


1

The
Galleon

Volume 90
2015

McMurry
University

Abilene, Texas



2

The Galleon is the literary and art journal of
McMurry University. Founded by John H. Knox 

in 1924, The Galleon celebrates the creative
talents of McMurry’s students and is one of the 
university’s oldest, most cherished traditions.

DISCLAIMER:

    McMurry University supports both academic 
freedom and freedom of speech as guaranteed by 
the Constitution of the United States; however, 

the content of this publication does not
necessarily reflect the views and opinions of the 

university or the Methodist Church.



3

Dedication

For those who have taught us that there are no 
obstacles that cannot be surmounted by courage 

and perseverance.

“There is no gate, no lock, no bolt that you can set 
upon the freedom of my mind.” - Virginia Woolf
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Dreaming
Katie Hinton

Fall, my darling child,
Fall like burning leaves.

Let go your past,
Let go your pain.

Like summer’s end,
Let your words fall.

Lay soft beneath the amber blanket,
The slumber will not harm you.
Let go in my golden-leaf arms,
And I will wake you with the spring.
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Ant God
Evelyn Gonzalez

I saw an ant on my desk
While I finished up painting
With graced, fluid turquoise paint.
My thin brush was clean;
My water cup was not;
And so, I had a little fun.
I dripped a river around the ant.
At first, it was stuck, unsure of what to do.
But it eventually started to test the waters,
Stepped in several times, then out
Squeezing the water off its antenna
Finding the river deeper than
Its very own legs.
A few times, it simply paced,
Plotting, scheming an escape.
Then finally, courage surged inside
The ant’s tiny little heart
And it plunged straight into the depths
Trying its hand at swimming
But the further it got, the more
it felt it would not live through.
“Dear God,” it must have thought
In its last moments on Earth
“Where is your shame? Your mercy?
Do you have any compassion?”
The tide grew higher yet
And still the ant could not
Find the other side, its escape.
“Goodbye world,” it whispered,
“I doubt you’ll miss me so.”
The ant drowned that day, a hero,
A true lover of adventure
And I left for lunch,
No finer ant god in my place.
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See No Evil
                Becky Schneller
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NOW 
Enos Porche

Through unclear eyes, a form once drenched in colors of life loses 
its luster 
Now, becomes a canvas of only white and black, light and dark-
ness 

An ocean of faces, glaring eyes of sadness fixed upon flesh once 
vibrant 
Now, swaddled in the promise of fewer tomorrows than yester-
days 

A tender heart, once thought to beat infinitely with love, pride and 
joy 
Now, drums echoes of sorrow ever more slowly toward silence 

A breath, for so long taken by laughter, love and beauty 
Now, only evident by audible moments of a fight in its final round 

Healing hands, with powers to bring joy, soothe and teach in a 
single touch 
Now, like discarded props of a life play that had held a captivated 
audience 

A promise, once uttered in a moment of loving emotion and di-
vine happiness 
Now, taking form and reaping what was sown long ago, a parting 
of two 

Tomorrow, once thought to be a mysterious journey without end 
Now, only memories of the path and bitter end sealed in a loving 
minds tomb 
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Bray
             Emily Beeksma
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Precipice
Kirsten Mauritsen

What fragile beams 
hold aloft the tenderness 
of the world; for what
is chosen for belief,

resisting only the fallen
days or the nights to come,
shadows of joy where here 
they say spring flourishes;

and yet at night the darkness 
creeps inside to wish for
comfort too. Cannot the 
hopes be found wrinkled

between the boundaries,
daring to spread taut 
throughout, too thin 
for life; but then
death was never alone.
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Coffee
Katie Hinton

 Over breakfast in a hotel lobby, two people never speak. 
They’ve never met before, but there isn’t enough space at the 
bleach-clean tables for them to sit separately. One man, older, 
stooped, gray, sips over-brewed black coffee while absently watch-
ing the news on the small television screen across the room. His 
worn ball cap and faded green jacket announce him a veteran of an 
old war, unfinished, but past. If you look in his eyes you can see 
it, things you couldn’t describe if you wanted to, things of depth 
behind these ice blue orbs with pinpoint pupils. There is joy too, 
somewhere, behind those eyes, in the lines of his parchment skin, 
but in the ominous droning of the news anchor’s report, all you 
can see is the past. He’s watching, silently, sipping his coffee, trying 
not to make the table wobble every time he sets down the cup.
 With him in the cleaned-up dingy room, across the table, 
a younger man keeps his eyes down. He wears his bright blue 
school sweatshirt like a monk’s robe, the hood over his head and 
hiding the rumpled brown hair he keeps too long to stay out of 
his eyes. If his eyes weren’t down, if he wasn’t concealing his soul 
from the man he’s forced to share his space with for breakfast, you 
might see pain in his eyes too. Thin black wires trickle down from 
his ears, but the outdated iPod in his pocket isn’t turned on. The 
battery died yesterday, and his charger is left behind at home, but 
the world doesn’t have to know that.  The world doesn’t have to 
know that he’s keeping his earbuds in to keep up the idea that he’s 
not paying attention to the story his companion is watching so in-
tently. The world doesn’t have to know how much he dearly wants 
to pretend that it’s not there to hear. He doesn’t like the feeling 
that news show pours into his soul, he can’t let himself accept de-
livery.
 The old veteran watches his young companion too, al-
though you couldn’t tell it from his eyes. They look straight ahead, 
to the dour report on the screen of the returning war he thought 
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he’d left, but every other sense is focused on the younger man. He 
remembers being young, he remembers trying to pretend that the 
world around him wasn’t going to take him somewhere he’d never 
heard of, he remembers refusing the feeling of his own doom. 
He knows what is coming for the young man, but he knows he 
wouldn’t listen even if a warning came. He knows that nothing 
could be done. The world will come for the young even as it came 
for him when he was the young man across the table. He suppress-
es a sigh and sips his coffee. It’s cold, but that’s ok. He remembers 
worse.
 The younger man burns his tongue on his own first cup 
of coffee. He hasn’t decided yet if he likes the taste of the stuff 
enough to make it a habit, but the caffeine is nice. His thin paper 
cup is full of instant creamer and sugar, too, enough to mask the 
bitterness. He wonders if it counts as coffee anymore when it 
looks like more like milk. He keeps his eyes down, away from the 
grizzled old man. He doesn’t want to talk, or think, or feel. The 
world isn’t worth the effort.
 The veteran swirls the dregs of coffee around in his cup. 
He contemplates getting a second cup, but he knows he probably 
shouldn’t. He does anyway, and sits back down to continue his 
breakfast. The toast is cold too, but even after all these years he’s 
happy just to have it. Memories of rations and cold, oily coffee in 
dampness and heat and all-encompassing muck, those make him 
happy for cold wheat toast.
 The younger man eats his waffle slowly. The syrup is too 
sweet and has soaked through most of it, but he doesn’t care. Food 
is food, and for the rest of the day this will have to hold him. The 
orange juice in his cup has far too much pulp in it for his taste. Ho-
tel breakfasts are always disappointing. He misses having a home 
and a mother who sometimes cooked.
 The old man wishes he could say something to the young 
man, wishes that he could warn him of what the unsaid words of 
the news have told him. He knows that he was this young man 
once, and he knows that soon this young man will be him. He 
wishes it wasn’t so. He doesn’t like the idea of a new young man 
taking his place in the muck, doesn’t want to see this one’s boots 
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fill with his best buddy’s blood before finally breaking down in the 
dark and the heat and the overwhelming stench and crying all of 
his tears away forever. 
 The younger man wishes he could be anywhere else, but 
he has to be here this morning because the bus won’t be stopping 
for breakfast, and this is free. The school he hates is paying for his 
stay on this long trip, but he doesn’t have the money to pay for 
his own lunch later. He has to rely on the waffle he has now to 
keep him going today. He’ll be back on campus for dinner, back 
to homework and failure and away from news shows that make 
his chest tight, away from awkward encounters with strangers he 
never wanted to meet. He misses his girlfriend, but she’s already 
gone anyway. He won’t accept delivery on that either. 
 The old man’s pinpoint pupils track the text scrolling 
across the screen beneath the buxom young weather girl’s report. 
He could have loved her once, long ago. The text is more interest-
ing, more telling than the reports. It’s amazing how much a brief 
sentence, less than a headline, can tell him of the truth. He re-
members seeing those headlines once, long ago, before he ceased 
to be a young man and became a corpse on borrowed time in the 
muck. It’s all much the same, now and then, and he knows. He 
doesn’t want to know, but he knows in the deepest part of his gut 
that soon young men, this young man in front of him, will take his 
place in the same muck and die inside again and again before their 
time to be buried finally comes. He wonders how much the price 
will be this time, and sips again at the bitter coffee. He doesn’t like 
the memories that come of that taste, not anymore than that of the 
cheap cigarettes he carries in his breast pocket, but he keeps both 
habits alive. His ghosts have their vices too.
 The young man swirls syrup around his plate. He’ll prob-
ably get sick on the bus, but he doesn’t care. She’s gone, and 
nothing matters. The last text message was final.  He gets up and 
makes another waffle, then reluctantly sits back down. There’s 
nowhere else to go, and he’s not willing to go back to the room 
he’d shared with three annoying jerks the night before. The one 
he’d had to sleep next to had kicked him in his sleep so much he’s 
sure he’s going to have bruises from when he fell to the floor and 
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stayed there. He just wants this day to be over so he can curl up in 
his dorm room and sleep away the pain.
 The old man has no interest in the commercial break. He 
spends it watching his companion, silently observing. He hasn’t 
seen much of the face, but the young man reminds him of a buddy 
he had once. He’d been the older of the two of them, the lookout, 
the protector. He’d saved that scrawny hide more times than he 
could count, up until the point when the kid had to go and save 
his life, and he’d never forgiven him for that. The kid had too 
much life in him, too much hope. He’d never been meant to die 
in the dark like the rest of them, not that one. The kid wasn’t the 
one meant to go home in a half-cleaned empty tin of war surplus 
peaches. He’d never forgive him for that, even though he’d carried 
the peach tin for months in the bottom of his pack to make sure it 
got home at all.
 The young man looks at his cell phone for the time, then 
sighs and goes back to his now-cold breakfast. He wishes she’d call 
him again, wishes they’d tell him it’s time to leave, wishes some-
thing, anything would change. The scar from where he’d let her 
name bleed into his flesh still hurts. He’s a steer marked for the 
slaughter with her brand now, abandoned but still possessed by 
her deep black seal. He never wants to see a waffle again after this 
trip is over.
 The old man watches him, wondering how long it will be 
before he’s gone. He hears the strings of words from the television 
again, the reports that tell him it won’t be long, the talk that tells 
his gut that this young man will soon take his place in the muck he 
thought had finally been forsaken.
 The young man hears his name called, a rough female bel-
lowing for him to join the others and get his gear on the bus in ten 
minutes. He looks up.
 Blue eyes meet brown.
 The old man sees all he needs to see. He stands first, 
drains the dregs of his coffee. His hand goes to his deepest jacket 
pocket and he pulls out a worn good-luck charm he’s kept with 
him all these years. He sets it on the table in front of the young 
man silently, then breaks the lock of eyes and walks away, clap-
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ping the kid on the shoulder as he leaves. He knows.
 The young man turns the gift over in his hands. A swiss 
army knife, once. The red paint is almost all worn away, all 
smooth and worn and dented from the strike of a long-past bullet. 
He slips it into his pocket, stands, and goes to join his group, 
abandoning the last of his waffle on the table.
 In three months, the old man has joined his buddies.
 In six, the young man understands.
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Small Black & White Vase
             Kimberly Fritz
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Influence 
Desiree Thorpe

