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2 012 is officially a memory and with that we want to wish 
everyone a happy new year. A year ago the Torrid 
Literature Journal made its debut with Volume I – 

Rediscovering the Passion. It is truly humbling to see the progression, the 
evolution that has occurred with the Torrid Literature Journal and the 
writers who regularly frequent our pages. Now we are embarking on the 
next phase of our journey as we enter our second year with high 
expectations.  

When a New Year rolls around, we generally take that time to 
reflect on the previous year. We look back at what we overcame, 
survived, and struggled with; the situations we had fallen into and gotten 
out of. This is a healthy habit as we take this time to revamp our plans. 
We have to answer the question, where do we go from here? Not just in 
business but in our homes, our relationships, and in other areas of our 
lives. We review our current standing in life and measure it up against 
our goals and dreams. We also focus on our actions (and reactions) and 
the motivation behind them. This allows us to determine what has 
worked for us and what has produced no progress or benefit. Then we 
chart the rest of the coming year around these findings based on our hopes 
and dreams. 

We are fortunate to have help. Is it not a comforting notion to 
pick up a book and be reminded that you are not alone in your struggles? I 
can eagerly confess to the excitement I feel when I pick up a novel or a 
collection of poetry because I know I will either be comforted, 
entertained, informed, or all of the above. It is exciting to pick up a book 
and be carried away into the world created by the author. There is this 
rush that you have to personally experience in order to understand.  

Where would we be without our storytellers, our artists? We 
are grateful that artists, in their entire splendor, are bold enough to step 
up to the podium and tell the story of a tear, the journey of a rant, the 
history of a laugh, and the experience of a thought followed through or 
avoided. Each line written by a Torridian artist forms a map that leads 
back to an experience, dream, or need. They help to navigate us while we 
weather the varying seasons that naturally develop in life. 

So consider the Torrid Literature Journal to be the cartographer 
and the literary content therein your map. We have recorded the abstract 
artists, the writers that appear in our fifth volume who make up our 
beautiful landscape in the world of literature. We have highlighted and 
featured our most prominent artists so that our message is clear. We have 
orchestrated the elements of this literary map to best reach you, our 
readers so that the stories told by our writers is not misconstrued – 
evolution is here.  

Embarking on any journey in life assures that you won’t finish 
the same way you started because being bold enough to go on 
explorations means you will be engaging in new experiences that will 
impact your actions and reactions. So we challenge you. Read our fifth 
volume with an open mind and heart. Spend time, not with our artists but 
with their work which have the characteristics to get us all to a better 
state of mentality. We also challenge you to increase your faith and 
expectations for 2013. Whatever you are hoping or dreaming for, keep in 
mind that faith without works is still dead. So remember, the bigger the 
vision, the bigger the provision.   

Thus, it can be inferred that you have to first see yourself in the 
place you are trying to get to before you can actually get there. However, 

I have come to the personal realization that people in the world today are 
very visual in the literal sense. They need to physically see something in 
order to understand or believe it. This works in our favor because writers 
are masters at seducing the senses. Art is what adds meat and flesh to the 
skeleton created by experience. Art gives a body and voice to everything 
so nothing can be ignored or overlooked. With all of this in mind, this is 
the reason our latest edition of the Torrid Literature Journal brings you, 
our readers a whole new selection of emerging and experienced writers. 
We also have several reappearances by veterans who have appeared in 
previous issues of our journal. Together the material in this journal will 
leave you eagerly expecting more of the unique content that can only be 
found in the Torrid Literature Journal. This issue also maintains its focus 
on closing the gap between writers and the information that will help get 
the right tools in their hands. Our featured article provides a high level 
overview of National Book Blitz Month. If you have published a book or 
plan to do so this year, then this article is a must read. Publishing is one of 
phase of a successful literary journey but it is not the only one. We also 
shed some light on Library Lovers Month which occurs annually during 
the month of February.  

We are very excited about this year as we have a lot of events 
lined up for our readers, supporters, fans, and friends. This coming 
March signifies the launch of our second annual poetry and fiction contest. 
Last year our contest was a success as we received numerous submissions 
from around the world. Three writers were awarded first, second, and 
third place. This year we are looking forward to our upcoming contest 
where four writers will be chosen as winners. 

In addition, voting for our 2012 Torridian Hall of Fame 
inductees is still ongoing. The numbers are tight as we close in on the final 
weeks of voting. Our Torridian Hall of Fame will bring recognition to 
specific writers whose work has appeared in past additions of the Torrid 
Literature Journal. The inductees will be chosen based solely on votes so 
be sure to support our writers by casting your vote today.  

The excitement does not end here though. We have a Christian 
poetry anthology that will be making its debut along with a series of open 
mic events planned for this year. We also have a few surprises that will be 
unveiled as the time passes. Make sure you follow us on the web and visit 
our site regularly to find out what we will be up to next. 

It all comes down to the fact that everything in life is part of a 
cause and effect cycle. You continue to support, encourage, and 
strengthen us, thus allowing us to do the same in turn for others. It is 
because of you, our faithful followers, new and old, that we are able to 
evolve the way we have to date.  

Remember who you were last year. This year, be the change 
you want to see. Decide to be evolutionary, creating your own moves and 
unique signature in life. No one is better at being you then you.   

  

Sincerely, 

Alice Saunders 

  
Follow me on Twitter: 

@lyricaltempest 

 

FROM THE EDITORS 
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 W hat better way to start off the new year then 
by engaging in a full on promotion of your 
book? January just happens to be National 

Book Blitz Month. NBBM encourages writers across all genres to 
engage in a hardcore promotion of their books. Whether you have 
written poetry books, fiction novels, or something entirely differ-
ent this holiday was created for you, the author. 
 As authors, we should see this for the opportunity that it is 
- the chance to strengthen our relationship with the media. A good 
relationship with the media, in all its forms, means you have a bet-
ter chance of reaching your target audience and turning your book 
into the next bestseller. Make this the month you step outside of 
your comfort zone and set in motion a plan to expand your reach 
and fan base. After all, the hard work of actually writing the book is 
already done. The next phase of your journey should be enjoyable 
as you begin to promote your work. 
 The first step to effective book marketing involves doing 
homework. Take the time out to properly prepare and be sure to 
do your research. Know your genre and your competitors. Figure 
out what is common practice and how you can personalize it to fit 
your goals such as to increase sells and fan reach. With the increases 

in technology, there are many different ways to use the media to 
your advantage. Figure out which avenue, if not all will work best 
for you. Figure out the type and frequency of the promotional jour-
ney you plan to engage in. Will it bring you closer to your target 
sales and strengthen your following? Be sure to set reasonable 
goals, timelines, and schedules that you can stick to. Consistency is 
key. Will your promotion run online as in virtual blog tours, inter-
net radio interviews, and virtual giveaways or will your promotion 
be live consisting of signings and readings at bookstores and cafes? 
Will you participate in a joint book promotion with a group of au-
thors in the same genre as you? These are just some of the questions 
you should answer before putting your promotional plan into ac-
tion. You should have a concise marketing plan put together for any 
product you intend to sell. As my pastor always says, a failure to 
plan is a plan for failure.  
 A great resource for authors who are looking for fresh and 
innovative ways to market and promote their book is John Kre-
mer’s Bookmarket.com website which offers a wealth of marketing 
tips and resources. Kremer’s website offers a concise listing of vari-
ous innovative ways an author can promote their book. Kremer is 
also of the author of the well-known book 1001 Ways to Market Your 

By Alice Saunders 
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Books. Other online resources include Writer’s Digest 
(www.writersdigest.com), Poets and Writers (www.pw.org), 
NewPages.com (www.newpages.com), Poetry Foundation 
(www.poetryfoundation.org), Academy of American Poets 
(www.poets.org), and many more. 
 Be sure to avoid common marketing mistakes, especially 
the ones that occur on social media sites such as Facebook and Twit-
ter. Don’t make frequent posts about your book on someone else’s 
page, especially another author’s page unless they give you permis-
sion first. We must all maintain a healthy level of literary etiquette 
when it comes respecting others and ourselves. Generic posts are 
another common mistake many authors seem to make. Posting or 
‘tweeting’ that people should buy your book without giving them an 
incentive or reason as to why will not get you very far when it 
comes to increasing sales and building a dedicated following. You 
have to create interest. Be prepared to explain to your audience, 
through the media, why they should purchase your book. What 
promise does your book make to the reader? As the author of your 
own work, you must be able and willing to explain your book in a 
few short sentences that will explain what the reader can expect. 
 It is also important to note that regardless of whether your 
book is traditionally or independently published, it is still your re-
sponsibility as the author to promote your own work. Do not rely 

solely on the publisher to do all of the promotion for you. Any work 
they do to promote your book should be in excess of or in addition 
to the promotion you do yourself. As an author, making use of the 
marketing and social media tools available will allow you to better 
connect with your writers, thereby creating a growing interest in 
your book. 
 Authors go into your promotional journey with a key ques-
tion in mind: what makes my book a bestseller? The point here is 
that your promotional journey should be aimed at a cause and effect 
relationship in that it creates such a heavy following that your book 
has no choice but to become a bestseller.  

We are only scratching the surface here. With time comes 
experience. Do not be afraid to expand. Do not be afraid to pro-
mote yourself. Yes you should be humble at all times but at the same 
time this is your passion, your baby, so do not sell yourself short 
either. Remember why you are doing this in the first place. Then 
find a balance that works for you.  
 We want to hear from you. What are some successful and 
not so successful methods you have learned while promoting your 
book? Send us your letters and comments about your experiences. 
We would love to share it with our readers.  
 Ready. Set. Blitz! 

