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"The time has come," The walrus said, 
"To talk of many things: 

Of shoes - and ships - and sealing wax -
Of cabbages - and kings -

And why the sea is boiling hot -
And whether pigs have wings ." 

Lewis Carroll 



William Droja 



fredonia 

old silver watchclock tower on white bank 
ticks above a town in time warp 

cars below passing 
brownwhitegreenjeeptruck 

the wheels of old tired treads 
and a springtime still waiting to come to life 
in fredonia. 

Joanna McNaney 



HeadHigh 

Smile; Keep Your Head High; Keep the tears from fiowing 
Think of who is needed not what is wanted 
Erase the pain that is penetrating through your heart 
Remember that he needs you, not the other way around 
Chillin with the wrong one, may not change 
but will rearrange the way I feel 

will never allow me to heal 
My mind wants to analyze why 
My heart wants to break apart 
My body wants to crumble and fall 
My soul wants to fiy to the heavens 

and release what has been bottled up inside 

BUT 

I am strong and too proud 
to let foolishness get me down 

never letting my head be bowed, never letting pettiness take my pride 
never forgetting the knowledge and sense my mother gave me 
never letting negative emotions tear my state of mind 

Bowing down to no one 
letting no one take what is mine 

Strong and always keeping my Head High 

Cdr 



To A Beautiful Mother 

Have you ever been here? Placed your feet where I now stand? Tasted 
the wine I drink my life from? 

What were you like when you were young? Did you have moments like 
these ... where life was too real and lost in time? Have you ever cried until 
there were no more tears? 

What were your dreams of who you wanted to be? When seeing your 
future, what did you see? Why haven't you tried to get there? 

Have you ever stared at a blood-colored sky? In your life, who am I? 
Did you ever wonder who you belong to? 

Have you known stories like the ones I have seen and felt and been a 
part of? Have you needed to say things that just can't be said? Have you said 
them? Have you ever seen something so very beautiful that it made you cry? 
Do you ever sit alone and ask yourself questions why? 

Do you ever know the urge to hide? Have you ever been driving and 
never wanted to stop? Yet, were you afraid of having nowhere to go? Have 
you ever looked at that old picture of us hanging on the wall and yearned for 
past to breath again? Do you miss the closeness we have been? 

I sit and think upon all of this, although it has always been clear ... 
you have always been here. 

Rebecca Webster 



Untitled 

Splash .. . 
I open my eyes to a distorted world, 
Blue-green. 
From the dock, concerned faces look down. 

I thrash my arms against spider-web bonds, 
Finally, in exhaustion, my soul ceases to struggle. 
Through the press of water, 
Slowly . .. Slowly I drown. 

I sink. 
Below me, the brilliant blue becomes total black. 
Beside me, tangle-weed reaches from the depths, 
Reaching for me, covering my mouth and my eyes. 

Pressure, 
As likely to destroy a person as the rack, 
Pounds. 
To save my mind I must repent. 

But first I feel a hand on mine. 
A strong pull, a familiar feel , 
Lures me back and once again I see the sun shine 
Freely. 

Bill Muench 



Tree 

Oh, I'm tall. But not as tall as this tree 
That leans on me. Protecting me from the sun's 
Burning rays, listening to me play guitar, humming, 
Admiring the robins nearby stealing dinner 
From the crusty yet ever so moist earth. 
This tree that leans on me is loved, hugged, serenaded. 

Oh, I'm smart. But not as smart as this girl 
That leans on me. Protecting me from my friend's 
Dying ways, listening to me playing guitar, singing, 
Admiring baby robins feasting on pre-chewed worms 
From the crusty yet ever so warm earth. 
This girl that leans on me is loved, hugged, serenaded. 

Oh, we're quiet. But not as quiet as this tree 
That leans on us. Protecting us from the night's 
Chilly wind, sleeping under blinking stars, dreaming 
Dreaming of the robin family in the nest above in this tree. 
This tree that leans on us is loved, hugged, serenaded. 

B. Hadley 
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Megan Herrman 



The Princess 

I remember my costume that year. It was a white dress, the long, 
flowing kind, and the top was covered in glittering silver sequins. On my 
head was the most wonderful thing of all. It was a crown, and when I placed 
it on my head, my short, thin locks were magically changed to a glorious 
mane in a glittering rainbow of colors. My mother had picked it up on sale at 
the supermarket, and my sister and I fought bitterly over who would be the 
one to wear it. I won, mostly because I whined more, and the wonderful, 
magical crown was mine. I waited anxiously for Halloween to come, and for 
one day I could be beautiful. I could be a princess. 