The sapling, sowed with ambition, ensued from poor choices. 
Sociologist would say impacted by class because
the growth relies on the caregiver. 
Trees absorb the environment, 
so whom is to blame for the tainted soil?
Suffering is visible and reactions are scornful;
yet in time, the scars of a sick tree will become beautiful. 
Luckily trees cannot feel ashamed of their roots,
but still die without recognition. 
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Candles for Colors
Mckenzie Fergus

She sits replacing
The Yangtze river,
Lonely emerald spirals
Flow to urban
Sunrises clotted with
Blood, yet reflecting
Candles for colors.
 Lyres play silvery 
Wishes of August
While nobles spoon
Apathy into catapults
Venus chews silence
Crunching salty bamboo.
Orchids croak bounded
Into Flower-bowl shoes
Containing thick sunsets.
Drums boom powerfully
Signaling deformed bars.
BOOM! BOOM!... As
Stifled Pandas march
The voiceless way,
The breeze sighs
Into a blackberry
“To Death Valley!”
Men with branding-
Iron keys pull 
Bloodstained band-aids while
China street lusts
A timeless fever.
Opium beds reminisce
Of morning-glory clouds.
Newton cackles echoing
Upsideway’s Great Walls.
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Shanghai lanterns sail 
Cutting lucid silk;
I envision Kimono’s 
Lost to prickling 
Peacocks pecking hearts.
Tiananmen square’s oppression
To the power
Of smoking heads
Whispering “Watch-worms;”
For they eat
Her world naked.
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Senior Year
                            Katy Headrick
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Exerpt from Caller on 
the Line: Scene II
Karl Taylor

Galactic Echoes has been on the air for the past twenty years. 
Mike Hutchington has been the sole host of the Friday night call 
in show. Three weeks ago the board operator Edward Simms died 
of a heart attack immediately following the show. The Friday show 
has been on hiatus for the past two weeks, and this is its first night 
back. Mike is dissatisfied with his job, and is very antagonistic to-
ward the new board operator, Robert Mitchell; who is just trying 
to make sure Mike is okay.  

ROBERT
About a minute till we’re back.

MIKE
(Glancing at his watch.)

Put Frank through to me.
ROBERT

Frank? We don’t have anyone on the line-- (A light starts blink-
ing on ROBERT’S console. ROBERT quickly pushes the but-
ton.) Hello, Galactic Echoes. (Pause.) Frank!? (ROBERT looks at 
MIKE.) Sure Mike will be with you shortly. (ROBERT presses a 
button and turns to MIKE.)
How did you know that-- (MIKE holds up his arm and taps his 
watch.)

MIKE
Nine forty-five . . .

ROBERT
Nine . . . (Looks at clock on wall.) Oh! Okay I got it.

(It’s later in the night, two Styrofoam coffee cups 
sit at each console. ROBERT seems engrossed 
in something on the computer, while MIKE is 
pouring some of the contents of his flask into his 
coffee.)
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MIKE
Like I told you, Bobby, I’ve been at this a long time now.

ROBERT
Please don’t call me---

MIKE
And we’re back! This is Galactic Echoes, taking you on a jour-
ney through the weird and strange until dawn. (Beat.) Speaking 
of weird and strange I believe we have a caller. (MIKE presses a 
button on his console.)
Welcome caller to Galactic Echoes, you’re on the air.

FRANK
(In a deep spooky voice.)

You will never believe what happened to me yesterday.
MIKE

(Downing his spiked coffee.)
Hi Frank.

FRANK
(Normal Voice.)

Hi Mike. 
(Coughs, then returns to spooky voice.)
Anyway like I was saying, you will never believe what happened to 
me yesterday. It was unlike anything that has ever happened to me 
before . . .
(Returns to normal voice)
Well actually it’s kind of like that time with the cottage
cheese . . . Well not really like that time at all I guess . . . I mean it’s 
sort of close to that . . . but unlike that as well. . . It was definitely 
a whole new experience for me . . . I don’t really know where to 

(Lights up on FRANK WEBSTER. He is in his 
early thirties. Somewhat frazzled he is wearing 
ill-fitting clothes and a Galactic Echoes hat. His 
room is a basement that has been converted into 
a bedroom. He has various alien paraphernalia 
scattered around the room. His room is messy 
and cluttered, a peek inside the mind of a paranoid 
conspiracy theorist.)
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begin because it is so unlike--
MIKE

Let me guess, you saw an alien again?

FRANK
Yes! Well no, I mean they saw me, I think . . . No I’m sure they 
saw me. And I saw them too . . . I mean not them-them but I 
know it was one of them . . . At least I think it must have been; 
that or someone under their control . . . They can do that you 
know . . . Take control of you . . . and you would never know that 
they are... that’s what makes them so dangerous . . . they can just--

MIKE
Frank!

FRANK
What?

MIKE
Just calm down and start from the beginning . . . it will be easier to 
explain that way.

FRANK
The beginning? . . . Well when I was fifteen I went on a camping 
trip and--

MIKE
Not that beginning. The beginning of what happened to you yes-
terday.

FRANK
But that is the beginning. . . 

MIKE
Yes, it is, but we don’t have enough time tonight to recount the 
entire story. 

(MIKE grabs his coffee, and goes to take another 
swig, but it’s empty. He sets it on his desk, taps the 
cup a couple of times and glances over at ROB-
ERT. ROBERT gives MIKE a look of protest.)

(MIKE taps his cup again and cuts an annoyed look 
to ROBERT. ROBERT sighs and gets up to get 
MIKE another cup of coffee.)

(MIKE pulls out his flask to get a drink, but it’s 
empty.)

(Starts looking through his desk drawers.)
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FRANK
But what about the listeners that don’t know the whole story?

MIKE
We have an archive on our website. If they really want to know 
they can listen to them there.

FRANK
There’s an archive?

MIKE
(Sputtering.)

Frank, you’ve been calling in every week for the past ten years, 
I’ve mentioned the archives every night for the past five, how 
could you not know that we have an archive?

FRANK
I don’t know, I always thought you were talking about something 
else.

MIKE
(Sighs.)

Why don’t you start just before whatever happened yesterday?

FRANK
Well, I took the land shuttle out to the grocery store . . .

MIKE
Your bike?

FRANK
Yes, my bike . . . Anyway I went in the store to buy a few things 
and I’m positive that one of them was following me around the 
store. No matter where I went there was one of them there . . . 
watching me . . .

(MIKE continues digging, but his search is not 
fruitful. He begins looking around the room.)

(MIKE’s eyes fall on a filing cabinet in the corner, 
and he seems to remember something.)

(MIKE rolls his chair toward the cabinet, but the 
cord on his headset is too short. Frustrated he 
rolls back.)

(ROBERT returns with a new cup of coffee, and 
sets it next to MIKE. MIKE takes a sip, grimaces, 
and indicates he wants creamer. ROBERT leaves 
in a huff.)
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MIKE
(Pause.)

Then what happened Frank?
FRANK

They stole it! They freakin’ stole it!
MIKE

(Eyeing the cabinet.)
Stole what?

FRANK
The land shuttle! They stole my land shuttle!

MIKE
They stole your bike? Who are they exactly?

FRANK
Them. The aliens!

MIKE
(Trying to keep from laughing.)

Aliens stole your bike?
FRANK

Yes! They stole it while I was in the store.
MIKE

Is this like the time they stole your memories of the ninth grade?

FRANK
No, it’s not like that time at all . . . I’ve come to understand that 
action was completely benevolent.

MIKE
Are you sure it was aliens?

FRANK
Yes I’m sure. Who else would want to steal the land shuttle?

MIKE
(Suddenly has a plan)

So . . . why would they steal your bike?
FRANK

(Gushing.)
Oh I can think of so many reasons . . .  

(MIKE once again rolls his chair toward the cabi-
net, but still cannot reach it.)
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They may just be trying to demoralize me by taking something 
precious from me, like the time they took my special edition 
Captain Kirk action figure. Or they could be trying to destabilize 
my income . . . no that couldn’t be it. Oh! I know. They could be 
preparing for an invasion, and the land shuttle is a integral compo-
nent of their plan . . .

Or, or, or they could be preparing me before they abduct me and 
take me away from here . . . and I’ll become their ambassador. . . 
And then they’ll give me a crown, and a cape, and all the green-
skinned women will fall in love with me . . . Just like Kirk . . . 
And . . . And . . . And . . . You . . . typically stop me when I get like 
this. . . Mike? . . . Mike?

MIKE
Oh, sorry about that Frank, I think we had a bit of a hiccup here at 
the studio. So, uh . . . you were saying that aliens stole your
bike . . . Do you have any proof that it was an alien?

FRANK
The police asked me that too; I told them--

MIKE
You told the police that aliens stole your bike?

FRANK
Yeah, they said they would try to locate the culprit, but I highly 
doubt their ability to track them down, as the government denies 
that aliens exist at all . . . They even go as far as to cover it them 
up best they can. (Chortles.) But we all know how good the gov-

(MIKE quickly removes his headset, lunges to the 
cabinet and starts to dig through its doors.)

(MIKE pulls a dusty bottle of whiskey that is 
adorned with a Christmas bow from the cabinet. 
He fiercely removes the bow and cap and begins 
to take a long swig. )

(Silence as MIKE finishes his swig of whiskey, 
and quickly moves back to his chair. He puts his 
headset back on, hears the dead air, and panics a 
bit.)

(MIKE pours a good helping of whiskey in his 
coffee and stashes the bottle in his desk drawer.)
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ernment is at covering things up.
MIKE

Of course.

FRANK
That and they didn’t want to listen to my story . . .…(Pause.)  Hon-
estly you are the only person I know that will listen to my
stories . . .

MIKE
Well... I’m flattered, Frank.

FRANK
They said that wearing a wristwatch was not proof of aliens.

MIKE
(Looking at his watch.)

How is wearing a watch proof that someone is an alien?
FRANK

Seriously? Who wears a watch now-a-days?
MIKE

Some people enjoy wearing them--
FRANK

It’s a little more than if someone is wearing a watch. The watch has 
to not fit.

MIKE
You mean like if the band is too small?

FRANK
No! It has to not fit! Like the old woman that was following me in 
the store. She was wearing a very expensive Rolex.

MIKE
So? She could have been rich . . . Many people purcha--

FRANK
A man’s Rolex. Like what a businessman would wear.

MIKE
So because the old woman was wearing a man’s watch, she’s an 
alien.

(MIKE takes a drink of his coffee.
ROBERT enters and sees MIKE drinking. He 
puts a container of creamer down next to MIKE’S 
cup forcefully and returns to his post.)
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FRANK
Yes! So was the little girl wearing a woman’s antique watch, and 
the businessman that stole the land shuttle!

MIKE
A businessman stole your bike?

FRANK
Yes! No! An alien stole my bike!

MIKE
But how do you know he was an alien!?

FRANK
I already told you! His watch! He was wearing a pink glittery 
watch . . . Like what a little girl would wear.

MIKE
I’ll admit . . . It is odd that a businessman would steal a bike . . .