 Library Lovers Month1 is a month long celebration of public, private, and school libraries of all types. This is the perfect 
time to help raise awareness about the value that libraries provide to the community. There are many ways to promote Library 
Lovers Month and we have listed a few of them below. 
 1) Consider making a contributable donation. You can donate your time, money, skills, or resources. You should also 
consider employer matching donations or gift subscriptions to a literary magazine. Donating a book from your own shelf is a good 
idea also. 
 2) Another creative avenue is to consider joining a support group at your local library. Support groups are volunteers 
who provide resources such as expertise and fundraising to help their library as needed. A support group is also a great way to stay 
informed regarding any issues your local library may be dealing with. If your library does not have a support group, consider start-
ing one yourself. Be sure the support group is filled with people who bring a diverse collection of skills to the table such as busi-
ness, finance, educational, marketing, networking connections, etc.  
 3) In regards to the topic of donating time, there are numerous ways you can give your library a helping hand. You can 
offer yourself as a tutor, start up or join an adult program, read to children, or even help the library staff. 
 4) Promoting your local library is a good alternative to the options listed above. Speak up for your local libraries at gov-
ernment or campus meetings. If you are a columnist or freelance writer, you might even want to consider writing an article or 
letter to your local newspaper or radio talk show detailing the importance of funding and supporting local libraries.  
 There are many ways to support this cause. The goal is to remember that this month was created with the intent to raise 
awareness about the importance of libraries in the public, private, and academic sector. Libraries are non-profit organizations that 
depend on funding and support from various resources including government, corporations, foundations, and even individuals. 
We need to make sure these groups know their how valuable their support is to the community. Libraries provide a free resource 
for communities and academic groups; a resource that we cannot let run out. 
 During the month of February, go out and support your local libraries. Be sure to send us your letters and comments 
describing your experience. We would love to share your story with our readers. 



3 

 

            VOLUME IV OPEN MIC RECAP 

 O n a cool Saturday evening, (October 20th to be 
exact), TL Publishing Group, with the help of supporters, held its 
fourth open mic event at The Bunker (f.k.a. Tre Amici). This event 
brought new and familiar faces together as artists, family, friends, 
and the general public gathered to support and promote the local 
arts scene in Tampa, Florida. This event was also held as a celebra-
tion for the release of TL Publishing’s most recent publication, the 
Torrid Literature Journal Volume IV – The D.N.A. of a Poet. 
 R.J. Kerker and Todd Murphey served as the guest hosts 
and sound technicians for the night. This dynamic duo also per-
formed individual songs with their respective instruments. R.J. and 
Todd have a long history of hosting open mic events, most notably 
at Café Kili. Both of these talented artists are long time friends as 
well as musicians, having served and performed in the same band at 
one time (Todd Murphey and the Rift). 
 In between performances, Tiffani Barner and Alice Saun-
ders, staff at TL Publishing, took the opportunity to raffle off gift 
certificates and free copies of their journal. This also gave the ladies 
the chance to share information and facts about the journal. This 
was a successful effort on TL Publishing’s part to familiarize the 
public with their products and events. 
 Performances from that night included musicians, singers, 
comedians, and spoken word poets. The featured poet for the night 
was Angela Lawrence, an emerging artist who currently resides in 
the Tampa Bay area. Her heartfelt poetry connected deep with the 

theme of that night which was “The D.N.A. of a Poet”. Angela read 
five original poems that evolved around her growth and journey as a 
poet. The entire diverse collection of artists that took the stage that 
night was an evident reminder of how powerful the voices of artists 
can be when they come together. 
 A special moment occurred when Tiffani Barner, who also 
happens to be a Zumba instructor, was joined at the stage by her 
Zumba buddies to perform a sample routine in demonstration and 
support of the “Purple Masquerade Zumba Party”, an event that will 
be taking place next Saturday, October 27th. This event is to help 
benefit the Family Justice Center of Hillsborough County and to 
bring community awareness to domestic violence. Several audience 
members also joined in at the stage. 
 Visit TL Publishing’s Ustream website to view a few clips 
from that night. Also, make sure to like their fan page on Facebook 
to stay current on the latest event involving TL Publishing, its staff 
and artists. 
 According to TL Publishing, this was their last open mic 
event of 2012 as the team prepares for 2013 projects and events. If 
that night was any indicator of the future, TL Publishing has a very 
promising journey ahead as they continue to position themselves as 
a beneficial resource in the community and publishing industry. It is 
also worth noting that 2012 was their debut year. 
 The Bunker, formally known as Tre Amici, is an independ-
ent coffee house busines located in the heart of Ybor City in Tampa, 
Florida. The Bunker serves a vibrant selection of coffees, teas, 
wines, sandwiches, appetizers, and deserts. The Bunker is also 
known for its long standing history of being an independent busi-
ness that supports the local arts community. Jim Gaus and Canadian 
Mike, local musicians, co-host the ‘First Friday Open Mic’ event 
that takes place at The Bunker the first Friday of every month. An-
other event worth checking out is ‘Singer/Songwriter Night’ which 
is hosted by Amy Snider, a D.J. with WMNF 88.5. 
 TL Publishing is publisher of the Torrid Literature Journal, 
a quarterly international publication. Print and online copies are 
available for purchase through their website. TL Publishing also 
sponsors quarterly open mic events in the Tampa, Florida commu-
nity. To learn more, please visit their website or fan page on Face-
book at http://facebook.com/tlopenmic.  

This article first appeared online at TL Publishing’s blog: http://torridliterature.wordpress.com. 
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ODE TO LITERATURE 

James Sutton, a graduate of the Iowa Writers Workshop, studied with John 

Berryman, Marvin Bell, and George Starbuck. Never having had an academic 
appointment, he had no need to publish anything before its time; so his poems 
are more, rather than less, the way he wants them. He earned his living as a 
lobbyist, for teachers at the Iowa Legislature, and lives in Des Moines, which 
has never known war.  
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“What kind of world loses all its softness, in gentle-
ness and sound that the only way to be heard is to 

cry out above all else?” 
Whisper 

MILTON DESCRIBING SATAN’S PLIGHT 
By James Sutton 

 
Waiting & wondering, the tortured Beast, 
who gropes through Tartarus, considers least 
the circumstance for which he is confined 
& dwells, instead, on whether he will be 
rescued from null confinement.  Groping blind, 
numbed by his grim transgressions, he can see 
only the punishment that he deserves 
& not the Pow’r his expiation serves, 
as he atones for blemishes he placed 
on what was perfect.  Aimlessly, he goes 

slāvishly over footfalls of disgrace 
lusting for freedom, mind held fast below, 

 when all he needs to spring his soul afar 
 is merely to glance up & see a star. 
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Oluwafemi Joey Oloidi is a poet, fashion designer, deco-designer, colour analyst and a visual artist. Born in April, 1985, he graduated from the University of Nige-

ria, Nsukka with a degree in Painting. Presently he just finished his Masters Degree Program in Art History. Art exhilarates and exhorts Oloidi with a sane touch of undi-
luted vision and a deliberate consistency to work with a lack of exigency and uncorrupted ideas. This has intellectualized his mental and idealistic inner strength to freely 
respond, suggest and convey his unclear art vision to a predictable and absolutely art-sufficient feature of outstanding excellence. 

“Enthronement of Honor” by Oluwafemi Oloidi.  
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Marcelo Muianga is a poet residing in Elsburg, South Africa . His work 

has appeared in past editions of the Torrid Literature Journal. His poetry is a 
dialogue with the self about his experiences in life. It is inside poetry that he 
believes he is free to be whomever he wants to be, not bound by any morals, 
nor ethnic codes. He mostly tells stories of occasions he has seen, heard, and 
touched physically, yet sometimes just mentally. His stories include people 
that are currently part of his life, although they became simple memories of 
people he once knew.  

PERSONALITY [OF] REFERENCE 
By A.J. Huffman 

 
The brick is not abject . . . a high inductance 
observes – 
  a clip correlates 
the mention (opposite a lightning bolt). 
The addicted fracture attaches. A camera 
confirms: the crown spites the boom. 
 
(What an absurd market lies 
in the wind.) 

FAIRYWORLD’S RATTLE 
By Mayya Rskina 

 
Pinkish lines traverse the square, 

Hole in centre leads you anywhere, 
Looking-glass world lies behind it, 

Whirling, colourful, exciting, 
 

With the crystal wishing-wells,  
With the Gypsies keeping shells 

In their spangled sparking casket, 
Telling fortunes when you ask them. 

 
Down the lane there is a hut 

Where brown squirrels gather nuts, 
Where young lasses pick the berries, 

Making two bites of a cherry. 
 

Once you've got there you won't leave, 
You will stay there until eve, 

Covered with the rose's petals, 
Listening to the fairy rattle. 

Mayya Raskina was born in Russia, Yekaterinburg, in 1992 and currently lives 

in New York. Raskina begin writing poetry when she was about 14 years old under 
the strong influence of such poets as Anna Akhmatova and Bella Akhmadulina. 
Fascinated with Joni Mitchell's work, Raskina wrote a couple of poems which can 
be set to her music. After getting acquainted with O. Henry’s work, Raskina de-
cided to attempt to write short stories as well. 

DRY LEAVES 
By Marcelo Muianga 

 
On a cold season, when leaves go dry 
we try, to explain love with reason. 

About the horizon, echoes of another cry, 
on a cold season when leaves go dry 

love has vacated and left without a goodbye, 
always; so little is left worthy of celebration, 

on a cold season when leaves go dry 
We try to explain love with reason. 

A.J. Huffman is a poet and freelance writer in Daytona Beach, Florida. She has 

previously published four collections of poetry: “The Difference Between Shadows 
and Stars”, “Carrying Yesterday”, “Cognitive Distortion”, and “And Other Such 
Nonsense”. She has also published her work in national and international literary 
journals such as Avon Literary Intelligencer, Writer's Gazette, and The Penwood Review.  

MAY 1986 
By Lori Imsdahl 

 
The grey limbs of oak trees were splayed 

across the lavender sky the day you sat, suddenly, 
during a stroll, blood coloring your yellow skirt 
and staining the curb and freshly mowed grass. 

 
Two passersby cooed reassurances while Dad 

fetched the car and you remained hunched, head 
in hands, stomach swollen from last week’s childbirth, 
your daughters oblivious to the blood until he returned 

and helped you stand, and we saw the back of your skirt. 
 

The car was lined with crisp newspaper—Wednesday’s 
comics and Friday’s obituaries. They were smeared 

red after your trip to the ER. Hemorrhage, he explained, 
later, when he dropped us off with our grandparents, 
May moon ripe in the sky, shadows littering the lawn. 