I still remember the wonder I felt when the teacher handed out the 
orange cookies. I never knew what made them that color, and I thought she 
must have been a witch of some kind and had cast a spell to make the cookies 
this magical, festive color. They always seemed to taste a hundred times 
more delicious than any regular cookies. I could eat at least ten of them at a 
time. 

Trick or treating was the highlight of my year. On that special allotted 
day, I would rush home from school and stare at the clock, anxiously waiting 
for six o'clock to roll around so I could hit the streets with my pillowcase. It 
just seemed so exciting! I was allowed to stay out until ten (on a school night), 
and you never quite knew what was waiting for you behind the next corner. 

Last night was Halloween. I didn't go trick or treating. It just doesn't 
seem like fun anymore, but I donned a disguise and went out anyway. As we 
wandered the streets, I was surprised to ftnd out how much everything had 
changed. The underlying excitement was there, but for some reason, I just 
wasn't a part of it. 



I could still hear the crunch of the leaves beneath my feet and the 
slosh of my costume against the wet grass. The lost candy still lay broken 
and dejected on the ground, and the fiicker of the jack-a-lanterns still cast 
strange shadows over the houses they guarded. But there was something 
distinctly different. The darkness no longer seemed eerie, and the ghosts and 
goblins that roamed the streets no longer seemed a threat. They just looked 
like small children. Was I really once one of them? The little green sticks 
that light up when you snap them were no longer a wonderful mystery; I 
knew that they worked due to chemical reaction, and I knew that the sound 
of a wolf howling in the night was no more than a neighbor's lonely dog. 

I guess Halloween hasn't really changed, but I have. I am no longer 
scared to go out at night, and it is not a big deal to stay out past ten - I can 
whenever I want. Growing up isn't a bad thing - I now get to have a license, a 
car, I am allowed to see R-rated movies (well, maybe not allowed, but I am big 
enough that the people at the movie theater let me in), and I can stay up as 
late as I want, whenever I want. 

Being older is a good thing, but I can't help looking at the little girl 
who roams those streets in her princess costume, begging for chocolate, and 
feeling a little jealous. 

Sarah Larysz 



the baby and the daisy 

a cloud 

a leaf with veins 
tickling a baby 

her coo 

a field 

full of daisies 
smelling them 
their 

soft cheeks 

the baby and the daisy 
the cloud no more 
the sun and the daisy 
the petal of the baby 



the cloud again 
or baby at last? 
smiling, the daisy 
blooming 

the baby 
if only to drift 

or spring from the ground 
in the melodious breeze 

wandering at last 

the cloud 
its coo 

wandering again 

the green beneath, silky 
the baby and the daisy 

Michael Hipp 



Untitled 

sun makes skin 
into marble 

cracked and uncertain 
although the color 

more peach 
runs fingers through her hair -

I observe 
little chin muscles rising 

when strokes to her 
cheek caress 

and a lessening of the muscles 
again at my palm stroking 

a warm forehead. 

Joanna McNaney 



For My One and Only 

I declare you the Best. 
You remark you're my Only. 
I question your Happiness. 
You assert that You' re happy 
which means I' m happy too. 
I insist that 
the only thing 
that matters to me is You. 
You inquire about others. 
I profess there is 
no one that 
I love more. 
You ask 
"even Grandma?" 

Even Grandma. 

Joanne M. Bailey 



Home 

I am greeted as a king, 
with the welcoming air of dinner 

soaking into my pores, 
the appetite of my lungs seeming bottomless, 

the little girl rushing to my arms 
and pressing into my chest, 

sinking into my being, 
poring through my skin. 

As I kiss her I taste the saltiness 
from freshly dried tears on my lips. 

Her eyes look happy, 
like the first sign of Santa on Christmas. 

I know I am Home 
when she puts her lips together and 

the sweetest sounding 
orchestra says 

"Daddy" 

Edward M. McCarthy 



Untitled 

Like a cat 
with grey-green eyes 

she studies, stares, criticizes, 
until she decides 

that you may 
love her. 

Sara 



Sven Hauth 



Teddy Bears and Santa Claus 

i think i'II hate teddy bears 
i think i'll like to watch them burn 

cut open 
-Auffy viscera everywhere 

bleeding tears, crying vomit 
what have i just done 
a part of me died tonight 
cpr is such a joke 
wishing evil and eternal pain on those upstairs 

escape 
not here anymore 

they hurt me 
with their joy and vigor and life 
am i still talking about teddy bears 
no 
but i think i'II still like to watch them burn 
i was happy earlier 
now my mind knows no peace 
f***ing teddy bears 

and santa claus too 

Khawarl Jam ma Liverpool 



Untitled 

Blood runs between my feet 
Violence 
Love 
Darkness in me 
Taste of Pain 
Things I have seen 
Tried not to see 
Innocence 
Passed from me 
Innocence 
Running in a stream of blood 
Metal clatters to the concrete 
Once I was a child 
Once a product of the street 
Formed by a hand not my own 
The fists that beat 
Ingrained on the Granite Fibers of my Soul 
Wound so deep 
Must I now face 
That part of me? 