FRANK
I told you, he wasn’t a businessman, he was an alien in disguise!

MIKE
Okay, okay . . . But what do the watches have to do with aliens?

FRANK
I . . . I don’t know for sure, but I believe they are some sort of 
cloaking device . . . Something to make them look like us.

MIKE
That makes sense, but why are they mismatched?

FRANK
That is a really, interesting thing to ponder. I’ve spent many hours 
poring over ideas, and researched for hours and hours on the 
internet . . . (Pause.)

MIKE
And?!

FRANK
I have no idea.

MIKE
That’s a quite interesting tale Frank, but we have to go to com-
mercial. Have a good evening, Frank.

(MIKE takes a drink of his coffee and glances 
over to ROBERT, who is laughing.)
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FRANK
Okay, well I’ll talk to you next week . . . You will be on next week 
right? Because I really didn’t like the hiatus that--

MIKE
Yes, we will be on next week. (Beat.) Talk to you then Frank.

Thank God that’s over.
ROBERT

We didn’t have to go commercial . . . You could have kept--
MIKE

Would you like to talk to that guy for very long!? He’s completely 
nuts! 

ROBERT
But you’ve talked to him every week, since--

MIKE
Because I have to! I wanted to stop taking his calls the first year he 
started calling in, but his psychotic ramblings bring in listeners, for 
some reason. . . 

ROBERT
It doesn’t sound like he’s insane to me... just that he’s lonely and 
needs someone to talk to . . .

MIKE
You’re just as wacked out as he is! He just got done trying to con-
vince me that an alien, disguised as a businessman, made off with 
his bike yesterday.

ROBERT
Maybe he’s afraid you won’t listen if it’s not a fantastic story.

MIKE
He’s right! If he were boring I wouldn’t have to listen to him every 
week.

ROBERT
Well at least there is no harm in it. You talking to him makes him 
happy.

MIKE
No harm in it!? Last time he called in he spent forty minutes 

(MIKE presses a button on his console, fade out 
on FRANK. MIKE then turns to ROBERT shak-
ing his head, and takes a swig of his coffee.)
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trying to convince me that Kiwi were from Mars.
ROBERT

The fruit or the bird?
MIKE

(Bursts out laughing.)
Y’know Ed asked the same thing before . . . 

ROBERT
You guys were close, weren’t you?

MIKE
(Sighs.)

Yeah. We were. When Gregg and I were starting up this show, Ed 
had already been here at QUIX for . . . well as long as I’ve been 
here now . . . He taught us everything he knew. Whenever I was 
against a wall; Whenever Gregg had me so pissed off I didn’t feel 
like doing this anymore, Ed always knew what to say to get me 
back in the spirit . . .

ROBERT
I know it can be hard losing someone . . . I bet you miss him pret-
ty bad . . .

MIKE
Miss him? (Long pause.) Hell, I don’t miss the old bastard at all.

ROBERT
What!?

MIKE
I envy the lucky bastard. He got away from this! This show, these 
wackos, and that bastard Gregg . . . And I’m stuck here.

ROBERT
It can’t possibly be that bad here . . . I mean--

MIKE
Not that bad!? The main event of my week is listening to a ram-
bling psycho. Gregg got the glory of the situation. He sits during 

(MIKE grabs his coffee and tries to take a drink, 
but it’s empty. He stares blankly at the empty 
cup.)

(MIKE slumps down in his chair.)

(MIKE pulls out the bottle from his desk. ROB-
ERT looks surprised, but doesn’t say anything.)
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the week and gets the glamorous interviews, he gets to talk about 
the interesting stuff, and he doesn’t have to take calls. Hell, did 
you know his shows are prerecorded!? He doesn’t even have to 
sit up all damn night. And he damn sure doesn’t have to pretend 
he likes listening to weirdos!  This show was my idea, and Gregg 
got all the benefits!  And here I am, stuck here in the trenches, the 
only guy that had my back escaped before me. (Beat.) So I envy 
that old bastard. His heart gave him an escape. It probably couldn’t 
take the idea of listening to Frank one more time.

ROBERT
But . . . I mean there has to be some reason you keep doing this.

MIKE
Ed kept me going. The money is crap . . . Gregg is a smug bastard 
that thinks he runs this freakshow . . . And I damn sure don’t do it 
for the wackos that call in . . .

ROBERT
But you . . . I mean you have changed--

MIKE
Changed what!? The only thing I’ve changed is the late night line-
up on this Podunk AM station. (Long pause.) Ed may have got-
ten away from all of this crap before me, but I’m just a few steps 
behind.

ROBERT
What do you mean . . .?

MIKE
You’re a smart kid, you can figure it out. (MIKE raises his hand 
to his head like its a gun. Pause.) Why don’t you go get me some 
more coffee?

(MIKE grabs the bottle and takes another swig.)

(ROBERT looks like he is going to say some-
thing then stops and exits. MIKE slumps down 
in his chair, mashes a button on the console and 
takes a long swig from his bottle. Fade out)
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Steam Time
                            Salome Block
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Vivir Para Morir
(Live to die)
Jamarri Shah

Nightmares turned to dreams
No more of my hellish screams

Sighs...sighs of relief
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Daughter
Alyssa Soliz

Everything I say—she hears
Everything I fear—she fears
She dances when I sing
To remind me of her being
She’s awake—when I’m asleep
When I’m awake—not a peep
I can feel her when I’m walking
I can feel her when I’m talking
She decides when and what I eat
And if I can or cannot attend
But one day her rule will end.
I will pick out what she will wear
Pull back her tangled hair
Build a pillow and blanket lair
Make bed-time early but fair
Teach her how to share
Learn to resist that puppy-dog stare
Fix every tear
Search three hours for “the perfect pair”
Let her stay out late and demand to know where
Tell her she’s beautiful beyond compare
But for now, I’ll use this time to prepare.
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A Still Life             
                              Kelly McNamee
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The Edge
Abiygal Helton

I was 17 and on the edge of 30 stories, 
Just looking down.
I could barely see the street below me...I should have brought my 
glasses.
In the midst of my end, I did what I always do...
Worried.
“What if it’s not there? What if I keep falling forever?
What if I change my mind after I jump?
What if I...
What if I...
What if I...
STOP!”
I closed my eyes and opened my arms... for the last time.
I looked up and let the wind hit my tear stained cheeks...for the 
last time.
I smiled in knowing freedom was a step away... for the last time.
I bowed my head and said a prayer... for the last time.
“Please protect my family. Let this be neither a blessing nor a 
cur...””
“Fuck!” I heard cursing and sobbing to my right...
I slowly closed by arms and opened my eyes.
I took a step back and tilted my head in confusion.
I saw a figure in the distance, I girl a little taller than me.
“Who is that? Damn, why didn’t I bring my glasses?
Why the hell is she up here? Its freezing and... Oh, no.”
She stepped to the edge, arms out, head up.
I ran.
I ran with everything I had.
My bones were aching... cracking...
I was destroying myself for this stranger because...
Because she deserved life. She deserved happiness.
I grabbed her by the shirt just as she was about to jump.
“No! Wait! Please don’t!”
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I pulled her back and she turned around.
Her grey eyes met mine and I smiled.
““Is this hope?”
I opened my arms, closed my eyes, and took her into a warm, 
embrace.
“Is this love?”
I felt her tears on my neck and I felt my own tears on my lips.
“Is this joy?”
Out loud I prayed, but only to her,
“Thank you for saving me.”
Then I thought to myself,
“Is this freedom or repent...”
She let go of me and pushed me off of the building.
I didn’t realize how close I was to the edge.

Right now I am 19 and I am forever falling.
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Brown-Eyed Half-
Dream
Charles Hughes

 Last night I dreamed a half-dream. That’s what I call that 
state between sleeping and waking where the conscious mind and 
the subconscious mind operate on a balanced scale. It came in 
three parts, like an ancient Greek trilogy with three separate plays 
forming one path to one ending and one message.
 As the first play opened I saw that I was in the backyard of 
my house. I was lying on the dirt in my church clothes; a buttoned 
down shirt and the nicest, cleanest pair of blue jeans I own. There 
were trees with leaves so green, I felt like every other shade of 
green I’d seen before was just the black and white Kansas, and this 
green was Oz. Above me were miles and miles of blue sky, and I 
could see the depth of it, I could see each mile of that sky and yet 
I also knew it was endless.
 And she was there. Brown hair, long but never in her 
face, to the side, down her back, but never in her face. That’s how 
I could see her brown eyes. Both her hair and her eyes were a 
shade of brown unlike anything on earth. They were brown like 
a life-giving soil, but not like any soil in this world, but the kind 
I imagine can only exist in the Platonic ideal world. She wore a 
long, elegant, pure white dress, and like her hair I could tell just by 
sight, without even touching it, that it was softer than any silk and 
smoother than any flowing liquid.
 We embraced. Not the kind that has any heated passion 
but the kind where two hearts are trying to break free of their 
bodies to embrace, to flood one another with all the feelings that 
live inside and outside of the body. We fell to the ground, still em-
bracing.
 I’ve always loved dirt. Not the rough clay dirt or the dirt 
of decomposing life, but the soft dirt that you can run your fingers 
through like sand and feel it’s nurturing properties flow through 
the body and into the soul.
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 As we embraced, hearts reaching out to each other, love in 
full spring bloom, I felt the dirt on my arms and on my back as we 
lay there, arms interlocked and chest to chest, my blue eyes facing 
her brown eyes. I looked at her beautiful white dress, worried it’d 
be ruined, but it was clean. As our bodies shifted I could see the 
dirt touching her dress, touching her skin, but it slid off. The earth 
itself could not cling to her. It could not hold her down. As the 
first play ended and my mind went back into the darkness of un-
conscious, I knew why our embrace had ended without warning. I 
was the earth on earth, and she was the earth of some ideal heaven 
and I just slipped off her and laid on the ground alone.
 The next play was staged in a more familiar, less abstract 
way. It was set in a pasture, at night. The sky was beautiful, but 
not any more heavenly than usual. A small fire was lighting the 
pasture, and trucks and cars were parked about and friends from 
the town I’d left were there sitting, drinking, talking, living life and 
having fun the way they used to.
 But I wasn’t with them. I was in the back of my old 2004 
silver F-150. It was beat up and scratched in a few places but it fit 
in with the pasture perfectly, as it should, since it had known those 
pastures and back roads before even I did, being my father’s old 
truck.
 I wasn’t alone in the back. Another brown-haired, brown-
eyed girl laid there with me. She was just as beautiful as the first 
one, but in a different way. Sometimes her hair would get in her 
face or fall on top her breasts, and her presence was more phys-
ical, more down to earth. We laid there together, the tailgate 
down, our legs stretched out, a couple of beers sitting between us, 
staring at the stars. And then we stopped looking above us and 
turned to each other and I reached out with my hands and ran 
my fingers through her hair and kissed her. And she kissed back. 
And softly we kissed while the fire crackled and our friends talked 
and laughed about some thing or another. And it felt right and 
peaceful, being there, amongst friends, sitting in the back of an old 
pickup with a girl I knew and loved. But the play began to end, the 
images fading back into unconscious intermission and I knew this 
night, even if it ever came true would just be one night, and all the 
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days after I’d never kiss her tenderly on the lips again, never feel 
her soft hair in an intimacy beyond friendship. We’d just be two 
friends who had tried something one night and it may have been 
great but it was nothing either of us would risk our status quo to 
make last. We’d always be friends, we’d share laughs and beers 
and little teasing pecks on the cheeks, but we would never try to 
stretch out that night for fear we’d break it.
 The final play was more concrete than the first but more 
abstract than the second. I was back in high school sitting with 
another brown-eyed, brown-haired girl. And she had this glimmer 
about her, this brightness, and I could tell she was smart and had 
a soft heart and could go places. But I also saw this shadow under 
her, one that was waiting for opportunities to come along to eat up 
that brightness. Outside the dream we were friends and I enjoyed 
her company but never truly and fully committed to acting on my 
attraction. But in the dream I did, and as she sat down one class 
period next to the shadow-feeders, the bingers and the vice-lov-
ers, who are so alluring when you’re young and unacquainted with 
the reality on the other side of high school, I grabbed her hand 
and rushed her away, out of the classroom and into the library, 
and told her how I felt and we embraced and were happy. The 
bell rang and we moved on, hand in hand through the halls. But 
we passed another group of shadow-feeders and I could feel her 
hand loosen and start to slip from mine, and saw her brown eyes 
darken to the color of ashen earth and knew that even in dreams 
I couldn’t save her from the shadows. And both my conscious and 
subconscious minds cried over their mutual guilt.
 The trilogy ended, and I half-awoke from my half-sleep to 
fully ponder the theme.
 As the conscious mind broke the balance and the sub-
conscious mind receded, I realized how these three brown-eyed 
beauties I’d know well in life and both better and worse in dreams 
formed an earthly trinity. One was the sky mother I could never 
attain because we lived on different planes. One was the spirit 
that would never leave me, but was never more than a friend and 
companion. And one was the ghost, that haunted and continues 
to haunt me with what might have been’s and what will be’s as she 
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floats away from the light and into the dark.