Lori Imsdahl was born and raised in Minnesota, attended West Point, and 

spent five years in the United States Army. After the army, she took a solo, 
round-the-world trip, exploring three continents and nineteen countries. In 
2012, she was runner-up for the Melanie Hook Rice Award in Creative Non-
fiction at Hollins University, where she is a second-year student in the MFA 
program.  
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ON THE RADIO 
By Shoko Araki 

 
A familiar old song 
plays on the radio 

“How deep is your love,” 
Barry asks in falsetto stereo 

 
It transports me back 

to the 70’s of old 
when life was much simpler 
and music was solid gold. 

 
My boyfriend and I 

slow dance to the beat; 
his hands gently rest 

on my waist – oh so sweet. 
 

We dance to the pulse 
of the disco beat. 

My Farrah Fawcett –do 
can’t keep up with my feet. 

 
We were young and in love. 

These were good times, indeed. 
Just you and me -- 

life was fun and unhurried. 
 

We couldn’t imagine 
what our future would bring. 
But we knew it was right -- 

marriage was the right thing. 
 

Months turned into years. 
Years became decades. 

Now our kids have grown up -- 
from the nest they will fade. 

 
But we’ve got each other -- 

though a bit older these days. 
Our love has grown stronger; 

God gave me you, and I give Him praise. 
 

It’s only the beginning. 
We’re starting a new page. 

Like fine wine and great cheese, 
marriage gets better with age. 

Shoko Araki’s poems and short stories have been published in several antholo-

gies. Araki has also written, produced, and presented several puppet presentations 
at private schools and churches, as well as live skits. Araki is currently the social 
media administrator for a private school, church, and other non-profit organiza-
tions, in addition to writing press releases, marketing materials, flyers, online 
marketing, and online web news articles. Araki also regularly submits articles for 
websites for a non-profit organization. In addition, Araki is a regular reviewer on 
yelp!  

Philip Jackey has been reading and writing poetry since he was 13 years old. 

His work has been published in The Write Place At The Write Time. This is his 
second acceptance into a literary journal. He lives in Elkhart, Indiana with his 
wife and two step children and a baby on the way. 

GRANNY AND PAPA’S HOUSE 
By Philip Jackey 

 
And for sure this house is haunted; 

it moans at night like papa did, 
when he wasn't papa anymore, 

rather a sad story of children and their children 
and pestilent cancer cells, his sunken cheeks  

pale and white, 
white as the ghosts who live here. 

His eldest son is now a ghost, 
drove into a tree and was killed instantly— 

smashed like a shoe on a roach but  
Timothy still comes to visit and  

stand over his sister Deborah in her deep sleep. 
Both of them are transparent.   

And anyone of us could of seen 
right thru this house, right thru 

my granny who smoked cigarettes before  
you could die from smoking cigarettes, 
the walls are dirt, stained dull yellow  

like nicotine on papa's teeth.  
And granny's the kind of gal papa read poems about 

and papa didn't read poems, he was more 
a hands on kind of man  

who preferred using fists when he's pissed off, 
and scared, 

and even in love because granny swears that 
one of the holes papa punched through the closet door 
was in the perfect shape of a heart. And you could see  

right thru. Skeletons stacked on skeletons. 
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Rebecca Wright is a 22-year-old graduate of University of South Florida with her BA in Creative Writing. She wants people to analyze why she wrote something 

and what it means, when in all actuality, she wrote it because she could. She has been published in Torrid Literature Journal, The Delinquent, and The Writing Disor-
der. She currently resides in St. Petersburg, Florida missing her polydactal cat, Huckleberry Fynnigan. She plans to receive her M.F.A. in Creative Writing and in the 
future, change the world. 

YOUR STOMACH CONTENT IS MY LUNCHBOX 
By Rebecca Wright 

 
I lift the spoon to my cracked lips, 

taking a sip of the steaming memories 
laden with guilt. Bones crunch between 
my teeth, reminding me of uncooked 
pasta and stale crisps. Stale flesh floats 

amidst the broth, squirming with maggots 
and decay. 

 
I lower the spoon back into your body 

to dig around for more. You groan 
but don’t complain when I nudge 

your liver, dark and shrunken from 
alcohol. 

 
It’s nice that you offered yourself to 

help me survive. The dark green of your 
gallbladder reminds me of peas, sweet 
with a bit of crunch. You were already 

dying, we just found a better alternative 
than donating your body to science. 

 
I pull out my fork and knife and stare at 

the pulsing, burgundy heart. A sure dessert 
for the feast I’ve had. I sever the veins 
connecting it and drop the utensils. I 

grip the pounding organ in my fingers and 
lift it to my mouth. Opening wide, I breathe 

and swallow. 

YOUNG SUMMERS 
By Rebecca Wright 

 
when we were six, it was all rainstorms and laughter. i had just been diagnosed and you were there. we were wood nymphs in a forest meadow, 

lost in the sun. school was on break and there were no rules. we didn’t wake until noon and stayed up past bedtime. we were young. 
 

when we were ten, you were all about sports while i was locked inside my own mind. you always wondered what the little, white pills were for; 
the ones they forced me to consume and set me free from myself. their purpose was to put me in control of my actions, though I didn’t want to 

be. we were young. 
 

when we were thirteen, our curfews were extended. but we still broke them. late nights of video games and too much soda our summer before 
freshman year. you had your first boyfriend and then your first breakup. i had my first breakdown and first lines on my wrists. we were young. 

 
when we were sixteen, we had ideas of brand new cars we would take to school and show off. but it never happened. you got a new red mustang 
and i took the city bus. the pills sat on the counter with the bottle still full. i refused to take them after they blocked the feelings of being free in 

tide pools and rainforests. we were young. 
 

when we were twenty, we barely spoke. we went to different schools across the state. those white pills call to me from the bottle on the counter. 
they consume me. we aren’t young anymore. 
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WASTE 
By D.M. Aderibigbe 

 
I meander around the north, south, 

east and west of creativity, 
With my heart so proud and upbeat to start the journey, 

So abashed and downbeat, 
 

What do I see? 
Thousands of talents taking life-long nap 

Under the bridge of dormancy, 
 

Millions of minds, forgetting their identities in 
The large territory of pessimism, 

And crossing from the left to right, on 
The road of hopelessness. 

 
Their indispensability is useless like a bulb in a house 

that has no electricity. 
 

Their home is no home for them, 
How could they be strangers where they've 

Lived all their lives? 
 

I'm indispensable, I’m useless. 

D.M. Aderibigbe, a 23-year old writer from Lagos, Nigeria, is an undergraduate student of History and Strategic Studies of the University of Lagos. He writes 

poetry, fiction, non-fiction, plays and lyrics. His work has been published or is forthcoming in the United Kingdom, Canada, Australia, Nepal and the United States 
by Vox Poetica, Pressboard Press, UP Literature, HUSMW Press, The New Black Magazine, Misfits' Miscellany and many others. His debut novel “Sisyphean”, will be published 
in America, soon.  

WEIRD LOVE SONG 
By Catherine Simpson 

 
Baby, we'll die some day, and 

I don't care. So will everything around 
Us: those flowers, those birds, those 

Rocks, even, will shift until we 
Don't recognize them any more. 

Isn't that death? Not recognizing a 
Thing any more? I must have died 

A few times last ight, because I 
Didn't recognize you any more, or 

Myself, or the bedside table with the 
Little blue lamp on top, and 

I don't care I don't care. 

Catherine Simpson is a cellist from Santa Barbara. She has been published in Right Hand Pointing and Into the Teeth of the Wind.  
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WHISPER 
By Kira Tate 

 
Roars 
Shouts 

Yelling and bellows. 
Is there anybody out there? 

Sirens 
Thunder 

Wails cries and screaming 
Can anybody hear me? 

 
A raucous world spinning me dizzy 

With all this noise and clatter, how can you think? 
Can anybody hear me? 

I wander the waves of sound and screech, swept away in the 
tides. 

An endless ocean, can anyone find a boat? 
I’ll sit here and wait 
Wait for someone 

Who can hear my whisper 
Over it all. 

 
What kind of world  

Loses all its softness, in gentleness and sound 
That the only way to be heard is to cry out above all else? 

Listen hard now,  
See if you can hear the whisper in my heart 

And answer back if you can. 
Can anybody hear me? 

 
Quiet thoughts on an unseen tide 

Cast aside with the riotous symphony.  
Listen for my heartbeat,  
And I’ll listen for yours. 

I can hear you whispering inside, 
Lost in the uncaring sounds. 

Cradle the music found there,  
And hold to it strong; 

The whispers have much to say. 
Hum a tune if it’ll help, 
And listen close now. 
Can anybody hear me? 
Whispers in the deep, 
Whisper to me sweet. 

 
Can you hear me? 

Kira Tate’s writing career began when she was published in her community college's literary journal, as well as being the editor for it the following issue. In her 

free time, not claimed by writing poetry and fiction, she is a conservation biology major in Washington State, equestrian, and roommate to a house of cats.  

ILLUMINATING NIGHT 
By Kira Tate 

 
Cast out into the water, 

To the chime of ballroom music, 
The lavish laughter of friends of old, 

Cast out into the sea. 
Washed up on the cosmic shore, 

I will open my eyes with reluctant strength. 
My eyes sting with an absence of light, 
My ears cry out for any sound at all; 

And my hands begin to ache  
For a touch of something more. 

My heart and soul will scatter into the emptiness, 
Seeking relentlessly for life. 

 
With a strangled voice, I call them back, 

For company and warmth. 
Keep myself together, for 
Dark my days will turn. 

If I can make a best of things, 
I shall. 

 
In this darkness,  

My eyes be trained to see the smallest flicker. 
In a deathly silence,  

I can hear the whispers 
That human ears have forgotten how to hear. 

In a deepest cold,  
I shall grow a fire’s soul. 

In this ever-persisting night, 
Stronger than sun and earth, 

I shall illuminate. 
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WITHOUT THE GRACE OF DAWN 
By Clemencio Bascar 

 
Decisively, I offer no excuse 

For my failure to welcome the daybreak; the truth is, 
I waited for it all by myself at a vantage hill where the  

Rivalry was limited to myself; call it stark trickery, for me 
It was a stroke of genius. 

  
Without any intent to resent or regret 

That my struggle for fame and glory had gone berserk…now I am  
Most of the time cocooned in solitude. 

