebrate the beginnings of
unwritten songs.



Crystal Priest

Abstract Flowers



PORTALS Contributors

Kevin Trent Boswell was born in Austin, Texas but has
called Wilmington his home for over adecade. Heis a hus-
band and father of one. He has published in various com-
pendiums, magazines and newspapers, as well as a self-
published chapbook entitled remission.

Matthew Bray was born in Missouri. When asked about
hisart, hereplied, “I don’t consider myself an artist. | just
pretend that | am to impress people.”

Liz Breunig comes from Pearl River, New York. Sheisin
her second year at Cape Fear. She enjoys art, music, sports
and just having fun.

Katie Classick, a sophomore at CFCC, is from Maryland.
She plans on majoring in Club and Resort Management with
aminor in foreign language from UNC-W.

Nancy Critcher has studied many forms of art, but she has
recently discovered photography as a “wonderful creative
outlet” where she tries to “call attention to the everyday
detail lost in the shuffle that isthe typical American life.”

Carly Goodman is acollege transfer student at CFCC and
finds she is drawn to English and Psychology. She enjoys
writing poetry, and plansto continueto walk down all roads
leading to writing.

Jackie Grossisfrom Colorado Springs, Colorado and plans
on transferring from CFCC to UNC-W to major in History
and minor in Native American Studies. She isthe mother of
aone-year-old son, Kaius.

Michael Hogan was born in Troy, New York. When he
mixed histwo favorite hobbies, technology and art, hereal -
ized histrue passion, digital art and graphic design.

Heather Inscoe grew up in Chapel Hill, and subsequently
she is an avid UNC fan. She also loves anything that is
creativeand artistic.



Kasey Kiser isafilmmaker currently enrolled in the Film
and Video Production classes at CFCC, and he is also the
assistant for lead instructor Duke Fire.

John Marshall was born and raised in Michigan and con-
tinued to travel and live across the country until settling in
Wilmington four years ago. His ambitions are to success-
fully write and produce his own short film or documentary.

M. June Marshall, who has written since the age of eight,

uses music and art as a catalyst for her creative writing.

She considers her poems to be “mini-diaries of my experi-
ences, alone and interacting with others.”

Jennifer Nelson is a special credit student at CFCC, who
earned a BA in Communication Studies from UNC-W and
plansto begin graduate school in 2005. She currently works
asalegal assistant in alaw firm.

Alfreda Nixon, a college transfer student, was raised in
Castle Hayne, NC and began writing at the age of twelve.
She plans on mgjoring in Communication-Film Study. She
has an interest in poetry and filmmaking.

Pam Patter son was born and raised in Wilmington and then
moved to Pender County, where she now lives. She works
full time, is a mother and grandmother, and raises pigmy
goats, miniature horses, ducks, and chickens. She enjoys
reading, writing, and is currently taking classes at CFCC as
time permits.

Christine Pfohl began painting seriously two years ago,

having retired from a nursing career and twenty-two years
in the Army. She has two grown children, a librarian hus-
band and a spoiled three-legged dog.

Veronica Plankers is from Wilmington and writes about
dreams, and subtle and illogical waysto obscurereality. She
also eats, sleeps, drives and lives in apartments with cats.

Crystal Priest wasborn and raised in asmall townin North
Carolinacalled Tar Heel. She has just recently relocated to
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Wilmington where she isworking towards her Associatein
Art at CFCC. Upon completion, she hopes to transfer to
UNC-W.

Will Ransom is the President of the CFCC Writers' Club.
He typically writes short stories, mostly fantasy and some
poetry reflecting on love. He credits his muses as his wife,
Kathy, and their three children Hannah, Zack, and Dylan.

Tonya Robinson is from Whiteville and already has a BA
from NC State and a MLIS from UNC-G. She has been
interested in photography for four years and considersit a
passionate hobby.

John J. Schulteis aCreative Writing student at CFCC and
also afull timeinstructor of Psychology at the college. Origi-
nally from St. Louis, he has lived in Wyoming, Michigan,
Oklahoma, and Florida. Prior to teaching at CFCC, John
taught at Florida Community College, and had a full-time
clinical practice. Heis currently working on anovel.

Antwine D. Simmons was born to Rev. John H. and
Geneva Simmons of Wilmington, NC. Antwine useswriting
as away to capture thoughts, feelings, and epiphanies that
come before they fade into avoid of forgetfulness.

Ryan Stanfield has lived in Wilmington for twelve years,
and enjoys meeting and sharing with other writers. He has
previously published in the 2004 edition of Portals Literary
and Arts Magazine.

Dustin Orin Talley is afull-time college transfer student
at CFCC, who serves as the Vice President of the CFCC
Writers' Club and is also the founder of the Cape Fear Writ-
ers’ Guild. When heis not reading he iswriting, and when
heisnot writing heisreading.

M egan BreWattswas born in Fresno, California. She has
been a student-athlete for most of her life, including two
years here at Cape Fear Community College, and plans to
attend UNC-Asheville to continue with her dream of be-
coming an art professor.



PORTALS Literary and Arts Magazine
Guidelinesfor Submissons

Writer's Guidelines

All fiction and non-fiction submissions must be typed and
double-spaced, with name, address, and tel ephone number
on thefirst page of the entry (or on each poem for poetry
submissions).

Poetry must be typographically arranged according to the
individual poem’sintention.

The submissions must also be submitted in Microsoft
Word (or saved asa.rtf file) on a3.5” disk. Manuscripts
and diskswill not bereturned.

Fiction and non-fiction should not exceed 4000 words.
Poetry should not exceed 50 lines. Simultaneous submis-
sions are accepted if noted in the cover letter (do not
exceed 3 poemsor 2 fiction pieces or essays).

PORTALS acquiresFirst North American Serial Rights. All
other rights revert to the author upon publication.
Previously unpublished submissions only.

All submissions must be accompanied by abrief cover
letter which includes a short biography.

Artist’'s and Photographer’s Guidelines

All photos, paintings, and computer art should be digitally
prepared. Submit work on aCD aseither aJPEG GIF, or
TIFFfileat atarget dpi of 300. CD’swill not be returned.
Vertical or horizontal work will be considered.

Color or black and white pieceswill be considered;
however, PORTALS isprinted in black and whiteonly.

All submissions must be accompanied by abrief cover
letter that includesthe artist’s name, an appropriatetitle,
the medium used in preparation of the piece, abrief
biography, an address, and a telephone number.

Send al submissionsto:
PORTALS
Cape Fear Community College
411 N. Front S., Office S-305
Wilmington, NC 28401-3993
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