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China
By Kata Solow

When I found out, I cried.
Two separate rivers ran down my face,

And I was unable to utter a sound,
Looking back, I should have known it was coming,

When mile long walks turned into walks around the block,
Then just up the street,

And then climbing down the steps became an effort.
China and I weren’t even that close,

Being three years my senior,
She already had rule of the house when I was born.

She never listened to me,
Or gave back the ball,

And it wasn’t until I was twelve and she fifteen,
That she let me take her for walks,

And even then it was a stretch,
Me leading her around the block,

Box of dog biscuits in hand,
As she wouldn’t follow otherwise.

She was like a person really,
A part of the family for eighteen years,
She had her own eating preferences:

No salad without dressing,
And absolutely no ketchup,

On her grilled cheese.
I’ll never forget the times she broke into the trash can,

On nights we had chicken,
Little bits of meat strewn all over the kitchen floor,

My mom never learned.
She “lost” her hearing when she was fourteen,

But even at eighteen,
She got up when a car pulled into the driveway,

Or when my mom came into the house,
Even though she has been gone two months,

I still hear her from time to time,
When the newspapers rustle,

Or a chair moves,
I think it’s China.

But then I remember she is gone.
I guess it’s hard to let go of something,
That has been with you your entire life.
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Self-portrait by Jordan Burke
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paper butterflies
by pat cahill

her beautiful brown eyes sparkle in the firelight
my breath is gone and I can't speak
embers burn in the sky like paper butterflies
and I don't want to ever leave

seconds become eternal
life and dreams so intertwined
please let this last forever
and just tell me that you're mine

I can see her face and I've fallen in love tonight
now breathe again but still so weak
fires dance in her eyes like beautiful starlights
and I don't want to ever leave

Warrior by Meghan Hotchkiss
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The Last Day of Fall
By Molly Burtis

Sarah swept back the curtain of sheer blue cloth from the window,
in one fluid movement, with her long, graceful fingers. They were re-
markable extremities, youthful in their pink flesh, that would someday
belong to a successful pianist, artist, or master of some craft. Using the
curve of her nail, she traced along the pattern of vine tendrils on the
smooth, silky cloth. The pattern was so vivid that when she closed her
eyes, Sarah could almost picture long leafy vines creeping up the wall,
invading the house.

Reopening her eyes, her lids unveiled two soft, deep pools of blue,
and she gazed beyond the window upon the trees with their garish ar-
rays of bright leave clusters and upon the yard of grass, a mixture of
different shades of green. Sarah truly appreciated today, for it was the
last day of fall, and tomorrow would mark the beginning of the process
that would dull the grass and cause the leaves to fall to the ground dead
and decaying, leaving the trees starved of their beauty with barren
limbs reaching for the sky. When Sarah thought about the upcoming
winter, her eyes would slowly become serious and deep. To think of
such things as winter scared her, so she turned her thoughts instead on
to the special day ahead of her—one she’d be sharing with her grand-
father. They were going to have a picnic together. Turning her back
on the window, Sarah let the curtain fall back into place with a gentle
swoosh, creating a slight breeze to float her hair about her face. She
skipped across the shiny mahogany floors and downstairs into the
kitchen with the agile light footedness of a twelve-year-old girl. In the
kitchen she pondered over what to pack in the basket her mother had
set aside. Normally her mother made these sorts of decisions for her,
but today her mother had said that it was about time Sarah began
packing her own lunches. Opening all the cupboards, her eyes searched
in vain for what to bring. A small sigh escaped from her delicate, pink
lips, for she didn’t know what to bring and wished her mother had cho-
sen. Finally Sarah’s eyes rested on the peanut butter and the home-
made grape jelly that her mother had always put together in a
sandwich for her. So she set out to make it. When finished with that
task, she knew where to go from there. She added a banana, two large,
warm, just-out-of-the-oven chocolate chip cookies, one for her and one
for her grandfather, and a small jug of cold milk, freshly squeezed from
their cow, Betsy, the day before. Humming to herself, Sarah was satis-
fied with the partly comforting, partly new lunch she’d put together.
She packed it away on top of the red and white checkered picnic cloth
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red and white checkered picnic cloth in the basket and walked to the
front door, grabbing her coat along the way, remembering her father’s re-
minder that she’d have to remember to wear a coat herself from now on
so as not to catch a chill outside. Jacket on and basket in hand, Sarah set
out the door.

Skipping merrily along, she headed for the space she and her grand-
father had chosen to meet, located about halfway between his house and
her’s, beneath two trees. After a few minutes, Sarah reached the destina-
tion and began unpacking beneath the old, tall, wizened tree, and even
though it made her nervous she agreed with herself that her grandfather
deserved the privilege to sit beneath the young willow sapling her family
had just planted so that he could observe its beauty. Anxiously she
awaited his presence. When Sarah saw her grandfather approaching she
felt relieved. The old man’s body was twisted and gnarled, and his legs
were gimpy which made the walk very laborious and slow; he was ever so
tired. He eventually reached the girl, slightly out of breath and panting.
He wondered if she knew how much he appreciated her coming. This
feeling overwhelmed him, so he reached out to hold her. Cautiously his
granddaughter returned the favor and stood to greet him with a hug. As
they embraced, the grandfather noticed his granddaughter still smelled
of summer, so he breathed it in deeply, causing it to linger inside him
long after they’d pulled apart. His face crinkled into a beautiful smile. It
didn’t conform to the common conception of beauty; in fact, when the
old man broke into a smile, it was lopsided so that his right side curled up
slightly above the other, and the lips parted to reveal crooked, chipped
teeth that over the years had aged to a dull shade of yellow. Actually, sev-
eral teeth were missing, resulting in a striking resemblance to a Jack-O-
Lantern. It was however a dazzling smile since it radiated his benevolent
nature and caused an ember of warmth to grow within the recipient of
his pleasant disposition. Sarah received a full blast of her grandfather’s
tender expression and felt warm right down to her toes.

He coughed and wheezed as he sputtered, “Hello. Forgive me for my
coughing. I’ve had it since you were very young with a matching set of
feeble legs to boot.”

“Hello,” she said, “It’s good to see you, and I don’t mind your cough-
ing at all, nor your feeble legs.”

“What good fortune! The weather is great, and today is still fall and
not winter,” said her grandfather.

“Mmhm,” said Sarah, “Very lucky indeed.”
Seeing as his granddaughter had already set up, the grandfather, too,

unpacked his meal. He also noted, to his satisfaction, that the spot re-
served for him was under the baby sapling. Difficultly, but with an air of
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reserved for him was under the baby sapling. Difficultly, but with an air
of determination, the grandfather bent down and sat beside his grand-
daughter beneath the young willow tree. Sarah, as a spectator, felt a
twinge of pain in seeing her grandfather struggle with such a simple task
as sitting. She had a grimace on her face, but the old man didn’t notice as
he hummed to himself and finished unpacking his basket. He brought a
hot thermos of coffee, prunes, and a second thermos filled with soup.

Sarah was curious so she asked, “Would you like to swap?” Excitedly,
the old man replied with fervency, “Yes, I’d love to!” Secretly, he had de-
sired her meal ever since he’d first laid eyes on it. Hurriedly they both
snatched each other’s food, each craving what the other had.