Daniel Evans 



Anon 



S. Belluccio 



The Social Bars That Surround Me 

Black 
Female is a part of me that I am Unable 

to change or keep Revealed 

Social Status 
Poor This has also been placed Upon Me 

The VIOLENCE 
on TV 

at home 
around the corner 

I grew up watching It, Living It, Hearing It, 
If I face it, Will I Become IT? 

Now that I am Grown 
Do Run from It? 
Do I challenge It? 
And if I fight back 
WILL I create more of IT? 

Who Am I? 
What is Home? 

Where Am I? 
When will it End? 

How will I get There? 
Why am I HERE? 

When will I get There? 

How will it End? 

Nichol Ragland 



Muddy Brown Shades 

I put on my muddy brown shades and observe the change around me. 
My friends no longer wear conservative clothes, Bill Cosby sweaters, and 
practical, easy-to-manage hair styles. Clothes are now loud and bright and 
large and expressive. Full of a ftavor that others seem to suppress or not 
have at all. I can no longer see my own car that would take me miles away 
from the city to my affluent home in the 'burbs. I see the bus, com ing to 
take me to the heart of the city. 

Just to make sure I am not seeing things, I lift my muddy brown 
shades and I am returned to the wheel of my '96 Neon on my way home .. . 
to the 'burbs. I am reassured by my Bill Cosby sweater, my Dockers khakis, 
my Airwalk sneaks, and my practical, easy-to-manage hair. I drop my muddy 
brown shades over my eyes again and I am engaging in elaborate hand ges
tures with individuals that are now getting off the bus. I rise from my seat 
relieved at the sight of a familiar house. The sights and sounds of the inner 
city in the afternoon hour rush into my unaccustomed brain. I have a strong 
compulsion not to go home right now; the names Ahmad and Rhasheed? ring 
in my head along with images of intense and frequent physical contact ... 
and a basketball in the picture somewhere. My mind automatically decides as 
images of-Ay? young women on the sidelines, cheering amongst themselves, 
burst into my cloudy mind. 



I recognize one of them, Tasha?, and I am already halfway undressed, 
down to my all-purpose gym shorts, ready to pick my team. In all the excite
ment I drop my muddy brown shades and I am violently returned to my 
home in the 'burbs, shooting hoops with Andy and Mathew from down the 
street with Mathew's little sister looking on. My muddy brown shades are 
now prescription glasses and my gym shorts and gear? are now conservative, 
practical "active wear." I absently shoot the ball and I miss and Mathew's 
little sister laughs at me from behind muddy brown shades. 

Khawarl Jam ma Liverpool 



Jasna Bogdanovsk 



How I Unwind 

I can only listen to music when I am almost totally fatigued from doing 
ordinary things. Inner compulsions force me to spend the last of my 
energy on turning on the radio. The tape that is playing is not mine but 
the melody is very familiar, almost second nature. As the sound comes 
through, creepy-crawlies crawl out of the meshy cage of the speakers and 
crawl towards my ear. They are ugly and repulsive but I wave to them 
anyway as they journey into my ear where they will pound at its door in 
frustration since t hey can go no further. The noise will be deafening and 
some of them will bore into the tubes in my head and ride my blood like a 
waterslide to other parts of my body. I reach for my pencil and stab at 
them as they poke through my skin and stick their tongues out at me and 
make fun of my hair and my new shirt. They will drain out of my body as 
I sit there bleeding thick, clotted blood onto my bed. I laugh at them but 
I can hear the music now, the strangest melody coming from my own tape 
as my relaxation reaches a frighteningly peaceful low and my eyes shrink 
as fluid oozes from them. It tastes like Mountain Dew on both my 
tongues. Sweet and green and metallic as I squeeze at my left eyeball for 
more. The creepy-crawlies are hiding under the bed and I am afraid 
because they sound angry and they sound like my fourth grade teacher. 
They have the mumps and they are blaming me and singing soft songs 
from my youth. 

Khawarl Jam ma Liverpool 



Untitled 

Room down the Left Hall, 
on the Right Wall. In 
the Center, on the table, 
beneath the light, it 
shines upon a table, a 
green clothed table. The 
one down the Hall on the 
Left, along the Right Wall 
you will see a door. Enter. 

On the table, below the light 
hung upon the ceiling, 
centered directly above the 
green clothed table. There 
is a picture, in a frame, 
on the table, under the green 
clothed table. Pick it up. 