 
But everyone is aware  

That my fascination for the dawn could become 
Delusional without lucid interval; secretly I was told that under a witching moon 

Anyone could become a poet laureate including literary scavengers. 
 

So for a fleeting taste of laurel 
I staked the whole of my being  

Even without the grace of dawn. 

Clemencio Montecillo Bascar is a writer who currently lives in the Philippines. Bascar writers poems, articles, and columns.  

A BLACK DRESS 
By Erren Geraud Kelly 

 
a lady in a black dress 

walks by my table 
as i listen to 
stravinsky 

a perfect marriage 
of beauty and art 

 
i would wait a lifetime 

for a moment 
 

as lovely 
as that 

Erren Geraud Kelly is a poet based in Chicago. Kelly has been writing for 

21 years and has work published in over three dozen publications in print and 
online in such publications as Hiram Poetry Review, Mudfish, Poetry Magazine
(online) and other publications. Kelly’s most recent work appeared in "In Our 
Own Words," a Generation X poetry anthology; Kelly was also published in 
other anthologies such as "Fertile Ground”, "Beyond The Frontier" and others. 
Kelly received a B.A. in English-Creative Writing from Louisiana State Universi-
ty in Baton Rouge.  

UNTITLED 
By Jolene Munch Cardoza  

 
Scratch scratch scratch 

the sound of pencil on paper 
I haven’t heard it for so long 
I forgot about the stockings. 

The crayons, markers, the colors, 
the hands raised in the air 

I relish the smell of lead and soap 
from the bathroom, 

where there are stools below sinks 
to help them reach the water 

that rubs away the ink, the dirt, 
the stains that happily stained 

and makes us who we are. 
I’d happily go back, trade in my tax deduction 

for a sloppy alphabet and a 
brand new set of clothes. 

Jolene Munch Cardoza is a native Floridian who currently lives in Wash-

ington, D.C. where she has covered professional theatre for the past ten years. 
Cardoza attended the University of South Florida in Tampa and is a graduate of 
the Eugene O'Neill National Critics Institute. She is a member of the American 
Theatre Critics Association and has written for a variety of publications. Her 
byline regularly appears in the Washington edition of The Examiner newspaper, 
where she has reviewed regional theatre since 2007. 
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SOUTHAMPTON 
By Raúl Gallard Flores 

 
To the beautiful girl who owns a poem written 

in drunken Spanish on a napkin,  
I ask to be forgiven.  

 
Especially to her best friend who knew  

español but came to tell me my muse had  
a boyfriend, yet she was intrigued of what  

I had written, something not even a sober girl  
could figure out.  

 
How easy it all was,  

to carry a pen with me at every moment,  
grab a napkin, ask the barman or a waitress  

to give the poem to a beautiful girl and see what happens.  
 

Does she still keep my poem?  
Could I ever get in touch with her  

to figure out what I wrote that night?  
 

She said she had a boyfriend  
maybe I caused another problem  
when she questioned him about  

never being as romantic as the drunken  
Mexican on the fourth of July.  

 
Could it be an argument strong enough  

to break up a relationship?  
 

All I ever wanted that night, was to see  
the fireworks. 

ODE TO MEXICAN ROTARIES 
By Raúl Gallard Flores 

 
Oh, goddess of the street, enemy of traffic lights 

Rotary which inspires mental laziness 
Russian roulette for car drivers 
A beginners solution for traffic 
Obstacle of human evolution  

Parisian plagiarism 
Island populated by trees or monuments 

Not interested on loosing weight 
You only know half of our faces 
A carrousel without an engine 

Business opportunity for the police 
You suffer from nausea at rush hour 
Break the hymen of first time drivers 

An spectacle for pedestrians 
Oh, goddess of the street 

Your life is not at risk 

JUST BELIEVING 
By Allison Grayhurst 

 
What tears and wrenches 

is not the remembered glory, 
is only the thing preventing 

a lifetime of gratitude. 
I will turn while in my days of darkness 

and feast upon the fireflies. 
A new groove will capture my flight 

and lift the chairs from the floor. 
I will be the one whose radio still sounds, 

whose sandwich has been eaten 
and whose telephone calls have meaning. 
It is just a matter of believing in mercy 

and not much more. 
It is appreciating the smell of my infant’s neck 
and the times when reading with my child. It is 

the love songs I hear every day and moments of stillness 
that surround. 

 
The brick will separate from the wall and cause 

an unsteady hold. The days will turn over 
and the unexpected will enter 

  to bless then break 
    my fall. 

A BETTER LIFE 
By Allison Grayhurst 

 
In the beginning 

I rode a burning steed, 
crossed a violent river 

and destroyed my home. 
But now my footsteps are slower, 
I never climb the rocks or chase 
the landed hawk. I collect shells 

for my garden and sing to the great 
oceans waves. I take my children 

along the shore and show them how to dance. 
I tell them my tales of long ago, though 

earn no interest or praise. 
But they love me like a petal does its stem, 
each reaching to me to know the effort of 

my arms. We eat fruit near the underbrush 
then bury each seed, tenderly, 

in the hot white sands. 

Raúl Gallardo Flores was born in 1982 in León, México. In 2008 he won 

the best short sci-fi / fantasy screenplay at the Action on Film Festival in Pasade-
na, California. He was a finalist at the Wergle Flomp Humor poetry contest 
amongst the 838 participants. In 2009 he was a finalist at the Guanajuato Inter-
national Film Festival. His short film “Inadaptado” premiered at the New 
Filmmakers Festival in New York. His poems and short stories were published 
in Pens on Fire, Neon Magazine, The Cynic Online Magazine, and The IMPpress. He 
can be reached at http://www.raulgf.com. 

Allison Grayhurst’s work has been published in over 100 journals through-

out the United States, Canada, Australia, and in the United Kingdom, including 
The Antigonish Review, Dalhousie Review, The New Quarterly to name a few. Her 
work was also included in the Insomniac Press anthology “Written In The Skin”. 
Her book “Somewhere Falling” was published by Beach Holme Publishers, a 
Porcepic Book, in Vancouver in 1995. Some of the recent places where her 
work has appeared or will soon appear include: Parabola, Fogged Clarity, Out of 
Our, and Quantum Poetry Magazine. Grayhurst lives in Toronto with her husband, 
two children, two cats, and a dog.  
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SOMETHING 
By Leighton Meyers  

 
Something divine has crossed my way, 
An emerging carnation of love and life, 
Beauty and mystery all whisked away 

To the far-away lands of my soul’s decay. 
 

To you I give the whole of my sanity, 
Something for you to keep on your journey, 

A reminder of our shared humanity, 
Something to bring you home one day. 

 

Now I know the beauty which I see 
Is but a dream between you and me, 

Alive and breathing as long as we stare 
Into what we once thought impossible. 

 

Saying I love you is never enough, 
Meaning everything all the same, 

Something to carry on in time 
What is mental murder sublime.  

 

You are that something divine, 
Carrying that something to bring you home, 
Loving that something which could kill you 

If you would just allow it to. 
 

You love me and that I know, 
But do so quietly and don’t let me know, 

Or you’ll end up being my something divine 
And something difficult, difficult to let go. 

THE GOD OF WAR 
By Leighton Meyers  

 
Blood rains upon the earth, 

Staining crimson the walk of life, 
He follows the path of your addiction, 

Your selfish lust for restriction. 
Though he says not a word, 

He is the god of war. 
 

Crying images of death inside, 
But standing firm outside, 

He was shipped to a foreign land 
With a rifle in hand, 

And a necklace at his throat. 
It’s a murder that you wrote. 

 

He holds her close to his soul, 
Her picture warm in his palm, 
He was her prince charming, 

Perfection at the break of morning. 
A smile he’ll never forget, 

But she might just yet. 
 

He does what he has to 
Just to return home one day, 

Kill or be killed, 
Isn’t that what they all say? 

He is a switchblade survivor,  
The god of war.  

Leighton Meyers is an unpublished writer with a wide range of capabilities in the craft, from literary fiction to narrative poetry and everything in between. Since 

the sixth grade, he has accumulated eight different editor's choice awards for both fiction and poetry.  
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ROOT AND BRANCH 
By Catherine Al-Meten 

 
Root and Branch 

Gnarled roots pushed eons ago 
slithering through viscous, muddy soil seeking space above ground 

breathing in, breathing out, ever stretching from taproot permanence 
in search of water. 

Gnarled roots stripped of bark, supporting tall, 
twisted torso of elm contorting, wrenching 

in search of space to expand, ever growing, skyward, 
ever reaching beyond past growth limits. 

Gnarled roots reaching across the ground, dipping beneath the soil, deeper, 
down into the depths of earth forcing trails blindly round darkness, 

stone, and mysterious caverns obstacles blocking 
the search for sustenance. 

Gnarled roots stand contrast to new growth 
Limbs stretching, reaching extending, beyond sites known, fixed. 

Knotty burls, new growth erupting through bark laden 
skins, revealing untouched sprouts, 

bulging twigs, nudging 
dried, dead leaves left from autumns past. 

 
Gnarled roots below straight, 

fresh branch extending life further, rings of life building, 
one upon another, one more year one more month, one more season, 

sap of life running 
from tap root through channels 
extending into the largest limb 

playing on the old swing of childhood 
remembering, pining, longing, and waiting 

for one more push.  

Catherine Al-Meten, a native Oregonian, is a freelance writer, journalist, and photographer. Co-Founder and President of Northwest Creative Outreach, 

Astoria Center for Artists and Writers, Al-Meten’s work reflects her love of the natural beauty of the world, the idiosyncratic essence of human interaction and the 
narratives, cultures, and stories of the river and sea people. She lives on the Columbia River, and finds endless inspiration for her work here in Astoria and the 
Northern Oregon Coast.  
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THE LAKE 
By Daniel P. Barbare 

 
Why do I go here again and again in my mind?  