The old man drank the milk, ate the banana, and the sandwich, feel-
ing rejuvenated with every bite. He could recall past experiences in his
life, back to when he was a little boy, enjoying that same meal. Sarah en-
joyed a mixture of reactions from the food. The soup was bland and
warm, but the prunes were sweet. She quickly took a gulp of the coffee
which was a mistake for it was bitter, and it burned the back of her
throat. Sarah learned quickly and capped the thermos of the black sub-
stance and pushed it away from herself.

Satiated and content, they both leaned back against the trees with lit-
tle need for small chitchat. They sat for a while in silence, both enjoying
the other’s company, but both intent on his or her own thoughts—one
lingering in the past, and the other looking to the future. Eventually the
setting sun shook them from their daydreams and forced them to pack
their belongings and leave. As the sun set so too did the grandfather’s
temporary feeling of revitalization. Once again he felt like an old man,
more weary and drained than ever. For Sarah’s sake, he gathered his
strength to give her a quick hug before she ran back home to her await-
ing parents, and he dragged himself back home to bed.

Lying in bed that night the grandfather felt warm and happy and so
appreciative of his picnic with Sarah. It truly was a wonderful day, he
thought to himself, before falling off into a deep slumber.
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Refracted 2004
By Kristen Liska

Screeching tires
Exploding glass
A ruptured artery spewing blood on what is left of the shattered window.
Flashing blue and red lights cast sudden blasts of illumination on the
scene
Making time run in a slow motion picture of chaos and agony.
Paramedics rush to help the dying victim.

The usual description of a car crash.
What if it were told more like this?

The sweet music of the tire
Holding onto its love, the road,
Desperately trying to keep from leaving her.
The de-crystallization of glass
Scattering the sheen coming from the headlights
Creating an intricate, magnificent pattern as the flakes scatter
Landing with a whimsical patter,
Like that which comes from a thousand tiny bells.
Dancing blood,
Painting colorful pictures over the remaining shards of glass
Rising from the window pain.
Lights of hope flash
A troop of angels rush to the now quiet vehicle
They raise up the body of the sufferer onto a special bed
And place it into their flashing transport.
Time slowly creeps on so every detail of the event will be retained
Able to be recalled later.

Not what is expected, but truth all the same
Describing an identical landscape in an opposite way
Difference in opinion makes Earth the controversial, unpredictable place
it is
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Untitled by Sophie Higgins
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Summer
By Cecilia Pineda

I’d like to say goodbye to those nights,
Those long warm nights that treated me right

Goodbye to that soothing ocean breeze,
that would fill me up with endless ease.
Farewell to the comforting soft sand,

that would sift through your fingers, yet stay in your hand.

So long to those crazy water fights,
lasted all day and into the night.

Those days thinking of ways to keep cool,
going to the beach, your neighbor’s pool.
Goodbye to the sound of those flip flops,

along the pavement beside the cars with no tops.

Bye no commitment days with hopping and leaping,
those days spent in the hammock sleeping.
Bye calming days spent soaking your toes,

Farewell all beautiful summer clothes.
Those thrilling nights filled with sneaking out,

running through the streets with friends around and about.

But all good things must come to an end,
even friendships with the closest friends.

Now it is over and school is near.
Even though you are no longer here,

you will still remain in my mind.
During the year of my biggest fear,
O sweet summer, you were so kind.

Until next time, I can’t wait. I’ll see you next year.
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Insomnia
By Max Nepstad

A lone figure walked along the city streets. Her sullen eyes and vacant
expression were masked by the eerie shadows of darkness. The figure
was just a wisp in the cloud of rising subway smoke. Her breath frozen in
place and her body cold from the inside out. She had lived for thirty-four
years. She reached her apartment building where she struggled to get the
door open. She entered silently and her voice trailed on as she counted
every step on the way to her dwelling. This persistent folly grew tired
after thirty steps or so.

The woman arrived at her apartment and stared for a moment at the
number on her door that had long ago darkened with age. She entered
and as usual there weren’t any messages on the machine. Her plain
apartment was poorly decorated, and the wallpaper had been gradually
peeling off of its support. She entered the bathroom and squinted as her
eyes adjusted to the light. Her once beautiful face looked disheartened in
the mirror as if the steps had run out of railing. “Why do you go on,
Niome?” she asked herself. The question was left unanswered when she
turned the lights off and went to sit. She sat on the dark blue couch and
observed the familiar surrounding. The shades of gray in the room and
the images of her loved ones faded away as she drifted off to sleep.

She awoke to the obnoxious ring of her alarm clock and her day
started again. Not bothering with the obligation of eating, she made her
way down the stairs. She entered the bustling streets of the city and be-
came a chex in the mix. Like the lonely walk home the previous night,
Niome walked through the streets this time avoiding the glance of the
common passerby. She sifted through the crowds of bodies with bright
nylon jackets and formal work attire. Her black overcoat was like a bean
among grains of rice. She made it through the mass of happy faces and
made good time to her location of employment. “This is what my miser-
able life depends on,” Niome uttered, along with an icy chill of breath.
She stood before a small diner that was surrounded by tall skyscrapers on
three sides. The small building seemed out of place among the law of-
fices and insurance firms. She entered through the back door.

“Next time you’re late I could get you fired!” the manager yelled at
her. She didn’t know the name of this one; it seemed like there was a new
manager every week.

“It won’t happen again,” she said. Her eyes looked as if they were far
off when she said, “I’m sorry.”

“You better be!” the manager said in a stern voice “Now get to work!”
Niome slipped on a waitress apron and grabbed her name tag that
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work!”
Niome slipped on a waitress apron and grabbed her name tag that

read “Niome Deparson.” She stood for a few moments in the back of the
diner, engrossed by a flash of thought. She was impervious to the smell
of eggs and bacon wafting from the kitchen and was only awakened from
her daydream when a fellow waitress hollered, “Table four needs serv-
ice!” Niome was rushed with the smell of breakfast, the calm chatter of
the diner, and the relentless calling of the other waitress.

“Hello, my name is Niome. I will be your waitress for today. What
can I get you?” she said addressing a table with an older couple and a
young boy.

The man looked at her name tag and said, “Deparson. Is that
French?”

“I don’t know. Why don’t you look it up?” Niome said beginning to
grow impatient.

“I’m sorry. I didn’t mean an offense. I was just curious,” the small
man with a mustache said quickly. Niome glanced outside and noticed
rain clouds forming in the sky.

“What do you want to drink?” she asked with no expression on her
face.

“I want root beer!” the child burst out.
“We don’t have it,” Niome said.
“I want pizza!”
The wet on her face brought her back to reality as Niome left the

three people at their table and stepped outside. The streets were mostly
deserted now and it seemed that she was the only one stuck in the rain.

She stumbled through the rain to a nearby park and she sat on a
bench. Her teeth chattered and her eyes began to fade. She continued
with the thought she had had in the diner.

She was four. A woman she recognized as her mother was baking
cookies in the oven. When they were done, Niome and her mother spent
hours eating cookies and playing with her doll house. The dolls didn’t
have faces so her mother painted happy features on their wooden heads.
Another memory surfaced. Her mother and father were walking together
along a bike path, and Niome was in the carriage. The calm lake in the
background was equally as comforting as the look in her mother’s eyes.
She was bundled up to keep warm, and her stuffed bear was tight in her
embrace. She was five then. It was four months before it happened.

