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AUTUMN 

The sun sets early in the evening during Autumn. Too early, for me anyway. Isn't there a 
bittersweet sensation this time of year? Mother Nature cools our bodies from summer's heat, 
fills our nostrils with the crisp winds of change, and delights our eyes with her beautiful 
colors. Yet, the days grow shorter and winter's icy arms wait to embrace us. 

After clearing the dinner table, I fill the kitchen sink with hot, sudsy water. Since I've 
returned from Colorado, dish washing has been a chore I look forward to. The window above 
the sink allows me to escape into the backyard. A place of tranquility which invites my 
thoughts. Tonight, rTLaple trees are soaking up the sun's disappearing rays. I notice how their 
bright leaves contrast the tired skies. I can hear mother's humming as she heads toward her 
garden. She has told me that it is best to pick vegetables during the evening. I'm not sure if 
she offered an explanation with her wisdom. But like so many things, I accepted her truths on 
faith alone. She hums as she kneels among her tomato vines. For the first time, I notice fine 
gray hairs replacing her youthful appearance. 

It is strange to feel 'at home'. I had lived out west for three years. Colorado is beautiful, 
and my decision to return to New York was not an easy one. Leaving behind a special friend 
proved to be especially difficult. She asked me to stay. Now, I wish I had. Getting older 
means making some touchy choices. I wonder what my life would be like if I had stayed 
with Tracy. 

My eyes tum downward. My hands are working, but they are not cleaning today's 
dishes . Instead, they are washing the same dishes from Tracy 's apartment. Her kitchen was 
small. The sink could fit four plates and two cups with effort. Pots and pans hung on nails due 
to limited cupboard space. After dinner, she and I would manage to find enough room in that 
small sink to share the dish washing chore. Our hands 'accidentally' touching from time to 
time. 

At night, her deck invited us to a panoramic view of the Rockies. Moonlight glazed the 
mountains with a soft, blue light. The same mountains, which appeared distant, untouchable 
during the day, encircled us at night. Together, our senses were overwhelmed by the transfor
mation. It seemed as though nature built a fortress .just for us. Now, I realize that I did not 
match that kind of security. The kind of security that Tracy needed in her life. I search for her 
hands in the sink, but find only mine tonight. 

The final glimpses of the sun stretches mother's shadow across the yard. She hurries to 
relieve one more vine of the heavy burden tomatoes have placed upon it. The night air has 
cooled once hot, sudsy water. I finish rinsing and tum towards the humming which has 
entered the kitchen. 

"Why do you always hum when you garden?" I ask my mother. 
"Why do you always smile when you do the dishes?" she questions. 
I give her a kiss on the cheek and tum to leave. A chilly breeze taps my shoulder. It 

reminds me to close the window above the sink. 

Jason Decker 



M0Tij£R 

You share your love, 
As we all need love. 

You share your wisdom, 
As we all learn from it. 

You give us shelter, ' 
Since we all need a place to live. 

You share our pain, 
So we will not hurt alone. 

You give us guidance, 
So we will suc~eed in life. 

For all of these reasons, 
This is why we love you. 

For if you were not here, 
Neither would we. 

Arthur Vogel 



Ct-ULDtiOOD MEMORY 

Waiting for you 
to slip away, 
I try dancing 

alone 
in the rain. 

Splashing around 
in the puddles, 
it feels so good 

to be a child again. 

Innocence 
is not 

what it used to be: 
I can pretend 

until you are gone. 

I do not wish 
for the rain 

togo away, 
neither for the sun, 

to shine through 
I only want 

to smile again 
for the memory 

of you. 

April Trusievitz 



I never did truly say goodbye 
, to you. 

I was never truly able to say 
goodbye to those; 

soft, brown eyes, 
that long curly hair, and 

those delicate hands. 
I remind myself of those few infinite moments 

of the two of us together 
And recall, I never said goodbye. 

It seems so shallow of me to say that, 
goodbye seems like a curse 

Upon which we impar:t within 
ourselves and never release. 