Carefully. Gently, respectfully, 
cautiously and confidently. Turn 
it over. Flip it right side up, 
span the surface with your 
well-trained eyes, from corner to 
corner as you begin to weep steadily, 
startled at first, from the unexpected 
sight of teardrops descending 
upon the glass frame, where the 
silence was momentarily interrupted 
by the faint and distant sound of the 
teardrops hitting upon the surface. 

The one with you . The only one. The 
only one on the table, below the light, 
hung upon the ceiling directly above 
the green clothed table, in the room 
down the Left Hall, along the Right 
Wall. 

Mark. 



Untitled 

Faint, tiny, running tracks. 
The train of heart's desire 
Gliding from the ftnal station of life. 
In the night, silent, dark. 

I am not afraid. 
No fear remaining. 
I below God and the night. 

She slips forward and back, rocking 
over my train. 
Slender and beautiful, an angel of darkness, 
rapt in shrouds of loneliness and failure, 
She holds the answer, the question, the reason 
in her rocking. 

Giant black wheels 
pounding with steam of my soul. 
Harder train races. 
Self-destruction its ghostly wail. 
Steam escapes, a ftnal whistle. 

The passengers of a thousand lives 
lie in contentment and fear. 
Trapped behind windows, 
the memories of a hundred thousand thoughts, 
Trapped into darkness and silence. 



My train, the coal blackened vehicle of depression. 
Find a reason, find a purpose. 
Stalling in the night. 

Angel rocking, 
Lullaby straining. 
Starting-stopping. 
Racing-running. 
Blindness-sight. 
Canyon, 
ravine. 

Angel rocking, 
heart beating. 

Angel rocking, 
heart beating. 

Angel flying, 
heart dying. 

Train over cliff. 

Mecealus I. Crone 



Scalpel 

I traded my axe for a scalpel 
Measured, tested, white-coat rats 
Anxious, willing, unafraid 
Opened arms that chew and spit 
And pat my ass 
Send me away 
With my sea I pe I 

Humming, singing, lifeless tones 
Fail to freeze the flesh or breath 
Beyond my grasp 
They bring her close 
Bring her close, her shoulders worn 
And I begin to work 
With my scalpel 



I touch, I press, the cold steel fiame 
Upon her back, her chest, her breast 
Blood fiows fast and rich and smooth 
From ragged wounds until it's gone 
And turns to salt that stings my eyes 
I draw back and strike again 
And it's all salt 

The blue-green hum invades my skin 
Pulls me gone but still not done 
Her halo wraps my bloodied tongue 
And hammer-hands in hollow gauze 
To make them clean 
And make it done 
I trade my scalpel for an axe 

Charles F. Burm 



Jasna Bogdanovska 



J 

1 

The Poverty Line 

Fat backward frowns 
pulled high across their chins 

like collars to imaginary pellets 
Set-jaw strut 

with heavy feather medals 
worn thin by squeaking jesters 

Unabashed bravado 
belching fragile forward 

· from sunken breastbones down 
Mud-filled mouths 

chase innocents away 
to spawn later imitation 

Scratching, screeching 
facades of freezing steam 

unveil contempt, revealing 
Transparent prisoners 

holding invisible keys 
to lock solitary camaraderie 

Melancholy babies 
crack ringmaster's whips ... 

"pay attention to me" 

Charles F. Burm 



DeS 

Sorry 
I don't know but I think I said something like 
Sorry 
I wish I could tell if I meant it now. 
You fiy through me like some kind of ghost, 
Like some kind of paper-thin angel. 
So much that I feel you should reveal your halo 
And dance 
Into me 
'Cause that's a dream I have. 
I wish I could say it but I know 
I know that words are too transient, 
And maybe I'm just too afraid 
That if I make that a reality, 
Then the two of us will fioat straight through one another. 
One of us has to be. 
I feel like if you could fiy and I could fioat 
That would be the closest I could come to touch. 
And maybe then I would be 
Sorry. 

Matt Fogarty 



weeping with beauty 

I inhale deep, 
exhale, 

watch blossoms sway 
in unison 
as subtle dew drops 
swell 

you fall, 
taper darkness with a sparkle, 
an inner smile knowing 

what color the clouds are 
really 

what color the trees are 
really 

when we unite 
fresh, 

in toxic cantata 

Rich Forster 



I lived 

I lived a cool summer breeze once 
whispering melody of wind 
touching nature with my hands 
subtle sensitivity washed. 

The echoes of her dream cleansed before me 
peaceful union of spirit allows providence 
with her I will rest in comfort of June 
the motion of time passing through the day. 

Heaven's soothing force roaming earth 
calmly obscuring sounds of ground 
windswept presence once felt on skin, 
my pores are awake, uneven. 

Trees sway, breathing with direction 
but the bright heat of the day is again near 
torn forth my passage of experience, 
arid is the August night that takes her place. 