Fishing boats in the night, 
A voice carrying from the bridge 
Waves clapping against the shore 

As I sleep on the screened in porch 
Perhaps it is the smell of that 

Soft down pillow, the rhythm of 
The crickets and cicadas, and 
When I open my eyes waking 
To a pristine sunny morning 
Dew still on the green grass, 

Wanting to swim, perhaps this 
Is why longing for that deep 
Blue water, warm as the sun 

On top, colder down to the feet 
Smelling that fishy smell like 
The ones in the freezer that 
Granddad left for us to grill 

While shadows of evening, light 
Up with lightning bugs, perhaps 

This is why I go here again and again 
To dive onto this cot and dream of tomorrow. 

OAK AND SPANISH MOSS 
By Daniel P. Barbare 

 
At the sea she stands  
With a gray shawl 

Around her shoulders. 
The wind is blowing. 
The moonlight washes 

Her hair as her  
Feet are in the sand. 

Daniel P. Barbare resides in Greenville, South Carolina. His poetry has recently appeared in Ocean, YARN, Gold Dust, and Calico Tiger. He has been writing poetry 

for 31 years and has been published locally, nationally, and abroad. He has three books available through Amazon.com: “Being a Janitor”, “Family”, and “Nature Po-
ems”. He  enjoys staying close to home in The Blue Ridge Mountains and the lowlands of South Carolina. 

PUPPETEER 
By Nate Zachar 

 
We must smile 

The truth must be hidden 
Our dreams are frozen in time, 

Just like us 
We are rosewood liars 

Our manufactured grins, 
Brightening the eyes of those with choice 

A pattering on the window 
Raises the possibility of freedom 

From this prison of robotic emotion 
Unnoticed by the wide-eyed passersby 

Whose only regret is not entering this small chamber sooner 
And snapping a photograph with a rebellious thrill 

Before they chuckle and turn around, 
Wondering why a man of flesh and bone could create such an unnerving oeuvre  

While we can only gaze at the unfeeling walls, suppressed by an unflinching marionette 
We can only wonder, 

What life beyond this encapsulation contains, 
With forced happiness 

One tear can break the spell. 
Please, show us sympathy 

Nate Zachar is a young fiction and poetry writer from Detroit, Michigan. Zachar has been writing since he was eight or nine years-old.  
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Clinton Van Inman was born in Walton-on-Thames, England and graduat-

ed from San Diego State University in 1977 with a degree in philosophy. Inman 
works as a high school teacher in Tampa. He is one of the few last standing Beat 
poets. He is trying to get a collection of poems together for future publication 
called, “Far From Out” or “One Last Beat.” Many of his poems have been pub-
lished over the years. Recent publications include the Tower Journal, Essence, The 
Warwick, and many others. Also some of his poems have been recently read on 
YouTube by Janet K. of Down in the Dirt magazine, which publishes many of his 
poems. 

EPHEMERAL 
By Clinton Van Inman 

 
Not with some stretch to mark 

And measure with rings in wood 
To proudly parade years withstood 

But gently like a passing flower 
Beaming in some secret bower. 

 
Nor like some ancient shrine 

Engraved with marble and stone 
Proud words having rightly shown 

But ephemeral like a summer breeze 
These words reach across all seas.  

AEOLIAN 
By Clinton Van Inman 

 
Seven silent sisters 

Circle a shrunken sea 
That rises and falls 
Quite aimlessly. 

 
The mighty last Olympians 

Have fallen asunder 
Except for a few claps 

Of distant thunder 
As days grow longer. 
Proud Achaean ships 

Will sail no more 
While my coral hands 

Still cling upon 
Her craggy shore 

And long for some 
Long forgotten 

Carpe diem. 

UNFIT 
By Anthony Ward 

 
Whenever I face something new 

I get that same old feeling; 
That tenderness in my legs, 
That tightness in my chest. 

 
I’m socially unfit, 

I can’t keep up with what you’re saying, 
Finding it exhausting to talk- 

Trying too hard to speak. 
 

No-body understands what it is 
That I understand clearly, 

So I don’t know what to say. 
Ending up in sporadic fits of exasperation, 

 
Attempting to figure out equations of language 

To express myself as eloquently as possible. 
While my heart keeps racing, 

And my mind turns faint, 

 
I fell incapacitated by confidence, 

Irrelevant through incompetence, 
Unable to catch my breath 
As I choke on my words. 

ON REFLECTION 
By Anthony Ward 

 
I’m a grown man. 

Not at all superstitious. 
I don’t believe in the supernatural. 

So why do I find this silence disturbing 
At night when I’m alone? 

 
Why do I hear sounds, remote and distant, 

Of disembodied voices 
Disembowel my scepticism 

Until I’m left hankering for the source- 
Trying to make sense of it? 

 
Why do I find myself 

Tiptoeing through my thoughts 
So as not to arouse my conscience? 
Trying my best not to make a noise 

That would disturb my mind 
And sway its slumbering poise. 

 
Am I concerned that my attrition 

Will wear me down to the bare threads of what I am? 
Leave me nothing but a shadow of my former self? 

That I resort to merely glancing from the corner of my eye, 
Catching sight of what I fear- 

Swiftly turning away. 

Anthony Ward has been writing in his spare time for a number of years. He 

has been published in a number of literary magazines including Enhance, Word 
Gumbo, Drunk Monkeys, Speech Therapy, Thousand Shades of Grey, Ginger Piglet, 
Torrid Literature Journal and The Rusty Nail, amongst others. 
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Bailey Schatte is a 15 year old writer who writes to express his emotions. 

Schatte has been writing for the past year and a half. 

HOPE 
By Bailey Schatte 

 
As the days turn to nights 

And the nights turn to days 
I wonder to myself 
Will I ever get out?  

Will I ever be rescued,   
from this hell on earth? 

I don’t know all I have left is hope. 
 

My family is gone, 
My parents are gone, 
My friends are gone, 

And I am left with nothing but hope. 
 

One day,  
One day I will get out 

And it won’t be because I am dead,  
It will be because hope carried me through 

It carried me through the pain, 
Through the agony 

And through the depression 
And at last  
I made it 

With nothing but hope.     

CONVERSATION 
By Bradley Morewood 

 
there is a god who oversees this 

 
who will take you places 

you’ve never been 
show you things you’ve never seen 

 
he likes to take you on 

a long desert hike  
to a heretofore unknown oasis 

 
to dive in the pool there 

and rise in an otherworldly cave 
no one else has ever seen 

 
he wears a T-shirt that says  
to converse means to be with 

 
when you convene 

 
he likes to say 

to converse does not mean 
to assert who you are 

it means to be somebody else 
to hear another story 

 
two people are two reeds in the wind 

if the god of conversation 
listens in 

 
he whispers when to listen 
and when to take your turn 

Bradley Morewood has been published in various publications over the 

years, most recently in Solo Novo, Wild River Review and Ubernothing. 
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I NEVER READ THE BELL JAR 
By Amanda Gayle Oliver 

 
My middle school  
lit teacher told me 

you stuck your head 
in the oven. 

At night I couldn't close my eyes  
to sleep without seeing you, 

with your head  
in  

the  
oven. 

I didn't understand, 
yet,  

about the ways to end  
your own life. 

 
My post-modern poetry  

professor told me  
you took pills, 
hid underneath  

your house, 
bit Hughes on the cheek 

the first time he took you out. 
I have your biography stacked  

on top of my television  
and I don't dare 
open the cover. 

 
You were twenty the second time  

you tried to take your life. 
I was the same age,  

when the tiny pink scars 
on my body  
whispered  

to cut into the plump blue veins 
on my bony white wrists. 

 
I think I sat across from you  

in the hospital. 
I think I curled up in the bed 
you slept in before I arrived, 

where they filled you  
with medicine 

and psychoanalyzed. 
After the shock, 

I would have held you 
when the burn marks 

replaced the tears. 
Stop haunting me  

Sylvia, 
I think we might  

have been friends. 

YOU’RE GONE 
By Amanda Gayle Oliver 

 

In memory of Megan Taylor Meier 
 

1. 
Ring around the rosies, a pocket full of posies. 

Pale pink polish, 
tiny finger nails,  

small hands 
smooth the eyelet lace 

over her little girl body. 
Twirling, singing softly, 

the basket she is holding moves with her. 
Easter.  

Chocolate bunnies. 
The green grass of her grandmother's yard  

is speckled with bright blooms,  
bright colored eggs.  

Before braces.  
Before MySpace. 

Before her pockets  
filled with letters  

forming worth with p-r-e-t-t and y. 
She eats jelly beans  

and wonders if in heaven  
you sleep on fluffy white clouds. 

 

2. 
Ashes. Ashes. 

Her head rests on a white pillow, 
body lying in a pale pink casket. 

Her mother smooths the white dress 
and grasps tight to a cold,  

stiff hand — the fingernails 
painted black and bright yellow.  

Every other one. 
She screams and tears  

form rivers of make-up  
down her daughter's face, 

revealing 
blue-tinted-skin. 

The belt buckle imprint  
on her throat. 

After she lost twenty pounds.  
After she joined the volleyball team.  

After unrequited love. 
After she read the words,  

"The world would be better without you." 
 

3. 
We all fall down. 

Underneath her eyes 
the end of her nose stained  

puffy, pale and pink.  
Broken capillaries, 

the rouge she would wear  
to her own execution. 

Biting her nails as she looked  
through her closet. 

Knowing how many notches  
held the white belt 

snug around her waist, 
and now how few to tighten  

into a gothic necklace.  
"You're the kind of boy a girl would kill herself over." 

 

Tiny black patent leather shoes,  
buckles reflecting the light  

of the computer screen.  

Amanda Gayle Oliver is a Southern Belle by birth and a New Englander by 

heart. Oliver was most recently published in the Boston Literary Magazine, Lamp-
lighter Review, Barefoot Review, Emerge Literary Magazine and Steady Moon Press. Her 
poetry and prose concentrate on giving a voice to the voiceless and lend a raw 
honesty that brings connection. Her second play, "Elevator Music" was produced 
at the University of Alabama at Birmingham in March 2012. Oliver also shares her 
personal story as a speaker, focusing on healing from self-destructive behaviors. 
She currently resides in Nashville, Tennessee. 
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It comes cheap 
And it’s easy to buy 

Just a few dollars 
And I’ll be ready to fly 

 
I’m warm all over 

And calm beyond compare 
I’m so relaxed now 

I forgot that you were there 
 

I touch my skin 
And I fade away 

Tomorrow I will stop 
It will be okay 

 
I lay down at night 

I promise I am done 
This isn’t good for me 
Excuses, I have none 

 
I sleep deep 

But, not because of peace 
I’m paralyzed in slumber 

From that last release 
 

Sleep will help 
And I won’t need this anymore 

I’ll wake up refreshed 
And live life like before 

 
I remember those days 

Of peace and simple bliss 
That was before I gave up 
And gave in to all of this 

 
I used to smile and laugh 
I had goals and dreams 

Back then I could proudly say 
“I know what hard work means” 

 
But something happened along the way 

The moment is of not importance 
I lost my drive, my dreams, myself 

And gave in to something more potent 
 

I love my wife 
And even more so I love my kids 

This isn’t their fault 
I did what I did. 