Who can tell 
when goodbye will be overcome by 

, hello. 
I never wanted to say 

goodbye to your laugh, 
your voice, 

your face. 

For I never wanted to forget 
what it was like to witness 

a childlike innocence within a person, 

I never wanted to say goodbye, 
Or is it, 

I never gave myself a chance to. 
I shame myself for it and know 

That to truly release and remember is 
to say 

Goodbye. 

Drew Jundt 



t'f' LL ~URT MORE 

Broken, 
she was a pretty girl. 
Glued her pieces 
into a heart. 

An angel 
Of darkness 
Of hope 

Looked around 
And through 
Often, 

Forever 
She's better than life 

It's fun to play 
All day, in the hay 
she said. 

Demanded, hurt, 
scarred into the flesh. 

See her holes, 
punched out by many 
with spoons. 

Nineteen years 
and still it goes on ... 

Bonnie L. Reigelman 



TOAST 

He wakes up, as usual. He has no ringing alarm, or clock .. just the lights. At approxi
mately 7:30 each morning the bright fluorescent lights will snap on in windowless 12x12 
cubicle that has been designated as his room. The walls are light gray, there is a table with 
some dishes on it, several chairs, and a bed. He could have a better room if he married. 
Couples get 1 1/2 rooms, families get 3. But he is happy enough where he is. 

He gets up out of bed, opens the door, and exits the room, heading down the hall for 
the communal bath. He is still naked, having slept this way, but doesn't really care about 
being seen because this is an all male dormitory and there are laws about looking at certain 
things with too much interest. He leaves the door open; he has to ask for the breakfast 
delivery man to leave his food. 

The bathroom is clean, as always. The fluorescent bulbs reflect brightly off the white 
tile and porcelain, forcing any remaining sleep out of his eyes. He uses the toilet, bidet, and 
shower as fast as possible; the building's furnace has never been very good, nor has the 
building's management ever used it to heat the building to any warmer than 60 degrees 
Fahrenheit. 

He returns to his room and closes the door behind him. The box is on the table, as 
expected. Its a small cardboard box, about half the size of a shoe box. It is sealed with tape, 
and on its side, in black stenciled letters, reads the traditional breakfast greeting: 

One (1) standard breakfast rations 
A healthy body is the first step to a healthy soul 

He opens the box and discovers to his surprise, that it contains exactly the same food 
as every other day. He's not really surprised .. . but likes to pretend he is occasionallyjust for a 
change of pace. Inside is a small can of orange juice, a random fruit item (today it's an 
apple), a sealed cup containing plain yogurt, a plastic spark, and a tin container, which if he 
could remember more about his childhood, would remind him of a can of spam. He reaches 
for the container, pulls off the lid with the pull tab, and looks inside. 



His main course for breakfast. Today and every other day. Canned toast. Two pieces 
of brown bread, packed into a can with a thick, syrupy sauce that consists of a mixture of 
butter substitute, cinnamon substitute, and a thickening agent. Disgusting. 

He puts the can down on the table and walks over to his bed. He pushes it away from 
the wall, exposing the few pieces of clothing he owns and a large pile of boxes and tin 
containers. He slips into a pair of standard issue pants and a T- shirt large enough to be a 
nightgown, then grabs handfuls of boxes and containers and begins dumping them in the 
middle of his bed. When the pile is finally moved, he grabs a jacket from the pile of clothes, 
stuffed the leftover apple, yogurt cup, andjuice into his pockets and snatches up the blanket, 
grasping it by the comers, and slings it over his shoulder, canned foodstuffs inside. He walks 
into the hall, leaving his door open again, in case he isn't back before the lunch delivery. 
Down the hall, out the front door, into the street, munching on his apple, he goes. 

An hour later he arrives at his destination. He is standing above a sewer grate in the 
middle of a large park. There is a large statue in front of him of some faceless bureaucrat. 
Only the inscription interested him. 