Scott Zavaglia 



Tom In 



A Rose 

It is not ready 
To be plucked 
From the garden ... 
For it stands alone. 

It is withered 
And dying 
And trying to grow. 

It has reached for its tears 
To water its soil. 

You admire it from afar 
And take pleasure in it. 

You feed it knowledge 
And quench its thirst. 

As you grow closer, 
You see it has thorns. 

And now you wish 
To walk away? 

It asks you ... 
Did you not 
Admire my beauty 
From afar? 



I ask you . .. 
Please be patient. 

And give me another day ... 

For I am 
All that you thought 
For me to be. 

For tomorrow 
I'll be stronger 
And of fullest bloom. 

Only then you will see 
I have no thorns. 

I am alive. 

And you are the one 
Who's won my heart. 

And now I 
Await your touch. 

Danah Corelli 



morning diner talk 

shy 'bout being awkward 
and shiny in appearance 

heart beats wired of old coffee 
in diners and my exgirlfriend 
thin, short, I buy her breakfast 

we talked astrology relations and anxiety attacks 
as I poured my own into a chipped off-white cup 

and made joe a light brown, 
almost tan, 
stir sugar crystals off spoon 
double dipping -

Joanna McNaney 



Jasna Bogdanovska 



Death of a Tulip 

Kate Wratchet bustled about her spacious kitchen. With an expert 
hand she cracked an egg on the side of her mixing bowl, neatly separating the 
white from the yolk. She quickly measured out the correct amount of fiour 
and tipped it into the bowl. As she did so, she glanced quickly at the clock and 
stepped up her pace. It was nearly six, and Kate always had dinner ready by 
six. 

She was a hefty woman of about forty-eight. She wore a brightly
colored fioral dress, but at the moment it was covered with a freshly-washed 
white apron. The apron was not necessary, for Kate never got herself dirty, 
but she wore it because wearing an apron was simply the proper thing to do 
when one was cooking, and Kate always did the proper thing. 

She hurried into the laundry room and fetched her best red tablecloth. 
It was not a special occasion, but Kate always liked things to look just so. She 
quickly set the table and called her husband for dinner. 

The two sat in relative silence over the meal. Kate watched her 
husband read the paper, as he always did - straight through, from front to 
back, plodding resolutely through even the sports pages, which she knew he 
hated. Kate chewed silently, staring at the centerpiece of tulips she had picked 
from her garden. She noticed that they were still green most of the way up, 
with the exception of a small burst of color at the top. She wondered why she 
had bothered cutting them, for now they would wither and die within a few 
days, and never fully develop. It suddenly struck her as unbearably sad. 



The meal finished, Mr. Wratchet neatly re-folded his paper and placed 
it on the counter to be taken out to the burn barrel. He then fixed himself a 
cup of tea and returned to his study. Kate just continued sitting at the table, 
staring at the flowers. How sad, she thought, how very sad. Sighing to 
herself, she rose from the t able and began to clear away the dishes . She 
washed and dried all the plates and rearranged them back in the china 
cupboard. She took off the red tablecloth and washed it in the sink, and then 
took it out to the line to dry. She placed what was left of the roast in a pot; 
she could make a stew tomorrow. As she was wiping down the stove, she 
caught sight of herself in the glossy surface. She saw a tired face peering back 
at her. She saw unfamiliar eyes, once so bright and full of life, dully staring at 
her. She pulled back, startled. What were those lines on her face? Where did 
they come from? Who was this woman? 

Sighing, she returned to scrubbing the countertop, but now it seemed 
to her as so sad, so unbearably sad. 

Sarah Larysz 



Untitled 

Strawberry roses 
bound by a murky glass vase 

Wilting at my fingertips 
scattered by every breath 

When did decay step forward 
to brown each lovely tip 

Who can tell me -
when did the well of tears 

become not enough for each stem's lips? 

Sacred petals falling, -Aoating 
a dying scream in each whisper 

clinging desperately to their stem 
but the green stalk is now grey 

Where are my strawberry roses? 

Rebecca Webster 



Prayer For The Pines 

Soft, gentle pine, with sweet, green scent, 
Cleansing 

my soul, my mind, my body, 
as all tensions quickly disappear. 

Nestled 
on the soft bed of dried needles, 

golden browns and tan. 
Reclining 

against your strong, comforting body, 
with your canopy of protection above. 

May the elements be kind to you 
as you grace our world. 