Back Study
                               Yoleny Palacios
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Angelo
                    Jeremiah Flynn
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Alleluia
Salome Block

“You are dust and to dust you shall return,”
A velvety alto voice at the altar says.
What am I to do? He erected me  
A grotesque, something His devout
Orthodox were quick to enlighten me to. 
Through cruel copper edges I earned
Every licentious grit wallowing unsaid 
In my stone heart’s silence. She says 
There are no absolutes in this gothic house 
Of His where I found shelter.
After years of gurgling alleluia to 
His deaf pomme stump in the quire
Where the devout imprisoned me
Behind those vibrating silver tubes
For the single gift He bestowed
Until they collected that too.
An oblation for He who had bequeathed it.
Not a timbre gurgled past my lips 
That ever pierced her cloth heart. 
For I was imp to her fold,
Taciturn in my shingle state,
Epitome of every transgression
She preached against on her pulpit,
To which I was predisposed through 
The chimes of the Canterbury carillons
Unveiling their true antiphon to her beauty.
Their tones shattered my world
But as I flew down from my buttress
I caught her eyes transfixed upon me
Setting my chiseled cheeks ablaze
And I fell blissfully into the perdition below.
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My Poem
Evelyn Gonzalez

My Teacher took my poem
Picked up the sheet of paper
Ripped it from my heart
Stole it from my soul

My teacher took my poem
Gone from my notebook
Erased from my memory
Invisible to my eyes

My teacher took my poem
Promised it to return
Lied that it loved me
Bit the hand it ate from

My teacher took my poem
Now what do I do?
I’ve no proof of my work
No words that make pride

My poem is gone.
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Why I Major in English
Kelsey Frazier

 Ever since I was young, I was fascinated by the pow-
er words can carry over people. Words can send someone into 
another universe, persuade someone to see a different view, bind 
someone to an agreement, or even change their life. English has 
always been very close to me. When I was in second grade, I was 
diagnosed with dyslexia, a learning disability that creates a difficul-
ty in learning to read, interpret words, letters, and other symbols, 
but does not affect general intelligence. With this learning disabil-
ity, math became increasingly more difficult; numbers would, and 
still do, move across the paper, switch places, and turn upside 
down, leaving me in a state of confusion and frustration. Numbers 
quickly became pointless to me, and I turned to letters and words. 
Letters normally would not move on the page, occasionally they 
would switch places but I could still get most of the message. My 
dependency on words shortly turned to love, and love turned into 
an obsession. The reason I chose to major in English is because it 
inspired me to write, to dive into new, exciting worlds, and hope-
fully, inspire students to find the same obsession that I have with 
the subject. 
 Writing is an essential element to English. Any written 
document is proof of a transaction taking place. It is proof that one 
person is bound by their word. Knowing the essentials of English 
grammar is a key point in these transactions being legally binding.  
Anything that involves showing evidence has to be written and 
written well. If you write a contract between yourself and partner 
that reads like an elementary student’s work, no one will take the 
document seriously. Writing well comes from practice. The more 
you write, the more you learn and the better you become. Your 
natural voice starts to show through the writing and makes your 
writing different and unique compared to everyone else’s.
 English does not just consist of boring legal documents. 
The subject is also rich with fiction, which is what I hope to write 
someday. Creativity is very prominent in this area of study. Fic-
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tion writing is another reason I majored in English. I love being 
able to create a whole new world that no one has ever heard of. 
Bringing characters of my own design to life is a thrilling experi-
ence that can only be shown to someone through what is put on 
the paper. This allows the brain to seep into the deepest part of its 
creativity and share something that other’s might not have thought 
of. That is why books are so popular, as writing provides, not 
only an escape for the writer, but an escape for the reader as well. 
Writing became my escape my junior year of high school. It was 
when I started my first book. To this day it is two hundred fifty 
pages long, and is no longer my only book. I have started twenty 
different book ideas that I hope to develop into full storylines, I 
just have to find a way to finish them.
 Another reason for majoring in English involves all of the 
exciting books that are introduced by the professors. Of course 
there is a boring one every once in a while, but for the most part, 
these books open up many different realms of possibilities. Pull-
ing the text apart and finding small details that most other readers 
would not recognize is a thrill. By analyzing sentences you begin 
to gain an understanding of the author’s thought process as the 
book was being written. Inside each page of a book, themes begin 
to pop up that the author did not intend to necessarily put in. Cul-
tural norms and valued traditions of the time are shown through 
character’s interactions with each other. For example, in the Vic-
torian era, unhappy marriages were common due to rash decisions 
of infatuation or misleading promises of money and status. Once 
there is an understanding of the author’s cultural background, 
there is a chance that to get into the author’s thought process and 
see through their eyes how society was when they lived. Writing 
is a reflection of society that was left behind for future generations 
to study and learn about. I find it fascinating to comb through old 
works of literature and see how far society has, or occasionally has 
not, progressed. 
 English is like a sport. In order to be applied correctly, it 
must be taught and practiced properly to obtain a desired goal. I 
want to be able to share my obsession with the future generations. 
So many teachers in middle school and high school unknowingly 
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drill into their students’ heads that English is a subject where you 
study boring books and can never apply it to real life or their cur-
rent situation. I believe that in order for students to love English 
again is to show them that even things that were written hundreds 
of years ago can still be applied to their lives and what they are 
going through. The structures of grammar in English can be made 
into an instructive and interactive activity. There are many ways 
to teach any aspect of English and many professors and teach-
ers get caught up in just one way of doing things. One way that 
I would like to inspire students to be excited about English is to 
have more diversity in the teaching progress. Dyslexia made the 
traditional teaching methods difficult to understand and I believe 
that not all students understand the same methods. This causes 
them to feel discouraged and frustrated, making the students not 
want to continue. More individualized approaches may be what 
gets students excited about English again. 
 Overall, an English major can teach a wide variety of 
useful life tools that can be applied in a business profession or as 
a personal escape from the stress inducing world. My reasons 
for choosing English are to help fulfill my dreams to become a 
novelist; but to do that, I have to read other author’s work to 
see common themes and finding what I would like to add to my 
natural voice. To keep my passion for English high I would like to 
encourage young minds to love and obsess about the beauties of 
English the way I have come to.   
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Heaven or Hell
Jamarri Shah

A fluctuated rebuttal to dispute the untruthful
Despise the underhanded low down enemy
Can you say a loss is the only battle you accept to lose
Here I am beaten and bruised but I refuse the things that occurred 
on this battle field for they were unplanned
I must make suffice
Due to my unnerved sacrifice
I chose to lose
Winning was my only option but still I lose???
An unkempt way of living sought to my major destruction and my 
minor attempts turned into chaos amongst the wind
I turn into a grain of salt due to the relentless pressure I’m under
Heads turn away from my ravaged rampage as to say it was 
un-witnessed by the throng of people they called my loved ones
Damaged emotions roll under a thunder of a barrage of deceiving 
war cries of victory
Alas my conquest has come to a fork in the road just one decision 
left for me to make my journey complete
Splitting my brain just as this road
Shall I merge it all? Simply leave it?
Take of my armor and walk back to the battlefield of lost souls 
and downed bodies leaving it alone?
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Tea Set
                       Justin Powers
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Excerpt from ITerror
Karl Taylor