"Work will set you Free" 

He looks away from the inscription and down to the sewer grate. He takes the sack 
from his shoulder and empties it over the grate. The boxes and cans fall between the bars and 
into the darkness below. Those that get stuck are urged through with a few quick kicks. When 
they were all taken care 
of he then sits down at the base of the statue and waits for the sound of footsteps to echo in 
the tunnels below. 

ZachAubum 
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SUNSET ON ROStO BEACij 

He leaned back into her arms, watching the setting sun, the powdery sand caressing 
them both with the warmth of the beach. He smiled at the slight tightening of the arms 
around him, reaching back with one hand to touch her cheek. The waters lapped at their feet; 
the reddish deep idly threatening what remained of their small meal. He looked out across 
the sandy expanse, studying the shadows cast over the scattered debris by the dying light. 
Long, blueing shadows touched over by the mist hanging red all about them. He closed his 
eyes for a moment, enjoying the feeling of bodily warmth against his back, trying to capture 
his subtle feeling of security and happiness. He felt her lips press against the top of his head 
as her arms tightened around him again. He glanced over at the carefully sliced meats on the 
plate beside them, watching the play of red and orange pleasantly discolor the food. Turning 
away from the remnants of their dinner, he curled further into her arms, tilting his head back 
to kiss her. He watched her smile in the light of emerging stars, sitting up a bit more to wrap 
his arms tightly around her. He lay holding her as the air cooled, the mist in the air turning to 
the lightest rain. She pushed against his shoulder, wanting him to sit up, and rose to sit facing 
him. She took his hand quietly, gliding to her feet, pulling him up with her. He glanced over 
the debris strewn beach as she led him over the cooling sands becoming damp with the 
falling mist. He slipped his arm around her waist, resting his head on her shoulder. 

She stopped for a moment, looking down at one of the hundreds of bodies scattered 
over the beach, one from which the choicest flesh had been cut for their dinner. He took the 
moment she bent down to collect some bauble from the slain comrade, to wipe some of the 
red rain trickling over them from his face. She turned back to him, tucking her prize into her 
pocket. 

"Talk to me, lover. Talk to me in the old French." 
He laughed faintly, slipping his arm back around her waist, "You always ask me to 

talk to you but never understand what I say. Why do you ask this of me? You'll only ask me 
to talk to you again in English so that you can know what I said. I'll talk to you, but later. 
Let's not disturb the dead we have known, and the dead we have slain, with a language gone 
dead before them." 

She nodded and bent his head to her shoulder as they took to walking again. "Few 
died today. Look how light the rain is." 

Kyle Mawhiney 



CANnLELtGfi'f 

Candlelight, 
reflected in a mirror 
dances above 
a surf ace of bubbles 
rocking 

on top of 
the cozy 

bath water. 

I sip my chocolate coffee. 
Two beads of water 
quickly 

drop 
from the faucet's lip 

one following the other 
into wetness. 

Kristen Moore 



T0E NEW MOON 

It's 2:00 a.m. and the dog has decided he has to go outside. There is a new moon 
tonight. As I open the door to let him out, I notice the complete blackness of the night. .. As if 
J'm locked in a closet. It scares me. Anything could be out there. I close the door quickly and 
lock it. Is it the little girl in me or is everyone afraid of the unknown? I don't check under the 
bed or in the closet anymore. I'd thought I had grown up. 

Maybe it's the dark that makes us fear death ... As if our minds are like a television 
screen that goes dark when turned off. The thought makes me scared. There must be light. 
There has to be more than this. 

I let that damn dog in and lock up. I quickly dash up the stairs to the haven where no 
harm can ever reach me. My warm, beloved bed. When the light comes and I wake, I wonder 
why all those thoughts came to me in the middle of the night. Everything is alright. Life is 
fine. Then I notice the pile the dog has left for me on the floor .... 

Lisa Carino 



t'f'S JUST ME 

I am there, but not really there. 
They don't see me, so I must not exist. 

I stand aside and watch, afraid to speak, 
Just unimportant me, the sullen loner. 