Niome awoke to the sound of cars passing by on the wet road. She
lifted her tired, drenched body from the bench and began her usual walk
home. After her trek through the humid streets she again reached her
building and climbed to her apartment. Upon entering her apartment,
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ment, Niome peeled her parasite-like wet overcoat off and went to sit by
the window. “I’m gonna get fired,” she said. “Not that it matters any
way.” She closed her eyes for a moment and was soon asleep.

She had another flashback in her dream. It was the spring of 1994.
Niome and a man her age were sitting at a restaurant table. Niome's face
was beautiful, warm, and happy. The restaurant was brightly lit with ex-
travagant red velvet curtains against gold decorated walls and paintings of
vast green landscapes. The towering ceiling was lit with a grand chande-
lier, and there was a great sense of peace in the environment. The man
reached out to gently touch her hand when the memory faded.

Niome awoke with a violent fit of anger and frustration. Her eyes
streaming, she pulled the window open and stepped out onto the narrow
stone ledge of the building. She walked along it until she had a good
view. The “view” was a green haze of Jell-O with apartment building
fruit, stuck in the fog.

“What’s the use?” she asked herself silently. “This life is no good to
me now.” She glanced at the bottom, eight stories below and made her
mind to jump. “This is for my mother and my father and Richard Dove,
the only man I ever loved.”

She stood over the city with her hands at her side and her head
down. The rain that had started up again was trickling off the ends of
her hair and on to her face. Thunder clapped nearby and darkness had
recently fallen over the entire city. Niome stood on the end of the ledge,
her toes slowly slipping off the edge. Suddenly she collapsed. Her knees
buckled and she struggled to keep from falling. Quiet sobs accompanied
the violent sounds of a coming storm. That memory was the night he
had proposed.

The frail body of Niome Deparson crept back along the ledge
through the torrents of raging rain. Her feeble movement at last paid off
when she pulled herself to her window and climbed in. She had juggled
with death and didn’t want to drop the ball again.

Niome awoke from her soggy bed of sheets and wet clothes. As usual
she hadn’t received any calls so she assumed she wasn’t fired. That how-
ever was insignificant because she didn’t plan on going to work anyway.
Her overcoat was still wet so she looked in her dusty closet for something
else. She found a sleek tan coat that went down to ankles and had the
feeling of felt. She made her way down the stairs and entered the usual
bustling street. She followed the buildings along and turned to get onto
the avenue. As she walked, she looked at the shops and cafes she passed.
In one window sat a couple talking over some coffee and one bagel. She
had once had that. Why couldn’t she have it again? Niome continued
walking and she soon came upon a group of people crowded around
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around three street musicians. The crowd cheered and laughed gaily as
the musicians played their happy tune with a fiddle, banjo and vocals.
When the song was over the crowd did a final cheer and everyone put
some change in the banjo case. The musicians’ faces were beaming.

Niome went on her way without any acknowledgement and began
searching for a cab. She found one with its door open and entered
quickly. She was surprised to find a young woman with two children, a
boy and a girl. “Oh, I’m sorry,” Niome said, moving to get out.

“No problem at all. We can share,” the women said as she moved her
daughter onto her lap. “There’s room for everyone.”

The boy who was around seven sat between his mother and Niome.
He sat quietly staring at his surroundings through big dark eyes as the
cab moved down the street. He was entranced by the cab driver’s radios
and other gadgets and he enjoyed watching the rearview mirror orna-
ments dance on their strings. The girl looked about five years old and
held a stuffed doll in her arms. Her cheeks were rosy and the end of a
dress could be seen underneath her coat.

“Your children are adorable,” Niome said a bit awkwardly.
“Thank you,” the woman said, looking down at them affectionately.

“I wish they acted this quietly at home.”
“When are we going to see Daddy?” the boy asked anxiously.
“We’ll be there soon Todd. We’ll be there soon,” the mother replied

with a smile.
Although her emotions told her differently, something else inside

Niome forced a smile out of her as well.
“We’re meeting their father in the city,” the mother explained. “He

took a different flight to get reservations for the hotel.”
“I see,” Niome said, vaguely interested. “Stop here! Please,” Niome

said to the driver.
“Ok,” the driver said as he pulled to the side of the street. “That will

be $24.75.”
Niome searched the pockets of her flowing coat and realized that the

little money she had was in her other coat. She clenched her teeth in
anger at herself and was again depressed about the requirements of life.
The kind women noticed her new friend’s look of despair and quickly
spoke up.

“Forgot your cash? I definitely know that feeling. Here, allow me.”
She handed the cab driver the money out of her purse. “Call it a gift
from a friend,” the woman said happily. “My name is Mary by the way.
It was nice meeting you.”

“Thank you. It was nice meeting you, too,” Niome said, again a little
bit awkward. “Hope to see you around.”
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“Goodbye,” the mother said and Niome exited the car.
The rush of emotion as she walked toward the graveyard was ener-

gizing. The day was overcast but the sun seemed to shine in her heart.
She walked through the quiet stone entrance of the cemetery and was
soon among the even more silent calm of the graves. She came to three
good-sized tombstones in a row. Three times had Niome been to this
place to lay three loved ones to rest. Her original intentions were to go
there and mourn, but she was too happy to be dragged down by old
memories. She knelt at each of the graves and said a little prayer. While
at the grave of her fiancé, Niome bowed her head and couldn’t prevent a
sob. She collected herself and with self discipline paid her last respects
and walked back through the entrance.

Niome took a cab back to her home; she went up the stairs two at a
time. She got to her room and opened the curtains. She changed her
damp clothes and went into the bathroom. She looked at herself in the
speckled mirror and hardly noticed the youthful twinkle in her eyes. She
combed her jet black hair for the first time in weeks and noticed the
streaks of red that had faded with her joy of living. Niome stepped out
into the world where the life she had postponed was waiting.

Fallen by Mara Araujo
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Carolina Summers
By Megan Thunberg

In Carolina, July is boiling hot. Not that any of the months are ex-
actly cold, but in July, you feel as if you’re baking in a giant oven. I used
to spend all of my summers in this smoldering heat, visiting relatives and
old friends of my parents, but one summer stands out in my memory. It
was, of course, a blistering hot July, and my father and I were one day
rumbling down a dirt road in the old, rust red pickup. Sweat dripped
down our faces in rivers, and my father’s hair curled up at odd angles in
the humidity. It was the summer I turned fourteen and I was the defini-
tion of every stereotype of teenagers. I had wanted so badly to stay in
the city this summer because I was far too grown up and cool to drive
down and play with my little cousins for the next two months. Obviously
my parents had made me come and I sat drowning in my sweat and self-
pity now, arms crossed and eyes narrowed. Not only was it hot but we
were on the way to my grandmother’s which meant lots of cheek pinch-
ing and tiny tea sandwiches for lunch. I couldn’t understand why my par-
ents insisted on returning to this blazing hot state every year.