 Mike Sullivan, President of Sullivan Investments and Mar-
keting, and a huge pain in my ass. Whenever he has a problem, I 
have to drop everything I’m doing and make the journey to the 
top of the building to make him happy, and today is no exception. 
First thing this morning there was an email waiting for me: “Please 
help. I require assistance ASAP. My email isn’t working.”
 I have no idea how he sent it if his email isn’t working. But 
since he is the president, and ultimately the person responsible for 
my job existing, I have to suck up and act like his issue is of dire 
importance.
 I finish chugging my RIPP energy drink, and I make my 
way to the elevators. Like every puffed-up cliché president of a big 
corporation, his office is at the top of the building. Which normally 
wouldn’t be such a big deal, but, in an effort to get healthier at the 
advice of my doctor, I started taking the stairs. Ten flights. Like I 
said, pain in my ass.
 I wish Patrick could go, but even if he weren’t always late 
for work, his extreme social anxiety would just get our department 
downsized. Last time he went out to deal with someone face to 
face, he froze when they asked him how long he had worked here 
and pissed his pants. Worst of all, in a panic about his self-uri-
nation, he attempted to spill her coffee on himself to mask the 
accident. Unfortunately he only succeeded in splashing the drink 
all over her desk and new dress. 
 We both had to sit through several meetings because of 
that incident. 
 I have to stop for a moment, completely winded from the 
arduous trek up the Everest that is the building’s stairwell. Hearing 
footsteps, I scramble to look like I’m not dying. I deftly pull my 
phone out of my pocket in an attempt to look like I had to pause 
to check an email and deftly throw my phone across the landing. 
While I am rushing to make sure I haven’t destroyed my phone, I 
hear a giggle from above me and a door shut... Must be someone 
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in Marketing going in the forth-floor door.
 I return my phone to my pocket and round the corner... 
Lobby... I’ve climbed two flights. My doctor was right, I am out of 
shape... Of course what do you expect, I’ve been working IT here 
for the past ten years. Mostly sedentary and very stressful.
 For the first four years I worked here, the I.T. office was 
on the sixth floor. It was convenient: two floors from the top and 
a quick trip to the departments that gave us the most trouble. 
Then one day, Mr. Sullivan decided that all offices on the sixth 
floor would be moved. He called it “structural reconstruction,” 
but Patrick and I knew what he meant. We were too close to the 
top of the building. We got moved to the sub-basement; although, 
we fared better than the custodial staff. They got “reduced.” We 
now have a cleaning service come in three days a week to clean. 
Ever since that day, Patrick and I have been worried about getting 
“reduced” ourselves.
 Odd thing is Mr. Sullivan locked the floor. I figured he 
would rent it out to some start-up company like the third floor, 
but no. He even got the sixth floor buttons replaced with little 
black “dummy” buttons. Even stranger, nobody in the building will 
talk about the sixth floor; if you try, they just change the subject. 
Patrick thinks its some sort of conspiracy “to keep us down.” I just 
think that the costs of running an eight-floor building ended up 
being too much, and Sullivan and his cronies don’t want to admit 
that we had to reduce costs.
 I finally reach the eighth floor. Wheezing, I make my way 
to his office. Big gaudy double doors, more like something you 
would see in a mansion than an office building, with the words 
MR. SULLIVAN embossed in marble across the top. I’ve al-
ways felt like he should put “Francine Moore” up there too. If 
she weren’t his secretary, he would never get any work done. Of 
course, he would never go for that; his ego would never allow it.
 I walk in expecting Francine’s usual chipper greeting and 
warm smile, but her desk is empty. She must be out on one of Mr. 
Sullivan’s epic errands. Well, I guess now I have to announce my-
self. I approach the door to Mr. Sullivan’s interior office, the warm 
glow washing out from his slightly ajar door.
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 “Mike?” I say as I knock on his door. I have always felt 
more comfortable calling him Mr. Sullivan, but he is one of those 
“hip” businessmen who prefers his subordinates to call him Mike.
 “Come on in. I’ve been waiting.”
 Waiting? For how long? He sent that email at eight. Sure, 
I took the stairs, but I couldn’t have taken that long could I? I 
look down at my watch. Eight twenty-three. See? Not that long. 
Then again, time is money. How much money did I just cost him? 
I bet he has a formula. Actually, I’m pretty sure he does. Those 
efficiency meetings we had last month were about something like 
that. If only I had paid attention. I was too busy seeing how many 
creamers I could add to that terrible coffee before it overflowed. 
Fourteen. Come to think of it, how much did I just get paid for 
taking the stairs? Not nearly enough, that’s for sure. Lets see: I 
get thirty-four grand a year. That’s what? Almost three thousand 
a month? So roughly one hundred a day. Wait? I get one hundred 
dollars a day? Wow, not bad. So twelve and a half an hour, so 
that would mean that I got four dollars and seventy-five cents for 
climbing those damn stairs. Not nearly enough.
 What was I doing?
 I snap to my senses, my hand still on Mr. Sullivan’s door-
knob. I open the door, and stride in with my most confident 
I-wasn’t-daydreaming-on-the-other-side-of-the-door stride.
 “What seems to be the problem?”
 Mr. Sullivan is just staring at me with that fake business 
smile that businessmen do when they feel inconvenienced and 
annoyed.
 “Well, like I said, my email isn’t working.”
“ “Yeah, I... I uh, read the email you sent about it. How ex-
actly is it giving you trouble? I mean you seem to be able to send 
email.”
 “It’s just acting strange. Why don’t you come over here and 
take a look.”
 Last time he had this issue, he had changed the size of his 
mail window. Ten flights. For this.
 BUZZZ BUZZZ BUZZZT.
 Great. My phone. What now?
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 BUZZZ BUZZZ BUZZZT.
 Wonderful. It’s Patrick. He’s probably panicking about 
something.
 “Hey, Mr. Sulli- Mike, Do you mind if I take this real 
quick? We might have an emergency.”
 “Of course.”
 I turn toward the door and quickly bring my phone up to 
my ear.
 “What do you want, man?” I whisper. “I’m out on a repair 
right now.”
 “Sam, there are some weird things going on. You need to 
get here now.”
 “I can’t. I’m solving a very important email problem on the 
eighth floor.”
 “That can wait; things are going crazy down here.”
 “No, Patrick, I don’t think you get it. I’m on the eighth 
floor.”
 “Why are you up there?”
 “Like I said, an email problem.”
 “From who?”
 “Sullivan.”
 “Why are you on the eighth floor if he is having an email 
problem?”
 Jesus, I swear Patrick can be completely stupid.
 “Because that is where his office is.”
 “Does Fran need something on it?”
 “No, of course not. She isn’t even in today.”
 “Then why are you up there?”
 “Jesus, man. To fix Mr. Sullivan’s email.” I blurt out. Then, 
realizing that I am being a bit rude, I glance over my shoulder to 
Mr. Sullivan. He is just staring at me with that same smile on his 
face. Wide, beaming, with just a bit of his teeth showing. Honestly, 
Mr. Sullivan and his smile creep me the hell out.
 “Sorry, I’ll be right there.” I turn back to the phone. “Pat-
rick, I’ve gotta fix this.”
“ “Why? Mike won’t be back ‘til next week.”
“ “What?”
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 “Yeah. Remember he’s in Cancun until Monday.”
 Yeah, he is. I remember having to show him how to set an 
out-of-office email response last week.
 I glance over my shoulder. Mr. Sullivan is gone. The office 
light and his computer are off too.
 “Uh... Patrick, I’ll be right down.”
 “Okay, hurry the hell up.”
I return my phone to my pocket. What the hell is going on? Am I 
losing it? It must be too much stress. That browser update debacle 
last week was hell. I was up here for three days straight, trying to 
fix the problem just so that everyone’s secretary can continue to 
browse the web and shop online. Or maybe it’s too much RIPP. I 
read that energy drinks can affect your brain chemistry, but how 
else can I get all the work I need done?
 I make my way to the stairwell and then stop. Screw my 
health; I’ve already lost my mind. It’s only a matter of time before 
my body goes anyway. I round the corner to the elevator and 
press the button. The doors fly open immediately.
 And there is Mr. Sullivan.
 Standing there, staring at me with that smile; So wide it 
looked like the sides of his mouth were about to fly off his face.
 “Going up?”
 “Uh... No, I need to get down to Patrick.”
 “No, we insist. It’ll be quick.”
 I back away a bit. “No, really it’s okay. I uh... Need to get 
to the basement.”
“ “Why don’t you just come over here? It’s just a quick ride 
up.”
 “This is the top floor-”
 The doors slam shut so hard they shake the floor.
 What the fuck is that?
 It couldn’t have been just a hallucination, could it? I mean, 
I felt the floor shake. What the hell is going on?
 DING!
 The elevator doors slid open. I jump back again, not 
knowing what will be in there.
 Empty. 
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 I’m cracking up. This job has finally got to me: the stress, 
the people, the building, the fact that my office is in the second 
basement, all of it. I know that I’ve been a bit out of it lately, but 
these hallucinations are just too much. I guess I’ll make another 
doctors appointment after I calm Patrick down from whatever he 
is so worked up about.
 I shake my head, reach into my pocket, pull out my phone, 
and select “dingus” from my contact list.
 “Yeah? Where are you?”
 “Patrick, you’re right: things are crazy today. I’ll be there in 
twenty-three minutes.”
 “Why?”
 “I’m taking the stairs.”
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    Zen
Justin Powers
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Green
Evelyn Gonzalez

Have you ever smelt the color green?
Like a gentle caress of the wind
Pulling you to smell the
Freshly cut grasses and
Fully ripened leaves on the 
Swaying trees so calmly
Dancing to the music of the 
Distant rains of the tropics
Full costume all abloom
Barking and leafing each bud
Alone to do its businesses
Growing, maturing into full grown
Peacocks of colors, like a rainbow
Framed by nothing else but 
The color green.
Have you ever felt the color green?
Like the soft lace of a blade
Once so very brown and now
Golden in the presence of mighty
Spring and its meadows on and
On forever in the ever clean
Dreams of children in the cold
Sleepless winters that trap even the
Innocent souls, twisting them all 
Together to make a crown that
Claims dominion over every single
Flower and tree who bow down
Willingly in praise of the likeness
The thing brings to lives beyond
And yet, we all march along
Stomping and ruining such
Perfection trapped inside
The color green.
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Green Field
Katie Hinton

My Lord calls to me.
He calls me to the green field,
the green field by the river.

My Lord bids me sit,
sit beside the river,
Play my harp by the waters.

Wind in the green grass,
Wind on the silver strings.
My Lord stays beside me,
All the summer’s days.

There he bids me stay,
stay in the green field,
the green field that is his.
Stay by the river,
The river that is ours.
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Black City Fade to 
White
Charles Hughes

 As I slept—eyes closed—I attained true vision via a 
dream.
 I was walking through a black city. Not a city of polluted 
haze or barren of power or sight, but a city of ebon purity and sol-
itude. While a city of dark there was a luminescence to the dark-
ness. Here darkness was not the absence of light, it was a presence 
all its own.
 Tall skyscrapers abounded in the black city. Not made 
of steel or any metal of dull luster, but composed of obsidian and 
black glass so it seemed. The towering black pillars were a com-
fort, a sign of strength and mastery in the peaceful isolation of 
darkness. The multitude of buildings loomed into the black sky, 
only the reflection of the shadows, for shadow was the illumina-
tion of the city, shadow was the eyes’ means of sight, marked the 
ending of the constructs and the beginning of the taintless black 
sky.
 The sky itself was beautiful in its vast shadow. Dotted 
along its expanse, stars faintly blinked like the all but invisible 
pores on the skin. Their light was distant, forgotten, or perhaps 
never even known. In that land perhaps all the stars had died long 
ago and their ghosts tried to haunt the sanctuary of shadow.
I walked along the city in wonder and quiet contentment. I saw 
pools of water darker than oil reflecting the shadows and dead 
lights of the stars. I found subway tunnels and streets made from 
stonework of ebony granite, free from any luster born from light, 
and statues of dull, ashy concrete depicting abstractions far from 
the bondage of the human form.
 I was content, as I always was, for the city was my home 
and temple, I had no knowledge of any life outside the black city.
And then something changed. An invasion occurred. Not of men 
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or armies, but of what the waking world sees everyday; for the 
first time in eternity, dawn came to my night-bound home.
 The white alien rays of light rose from the horizon on all 
sides. It was as if the city was centre to an infinite number of suns 
acting as the points of a circle. The light, an alien to my whole cos-
mos, slowly rose and crept across the dark and the shadowy natu-
ral order was dissolved by the slow charge of the blinding horror. 
Buildings, skies, lakes, all was fading into the encroaching light, 
first losing shape, the buildings and other solids became bleared 
liquids, then hazy black dust that faded and collapsed further to 
become a glum haze, a wretch of its former ebony opulence, and 
then grew transparent, until light swallowed it completely and, the 
shadows having gone, I could see no more.
 The city collapsed around me. I could feel the light touch-
ing me, it burned me, it clawed me, it scarred me, and I knew it 
would kill me as it pulled me apart and into the unknown.
 I fled, the city oozed into shapeless muck but the tunnels 
were open. I went down, as far into the depths of that city’s under-
world stretched. Then I went further. Though my skin was black-
ened and burned, and my body weary, as if to drift to inevitable 
sleep, I struck with my scorched hand with its cragged fingernails, 
struck the black stone. And I kept striking, and striking, hopeless-
ly, aimlessly at the now fading grey stone. Then it broke. Black 
soil, dirt like sulfur lay beneath the tunnel. And I dug and descend-
ed again.
 At first the warm soil’s smothering was a welcomed 
embrace as I dug into dark safety. The lower underworld held a 
pleasant warmth. But as I dug, my hands bleeding and withering 
into gnarled claws, the pleasant warmth turned to simmering infer-
no. The heat burned my skin further, but rather than blackening it, 
it restored the skin to color. I was relieved, at first, but I could not 
deny the scorch still pained me. It was a slower pain than the light. 
And though my form began to be restored I knew nonetheless the 
dark pits would kill me as surely as the light. And what form was 
I even being restored to? Had I even looked at myself as I walked 
the city, had I truly seen in shadow?
 So I suddenly resolved myself to return to the world 
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above, which by now would surely no longer be the city I loved 
so. Still I climbed and felt the light again. Even in the depths it was 
piercing. I knew then that the only way I could have escaped the 
shining call was to keep digging deeper and deeper until I grew 
old and died, or lived on as a digging corpse until my living bones 
eroded and merged into the black sulfur. And even then the light 
would reach me. So I climbed further.
 As I neared the entrance where I had first broken into the 
lower-underworld, the penetrating light burned away my outer 
skin like old worn paper above a candle. I reached the upper-
world. The black city had faded into a world of light. A world like 
Heaven, my waking mind later supposed, with lights of golden 
whites and lustrous air, as if all the atoms of this new world were 
coruscating pearls or hallowed jewels. To the dreaming mind, a 
denizen of black cities and lower-underworlds, it was the true hell.
 Though I was no longer underground I still felt myself 
climbing upwards, into an even greater light. As I approached, the 
waves and shines grew stronger. My skin ceased burning and now 
began to simply drip off me in sweats of inky black liquid. Soon 
my skin was gone and I ascended ever upward. My tissues, stood 
bare, but not for long. They too rapidly darkened, dissolved, and 
were shed. Beginning from the tips of my toes and the fingers of 
my left arm, more and more of my self was cast off. The arteries 
and veins fell, and the red blood turned to black vapor as it fell 
into the abyss of light. My bones broke apart and the fragments 
burst into volcanic black powder. The process slivered across my 
body until only my right arm and my skull, with my blue, human 
eyes intact, remained. As I moved upward into the endless heaven 
that was my death, another figure descended to meet me. I could 
not make out the figure’s details, my eyes still could not see very 
well outside the shadows, but it had a human form in a white robe 
that seemed dull compared to the luminous white world around 
us, but the wearer glowed so brightly that their presence in the 
robe seemed like seeing a lone star surround by the empty black 
of space.
 The figure reached out his right arm to me, and I reached 
my last living appendage to meet him, like a macabre rendering of 
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the Creation of Adam. I do not know which of us would have been 
Adam and which would have been God. After an eternity of strug-
gle, at last all was ready to end. The last to fade were my eyes. All 
of me was gone, my cosmos and my self had faded to white. What 
was left was a new being altogether.
 To become what I am, what I was and could have been 
had to die.