L. Ashley Wood 



Rebecca Stephany 



Nigel 

I drew dark images when I was in church and they would jump onto 
my shoulder and urge me on. My drawings would get darker and the pastor 
would come up to me and set me at ease by complimenting me on my work 
and sharing it with the whole church. I would be a hero and they would 
carry me up to the pulpit on their shoulders. The pulpit is of stone and is 
carved in the shape of two open hands facing up. I think how funny it would 
be for one of the hands to be giving the church the finger and all of a sudden 
the pastor and the church burst into laughter with me. They turn on the 
lights and the room grows darker; they are all dancing around me now and I 
didn't even see them put me up onto the pulpit. One of its hands is giving 
the church the finger. I don't find that finger so funny now. My fifth grade 
teacher throws her clothes off and jumps onto the pulpit with me, dancing 
and screaming out her love for me and Nigel. I don't know any Nigel. 

My brother, Nigel, and our neighbors bring mangoes and melons to 
us; my fifth grade teacher doesn't notice as she cavorts around me naked and 
screaming for the thigh of this Nigel person. In her frenzy she kicks over a 
melon and it bursts releasing a thick yellow mush and an ungodly smell. She 
suddenly stops as she realizes what she has done and everyone but the pastor 
stops as well. His robe is torn at the sides, under the armpits, and he isn't 
wearing anything underneath. He is holding up my pictures and screaming in 
a strange language for Nigel. I suddenly grow angry at my brother Nigel 
because he is just sitting there laughing and eating one of those sickly 
melons. His face is familiar in a way I never considered before and as the 
scent of the melons begins to turn my stomach, the pastor shoves one of my 
dark pictures in my face and I see Nigel, my brother. 

Khawarl Jam ma Liverpool 



Looking Through a Pint 

Quiet -
Murmur -

Creaking door 

Cacophony of voices, discord of music 
Pause, silence. The barley's wine slips down, 

enveloping me in its devotion, 
Thanking him for being your friend. 

The clatter is theirs, not ours. 
Perist~lsis begs to bring a Porter's - repose 

A melancholic Bacchus, mourning a Pan 
Silky smoke sings, invades, muffies, smothers. 

The silence won't come, as the memories won't leave, 
shifting, sinking in the stool, meditative, gripping the pint of safety - abatement. 

The capacious world invades your public privacy. 
Ripping you away from the darkness 

Fags you inhale, nervous desperation for imperturbable calm, comfort. 
The barley, hops, and water is a blanket, relish - drowning 

Life's glossing, polished, gone. 
Treachery, vacancy. Companions suppressed with a turn of a tranquil head. 

- quiet comes soon 
- despair, pang 

- tomorrows 

sean ee o'brien 



Consciousness 

There was a time when I thought something new could occur. But 
everything new needs translation and my nerves are drenched and dead. 
Revitalization is a myth. A myth that could blend into hips, eyes, face ... but 
that rib must first be torn and shaped. 

Blessings ... Holy miracles. Creation from the mind brought forth into 
life and spirit. 

I think it's true. I think that maybe it could happen. Could. 

First came the word. No ... the thought. That's how it always is. I 
breathed down the highway, fingers wrapped around friendly leather, 
connected to my boxy, metal-geared identity. A funny thought, but that's OK. 
Thoughts without translation are too personal for sin. 

I think I hate you. 
Yeah, that feels good. Maybe I sinned because I wrote that down, but 

maybe this coffee and these cigarettes are a worse sin. The pain in my throat 
agrees, but the day-old tar can't break this thought. I want to sing. Maybe 
that has the same quality as sin. All in my mind ... never finding reality as I 
destroy every cell that can scream beauty. It'll grow back. Sure it will; I know 
this so I trade. The whole world is turning to capitalism, so why shouldn't my 
mind play capitalist with my body? 

A good thought. 
I'll scream anyway, scarred and tarred. 'Cause maybe that's what it's 

all about. Maybe. 

Matt Fogarty 



Petition to the Powers that be 

books opened without purpose 
picture albums thrown across the time that they hold captive 
mind racing, searching, pleading 
anything, everything 

gods, devils, bed spreads 
they remain silent as my mind beckons 

anything out there 
cool air against empty skin 
book bag well packed for ... something 
still nothing speaks to me 
will nothing or no one tell me 

that it will all be alright 

Khawarl Jamma Liverpool 



Apocalypse 

When the earth quivers 
And great seas turn to rust 
The goats play in the fields, 
And Satan stands laughing 
While traces of red rum dance 
Down his throat. 

A woman turns cold -
Shivers, 
And slips into a black gown. 
All this time 
Dreaming of a bleeding white rose, 
Coming to bloom. 

Rob Bircher 



My 

Oh, yeah, it's a holy day 
Got a holy mouth 
Got a holy mind 
Got some deep-soled shoes 
And I speak a word or two 
But it's all right 
'Cause I'm an angel. 
I've got me a love song 
And I've got a freedom 
And I've got a truth 
And that's invincible. 
So let my halo burn bright 
And my lips run golden 
Because I know 
I will be in heaven. 