As I sat mulling over my unfortunate life, the truck suddenly lurched
sideways and my father swore as he gripped the steering wheel and
whipped around. I heard a whooshing sound and knew what we would
see when we stepped out of the car. Sure enough, the right front tire was
slowly deflating and the truck leaned off the road in a dusty pothole. We
had no spare and so despite my complaints and annoyed eye rolls, we
began to trek down the road. My shirt stuck to my back and my hair to
my neck, but before long we came across a white picket fence leaning
dangerously under the weight of a mass of Carolina jasmine. The smell
was overpowering, and yellow bees swarmed around in the steamy sun-
light. My father led the way through a gate in the fence that met up with
a cobblestone path cracked with little purple violets and green weeds.
The path ran right up to the front porch of a big white house with a
swinging screen door. The paint on the house was chipped and flaking
but decorated fantastically with green ivy and climbing rose bushes. An
old woman sat in a rocking chair near the stairs, fanning herself with a
folded newspaper. She rocked steadily as we approached but stopped
abruptly as my father’s boot creaked on the first step. She turned a sun-
glass adorned face toward us and smiled.

“Can I help you?” she asked with a thick southern accent.
“Well see, our tire went flat about a half mile back and we need to

make a call for a ride. Could we possibly use your phone?” My father
was very polite with an accent only slightly less obvious and stood with
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was very polite with an accent only slightly less obvious and stood with
his hands in his pockets as she responded with another kind smile.

“Go on inside and my daughter Marilyn’ll show you where the
phone is.”

“Thank you, ma’am,” said my father with a nod. “Heather, you wait
out here please?”

He pulled open the screen door and stepped inside. I sat down qui-
etly in a rocking chair opposite the old woman and folded my hands in
my lap. Sweat glistened on her dark skin, and she began again to rock.
She looked so at peace; I didn’t try to make conversation. My eyes wan-
dered out to the front yard. A white iron bench sat to the left of the cob-
blestone path, smothered in purple flowers and emerald leaves. The sun
glowed in bright patches on the grass, and I watched a butterfly settle on
the open face of a pink tiger lily. It wasn’t a tidy yard; it was wild and
overgrown. But it was beautiful. Without even realizing it, I let out a sat-
isfied sigh and began rocking.

“It’s beautiful.” I breathed quietly.
“What is dear?” Her face was turned toward mine and I realized

suddenly that I’d spoken out loud.
“The yard. This place,” I answered moving my arm to scan the wild

flowers and whispering trees before us.
“So everyone says,” was her strange response.
I opened my mouth to question her as she took off her sunglasses to

wipe the sweat from under eyes. Her eyes. They were like glazed marbles
set in her face. They saw nothing, they looked at nothing. She’d probably
never even seen the magnificent sight that was her own front yard. And
what about the rest of Carolina? The fields, the sky, the colors, the ponds
and the Carolina jasmine?

I heard my father’s boots clunk across the wood floor inside. As she
pushed her sunglasses back on her face, I suddenly realized why my par-
ents spent every summer here.
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Vacation
By Christine Lindberg

His wrinkly smile
brings tears to my eyes,
and every time he says,
“How’s my girl?”
it makes me want to cry, hard and long,
because the wrinkly old man,
tired and worn by the hands of time,
is a stranger to me,
even though his blood races through me,
like a winding river
straight to my heart.
I bite my lip as tears,
salty and sweet, build up
in the corners of my eyes
as he hugs me, so tightly,
I know this will be the last time.
He gets so tired now,
a scooter is his constant companion,
but still too proud,
he refuses to accept its aid,
and it makes me sad
why—I don’t know.
He is a stranger,
a man I know only through stories,
and broken memories from childhood,
I know only his wife,
whose mind is like a sieve,
and makes my mother feel unwanted
with every word she utters,
the angry thoughts catch in my throat:
Who said that I was her granddaughter?
She complains about my grandfather,
constantly confused between
love, resentment and hate.
How can smiles feel so fake
and goodbyes so final, so unreal,
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Untitled by Jesse Cooke

why do I feel so empty?
They aren’t a part of me
they never were—were they?
Maybe my heart,
feeling the hole for the first time,
has learned to bleed.
I shut the door.
“Thank God that’s over,” my mom says,
before beginning to cry.
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Untitled
By Sara Trowbridge

I am the anonymous voice—
symphony of silence—
pen on paper.
And you—
you are my ear—
a delicate and convoluted thing, easily swayed by the loudspeakers of
today
(All the hot young stars, and the 50 secrets to happiness and losing 20
pounds in one week and how to pick the guy—or girl, your preference—
and the perfect Thanksgiving dinner and new ways to get dirty rich fast
and what to buy, buy now!)
But wait—
Because I want to tell you that I once saw an August sky reflected
in a dragonfly’s wings, veined and delicately blue.
Because I want you to know that in my dreams
my fingers can scrape the night’s constellations
into small piles around the empty, lonely moon.
Because these words sprawling between us
like telephone lines stretched along lonely night roads
can spread a spark of electricity and a stammered breathless greeting:
“Hello.”
Because I’m afraid of death—
and you are too—
not just the death of a stopped heart, the gasp of disappearing life,
but the death of a memory:
a forgotten voice
and dusty words in the corner of a crumbling attic.
Because you
can whisper promises of immortality.
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The Hunter
By Janusz Sulanowski

It was supposed to be a simple walk in the woods. Just a chance to
take the camera into the forest and snap some pictures. What it turned
out to be was something very different. But, I am getting ahead of my-
self. That story will come in due time. I have always loved the woods, the
hushed serenity at the heart of an oak grove, the quiet rustle of the pines,
the simple and majestic splendor in a stand of birch trees. I reveled in the
bright cacophony of autumn colors; I rejoiced as the maples shed their
cloak of green and took up their mantle of fiery reds, blazing oranges
and searing yellows. I found music in birdsong, and the chanting of the
blue clad river as it danced from stone to stone. The dark raiment of
crow and raven were as dear to me as the pale garment that clothed the
morning dove. I trod carefully through the deep loam of leaves not yet
gone from last leaf fall, as the cool breeze teased the tree limbs and whis-
pered promises of an early and chilly autumn.

Suddenly, I realized that the quiet rustling of leaves and branches was
the only sounds in the glade. The customary birdcalls that should have
graced Nature’s cathedral were noticeably in absence. Only one creature
of the Earth could cause that unnatural silence. A human huntsman. I
moved slowly, caution in every step, inching my way toward the nearby
brook. The sudden thunder of gunshot nearly deafened me. My mind
shut down and an alien force took hold of my limbs. I fled through my
desecrated sanctuary, heart pounding, breathing in short gasps, my
adrenaline-fueled legs pumping hard. The most base and animalistic in-
stinct took hold of me, blindly seeking only to evade danger.

Not two feet in front of me, bark exploded into woodchips, and I
imagined I could hear the wounded bellow of the oaken leviathan as
metal burrowed its way into her skin. I threw myself flat, heart racing,
trying to stifle my gasping breaths. Behind me, I heard footsteps, booted
feet, like my death knell, coming toward me with the deadly, metronomic
precision of a dying heartbeat. I heard the harsh cruel laughter of a
predator who knows his prey is trapped.