    Providence
Dontae Rowe
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The Dance of Fall
Kara Black

We cling to trees all spring and summer,
Providing life with which we live.

When fall comes, though,
We dance.

A twist,
A turn,
A pirouette,
A chaîne.

A sudden breath of wind,
A brilliant twirl,
A final flourish,
Before,
At last,
The dance ends,
And we fall to rest upon the land.
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Winter
Audrey Thomas

Winter comes fast and strong
Frost and snow muffle the birds song
The chill reaches deep to the bone
Blanketing the earth in blue tones
Icy fingers stretch across the grass 
Making it crisp and breakable like glass
The trees bowed under the heavy weight 
Of life giving liquid to dense to take
Roads slick and smooth
Making it dangerous to move
Stranded in the house 
Not knowing when you can get out
Striving to ward off the cold and darkness
Huddled under blankets and false brightness
Dreaming of the warmth and light of the sun
hoping, believing it will quickly come
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Anticipation
Katie Hinton

Alone, I wait.
I wait for spring to come,
I wait for singing birds,
 For sunlight,
 For hope.

Alone, I watch.
I watch for signs to come,
I watch for new days dawning,
 For futures,
 For life.

Alone, I wait.
Alone, I watch.
Wait here with me.
Watch and I will show you.

I am alone,
But you need not be.
Stay here with me,
And I will keep you company.

Together, we can wait for spring.
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Meetings
Kirsten Mauritsen

 Emma Wheeler was lost. Her mother had said that while 
the house was a little hard to find, once she made it to the correct 
turn just beyond the spot with the windmill and two yuccas on 
the left side of the road it was a straight shot up over the hill and 
to the house. Emma muttered the last part out loud to the rattling 
dash as she held tight to the wheel and tried to keep her car from 
dipping into the major ruts of the two-track. She wasn’t sure if 
what she followed was not the remnants of an ancient wagon train 
trail now used by the occasional wandering cow. Cactus and mes-
quite grew in-between the ruts and scraped the bottom of her car 
like they were attempting to rip out the engine. She’d thought she 
had made the right turn off the highway, and the correct turn off of 
that road, but the gravel road she followed had quickly turned to 
dirt with no windmill in sight.
 The road began to climb up a hill. Emma decided she 
would get to the top and stop and see if there were any other 
roads nearby. If not, she would turn around and head back out the 
way she came. 
 It was hot and she suspected that her air conditioner was 
failing. Her purse danced around in the passenger seat but she 
didn’t bother pulling out her phone. She wasn’t about to call for 
more directions. She had the cringing feeling that her mom was 
trying to get the best of her. Why else build a house in the middle 
of nowhere, with the best access apparently being by mule train?
 Her car made it to the top of the slope with a shudder and 
she hit the brake and put it in park. Dust drifted forward slowly. 
In the distance she could see the hills that eventually rolled them-
selves up into the mountains themselves. The desert here on the 
southern edge of the Sacramentos was yellow, an unending ex-
panse of pale yellow that seemed to bleed into the sky under the 
pounding brightness of the sun. After the green of Portland it was 
too yellow, too bare. She could taste the dust as it worked its way 
into her car. 
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 There were no signs of any other roads. The two-track 
continued down the other side of the slope and over the next little 
hill. She was about to put the car in reverse when she paused, 
squinted, then shifted into drive instead. Three rises ahead of her 
a pale brown cloud wormed its way into the air. That dust meant 
there was a car ahead, and a car meant a road, and any other road 
had to be better than what she was on.
 It took Emma another twenty minutes before she found 
the turn-off just past the windmill and yuccas. The windmill 
slanted drunkenly to one side and half the blades were missing. 
All it needed was a vulture hunching evilly on top to complete the 
picture. The road crested a small rise and then she saw the house, 
low and brown with the smooth walls and flat roof that marked 
traditional adobe homes. Another, smaller brown building sat be-
yond the house. Further out, the desert sloped down and flattened 
out again before falling into what she suspected, from the hints of 
green she could see, was a canyon.
 She let the car roll down the hill. There was a long dirt 
space in front of the house and she parked there, turned off the 
ignition and listened to the engine tick into silence.
 Well. She eyed the turquoise front door, expecting it to fly 
open.
 Nothing.
 The heat threatened to knock her over when she stepped 
out of the car. What do you expect, she told herself. It’s July in the 
desert.
 A knee-high wall was slung around the edges of the small 
yard in front of the house. It was one of those low-water landscap-
ings, where the majority of landscape was rocks with some strate-
gically placed grasses and plants that looked like they could inflict 
major damage if you happened to get too close. 
 It was only slightly cooler in the shade of the little front 
porch. She hesitated a moment and then pushed the doorbell. As 
it clanged away in the house she looked in the tall, narrow window 
to the right of the door. A hallway stretched away from her, with 
openings leading off both sides, and at the end it appeared to open 
up into a big room. She could see the back of a sofa draped with a 
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woven blanket and out the windows she saw a stone-lined patio, 
wooden porch columns, and the back of the head of someone 
sitting in a lounge chair in the sun.
 That would explain the unanswered door. Emma slung the 
strap of her purse around her shoulder. She was pretty sure her 
mom could have heard her car pull up, even from the back porch. 
 “Figures,” she muttered.
 Small flagstones laid out a path around the side of the 
house. Emma followed it to the patio, pushing her hair back from 
her face with one hand and squinting at the sudden brightness of 
the sun off of the stone. 
 “Mom...” she stopped mid-stride. Her purse fell to the 
crook of her elbow.
 Surely not. 
 Part of her noticed that her mom’s hair was much longer 
than it had been before and almost completely gray. What she 
tried to do was keep her eyes on her mom’s face, on the wall 
behind her, on the yellow strands of grass peeking up from the 
cracks in the stone floor. Her eyes, however, were drawn down, 
across the smooth chest puckered with a scar. 
 She focused again on the grass and then slowly looked up 
at her mother’s face.
“ “Why aren’t you wearing any clothes?” 
 Her mom grinned at her.
 “Emma, sweetheart,” she said. “It’s so good to see you.”
 Emma noticed her mom had on earrings, big silver and 
turquoise things. Perhaps she thought that was covering enough.
 Emma focused her on the left earring. Took a deep breath. 
 “What are you doing, Mom?” 
 “It’s obvious, isn’t it?” Her mom shrugged her shoulders 
slowly and brought a hand up and cupped it under her breast. “I’ve 
got to get the girl evened out. It is my wedding, you know.” 
 “Mom, please –”
 “I think Birdie will approve. My little wedding gift to him.” 
She laughed and stretched her arms above her head. “But you ha-
ven’t even met him yet! There’s so much catching up we need to 
do.”
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 Emma turned so she could pretend to look out at the 
view. “Could you please put something on,” she said. “What if 
someone sees you?”
 “There’s no one out here to see me, dear. The closest 
neighbor is a half-mile away. And if they did, I dare say they might 
as well enjoy the view.”
 Emma tried not to groan out loud. 
 “There, happy?”
 Emma glanced back. Her mom had stood up and fastened 
a necklace around her neck, probably a matching set to the ear-
rings. 
 “Wait, wait,” her mom laughed as Emma spun back around 
and crossed her arms. “Okay, now I’m fully covered. I promise.”
 Emma slowly turned and studied her. She’d put on a little 
robe that barely made it halfway to her knees. 
 “Come, sit,” her mom walked into the shade of the patio to 
two little wooden chairs. “Do you want something to drink? I’ll go 
get us some water.”
 Emma followed her mom through the glass patio door and 
into the big room she had caught a glimpse of before. The living 
room area, dining room and kitchen were all one long room, with 
big windows in all three walls and wooden rafters on the ceiling. 
She leaned against the tiled countertop of the island and watched 
as her mother took two glasses from one of the pale wooden cabi-
nets on the wall, dropped some ice cubes in them, and filled them 
from the kitchen sink. 
 “We can sit in here.” Her mom walked over to the couch. 
Emma sank into a leather chair opposite.
 “Thanks.” She took the glass of water from her mom, 
quickly drank half of it, and placed it on the old wooden trunk that 
appeared to serve as the coffee table.
 Her mom leaned forward. “You look good, Emma,” she 
said. “It’s been so long now, but you look absolutely radiant! I love 
your hair, too. It’s just as thick as mine was back in the day. Not 
that you can tell now.” She laughed and pulled her hair over one 
shoulder so it fell in a soft gray wave.
  “You look great too, Mom,” Emma said and picked up 
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her water glass again. “So tell me, when exactly is this wedding of 
yours?”
 It felt strange to say that out loud, to be sitting here, after 
so long, discussing her mom’s wedding. A wedding, of all things! 
This was the woman who hadn’t seemed interested in re-marrying 
after Emma’s dad died when she was a toddler. There’d been off 
and on boyfriends, of course, but nothing serious.
 “Three weeks, dear.” Her mom leaned back and propped 
a foot up on the coffee table. “But it’s really going to be a simple 
thing, and it’s all being taken care of, so you don’t need to wor-
ry about anything. All you needed to do was show up, and now 
you’re here!”
 “I thought it was sooner,” Emma said. “I guess it wasn’t that 
clear over the phone.”
 Her mom didn’t reply, just looked at the glass in her hand. 
The wind suddenly gusted and the windows creaked softly.
 “It’s very nice of you to let me stay here.” Emma felt like 
she was speaking too loudly. “I can promise to be out after the, 
um, wedding and all.”
 “No need.” Her mom stood up and walked over to a win-
dow. “You’ll be staying in the guest house. The finishing touches 
were just done last week, actually, tiling the bathroom. It’s not too 
far away, but enough that we’ll all have some privacy.” 
 Emma stood at the other side of the window and looked 
out. The guest house was the little building she had seen when she 
drove in. It was a miniature of the main house, the same adobe 
style and a matching turquoise door. A worn dirt path curved 
down to it from the driveway.
 “Do you think that’ll work?” Her mom put a hand on her 
arm.
 “No, it’s great, Mom,” Emma put a smile on her face. 
“Sorry, I’m just a little tired from all the driving. My staying in the 
guest house is fine.”
 “Good, good.” Her mom turned and walked past the 
fireplace in the corner and looked out the other window, towards 
the mountains. Emma stared after her. This was nothing like what 
she had expected on coming home. The long drive down she had 
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imagined how her mom would act, how she would have to suffer 
through being treated like a teenager again. She had prepared her-
self, thought through what she could say that would quickly and 
clearly set the record straight. She was thirty years old, living and 
surviving on her own for the past ten years, with a job – well, had 
a job, but that wasn’t her fault. But this, though...  Emma wanted 
to wrap her mom in her arms and feel her hug her back, but she 
also fought the growing desire to yell and then storm out the front 
door and drive away, leaving the whole place in a big cloud of 
dust.
 “Birdie helped pay for the cost of building this place,” her 
mom said. She walked back over to the couch and sat down. “But 
I made most of the design decisions. This is much nicer than the 
little place he’s living in now,” she laughed. “You should see how 
that man lives! He makes a great deal of money, has a wonderful 
head for business, though you couldn’t tell from looking at him, 
but his house is an absolute shack! He’s determined to sell it off 
before the wedding, and won’t move in until he does or the wed-
ding comes first. Unfinished business, he says.”
 “Sounds like quite the guy.” Emma rotated the empty glass 
in her hand.
 “That he is, dear,” her mom said. “You’ll get to meet him 
tonight. We’re all going out to dinner. Birdie will be there, and his 
younger brother and his family, and perhaps a couple other people 
too.”
 Emma smiled faintly. This was more like the mom she was 
used to, making plans and expecting everyone to go along with 
them.
 “All at once, huh,” she muttered.
 “Of course!” Her mom grinned at her. “Everyone’s so excit-
ed to meet you!”
 Yes, this was more the mom she had anticipated. Emma 
wasn’t sure if that was a good thing after all.
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   An Ode to Santa Fe
Salome Block
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A Little Scene That 
May One Day Become
A Play
Charles Hughes