 
I’m too broken now to explain 

How this all happened or where it began 
Maybe it’s the hard times 

From which I’ve always ran 
 

OR, maybe it’s my childhood 
NO, it must be my friends 
WAIT, no it’s all my fears 

OH forget it, the list it never ends 
 

I’ve became this person 
Someone I don’t know 

Now I’m afraid to lose it all 
And don’t know which way to go 

 
But, mornings right around the corner 

And sleep will do me well 
This is my lost shot 

Tomorrow I finally break free from hell 
 

Sleep comes fast 
And, I’ll wake up soon 

I’ll start over then 
And beat the gloom 

 
Now I’m up 

And feel a fool 
I’m sick and I hurt 

Just one more time and I’ll be cool 
 

One last time to get me through 
I’ll wean myself away 

It’s like a diet to get healthy 
I see no other way 

 
But soon that fades 

And you just don’t understand 
Hell hath NO fury 

Like the poison my body demands 
 

I’m weak and I can’t do this 
Help me! Hear my cry 

For one more time might be my last 
And next time I might die 

 
I don’t want to lose this battle 

Really it’s a war 
There has to be hope for me 

I want to live better than before 
 

Please don’t give up 
Not yet, don’t leave 

I’m better and I’ll stay this way 
Do you hear me? Do you believe? 

 
I will finally walk away  
From what came cheap 
I don’t want to hurt you 

I can’t stand to see you weep 
 

I love you and I’m sorry 
Just words to you I know 

But it’s different now I promise 
I know which way to go 

 
I’ve put it down, this time for good 

That evil wrecking ball! 
No longer will it sway my way 

Taking my family in the fall 
 

I’m strong now- I promise 
Heavens please don’t go 

I’m not the addict telling lies 
And this I’ll surely show 

Kayla Pumphrey is a mother of three, a published poet, and a student of Secondary Education English Communications at Robert Morris University. She con-

siders her poetry to be contemporary, echoing the taboo truths of daily life in society. She aspires to be a successful educator and author of birth poetry and prose.  

WRECKING BALL 
By Kayla Pumphrey 
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ARTIST’S RENDERING, “ZOOMING INTO FOCUS” 
By Jacob Erin-Cilberto 

 
we've become a Google Earth version 

of ourselves 
a society of statistics 

and reality TV 
paparazzi giving us insight into lives 
into places we were not meant to go 

we are morbid headlines and Inside Edition 
commercial breaks and what breaks after that 

living through others while we sip wine 
and wear out the cushion of the couch 

inert figures 
falling out of the rhythm of existence 

existential beings 
in name only, 

caught in a space 
in between who we could have been 

and what we will never be 
as the computer screen 

and the TV screen 
screen us from what we are 

until we become remote casualties 
with push button minds 
pushing remote buttons 

and punching lifeless keys 
in our Apple minds 

not realizing half is eaten 
by the worm of complacency 

that makes us Still Life paintings 
with no life left to speak of. 

A WISER MAN 
By Jacob Erin-Cilberto 

 
you are the chill down my spine 

the shiver 
that makes my gnarled fingers 

pinch the covers harder 
then pinch my skin 

to believe 
you are the realization 
from a rationalization 

that my moons are fuller 
and night's touch 

feels just a bit safer 
as i embrace you in the darkest 

of caverns 
you are the libel 

that makes me liable 
to accept whatever sentence 

you write me into, 
knowing the verbiage will succinctly 

capture love 
within the syllables 

as i pull the covers tighter 
and curl my thoughts around the faith 

that you will faithfully remain 
the star to guide my heart 

to the conclusion of my paragraph 
as the sun rises and i emerge from the cave 

of fortune's bewildering circumstance 
fortunate to be with you. 

Jacob Erin-Cilberto, originally from Bronx, New York, now resides in Carbondale, Illinois. Erin-Cilberto has been writing and publishing poetry since 1970. 

He currently teaches at John A. Logan and Shawnee Community colleges in Southern Illinois. His work has appeared in numerous small magazines and journals in-
cluding: Café Review, Skyline Magazine, Hudson View, and others. Erin-Cilberto also writes reviews of poetry books for Chiron Review, Skyline Review, Birchbrook Press and 
others. He has reviewed books by B.Z Niditch, Michael Miller, Barry Wallenstein, Marcus Rome, musician Tom Maclear and others. “Used Lanterns” is Erin-
Cilberto’s 12th book of poetry and is now available through Water Forest Press, Stormville, NY. Erin-Cilberto has been nominated for a Pushcart Prize in Poetry in 
2006-2007-2008 and again in 2010. He teaches poetry workshops for Heartland Writers Guild, Southern Illinois Writers Guild and Union County Writers Guild. 
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William D. Hicks is a writer who lives in Chicago, Illinois by himself. Contrary to popular belief, he is not related to the famous comedian Bill Hicks (though he’s 

just as funny in his own right). Hicks will someday publish his memoirs, but most likely they will be about Bill Hicks’ life. His poetry has appeared in Outburst Magazine, 
The Legendary, Horizon Magazine, Breadcrumb Sins, Inwood Indiana Literary Magazine, The Short Humour Site (UK), The Four Cornered Universe, Save the Last Stall for Me and Mosa-
ic. His art appears in The Legendary and as cover art in Anti-Poetry and Sketch.  

“Tunnel 3-14.12.13” by William D. Hicks 
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FICTION 

MEN’S 
By Yin Lin 

 “I’m sorry, I didn’t mean to leave the report at my flat.” The gate swung open at her touch and I closed it behind me. “Really, 
it’s just on my desk.” She paused at the front door and looked at me as if making sure I understood. 
 “No, that’s okay.” I shrugged. “Shoes off?”  
 A smile flooded her face as she nodded. Her socks were white with black stripes. 
 I stepped onto her carpet, aligning my shoes beside another pair. A pair of men’s. A boyfriend’s, I supposed. “Well, makes 
sense to me. Don’t want to be living in the dirt from outside.” 
 The state of her living room nearly took my breath away. A sofa without holes, a floor that you could actually walk on with-
out stubbing a toe, and a bin only half filled.  
 “Sit down – I’ll go get the report.” Her hands fluttered. “Oh, this place’s a mess – didn’t have time to clean it this morning.”  
 “No – you should see the state of our flat!” I sat, relieved that this sofa didn’t have a bottomless pit like the one in my flat 
which swallowed your arse and you’d have to get someone to pull you out. 
 She came back, handed me the report and I flicked through it. 
 Leaning against the wall, her fingers twinned into each other.“What do you think? I combined the two theories together. 
 Yours was good – but the bit at the end there didn’t make sense.” 
 I glanced up at her. Her eyes jerked from my face to the table between us. Somewhat skittish. Probably didn’t want her boy-
friend coming out and seeing another boy in the house. “I’ll have a read of it over the weekend and see if I can add anything.  Bates is a 
killer marker.” I got to my feet. 
 She hurried to reach the door first. Then came the awkward part where the door pushed instead of pulled and she was trying 
to open the door for me but she was squished between me and the wall. 
 “I got it.” The tips of my fingers pressed the door and she let go. “Bye.” 
 “See you, Mike.” 
 The door clicked shut. 

* 
 Jess took a swig of the beer. She wiped her mouth with the back of her hand. “So,” flicked her fringe, “What’d you want to 
talk about?” 
 My hand curled around the glass, I shrugged. People’s conversations around us slipped in and out my mind. My shoe slipped 
against the edge of the table and found a grip against the foot of my bench. 
 “Come on.” She placed the mug on the wooden table between us. A girl passed us by, holding mugs of beer. “Spit it out.” A 
pause. Then, a warning, “Mike.” 
 I sighed. “Look, it’s this girl.” 
 She pounced. “Aha, a girl. What girl. What’s her name?” 
 I grimaced. “Lila. Asian, petite, lives off campus.” 
 “And?” Jess tilted her face towards me, her black-lined eyes searching mine. 
 I downed my drink in a gulp. “Alright. What do you know about her?” 
 “Why? You interested?” Jess’ finger drew circles on the table. 
 I ducked my head. Thank bloody god the lights were dim. 
Jess barked a laugh. Beckoned a bartender to fill my glass. “You know, about time, too.” Her fingers thrummed the table surface. 
 “Dentist-” 
 “I know– she’s in sometimes. We did a couple of reports together. She’s good. Tell me something I don’t know.” I took a sip 
of beer. 
 Jess held my gaze. “She doesn’t drink – alcohol or coffee.” I put my glass down, tapped the outside of it. “She plays badmin-
ton, bloody good, too.” 
 I tried to suppress my excitement. 
 Jess winked. “You should play with her – come on, I’ll ask her, and then I’ll bring you.” 
 She raised her glass. Mine met it with a clink. 