I inched my way forwards, crawling on my belly, stones jabbing into
my unprotected torso, as I felt the damp wetness of rotten leaves on my
thin shirt. My entire world narrowed to a single, undulating wave of mo-
tion as I moved closer to the bright tangle of leaves. They offered protec-
tion, refuge, and concealment. Blinded by fear, I did not see the needle
sharp thorns hiding under the false protection of the leaves. My hand
came down hard onto the vine, and the deadly sabers pierced by flesh,
spilling blood. My treacherous mouth let out a yelp. The man’s head
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head swung around, and he charged toward me. I spun upright and
began to run again, but I had demanded too much from my body. Weary
legs no longer supported my weight, and I fell again. Hands clawing for-
wards, I attempted to resume my headlong dash, but, made clumsy by
fear, my hands failed me. Thunder rang out once more behind me, while
white-hot fire erupted in my shoulder and my body twisted in an insane
contortion of pain. Dimly, I registered that someone was screaming, but
it seemed unimportant. The trees grew tall before my vision, and I
smelled the sharp tang before the lightening. Consciousness failed me,
and I spiraled down into the sweet cool darkness of oblivion.

Untitled by Amanda Carroll
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Stronghold of the Ocean
By Dawn Rigby

At Sunrise, as the vibrant rays light up the room,
We look out, watching the pounding waves
Hit the sandy shore and jetty rocks.
It's breezy and cool as we step outdoors,
Sea spray in the air,
Resting on our pale faces.
The morning fog not yet lifted,
Like a ghost beach,
Slowly disappearing into the salty air.
A golden glow, cast upon our white house,
Made it seem warmer,
To the others—
A happier place, they said,
But I guess that was just them.

The waves had calmed.
I tried to see the beauty talked of,
Take in the salty air
That always lingers after a storm,
As I fought to give up the memories,
That I wanted to disappear, with the wind.

Yes, the calm ocean still holds power
And the ghosts are still there,
Reminding me of you,
Calling my name,
Demanding me to run and
Let go of your hand;
I could not save you.
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Allowing me to live life,
Continue my journey,
I hope that you are safe,
Escaping all of your worries and
Pains that were with you
For so long, now resting in me.

Still I remember; it will not completely leave.
A memory has a way of staying
And you could only do so much,
With the sea trailing your every move,
Stalking your weary footsteps,
Capturing you as you collapsed and
Grasping you in its stronghold. No matter what,
The truth will never leave; you are gone,
Taken from life, my life
And not you, nor the wind
Nor the ever changing sea
Can convince me otherwise.

Untitled by Tiffany Moran
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Untitled by Alicia Petitti
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Observation
By Katie Katcher

Nothing seized the attention of every young boy and girl in Neretha
like legends of clever goblins and tricky dragons, unless it was the tales
of Kaigan witches and brutal ogres. Egan didn’t know where his ideas
came from but he supposed they stemmed from his almost ardent ob-
servation of other people. It was more of a habit really. Growing up
without parents, watching people had become his way of learning how
to do things properly. Lately though, he would mostly just let his mind
wander to the point where those stories began popping into place in his
head, fitting right in with his knowledge of how to chop wood and shoe
a horse.

Next to the back stairs at the Sea Beast Inn, there was a small cozy
alcove with two worn, wooden benches where Egan did most of his
musing. Mr. Barker, a gruff-looking middle-aged man, had inherited
this inn from his father many years ago, but he still never seemed to re-
member even the most familiar of faces. He waved a jolly greeting any-
way. Egan traversed the weathered oak floor of the massive common
room and took his habitual seat in the alcove. His inconspicuous little
hiding spot was perfect for people gazing. From here, Egan could see
the entire room, save the other side of the stairs. His gaze wandered be-
tween tables, and his eyes fell on a plump elderly woman who was awk-
wardly tottering toward the door. She wore a gray knit button-up
sweater with a small embroidered yellow letter “L” on its left breast
pocket. Her masculinity seemed somewhat out of place, and her cane
appeared to be more for slapping knees and shins that strayed across
her path than to assist her walking.

Abruptly, she stopped and stared right at Egan; her pale lavender
eyes fastened on his own identical pair. Gray curls framed her shocked
face. Her stare seemed to last an eternity, but only seconds had passed,
and as quickly as it happened, the woman was at the register, paid, and
out the door; she didn’t wait for her receipt. She was a curious woman
indeed. Never before had he met anyone else with his eyes. He gave a
start and realized several patrons were throwing him looks, and one
vagabond actually had the nerve to glare. They had noticed the source
of her strange behavior. An odd guy who sits in the corner staring at
people all the time would seem a bit suspicious. Not wanting to cause
any trouble, Egan rose from his cozy little bench and left the inn.

He wondered what made that woman seem so strange to him, aside
from her peculiar eyes and bizarre behavior. And then it hit him. Al-
though the woman had been visibly in her late seventies or eighties, she
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she had hardly a wrinkle to show for it. A surge of curiosity flowed
through him. He had to know who she was. Scanning the surrounding
area, he jogged toward his shaggy old mare, but he didn’t see the
woman anywhere. He slid into the saddle and racked his brain. Where
would an old lady go? Home. But she was roomed at the inn, so she
must be traveling.

He began to feel slightly drowsy. He closed his eyes and immedi-
ately everything changed. He had no control over his thoughts or ac-
tions. He tried to open his eyes, but they refused to unglue themselves.
He felt like a helpless victim of one of those Kaigan witches. But that
was impossible. Wasn’t it?

In that space in his mind where a person sees even with their eyes
closed and where they perceive dreams, an infinitely small light ap-
peared. The speck meandered closer, slowly zigzagging its way toward
him, like a lost child, but it seemed to be almost teasing him, daring
him to try to chase after it. Hours passed, it seemed, while he feebly
watched the steadily growing patch of brightening light.

Presently, he was thrust forward into the object of his vision. His
gasp followed the strong tingling sensation that swarmed his body, as if
his entire body had fallen asleep. A landscape splayed out before him.
The fence’s peeling gray paint baked in the bright sunlight. The sky
was a brilliant blue, and only a small patch of the fluffiest cloud one
could imagine ornamented its vast expanse. At the bottom of a slight
decline sat an enormous manor house, making it seem as though the
structure had sunk and dragged the ground down with it. Deep green
pines lined the front lawn and masked the back yard entirely. There
was something about the house, with its bat-like shutters and ivy-in-
fested stone frame and the way the porch sagged under the weight of
the frail rocker, that seemed somehow familiar to him.

Tiny legs carried him through the front door, across the foyer, and
down the main hallway. Lining the walls were portraits of people he
knew, yet didn’t know: A grandmotherly woman smiling warmly, a
married couple, a scowling young girl, a sad boy of four sitting on a
swing. The last nearly brought foreign tears of shame to his eyes, but
before he could put his finger on their source, a movement at the far
end of the hall stole his attention. A woman stood with her gaze fixed
on him. She was still far away, but she seemed to be in her late fifties. A
sense of dread crept into him. Child-sized feet padded along the orien-
tal carpet, and as he was carried closer to the woman, he began to
make out her facial features: long chestnut hair, a slim neck, petite nose,
pale skin, and those eyes. How mysterious, he thought, such a beautiful
pale lavender. Recognition struck him.
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Untitled by Lucy Chandler
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Ferris Wheel
By Joey Thompson-Rodriques

The wheel of light glistens in the night air
I’m at peace with my beautiful watcher staring
With her dark eyes painted by the freed colors

In this confined place that seems oh so widely spaced
We climb into the sky for what seems forever

Is it the air or the tension that seems to strangle me?
Or is it the sadness I can faintly see in her eyes?
Her delicate cheeks pressed against her collar
Her eyes looking down, below, onto the world
I want to hold her like the night holds the stars

I feel a slow, reluctant halt and peer over
Into the sea of white glints of lustrous dots

I feel something deep inside of me
Locked inside my heart

The stainless bond buried between our arms
Until the world stops turning

The spinning emotions that choose not to yield
Ferris wheel.