SCENE: A modern-day small-town diner
AT RISE:
The entrance to the diner is located up-center stage. There are 
two exits stage left. One is the entrance to kitchen. The other is 
the restroom, and it is located downstage of the kitchen entrance, 
the closeness between the two doors should be comical to some 
degree. Stage right there are a few tables. Near the entrance to 
the kitchen there is a counter with bar stools and a register, and a 
window into the kitchen. The walls of the diner may be decorated 
with old timey memorabilia and photos and newspapers clippings 
of the local football team and other such ornamentation that is 
common to small town grease diners. A jukebox is located around 
the corner of upstage left. There may be some scattered wall and 
corner booths. This is a small diner, not fanciful and certainly not a 
high-class establishment, but neither is it a common truck stop or 
a dirty, disreputable location. It should possess a certain degree of 
rural charm and elegance that locals love, but confuses and disori-
ents urbanites. It is in rough shape, though it is not clear whether 
its condition is from abandonment or simple neglect.
THE MAN enters, he is wearing tattered clothing made from 
animal hides. Dried blood splatters dot his clothing. He has a bow 
on his back and an unkempt, dirty appearance. He leans outside 
the door to scan the outside, before closing it and doing the same 
for the diner. He then crosses the room with a weary alertness and 
enters the kitchen door. The clanks of pans and the thundering 
of opening drawers are heard as he ransacks the kitchen. After a 
short pause of silence, he emerges with a can in one hand and an 
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old kitchen knife in the other. He sits at a table and places the can 
down. He looks at the can with deep contemplation. Finally he 
jabs at the lid of the can with the knife. After much effort, he pierc-
es the lid and then leverages it up, and begins hungrily pouring the 
contents into his mouth. He inspects the knife and runs his finger 
along the blade then leaves it on the table and walks to the door. 
He inhales deeply as if to ready himself, and prepares to exit the 
diner.
(WALT, a middle-aged cook ENTERS)

WALT:
Who the hell are you?

THE MAN:
(Pointing his bow at WALT) Stay back.

WALT:
Woah there, fella. Easy, easy.

THE MAN:
Who are you?

WALT:
I’m Walt. I’m the cook.

THE MAN:
Get away from the door. Slowly. (WALT complies.) Now show 
me your teeth.

WALT:
What?

THE MAN:
Pull your lips back and show me your teeth. I won’t ask again.

WALT:
Ok, Jesus (He does as THE MAN asks.)

THE MAN:
(After carefully inspecting WALT’s teeth, he lowers his bow but 
continues to hold it at the ready.) Well you ain’t a cannibal so who 
are you.

WALT:
I told you I’m the cook.

THE MAN:
That doesn’t make sense.
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WALT:
Well I’m sorry it doesn’t but that’s what I am.

THE MAN:
What do you cook?

WALT:
Uh, burgers, chicken, that kind of stuff. Not people.

THE MAN:
Who do you cook for?

WALT:
Anyone who wants to eat something other than people and can 
pay for it.

THE MAN:
You telling me this place is still in business?

WALT:
Yeah. That damn sport’s bar across the street’s trying to fix that 
though. (THE MAN gives him a glare). Sorry, not that there’s any-
thing bad about competition. There’s room enough for everyone 
in the food business. Guarantees we all keep up the quality and kill 
the roaches.

THE MAN:
Society’s collapsed. Who’s buying burgers?

WALT:
Society’s not collapsed.

THE MAN:
There’s ash all over the sky, corpses in the streets and raiders on 
the road. What kind of society lets that go on?

WALT:
Well mister I don’t know about any of that. Hell, I got pulled over 
on my way here. (With a light laugh.) If that’s not business as usual 
I don’t what is.

THE MAN:
(Humorlessly.) That’s impossible.

WALT:
But it’s true.
 (A pause follows as the two men observe one another)

THE MAN:
You’re crazy.
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WALT:
I won’t argue if you’ll just put up that bow and go on your way.

THE MAN:
(Putting his bow on his back.) Alright. If being crazy makes you 
happy, go on, have fun with it. (He starts to exit)

WALT:
Same to you.
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Thames at Dusk
                             Emily Beeksma



83

Lesson 1
Casey Hurt

The universe, though vast and undefined,
Is limited compared to dream or song;
The dreamer may perceive it to be blind,
But walls ‘tween fact and fiction do belong.

The formal definition of an “art”
Is taking an idea from a realm
Of the impossible: the artist’s heart,
And sharing it so it may overwhelm.

An artist’s greatest challenge: to embrace
The limits that keep feet glued to the ground
So that her world infinity, its face,
Can cast a light, inspire, and astound.

With fourteen lines, ten syllables to each,
The sonnet sets this standard: let it teach.
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A Lie in Each Line
Evelyn Gonzalez

When I lie for days staring at the ceiling,
sometimes it stares back.
I yell to the window, “Good Morning!”
but it replies, “Afternoon.”
Never before had my shower sang a duet,
nor will it ever, since it prefers its spotlight solo.
My books interrupt me all day long,
nagging about all their problems and twists.
The food on my plate tries to stick a fork in me,
but we sword fight to the death.
My covers kidnap me every night
but tell the police it was merely a small disagreement.
Every radio station plays one song,
but my radio hates it.
I try to be friends with my fridge,
but it constantly says I’m invading its privacy. 
My closet locks me out frequently,
so I don’t steal its favorite outfit again.
Every pencil is lazy and every pen is dumb;
neither will do my homework without pay.
I’m almost positive my wallet has pickpocketed me
more than a few times this week.
And never can my shoes agree
which foot is their soul mate.
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4 A.M.
Jamarri Shah
 
I’m sitting here in this empty room
It’s 4 a.m. I watch the sun rise just as it set but yet I’m still uneasy
The morning dew frolics on the evening grass the same as before 
but nothing is the same
My mind wondered into 3 different realms all of which you were 
not there to appease my eyes with your beauty
I’ve only come to find my sick imagination creating the figures I 
make out to be you
Burning a hole in my soul with a sensation dry ice touching my 
heart
Keep me...
For it is 4 a.m. Nothing seems to be right
Nothing as it started and was told out to me
Everything is not as was once perceived 
I was told the sun rising was a perfect picture I could gaze upon 
for hours but it only sealed my defeat
The person I was yesterday is no longer me today
It is 4 a.m. 
War has broken out set on destroying my inner peace no matter 
how much I run or hide 
I’m always found in my mind beating myself so loudly it’s become 
a badge I wear on my sleeve like a new fashion
So proudly???
So proudly
It’s 4 a.m.
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    Sea Life Set
Bari Pollard
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Excerpt from Our
Unending
Kayme Conway

JOHNNY
  Dead. It’s a word this world has become all too familiar 
with. Death? One could only wish for such a happy ending when 
you have your undead mother’s jaws snapping at your neck while 
your undead girlfriend tears her teeth into your thigh--if only 
she could have had the guts to do that before the outbreak. Well, 
now she doesn’t really have guts. She left a trail of them when she 
knocked down your bedroom door. 
  All we know now are the dead, or as we’ve learned to call 
them: tourists.
  It began as a comedian’s punch line to a joke in the begin-
nings of the outbreak, and, like the virus that slowly infected us all, 
it went viral. Tourists stay where it’s warm and sunny; hot sites to 
visit become good places to chase down a quick meal then after-
wards wander aimlessly for the rest of their undead lives.
  The virus was spread by a youth group that had a global 
mission trip for the summer. They skipped some expenses and 
didn’t get routine shots, so with each destination the viruses inside 
them mixed around like a ticking time bomb ready to explode. 
  We learned soon that there was no cure to this newly dis-
covered virus. Most people believed in the “No Cure, No Hope” 
facility to find one fast, but when all NCNH broadcasting went 
down people just began putting bullets in their family’s heads. Be-
cause nobody wanted to live through this one-way trip to hell.

  That’s exactly what we are. The “nobodies”.