* 

Yin Lin's work has been published in Across the Fingerboards, The World's Steepest Street, Escape, The Temptation of Sunlight, and the Australian Medical Journal. She 

studies medicine and is self-diagnosed with literature deficiency. 
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 It had been a long time since I’d played. But my feet understood the lines, and my hand remembered the racquet. Jess and I 
arrived early: Jess holding only a racquet; I had my entire badminton bag, a monster of a thing. Already I regretted taking it. I un-
zipped a pocket and stared at my badminton shoes. 
 “You’re sure she’s going to come?” 
 Jess pointed at the entrance with her chin. I turned to see Lila striding in, a beast of a badminton bag slung over her shoulder, 
hair tied up in a ponytail. A smile tugged at my face. My heart quickened, recognizing competition. 
 “Hi Mike,” she said, dropping her bag on the seats. 
 “Hey.” I felt her eyes trail from my face to my racquet hand to my bag. My mind ran through what she was thinking. Right 
handed. Not pan-handled. The bag? Either he thought he was good. Or he was good. And I was thinking the exact same thing about 
her. 
 Lila turned to unzip her bag. I glimpsed three racquets. Fingers slipping around them as easily as ripples across water, she 
chose one. I changed my footwear; Jess smirked. 
 “What?” I mouthed. 
 She raised an eyebrow. 
 Now, on court I’d see what Lila was made of. Money could buy bags, racquets. Part of me guessed already she was good by 
how she handled them, but I had to see. I had to feel her strength. Money couldn’t buy skill. 
 On my right, Jess served. Opposite, Lila’s racquet was at the level of her eyes, her elbows bent, back straight. The shuttle 
went awry, spinning into the wrong half of the court. Lila darted forwards, her racquet dipped, cupped the shuttle. It glued to her 
racquet like a magnet.  
 She returned to her half of the court and served. The shuttle flew in an arc that pushed me right to the back of the court. An 
instinctive warning shot up my feet: the lines were near. But no – not yet. My wrist snapped. The shuttle zipped back. Lila pushed it 
straight to Jess. Jess flicked the shuttle up; it didn’t come down.  
 Lila frowned, lowered her racquet.  
 I squinted at the ceiling. 
 “Stuck,” Lila murmured, pointing. 
 “Oh.” Jess ran to the tube to get another shuttle. She threw it at my feet. “Hey,” she waved her mobile at me, “Got a call. 
You two continue, yeah?” 
 Smart Jess. I glanced at Lila. She nodded, and I flicked the shuttle up with the side of my racquet, into my left hand. She was-
n’t the only one here with tricks. 

* 
 The lights turned green, and I stepped on the accelerator. Even days later, I couldn’t forget the thrill.  Investing all I had into 
each shot, no need to worry about my opponent’s ego.  Having to reach, stretch, put that extra mile in to stay in the game. Lila’s calls 
of “shot!”, “nice”, “sweet”, never failed to bring a smile to my face.  
 I was grinning now, as I drove past houses. Damn she was good. Turning into another road, and found my route had taken me 
near Lila’s flat. 
 Might as well see if she's in.  Striding up to her front door, I knocked. Through the window at the side of the door I saw the 
men’s shoes again, and Lila’s sneakers. Maybe her boyfriend would open the door. My feet edged away. 
 But I knocked again. No one answered. Curious, I walked around the block to the back of her flat. A car sped past; I hesitat-
ed, feeling eyes crawl down my collar. No, no one would know – I wasn’t hurting anyone. Maybe she was lying unconscious in the 
backyard.  Maybe I’d save her life.  
 Maybe she was sunbathing. 
 I flicked a look over the fence into her backyard: a pair of men’s trousers hung with a jacket and a hoodie on the outer ring of 
the clothesline. Beyond, socks and jocks – but men’s. Again. Frowning, I hurried away. My hand slipped in my pocket to fish out my 
mobile. 
 “Yeah?” 
 “Jess, meet me at the bar.” 

* 
 “You did what?” Jess’ eyes widened and her pink fingernails gripped the edge of the table. “You stalker!” 
 “I know but – no – I…” I shook my head. “I didn’t mean to spy on her or anything.” 
 A waiter leaned in. Both of us shook our heads; he moved on to other tables. 
 “So, you think she has a boyfriend.”  
 I nodded. 
 “Or she could just have a fetish for men’s stuff?”  
 I glared at her. She laughed. 
 I examined my fingernails, then the blister I’d acquired from playing with Lila. I pressed at it, feeling the pain tingling 
through me like the thrill of the game. 
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 “Hey.” 
 I glanced up. Jess slid me her mobile and I frowned. 
 “I’ve got her number. Call her. Get this out of your mind. You don’t want to be wasting your time chasing her when she’s 
busy with someone else.” 
 I looked at the phone, flicked it open, and found Lila’s number. I counted the rings. 
 Finally, “Hi, Jess?” 
 “Um, it’s Mike, actually.” 
 “Oh.” 
 “I need to talk to you.” 

* 
 Lila opened the door, earphones dangling from her collar. Oh shit, she was here the whole time. Did she see me? 
 “Hi, Mike.” 
 I searched behind her for any shadow of a man. No one. Yet. “Hey.” 
 Her living room was as tidy as before, only this time open textbooks and pens and paper had been scattered on it. Still no 
man. 
 “Mike?” She was waiting. 
 “Oh– the grips – I was wondering if you had any spares.” 
 Lila’s smiled. “I noticed yours were a bit worn. Come on upstairs, they’re in my room.” 
 In her room. Oh. I breathed out steadily through my nose. Oh yeah. 
 I followed her up. The staircase was as clean as a five star hotel. Upstairs, there were three doors – one half open, a toilet 
peeking around. 
 “What colour do you want? White, purple, black...” She twisted open a door. 
 The third door remained sealed. Was her boyfriend behind it, listening, sharpening a knife, waiting for the right moment? I 
gulped. “Uh, white’s fine.” 
 She entered her room. I hovered outside. 
 “You can come in,” she called, and then added, “Just keep the door open.” 
 I inched into her room. Other than my sister’s, I had never been into a girl’s room before. Jess didn’t count. I knew her too 
well.  
 Sheets flat over her bed, a lamp on her bedside table, another light on her desk. Lila was rummaging through a drawer. The 
only thing out of place was her chair. 
 “Why is your chair behind the door?” The words blurted out before I could stop them. 
 Lila stilled. She laughed shakily and gave me a packet of grips. “Here, there’s three in it. Should last you a while.” 
I nodded at the chair. 
 Her eyes fell on it, and her smile crept over her face. “Mum’s paranoid. Flavia’s gone to Europe, it wasn’t worth getting a 
new flat mate but that means I’m alone here. At night I keep the chair against my door so if someone breaks in I should wake up from 
the noise.”  
 “So there isn’t anyone else here.” Damn that sounded wrong. I wiped my clammy hands against my pants. 
 “Why?” She flashed me a guarded look. Her gaze whipped across the room. 
 Looking for a weapon? I took a step back. “I, uh, I was just getting curious – the men’s shoes outside. The… the trousers on 
the clothes line. I was just wondering if you had a boyfriend or not.” My palms were slippery again. 
 She smiled, relieved. “Precautions. Told you my mum was paranoid. Looks like it actually worked.” At my blankness, she 
explained, “Well you know, a girl, alone. Easy prey.” 
 “No.” My eyes widened.“ You’ve got to be kidding me.” 
 Lila was grinning. “Makes it look like there’s a man in the house.” 
 And I fell for it. “Really.” I started to laugh. 
 “Yeah, really.” She started to laugh, too. “And Mike–” 
 I looked at her. 
 “I don’t have a boyfriend.” 
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THE MIDNIGHT HOUR 
By Sierra Grice 

 

She lifted her arm up slowly and felt her face, lightly dragging the tip of her finger along the swollen areas. The blood, matted in places, 
and smooth in others, was warm. Pieces of her windshield were stuck in her hair. The woods were dark and the fog glided above the ground slow-
ly, marking the midnight hour. Her strong body, the one constant in her life, was now fleeting, falling away from her with every droplet of blood 
that trickled from her open wounds.  

She shouldn’t have been driving upset. That much she knew, but his words thrashed around inside of her while she tried to focus on the 
curves of the road. I made a mistake. Rachel is pregnant. Her face flinched at the memory, making the blood trickle faster. 

Sitting down at dinner that evening, across from her husband, she knew something was wrong from the way his eyes, normally filled with 
the gleam of adoration, were cold and unreachable. Celine, I’m going to tell her to get rid of it. I love you. It was a mistake. He had kept saying it was a 
mistake over and over until she couldn’t hear him anymore. Her breath had quickened and she felt the room closing in on her.  His lips moved, but 
still no sound came out. The restaurant seemed to slow down, the air suddenly feeling thick. She stood up and ran for the exit. Whether he fol-
lowed, she couldn’t be sure. She ran quickly to her vehicle and started the drive home while trying to remember to breathe. She didn’t remember 
running off the road, only that she was falling. 

* 
She told herself not to look, but looking was inevitable. She pulled herself up against a tree, took in a deep breath, and glanced down at 

her lower body. Her left calf, twisted unnaturally inward, looked unrecognizable, except for the coral color on her painted toes. She tried to stand, 
but the pain surged her body. Her blood cells danced in protest until she fell, like a broken doll, back into the dirt. She swallowed a little bit of the 
metallic blood and, flinching at the flavor, decided to rest for a moment. She looked at the sky above, which seemed lonelier than it had before 
dinner. The stars reached out for miles and the cobalt blue and mixed silver dots became one together through her hazy sight.  

She heard his voice again in her head. I’m going to tell her to get rid of it. It was a mistake. She wondered if it had been a one night kind of 
mistake, or an ongoing one. She thought of her husband’s floppy brown hair and the unique redness that flushed his cheeks. All things that she loved 
about him were now growing inside of another woman. She thought about the first time she had met her husband. At the time his suits and shined 
shoes were a far cry from the men she usually dated. As a dancer, the only kind she could find were other starving artists, and at that point the strain 
of not having two pennies to rub together overwhelmed her relationships. But when John came into the picture he gave her everything she never 
knew she wanted. She gave up dancing, her lifelong passion, for a life of stability. Love, she told herself, was worth sacrificing passions. She had 
found a new dream: a man who was handsome and provided for her and never expected more than a cheerful disposition. She traded in her pink 
wrap around sweaters and stretch fabric pants, her dancer’s wardrobe, for something more practical. She spent her days drumming up graphic de-
signs for his company-her hobby-as he referred to it. It kept her busy until they could start a family, but even then, it seemed that she couldn’t quite 
fit the role that was laid out for her. It took months of trying and one failed attempt before they finally gave it up. They were both affected by the 
loss, but while John could not seem to move past it, Celine decided to gravitate back towards her love of dance, the one thing she knew her body 
was made for.  