I journey closer to her arm and I want to share
Her blocked feelings as I reach for her shoulder
She rests her head and finds peace on my arm

Our jackets slide together in a harmonious sound
The flickering lights want to tell a tale of happiness

With beautiful patterns of red, blue, and yellow
Dancing with glee in twirling waves of color

She moves closer and rubs her cheek on my heart
I embrace every movement with my inner most comfort

A sense of security overwhelms me up so high
I want to stay with her, always.

I feel something deep inside of me
Lost inside my soul

The trust buried between our intertwined lives
Until the end of time

The spinning emotions that choose not to yield
Ferris wheel.
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The Black Hill
By Meghan Hotchkiss

Our steps were labored as we started up another forested hill. The
land was growing dark with the absence of the sun, and night’s chill
had begun to creep in. I could feel the steady presence of his arm
around me to ease some of the pain that came with each step. I tight-
ened my grip around him as well, feeling dried mud cracking frailly
under my fingers.

“I reckon we’re almost there, buddy,” he told me through his hard
breathing.

I felt too tired to respond. The climb up the hill was sapping what
little strength I had left. It had been days since I had last slept; the fight-
ing had been too near. It was still too near.

The sound of a distant explosion traveled lazily through the trees
around us but he didn’t flinch. My legs ached, and I longed to fall the to
the forest floor and be done with it. The top of this simple hill was still
so far away, so far above me. I slowed my unstable walk but he just
pulled me closer to his side and trudged on.

“No slowing, buddy. We can’t slow down,” he said. “You can slow
down when we get back to camp. You can slow down when you’re set
on a hospital cot. But not yet.”

I looked up at the top of the hill again and could not tell if we had
gotten any closer. For a moment I was unsure as to whether I could see
the top at all, it was getting so dark around me.

I did not want to continue on. I wanted to lay down and die where I
was. What was the point of going back to camp to live if I die the day
after? Or the day after that? It was bound to happen sometime soon.
The enemy was so close, always on our tails, always pounding in from
every side. Why prolong the inevitable?

“When we get back, the boys are going to want to hear your tale.
That was some run you made.”

He was trying to make me focus, I could tell. Focus on your footing.
Focus on walking. But I did not want to walk any farther.
I had tried to put an end to it today. An end to the blood and an end to
the fear. But the run that had been made for the purpose of fleeing the
army had backfired in my face and now they thought I was a hero. I
was no hero. A hero would not leave his fellows in the midst of war to
find peace. A hero would not grudge himself his life at every waking
moment.

I might have succeeded if I had not stumbled upon the enemy’s hid-
den outpost. In my attempt to escape the fighting, I found myself closer
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closer than I ever had been before. I can still see their faces—rough, as
though they had been exposed to the sun and the elements for far too
long. I can see the surprise and rage that registered on their features
when I came into the firelight. I prayed to God as I ran from them that
one of their flying bullets would find its way to my back and expose me
for the coward that I was.

I lived, however, and am seen as a hero to the army. I had risked
my life on a hunch that the rumored enemy outpost was just beyond
that river and those trees. I had valiantly gone in search for the good of
my fellows. My bravery had caused the exposure of our foes.

“Don’t know what we’d have done if you hadn’t made that run,
boy,” he said at my side. “They were preparing for a surprise attack, for
sure. But the surprise was theirs this time, thanks to you. Don’t slow
down. Hey, get up.”

I dropped to my knees where I was. I could not take it any longer.
“I can’t make it back.”

“Sure you can. Come on, now. That bullet wound isn’t going to
heal itself. Get up.”

“I won’t make it back,” I replied and took my arm from his shoul-
ders.

“Get up. You need to keep moving forward.”
“It hurts too much to go back.”
“You’re going back anyway. Give me your arm. Let me help you.

The boys can’t lose their hero.”
Didn’t he see? The boys didn’t have a hero to begin with. The hero

was never there. Only a coward who was afraid to stay in fear of battle.
Only a man who had seen four of his best friends destroyed before his
eyes. A man who wished he could erase those sights from his memory.

“I’m no hero,” I told him as the sound of another explosion res-
onated distantly and the dark night sky lit up faintly behind us.

“And you’re not modest at all, either. Come on,” he ordered and
dragged me upward to my feet again, ignoring the fact that I was not
being any help to his efforts.

We continued our uphill struggle more slowly, stumbling more
often. It was almost impossible to see the ground or the surrounding
trees. The blackness closed in around me like a smothering blanket.
The night was trying to cover up an embarrassment, an object of
shame.

An unseen root suddenly caught my foot and my fellow soldier tried
to steady me, but my strength was shot and I fell to the ground. I did
not move to rise, but laid where I was. I was done.

I felt his hands on my arms, trying to get me up again.
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I felt his hands on my arms, trying to get me up again.
“Don’t give up,” he said urgently. “You’re almost at the top of the

hill. The camp is just on the other side. Don’t give up when you’re so
close to safety. You’re nearly there.”

“I don’t want to reach the top of the hill,” I said. I didn’t want to
reach the other side. I didn’t want to see all those admiring faces. The
respect that I would get was something I did not deserve, something I
would never deserve.

“Reaching the top of this hill is the only way you’ll get to the camp,
where the medics can help you.”

“I can’t be helped. Not any more.”
I was too far over the edge to be helped back onto safe ground. I

longed for my life to slip away. Not so that I could meet my four friends
in whatever land they had passed to, but rather I wished I would not
meet up with them in the afterlife. I did not want to see the expressions
on their faces when they learned of my cowardice. They died bravely,
saving the lives of others by giving their own. I would die a wretched
creature, not even able to desert my fellows when I had tried to.

“You are going back,” he said and wrapped his arms around me,
trying to pull me up. “Anyone can be helped. No matter how bad the
wound is, you can always be helped. But you have to get over this hill
first.”

I couldn’t seem to make myself want to get up. I felt the cold dirt
beneath my fingers and gripped it in my fist. Yes, I had gone back after
my attempt to desert. I had fought alongside my fellows when we
charged the exposed hiding place of our foes. I had given my all to the
battle, as a soldier is expected to. I took the bullet in my front, a sign of
courage. Only a coward is shot in the back because it means he was
running from his adversary. My only regret was that the bullet was not
in my back. I did not deserve to be admired. I did not deserve to be a
hero. I did not even deserve the bullet that was killing me.

“This hill isn’t as large as you think it is, boy,” my fellow soldier told
me. He was sitting beside me now in the dark. “You need to let me help
you over it.”

He didn’t know how hard it was to go up that hill, however. He did-
n’t feel the pain that it brought.