  We are survivors. We grasped onto the will to live and we 
fight for it like wild animals. We learn to live with what we have, 
and learn to deal with what we don’t. Anyone that’s left close to us 



88

is our family. The only family we have considering most people 
didn’t survive the first week of the apocalypse. You think some-
one’s pulling a prank and nom, nom, your brains are gone.
  Not literally, though. Tourists don’t seem to really be in-
terested in brains, because they would probably be starving along 
with the stupidity in our society. They just eat flesh. Any flesh 
they can get a hold of, really; humans are just a fine cuisine, served 
hopeless and screaming. So when you see some hooker with a 
tube top and short shorts she’s way too old to be wearing in the 
first place you can bet she’s a hungry tourist’s next meal.

  Of course you could be, too. It’s a dog eat dog world out 
there, so to speak.

  Surviving began as some animalistic instinct we all were 
born with, but when the tourists grew in numbers and the human 
race rapidly declined, you couldn’t just survive anymore. It was kill 
or be killed. When a horde of tourists is running towards you like a 
raving paparazzi, you have to have some quick thinking and some 
good fighting skills. Either that or you are literally torn apart. Fun.
  You will see it all the time. You will be on a run scavenging 
for supplies and some idiot girl has to scream when a rat runs by 
her foot. If you are scared now, girl, you better run. Because every 
tourist browsing this area heard your mistake, and it’s probably 
going to be your last.
  Charles Darwin’s theory states that it is not the strongest of 
the species to survive, nor the most intelligent, but the one most 
adaptable to change. I can never thank Mr. Tate enough for teach-
ing me that in high school. Well, of course, he’s probably wander-
ing around right now himself trying to find a tasty arm to sink his 
teeth into. No, no, maybe he survived. You never know.

  And that’s exactly what kills me.

  You never know.
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KADIN

  “It could be worse.”

  That was like his catch phrase. You can never technically 
hit rock bottom. You would probably suffocate before you did. But 
it could be worse. 
  This apocalypse thing we got going on seems like it is 
the definition of worse, but I know I’m wrong. There are whole 
countries that have already been wiped clean of humanity. Merely 
tourists wandering for new sites to see. It could be worse and we 
could all just be dead. But then again that doesn’t seem like such a 
grim thought at the moment. 
  A zombie apocalypse seems so cliché, but then again it 
could be worse. Global warming could have eventually cooked us 
all to death. The Mayan Calendar could have been correct. World 
Wars could have broken out. (That might have been nicer than 
this.) Or we could have all just starved to death. Everyone in the 
whole world. What could be worse?

  Oh, right. Starving to death during a zombie apocalypse.

  Surviving is one thing, but living is another. I mean, we’re 
alive, but what’s the point? Is there even a point? Maybe there is, 
maybe there isn’t, but my brother and I are determined to fight for 
the answer until the very end. 
  When the NCNH stopped broadcasting their progress, 
thousands of people decided that there was no point. But that isn’t 
something they should have decided for their children, their wife, 
or their husband. Fathers and mothers just killed off their family 
and lastly themselves. All you could hear for one whole night were 
gun shots. 
  Our dad had the surround sound blasting in our new home 
but we knew. My brother and I, that is. We know a lot more than 
our dad led himself to believe, with his whole ‘it could be worse’ 
every time we complained. I’m pretty sure if I had complained 
about the loudness of the speakers, he most definitely would have 
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told me it could be worse. He was just funny that way. But not the 
funny as in “haha” but the funny as in weird, ironic, and so stupidly 
optimistic. 

  Here we are now. Driving in the dark on car-littered high-
ways. Swerving so we don’t collide into some deer-in-the-head-
lights tourist.

  I carry a revolver around, just in case. 
  Two bullets, just in case.

  “A bullet to the head keeps you from being an undead.”

  Maybe those dads and moms had the right idea. Because if 
I didn’t have this gun, and these bullets, it could be worse. When it 
gets to the end, when my brother and I have no where else to run 
and there is a horde of tourists running at us ready to rip apart our 
flesh, I don’t want either of us to suffer any longer.

  Bang. Bang.

  It could be worse.
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My Super Power
Jim Altieri

 My life took an interesting change recently. I found that 
empathy was a real and tangible thing that some could feel. Some 
could feel it like a brick to the face. One evening a few months 
ago, my two girls were having one of their little tiffs, and all life as 
we know it would not survive if one of them was wrong and the 
other right. After a twelve hour shift listening to grown men and 
women bickering and whining about their job on the flight line, I 
was barely holding on. My normal quick-fuse anger did not flare, 
and instead, quite the opposite happened. My shoulders sagged 
and I lowered my tearing eyes and whispered, “Can you two 
please get along?”  That, I believe, is where it started. Where I saw 
the pattern.
 The two mini-gladiators stopped in mid-spar and looked 
at me. Their faces changed. The immense anger and sister-hatred 
in their grimaces slowly melted away and loving smiles took over. 
Once transformed, they slowly looked at each other with smiles 
and hugged each other. Lovingly hugged each other. I couldn’t en-
joy the wonders of the female hormonal speed shifting; I suddenly 
had an over-full bladder and ran to the bathroom. 
 This episode repeated itself a few times. I started feeling 
hurt about it on purpose instead of reacting to the fighting, and the 
change still happened. My bladder screamed and I had to relieve 
myself for minutes straight. 
 I tried little experiments at work with the unhappy troops 
busily finding fault in each other. I had to limit myself; too many 
bathroom breaks and I would get it from above for dereliction of 
duty. Each time I tried to absorb (my concept, no clue what sci-
ence would call it) the anger and hot temper like a sponge, there 
would be a calm peace grown amongst the fighters and I would 
have to run to the bathroom. My bladder was the water balloon 
stretched to its limits taking in the soaked-up emotions of those 
around me. 
 Supervision started to notice that my shift was running 
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pretty smoothly. I tried to stay out of sight for one simple stupid 
reason. In a movie with an unsuspecting hero, he is most times 
pursued and captured by the military or authorities for some hor-
rible testing. I was already in the military, so how hard would their 
pursuit be? 
 One friend of mine had an interesting hobby off duty.  He 
would get home and continue, almost to the word he had left yell-
ing, a screaming argument with his wife. I invited myself over to 
see what power I had over people who enjoyed the fighting more 
than the victories. This was my first major error. My friend saw 
the change in his and his wife’s attitude with my immediate charge 
down the hall to the bathroom. He made a connection I hadn’t 
thought possible. The dim bulb brightened and he looked at me 
with disdain when my relief was complete and I returned to the 
love-struck couple. I guess I ruined his joy of wedded bliss. I left 
with the knowledge that it would not last forever, and he would 
most likely end up on the couch once again, and tell us all about it 
tomorrow.
 He told all about it at work. Most thought he was nuts, but 
those with more neurons than others were slowly connecting the 
dots. I had to keep my influence low for a bit, adding interference 
here and there to disguise the end of my experiments. I even tried 
the other way, to evoke anger and hatred, but that only gave me 
a headache from thinking and pushing too hard. The work place 
was not a safe environment to play with this. Whenever I headed 
to the bathroom, people started looking at each other to see who 
might have been fighting.
 Supervision started showing more interest in our shift. 
There were even some officers we did not recognize roaming 
around the hangar at times when most officers were at home boss-
ing their little families around. Emails arrived regularly with weird 
surveys on them: were there any changes in the work environ-
ment? Was any one Airman showing signs of stress? Eventually, 
only our shift received the emails. I thought a leave request was in 
order. 
 Denied. My leave was denied. When I asked why, I re-
ceived no valid answers. One lie was that all leaves were being 
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denied because of a shift in manning. We were well manned, and 
my absence would cause well below the maximum ten percent 
personnel on leave requirement. This was another clue for me; 
time to cover for some possible bad situations that could happen 
to me.
 I decided to get a plan for self-protection. I invited one of 
my computer-guru friends over for some beer, and I started asking 
really stupid computer questions to soften him up. Once his supe-
rior computer knowledge expanded his ego, I asked more direct 
questions. I told him there was no way to set up a simple, one key 
command to immediately email a document to a predetermined 
address. He took the bait and worked through the night (and my 
beer) till he was satisfied I was wrong. I had my grand plan for 
great protection. In most stories, if the underdog hero is threat-
ened by authorities, then the reciprocal threat of mass exposure is 
used. Tell the press, tell the churches, or hell, tell the gossip queen 
two houses down and let the spouse’s network protect me. 
 People at work stopped talking to me. Some refused to 
work with me. At first I enjoyed the solitude and working jobs 
without the stresses of training or dealing with unhappy workers. I 
started getting nervous, though, when I realized no friends means 
no safety. If I had no one around me, who would know I was 
missing? Hold on, what am I talking about?
 With my friend’s save-me-please computer program at 
home, I am documenting this story. Maybe, with the instant email 
option, I could possibly be saved if the almighty “them” took me 
for experiments and painful probes, or whatever they do in real life 
with a fantasy-life superpower. 
 I haven’t used this empathetic, anger-sucking ability at 
work in a while. I worry about how the military or some corpora-
tion might pervert this power. We are at war, with lots of hatred 
and anger. Shoot me up with some crazy third-arm-growing-from-
my-scalp vaccine to boost the signal, I absorb, and the enemy 
smiles and joyfully walks into the gunfire of our troops? Psy-
cho-leaders get their hatred and mistrust sucked out, and we send 
in an innocent group of advisors that can be manipulated by our 
government? 
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 I just got a phone call from the guy with the off-duty 
spouse-screaming habit. He said some official looking people 
were asking questions around the hangar, all dark suits and crew 
cuts. When one young troop said I wasn’t there tonight, they left 
in a hurry. I live twenty minutes from base, so maybe I should 
do something. Maybe I can be sitting on the stoop having a beer 
when they get here. Holy cow – there was a low level helicopter 
pass over the trailer court. I wonder.
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Wordless
Jamarri Shah

Aspired to do the impossible
At least I’ve dusted my feet from running on this CD that’s stuck 
on repeat
Got me a little less motivated to believe the lies I was told
They weighed me down my every decision
Had me lost along this forever spiraling road without my fog lights
Transitioning into a world I called my own
An ingenious paradox I knew would never come to an end until so 
did I
Cloud-made casket
Out-casted
Deceived again by this whispering wind
Must you laugh at my demise?
Mock my fate?
Crack a smile for every tear that drops down my boulevard
String your guitar at every corner
But just as you’ve deceived me you too may be deceived
Beautiful lies....
Does a dull knife still hurt?
Left with the feeling of being your court jester
Shall the festivities begin?
I can leave with a smile though I’ve yet accepted fates stories
We travel this trail of colors until its black and white
Open-ended roads diverged
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Empathy, Sympathy
Audrey Thomas

For the human race
So many unwanted people 
Grasping, clawing, reaching with longing
Some have so much
Yet feel deprived
The truly helpless left to die
Set adrift without a care
No bridges, lifeboats, or out-stretched hands
What does it say about us 
When we care so little for the least among us
Texting, twitter, instagram, snapchat
Rendering connections empty and flat
Tentacles reaching deep in our homes
Growing roots in shallow souls
What doesn’t kill you makes you stronger
What happens to those who can’t wait any longer
Who will reach out loving arms
To care for those who know nothing but harm
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Isabella
David Lee Perez

Billion years of time and space,
Galaxies formed to match your eyes.
Societies came together to hear your voice.
God planted the seed of humanity with you in mind.
So never for one minute believe that you are not important.

Impossible Princess
             Taylor Cass
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Brushing Teeth
                                      Yoleny Palacios
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