Matt Fogarty 



The Other Side of Montgomery 

He watched the swinging kitchen doors slap back and forth as he 
waited for his coffee. Black and sweet. 

"Another long night, Earl?" 
''.Just finishin' up, Darlene. I'm done." 
Earl's heavy eyes watched the tight black skirt disappear behind the 

counter. He shook his head. How many goddam ways can she ask me that 
goddam question, he thought. 

"You always say that, Earl." Darlene was wiping down the counter 
where nobody sat. She clucked and talked to herself as she followed the rag 
from one end to the other. 

The wooden booth creaked as Earl leaned back from the table. He 
emptied his chest as he stretched his legs. They should make these damn 
things bigger, he reminded himself. He propped up a boot on the empty 
bench that faced him and listened to the squeaks and wheezes of the vinyl
covered foam . 

Slap-slap. 
The kitchen doors announced another passage. Earl managed to look 

toward the kitchen as the doors stopped swinging. 
What the hell goes on back there, he wondered. Anything could 

happen. You know they're smokin', for one thing. Can't let 'em smoke in the 
dinin' room, no, sir. Boss told Darlene it ain't ladylike. Earl shook his head. 
Damn funny. Anything could happen. 

Earl pulled his pencil from his chest pocket and twisted the eraser 
around and back, around and back. The pencil spit out the lead and sucked it 
up. 

"That thing looks like a toothpick in your hands, Earl." Darlene was 
holding the coffee pot. "How can you drink this stuff on a night like this?" 



"Thanks, Darlene." His squinting eyes followed her across the -Aoor. 
How can she wear those damn white stockings, he thought. Earl's breadstick 
-Angers plucked the sugar packs from the table, ripped them open, and slowly 
poured the crystals into the steamy brew. The empty packs stuck to his 
sweaty hands and he crumpled them into a small ball that he -Aicked across 
the formica. 

Darlene was right - it was a hot night for coffee. Hot even for 
Alabama. Earl thought of his sister in Virginia. He let his eyelids fall and he 
saw the picture of the green grass and he heard her talk about the cool wind 
off the water. He tilted back his round head and he imagined the breeze on 
his fat, hot neck. His dream was broken by a mosquito sucking on his thick, 
hairy forearm . Must be a lot of bugs by the water, he thought, and killed it. 

Earl looked out through the screened window. His pickup truck sat 
crooked, leaning and staring at the diner like a faithful old hound. Earl's eyes 
wished it was pretty, like one of those '69 models down at the new lot. He 
imagined rusty radiators and muddy tires in the bed of a new truck and 
sipped his coffee. Maybe I'll go up to Virginia, he thought. 

Earl put down the cup and brought his palm to his damp brow. He 
slowly wiped it back over his stubbled head and -Anally on his greasy cotton 
work pants. He reached in his pocket and pulled out a key as the coffee pot 
brought Darlene back to the booth. 

"That better be the key to Montgomery if that's my tip, Earl." 
The corners of Earl's mouth pushed dimples into his meaty cheeks. 

"This'll be the last one, Darlene. I gotta get to sleep sometime." 
Darlene cupped her hand over the sugar packs on the table in front of 

Earl and leaned into the formica. "Earl, honey, it ain't none of my business, 
but ain't you ever gonna marry again?" 

Earl puffed his pink cheeks and blew out a half-laugh. He shook his 
head. "Anything could happen, Darlene. Anything could happen." 



He didn't think about it much any more, the day she left. Most people 
said Earl should have shot them both dead on the spot. People got away with 
worse, they said. Earl snorted and looked out at the dusty parking lot. He 
remembered the seven year-old swirls of Buick dust that took her away - the 
crinkled Florida plate that waved goodbye, and he swore he heard them laugh. 
I hate to hunt, Earl thought. 

Earl put the key back in his pocket and propped his elbows on the 
table. He cracked his knuckles and heard the hours-old grind of gravel under 
his boots. Martha's driveway disappeared behind some scrub brush on the 
other side of Montgomery. At first, it was a good place to hide his truck. Now 
the branches swung open like kitchen doors, slapping the truck and welcoming 
Earl to another world. 

Earl swallowed some coffee. I never asked for this, he thought. Just 
pickin' up parts. The only place he could find them was at a junkyard on the 
other side of Montgomery, so he closed the shop for the day - eight months 
ago - and took John with him. I never asked for this, he thought. 

John had family past Montgomery - he grew up there, and he knew the 
place, and he could spot a bad cylinder head a mile away. Earl leaned back in 
the booth. That's why I hired him in the first place, he told himself. Boy, did 
we make a day of it. We got lost in Montgomery, caught the man chainin' the 
junkyard gate for the night, and made it to Martha's for supper. Earl smiled. 