“You sure this is a hill?” I asked, straining to see the top again. I
couldn’t. “It’s more of a mountain, to me.”

“It’s a hill. It’s only a mountain to you because you’re making your-
self see it that way. Your wound makes everything seem more difficult
than it really is.”

More difficult than it really is? Was it an easy thing to walk up that
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hill? Was it an easy thing to see those admiring faces? Was it an easy
thing to live through my shame? I knew that wasn’t true.

“I’m not saying the walk is going to be painless. It won’t be easy.
But that’s what I’m here for, to help you up and over. I know you can
make it.”

The top of the hill was blind to me, covered in inky blackness. The
forest floor was cold and unforgiving beneath me. I lay there, wounded
and unable to make myself get up again, but there he sat beside me.
He had not abandoned me. He had not left me there to die, even when
he saw that I was so badly wounded.

“I was not running to search out the enemy,” I said. The pain from
my wound seemed to intensify. “I was trying to desert.”

“I know, boy. I know.”
“You know?” The pain was nearly unbearable now. “Why have you

helped me? Why have you been so kind to me? You should have left me
there to die.”

“No matter how bad the wound is, you can always be helped,” he
said. “But you need to forgive yourself before anyone will be able to
help you.”

I looked back up to the peak of the hill and found that a dim or-
ange light flickered there. Did that just appear there? Perhaps it was my
body failing me in its last moments. Or perhaps it had been there the
entire time.

“The camp is just on the other side of the hill. You can make it, but
you need to stand up so that I can help you,” he said.

I wasn’t sure if I could do it. But the blackness around me had re-
ceded to a dark bluish-gray, and I could now see the form of my fellow
soldier sitting with me. I pushed my hands against the cold ground and
struggled to pull my legs under me. If he would help me, if the soldiers
back at camp would help me, maybe I would make it. Maybe I would
live. It was still painful, but I rose to my feet and welcomed his steady
support.

“There you go, boy,” he said and I felt his strong arm around me
again. “Getting over the hill begins with standing up.”
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Untitled by Sara Noonan

Untitled by Sarah Spencer



34

Raw
By Trevor Tivey

Salmonella, dressed in yella
went to a restaurant.
She found a very nice fella
and acted nonchalant.
Sliding over to the young man
escaping all notice,
she was to proceed with her plan
and execute her kiss.
The Lady S., in her best dress,
arrived along with food.
The man, why he was so impressed,
his mood greatly improved.
And so he ate the Lady’s bait,
that which was undercooked.
The Miss knew she had scored a date
her evening now was booked.
The man finally knew that she
was present while dining,
he rocked in his chair constantly
and began perspiring.
“Good, Lord. It’s hot in here, I think.
Who has turned up the heat?
Maybe what I need is a drink
or perhaps some more meat.”
The waitress came over to him
and asked, “Are you all right?”
“Yes,” he answered, “but I’ll turn in,
I’ve had enough, tonight.”
But suddenly, the man, he shook,
and collapsed on the ground.
At him all the people did look,
from all lips, no more sound.
Miss S., meanwhile, was on the job,
she watched as time ticked by.
Her work ended amongst a sob,
and with that, the man died.
Salmonella now moved away
to a new nearby street.
She’ll make sure that the people pay
for undercooking meat.
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A Handful of Haikus
By JD Lindberg

The sun rises east,
Setting daily in the west.
Me gusta haikus.

I knew it was love
From the moment I met you,
Let’s leave forever.

Billingsgate by Shane Murphy
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Wacky Jacky
By Scott G. Olmsted

Everyone has relatives that they’re embarrassed of, right? Well, I
have one of those crazy uncles you see on family sitcoms. He’s that
stereotypical family bachelor whom everyone’s a little afraid of, with a
mustache and a voice that’s a few volumes too high. He lives in New
Jersey, speaks French, and has a variety of different voices with which
to yell at you. He has an insane German shepherd that the family is
stuck with whenever my uncle goes overseas, and he’ll spend hours lec-
turing you on how stupid you are. Jacky, or “Wacky Jacky” as he’s
come to be known, is the reason I stopped answering the phone be-
cause he won’t let you hang up without a long speech on European
history and why he should be the one running our country.

Sure, Jacky’s a nut, but he can also be a very fun guy, and I usually
look forward to his trips down to the Cape. So when I called my house
from school that day in April to ask for a ride home, I was pleasantly
surprised when it was my dear uncle who answered.

“What do you want, Shmucko?”
(“Shmucko” is his favorite term for his nieces and nephews.)
I greeted Jacky emphatically, and then told him I was calling to get

a ride from my mom. Jacky said there was no need; he’d be glad to
pick me up. I hesitantly thanked him, and told him I was at the high
school circle before he hung up. (Jacky didn’t say goodbye; that’s just
something he didn’t do).

Insecure freshman that I was, I looked around at my many peers
crowding the area. There was a high concentration of upperclassmen,
as the athletes were taking a break and hanging out for a bit, while
dozens of my other fellow students lounged around on those poor
wooden benches, waiting for a ride.

Always conscious of my appearance when surrounded by so many
people, I nervously eyed my overlarge backpack and hoped that my
clothes were cool. I took a long time to put the cell phone away, so that
everyone could see that I had a cell phone; cell phones are cool. Cool
people have cell phones. (Of course, it was my Mom’s, but I didn’t pa-
rade that around to the seniors.)

And then, I couldn’t help but wince as I saw an all-too-familiar car
drive up to the circle. Now, I’m no critic of what car someone has by
any means, but I have to admit my face went a little red when Jacky
pulled up in his ancient vehicle. Three of the four windows were com-
pletely duct-taped; his crazy German shepherd had broken through
them and Jacky had never bothered to have them fixed. His car was in
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car was in such bad shape that he’d leave it with the door open and the
keys in the ignition, in the hopes that someone would steal it.

I got up and started towards the car…and then halted suddenly to
watch in frozen horror as the door opened. I could almost smell the
wave of disgusting dog odor which is forever redolent in his car. My
eyes widened as Jacky stood up, looked around, saw me, and smiled.

“SCOTTY!” my uncle barked at the top of his lungs with a glinting
chuckle. “COME ON, Scott, my boy!”

I could feel my face burn as the crowded circle went deathly quiet.
I continued to his car, silently imploring Jacky to shut up and sit down.

“SCOTTY!” he said again, clearly enjoying himself. “Come on,
Scotty, GET IN THE CAH!”

I looked up to see him holding a cheap camera, and he snapped a
picture of me before I got in, laughing maniacally.

Too embarrassed to speak, I just did my best to smile, being careful
not to look out into the crowd of my peers as we drove home.

“Well, Scotty, my boy,” Jacky said delightedly as the wind whipped
through his dog hair-ridden car, cooling off my still hot face, “I got you
there.” He laughed again. “I got you there.”

Jacky never developed that film. We went out to the movies that
night.

No harm done. I’ll get him next time.
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Gone with the wind
By Anna Peterson

“He’s gone with the wind,” Mémère said, her already crinkled skin
creased into a bright smile.

I turned back to the window; the imperfect panes were narrowed
by an encroaching frost. Walking down the winding drive, his soft
leather boots crunching the petrified weeds in the right-hand rut. His
white sheep’s-wool hat had been pulled firmly over his ears by my ever-
motherly Mèmere before she kissed him on the forehead and pushed
him out the door this morning. His coat, worn and patched at the el-
bows, was buttoned and his neck was embraced by the blue scarf I had
made him last Christmas.