I feel them circling, closing in 
Swirling about and dancing to their own songs. 

I feel their presence, I see their faces 
They have their identities, 
Their lives have meaning. 

But as for me 
I am not really there. 

Jen Kerner 



He had never been alone in this world, not since he had become one of them. He had 
never understood what it was, or why it was so special. For to him life was nothing more 
than a vast space filled with meaningless sights and sounds. In his youth he did not have 
much, his mother abandoned him at three, and his father was always off on some important 
task or another. He forced himself to be self-sufficient, yet there was a longing to be with 
others. It was strange because all he felt for those others was loathing and contempt. At ten, 
he tried to escape, but failed; this then seemed to be the one true talent he had. Failure. He 
was locked in a prison; cold gray walls all around, no light, no compassion. For six years, he 
had been there alone, with the occasional cell-mate. They all went insane. "Is it me?" He 
always wondered. 

At the age of sixteen, he was released from the cold gray cell, unchanged. Outside he 
found something to fill the void within his soul. Chemical pleasure was the only thing that 
made him feel alive again. A small vial ingested once daily could bring on the feelings of 
euphoria that would last for hours. Nothing, while in this state could harm him or bring him 
down, because with the vial in hand everything seemed all right. Within time, the euphoria 
would only last for minutes and it would take more to fill the void. The more he took, the 
shorter it would last. Until the day came when both merged together and he felt pain. This 
pain created a whole new meaning for him, an emotional distress that he could not escape. 
His deepest fears and creatures of his nightmares were all around. The loathing and contempt 
grew so great to be unbearable and again he tried to escape, with the same results as before. 
Failure. 

Then at the most desperate time in his life, his darkest hour, he had been chosen to 
become one of them. Within weeks his life had a whole new meaning; the loathing and 
contempt fled like wildfire in front of caring and peace. Not only for those around him, but for 
himself as well. For the first time he knew what it was like to be truly alive. The void was 
filled. And as one of them he no longer needed the chemical pleasure for he found the plea
sure to come from within, giving feelings of euphoria created from his body and mind. He 
rose to be known as one of the best, for everyone around him said so. Others began to envy 
what he had and became jealous of him. They then tried to create what he had found for 
himself, but they failed and were no longer a part of them. Over time he thought it was 
perfect and nothing could go wrong with it all and they too, thought the same. They all 
assumed that he would be one of them forever. So did he. 

Yet he changed, becoming arrogant and taking the most important things to him for 
granted. And then it happened, where he was no longer one of them. Outcast as it would 
assume to be, until he changed and grew to realize how special and important it was to be 
chosen. So now, he sits alone. Watching, for they are everywhere; longing to be chosen 
again. Sitting alone, with loathing and contempt. 

Michael Schroeder 



UNTtTLED 

Yeah, that girl in the comer was me. In the ripped dress, messy hair, cigarette, and 
death. Yeah, death. It's eating me alive. I do what I can, but what can I do? Yeah, that was 
me, with the angry, hurt, scared, pained, lonely, sad, lost eyes. The girl without a map. Yeah, 
that was me. I can not hurt myself, 'cause myself is hurting me. It's after me you know, that 
water shit. 'Cause we're gonna drown. We're all gonna die a wet, painful death. Yet maybe 
that's just me. Yeah, that girl in the comer, the one you so carefully avoided, the one that you 
walked away from, that girl was me. 

Moira Blue 



EXPREss,oN 

Expression takes thought for the one to whom it is being given, 
but it is not always kind. 

Exploding, revealing, 
Beckoning, stealing, 

It expands and unleashes the mind. 
When released and imparted into another 

Confusion melts like ice in the sun. 

And as the dawn of a new mom, 
Understanding comes. 

Miriam Rode 
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"Was it a dim-remembered dream? 
Or a glimpse through aeons old? 
The secret which the mountains kept 
The river never told." 

from ';.,\ Mystery" 
John Greenleaf Whittier 
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