"Earl, are you all right? I didn't mean nothin' by that, Earl, you know 
me. I just don't know when to keep my big mouth shut. Your coffee's cold, 
ain't it Earl?" 

Earl propped himself up on the table. '~ust thinkin' about work, 
Darlene. I know." Darlene put down a clean cup and saucer and filled it with 
fresh coffee. "Thanks, Darlene." She smiled at Earl as she left the sugars on 
the table. 



John's sister invited them back, week after next, and by Jesus, Earl said, 
they'd be back every week if she cooked like that. 

Week after next rolls around and John ain't goin'. Wrenched his back 
again. Wants to lay up for the day. Says go ahead, she'll be waitin' for us and 
we both can't make her mad. Earl dug the key out of his pocket and put it on 
the table. I never asked for this, he thought. I never should have went. 

Slap-slap. 
Darlene disappeared through the swinging doors and started giggling. 

Lover's giggles. What the hell goes on back there, he wondered. Anything 
could happen. 

Martha invited Earl back for dinner the next weekend, and told him to 
bring along her brother John. He rememberedJohn's wide smile erupting into 
a belly-laugh when he told him about the invitation. A drop of coffee dribbled 
down Earl's chin, and he realized he was smiling into his cup. ''¥ou're a damn 
fool, boy," he said out loud. He heard Darlene not giggling. 

"Did you want somethin', Earl?" Darlene was standing in the kitchen 
doorway. The doors didn't slap. 

'~ust finishin' up, Darlene. I'm almost done." 
Darlene smiled and quieted the closing doors as she went back to her 

lover. Earl listened to the giggles . Damn funny. He shook his head. Anything 
could happen. 

John didn't go that next week. Or the next. He'd come along once in a 
while, but he never asked to check with Martha. Damn funny. Always asked 
me, "Did I mind? Did I mind?" Earl put the key in his pocket. Eight months, 
he thought. Eight months. 



Earl sat up straight in the booth. You gotta stop this dreamin', boy, he 
warned. You got somethin' to do. They's good people, John and Martha and 
them others. Why,John stood by you while you was drinkin' and everybody 
else called you a fool and laughed when that Buick took your wife away. And 
Martha? Well, Martha was just as fine a woman as any man could want. And 
you've been going down there for eight months now and you know that baby 
she's carryin' is yours. And who the hell cares what people think, god dammit, 
this is 1969, and people oughta do what they want and what they know is 
right. Earl gulped his coffee and thought of Martha. Like the coffee. Black 
and sweet. 

Charles F. Burm 



Waste Paper 

The man I was in love with 

I'm afraid you're not him 

The man I love 

You couldn't be him 

It's as if 
he floated away 
out of my reach. 

Like a 
loose piece of paper 
carried off by the wind. 



To chase after the wind 

Would be a waste of 
my time 
and my energy. 

To look for something 
lost 
would be pathetic. 

To write about the past 
would be just a 
Waste of paper. 

Maritza Perez 



Untitled 

Minutes passed by 
Still 

no ring, no knock, no un-lock. 
hearing every emergency chime 'not admitted' 
thoughts become gruesome with blood. 
Hours pass by 

Still 
no un-lock, no knock, no ring. 
What has happened? 
Who knows? 
and How? 
need closure to rest. 
The miniature you is looking, 
looking for you. 
What do I say? 
Years pass 

Still 
No You. 

Michele Prince 



Chefs Request 

Squishing me like ooze through a spaghetti strainer, and all I am left with is 
residue crusted to the once porous holes ... 

I like mine al dente 

Commanding militance to wash the windows, once comfortable in sunlit 
haze . . . 
Not satisfied, rectified, I am caught again in the fishing boat and await 
bobbin's bounce .. . 

I like mine rare 

Push me over, in, out, away to stay and at voodoo's prick . . . 
Not here, nor next week can I wait for a wave through the now clear glass 
panes, or mailman's footsteps . .. 
Break me down, as you can pick me up when I have already gone . . . 

I like mine well done 

Katie A. Brereton 



A Prayer 

Take the way home 
And I'll forget you 
Can't be free but I'm far behind. 
I will try 
To replace you 
But I'll probably just lie. 
So I'll sink down into the ocean 
Touching something definitely real 
And I'll sing that song 
Called DEVOTION 
But it's nothing I can ever find. 

I prayed that prayer 
And they called it defeat 
Because I didn't write enough about you. 

Matt Fogarty 



S. Bellucci 



Un requ ited 

I rest against a willow wee ping; 
The wind blows by to speak your name. 
Tears roll down for fear and shame; 
What thoughts of me are you still keeping? 

Leia A. Brownlee 
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