When he had taken the gift from my trembling hands, he grinned
good-naturedly and said, “What’s this meneu?” His hands tanned and
callused with years of work and the pipes of blue-vein stood out against
the white wrapping paper. Pure unadulterated boyish anticipation
shone in his eyes as he tore the package open. Each tear in the paper
and tug of the Scotch tape sent me into a tizzy; I was an artist showing
my craft to my most loved and feared critic, and if he didn’t like it, I
would have an ulcer. Finally, he pried open the box and parted the tis-
sue paper.

“Wonderful,” was the only word that escaped his lips as his hands
pulled the soft blue wool from the box.

“Pépère, do you like it?” I asked tentatively. I could feel the ulcer
about to explode.

He wrapped my creation around his neck and took my hands in his
larger, leathery ones. “I’ve never seen anything so lovely.”

I smiled as his eyes twinkled with the thousand night skies he had
seen, and I kissed him on the cheek begging him to take me snowshoe-
ing before breakfast.

I sighed and blinked the view back into focus. He had disappeared
down the street. He’ll pass the market, closed now because it was too
cold to keep the produce outdoors. Then the post office, he always re-
trieves the mail before coming home. His final destination was always
the shore of the river. There he had grown up, worked, and will die.
He told me, when I was young and precocious, that the river was a part
of him; it was his blood. I thought it was absurd; fish were obviously
too big to swim in the rivers and tributaries of his body. Now, older and
humbled, I see that he is part of the river, a flat stone in the bed,
watching the world pass by, basking in the sun when exposed by the
tide, eternally yearning for the comforting embrace of the water.
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the water. Mémère placed her hand on my shoulder.
“I just put on a kettle. Would you like a cup?”
I nodded and took the dainty china cup in my hand. The warm liq-

uid immediately banished the cold that had crept beneath the tips of
my fingers. The scene was a brightly painted landscape of a forest and
valley, where tiny people walked and played. There was a tiny blue
rivulet that sliced through the green rolling hills, and I could hear my
grandfather’s sweet words babbling from its depths. Together we sat
and talked idly about the past, waiting for our traveler to return.

Untitled by Alex Costa
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Love and Tragedy in this Life of Mine
By Amato Zinno

I first thought of you today as I awakened from my inadequate
slumber and entered the morning’s embrace. The thought of you re-
freshed me, and the thought that I may hold you in my arms at last
filled me with hope and optimism for this new day. I must call now, I
thought, to see if you had arrived, if you were here now. No! I nearly
shouted it out loud! No, I must wait, and I mustn’t let my desire con-
quer common sense.

You entered my mind in history class, still in the midst of the early
morning grog, as the sun fought to break through the clouds and shine
upon our earth. Indeed, my mind was cloudy, and your effigy shined
through! Oh, cruel, time, why must you move so slowly, and be so well
documented in the text before me? The past is so infinitely bleak in
comparison to the bright future ahead. And that future will be ours,
when we are finally together! O, how I long for thee!

I thought of you again, as I sat in that grim, windowless hell. The
motivational posters on the walls wrenched my insides around in my
belly, and the equations scrawled on the dirty whiteboard before me
caused my knees to freeze in terror. Oh, it did indeed give me chills
down to my bones, but no math class could ever cause me to despair
with the thought of you on my mind! And that torture helped me find
something. I discovered just how much the thought of you is something
I need, more than coffee or tea, to get through my day. Oh, how I pine
for you! You don’t know what it’s like, what I have to go through every
day, every hour, every minute! You don’t know how much I want to
hold you, how much I want to feel you on my body! Oh, don’t hold my
cupidity against me, I just can’t help it! I need you so badly!

Even though the school day has ended, I sit now in a dark corner
of the building, the band room, writing this for you. The stench of
valve oil pervades the air, and several years worth of spit stain has satu-
rated the carpet. I’m sitting in the corner, behind my drums, and I just
can’t get you out of my mind; you’re just that important to me. I can’t
stop thinking about you, and no music, as great as it may be, can match
the symphony my soul sings for you! God, whoever said that patience
was a virtue did not suffer in the same way that I have! I simply cannot
bear it any longer! I need you too much…What? Rehearsal finished?
Yes, I’m free at last!

I’m finally home, and I’m running right in. I got the phone in my
hand, and I already know the number. Oh, I just know you’re there, I
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know it in my soul.
“Hello, Spinnaker Records.”
“Hey, Jane?”
“Yeah?”
“It’s Amato. Did my T-shirt come in today?” Oh, I just know

you’re there!
“I’m sorry, Amato, but it didn’t come in today. It might be here to-

morrow, maybe Wednesday.”
I don’t believe it! I knew you were going to be there, I knew it, but

you’re not there! But there’s always tomorrow, the sun will shine
through for us tomorrow.
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girl
By Casey Guerin

she is
just a girl.

she is laughing
because she is

ashamed of her
tears. she is
running:
from a

past, toward
a future, running

just to keep up with life.
her arms are wide-open,
stretching out before her

like a vast universe
containing stars,
whole galaxies,

even black holes:
her arms are wide-open
and she is receiving the
weight of the world.

tired are her shoulders;
tired is her heart.
weightless is her

spirit. she is
just a girl.
i only wish
she didn’t

feel she had
to be a woman.
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Shane Murphy is a sophomore. Photography is his hobby.

They call me Max Nepstad. I like slow walks on the beach and jumping off
100-foot cliffs into raging rapids.

Sara Noonan is a senior. She hopes to attend a communications school next
year and minor in art.

Scott G. Olmsted is a brilliant Class of 2007 student. He enjoys loving back-
rubs and moonlight walks on the beach.

Anna Peterson is a senior and will be attending McGill University this fall.
Her piece is dedicated to her grandfather.

Alicia Petitti is a senior who will attend the art program at University of Mas-
sachusetts at Darmouth this fall.

Cecilia Pineda is a sophomore.

Dawn Rigby, a junior, enjoys writing, poetry, painting, and photography. She
plays field hockey and softball and enjoys surfing in the summer.

Kata Solow is a junior. She has a new dog named Tilly, who is almost a year
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Sarah Spencer is a junior and wants to become a fashion designer.

Janusz Sulanowski decided to spread the art he loves by putting to use his
talents as a writer. He prefers to read and write science fiction and fantasy, with
a little historical fiction on the side.

When Joey Thompson-Rodriques wrote this poem, he wanted to convey
the idea that love can be strange and confusing so he combined three different
feelings: content, anxiety, and sorrow to define the “roller-coaster of emotions.”

Megan Thunberg is a junior.

Trevor Tivey lives and works in the quaint village of North Falmouth with his
cat, Clover. He enjoys playing ping-pong, skiing, and imagining odd situations.

Sara Trowbridge began writing poetry in first grade, and her first master-
piece was titled Pinecones are Hard. She has continued to write about such com-
plex themes, and, last year, attended the New England Young Writers’
Conference at Breadloaf.

Amato Zinno is a junior who enjoys writing when the opportunity presents it-
self. He is primarily a musician.
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