Sitting in the grass and glass littered dirt, a feeling began to overwhelm her. Not the physical pain of broken limbs or the soreness of every 
muscle fiber in her body. No, this feeling was sickening; a rotten, rolling one growing in her stomach. The same feeling she had gotten a year ago, 
lying in bed. It started out as a whisper, but eventually grew so loud that she could not ignore it any longer. She would stay awake next to her sleep-
ing husband, dreaming of getting back into the studio. She would lay, eyes closed, watching herself do a routine in her mind. Her leg raised above 
her head, her arms grasping her ankle as she spun in a fluid motion. She smiled, even while knowing her husband would not approve. He wanted 
her to remain, to keep trying for a baby. And now, body broken, she laid, still dreaming of the flow of the tip of her toes against the hard wood 
floor, and the feeling she felt was time running out. To finally decide to move on and have your body dying was ironic at best, but she decided to 
try. Lifting her head from its resting position against the tree, she exploded with a new sense of determination.  

The mind does funny things when you’re dying. It knew she needed to focus, needed motivation, needed hope. It turned her legs from 
the ghastly, bloody disaster they were to smooth, bare, and competent limbs. She exploded with a new sense of focus. The darkness left and sun-
light sparkled through the leaves above her. The dirt and glass was transformed into soft, lush, green grass with every step she took forward. The 
current of her blue veins pumped new life into her, colorful, and exuberant. She took ten steps forward, then twenty, then thirty. She ignored the 
surges of pain and kept her pace. Her heart became a robin, beating faster, lighter. With a few more steps she spotted the place where the forest 
met the road. Red and white lights flashed and her name was being shouted.  

John saw her and ran towards the tree line. He had tears in his eyes. “Over here.” He called back to the medics. When he reached her she 
stared at him for a long minute. His silly hair and awkward stance made his nervous twitches stand out. For the first time she saw her husband not as 
a capable intelligent man, but instead as a weak and lost boy. She did love him after all, and perhaps, things could work out eventually, if he would 
let her have her passion. She walked to fall into him, but instead fell through. She caught herself and turned, a sinking feeling developing in her gut. 

“Celine!” He yelled, walking further into the woods, his back to her.  
“I’m right here!” She called after him, but he didn’t respond. He kept walking, following her trail. The medics came running past her into 

the woods. She held her arms out in front of her, examining herself. All of her injuries seemed to be gone. She ran to where they were, all huddled 
around a tree. Her lifeless body propped up underneath. John took her hand and held it to his cheek, tears mixing with her blood.  

Sierra Grice is a fiction writer living in Washington State. She got her start as a crime news reporter, but quickly decided fiction was more her style. She 

ditched her job and submitted her first story, “The Exchange”, which became a finalist in a literary fiction magazine. She prefers to write speculative fiction, but 
doesn’t like to be categorized. When she’s not writing she enjoys playing with her dogs, exploring the peninsula, and gorging on glutenous foods.   



26    

 

WINTER SOLITUDE 
By Alice Recker 

Winter’s life was hidden waiting to burst forth from its own death. I neared somber and still Pelican Lake where clinging fog  
hovered over the slate surface. I was the lone figure picking my way along the trail; the stark, leafless trees skirted my passage.  The si-
lent natural world asked nothing of me, permitting me to indulge in melancholy. The shimmer of sinking daylight rested quiescent on 
the stark beauty of the hard earth. 
 My escape from chaos this Christmas day gave way to welcome solitude. David had looked across the room at me and lifted his 
glass of swirling brandy. Our eyes met in agreement, reflecting a fleeting passion between us. I slipped through the doorway.  

The clapboard house at the edge of the lake filled to the brim with David’s family.  He was accustomed to loud laughing and 
talking about nonsensical issues, jabbing of one another for emphasis, all rituals his family favored. Our three children joined in the cama-
raderie.   

I had no family left in this world, except for the one I helped create. Christmases from my childhood meant prayerful solemnity 
in the celebration. My grandparents and parents, along with me, were the only ones in the house on Christmas day and every other offi-
cially celebrated day. No boisterous frivolity surrounded the tree or the sumptuous Christmas dinner, or the opening of gifts. We polite-
ly enjoyed the day. 
 Winter deepened and snow and ice threatened to catch me unawares as I slipped on the crunchy elements beneath my feet. 
Light snow caressed my face and dotted my hooded navy blue coat like tiny soap bubbles landing and then receding to make room for 
more. I lifted my face to catch the pecking particles on my tongue, savoring the embracing cold air. Looking ahead on the trail, I awaited 
the tall bearded man I came to expect on my walks. 

His name remained unknown to me. The place he called home eluded me, too. I looked forward to his slight nod when we 
passed and found disappointment this time.  Silly of me, I knew. He was home enjoying Christmas with his family. I doubted he needed 
flight like I did. An exercise of conjecture for me, he sneaked a piece of hedonism from me. I took ownership of the stillness of the lake 
and woods and mentally wallowed in the surrounding hush; yet he intruded my thoughts. 

Sudden anticipation flowed through me even before I observed him. Waves of commonality ebbed as the gap between us nar-
rowed. We walked in our own private contemplations. His broad shoulders were visible beneath the long, black wool coat that touched 
the tops of high, ebony boots. A thick angora gray and red tweed scarf emphasized a set jaw line. He turned his head to look across the 
ice patches that layered the lake. His Romanesque profile pronounced in silhouette form caused me to add patriarch to my speculations. 
We approached one another and readied ourselves for the collision we both knew wouldn’t happen. He nodded at me, stepping aside 
enabling me to avoid the edges of crustier snow. He towered over my small, bundled frame and we were careful not to brush each oth-
er. I stole my usual glance at his rugged face that framed deep, grey piercing eyes and murmured ‘good evening’ as was my pattern. And 
as was his pattern, he nodded at me and displayed a small courteous smile in my direction. 

Two isolated people, unwilling to intervene in the other’s life, reluctant to encroach on the other’s solitary journey, passed one 
another by. Free to retreat to the silence and depth of the enveloping winter’s calm, we continued to walk our paths in opposite direc-
tions. 

I approached the house that refused to relinquish itself to peace and quiet and slipped in through the rear door and up the back 
stairs, distracted with thoughts of a soaking bath. At the top of the stairs, I looked up to see David’s face. 

“I turned down the bed for you,” he said, grinning. 
“What about your family? What will they think of me?” 
“They won’t think anything. They are deep into the eggnog by now,” he laughed.  
The steaming water, spewing from the antiquated faucets, caused the lavender grains to break apart and open up. The sweet-

ness rose to include the moisture gathering in the small room. I stepped over the wall of the claw foot tub and sank into the soothing 
warmth. Sting’s If on a Winter’s Night flowed from the bedroom. I leaned back into the foggy wetness and smiled. David knew me well. 

Pillows fluffed and ready, I snuggled under the silky sheets that separated my limp body from the puffy down coverlet and 
briefly reflected on my enigmatic companion. We routinely shared time in the shadowy whiteness and brief solitude of short encounters. 
Curiosity about my known stranger lay just beneath the surface of my mind. I burrowed deeper under the luxurious linens, knowing my 
speculations held no desire to be validated. 

David crawled in beside me. 
“They’re gone until next holiday,” he reassured me, drawing me into his strong arms. 
My laughing eyes joined his in the muffled light emitted from the lampposts that lined the rocky lane below our window. It had 

been a good Christmas though I knew as well as David, that I would never be boisterous on any day we shared, holiday or not. 
We nestled together and listened to the harmony of the winter night synchronized with our rhythmic heartbeats that pulsed in 

unison.  

Alice Recker is an emerging writer who completed two courses with the Institute of Children's Literature. Recker has been published once for a children's 

article in Nature Friend magazine. She has also won honorable mentions and third place in 2011 for adult fiction as well as children's. 
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SO LONG PATRICIA 
By Miranda Leerholm 

 Andie Mitch-Sal and Patricia Georginson were heading home from school. They were discussing how different school was now 
that they'd moved up a grade. The homework was harder, but the grade was more fun. Neither girl could believe they were in grade twelve. This 
was their last year…maybe even their last time to see each other as they both wanted to pursue their dreams. 

Both of their families knew each other when they were in high school and still are great friends.  
Every Monday night they met for Bible study, and often had dinner together. 
“You’re coming over tonight, right?” Andie asked. 
“Of course.” Patricia answered, shifting her backpack to her other shoulder. 
They kept talking until they were at the crosswalk. Andie pushed the button to go across and was not paying attention. A car was coming 

too fast to stop and Patricia had to think fast. She was scared that Andie might get hit. She yelled at Andie to get out of the way. Still Andie didn’t 
know what was going on because she put her headphones on, but she heard a car hitting something. Patricia landed on the cement. Andie turned 
around fast as the noise was very loud. The car driver shut his door, stood there in shock. Andie on the other hand was scared and speechless. Her 
best friend was lifeless on the ground. Andie looked at Patricia’s bag and grabbed her cell to call 911.  

Andie was gasping for breath. She felt she lost a part of herself. 
“Patricia! No! Listen to me. Everything is going to be okay!” Andie was crying and hollering. She desperately wanted her friend back. The 

driver stood there and out of anger he took his cell and smashed it against the cement. 
The ambulance came and Andie moved out of the way. Not knowing what to do next, she phoned Patricia’s parents and then her parents.  
“If she died, I will never forgive myself,” Andie said, as the ambulance drove away. 
Both families came to the hospital and waited patiently; they both prayed for Patricia to be okay. 
“Mr. and Mrs. Georginson?” the doctor called to them.  
“Is my baby okay Doctor?” Mrs. Georginson had red puffy eyes as she spoke to him.  
“I’m sorry. She’s not responding.”  
“Can you try again?” She was desperate.  
Andie was behind Mrs. Georginson and was listening in hoping he can help her best friend.  
“We can try again, but there’s no guarantee she will make it,” the doctor went back into the room and started to work on Patricia. 
The family formed a circle and was praying. Andie didn’t want her best friend to go. It was their last year together. 
After a couple of minutes passed, instead of the doctor it was the nurse Sherrie who was helping the doctor. She told the news. 
“I’m sorry,” Sherrie said, patting Mrs. Georginson’s shoulder. 
Mrs. Georginson broke down in tears. 
“You don’t need to pay for the bill;” The nurse gave everyone a hug and walked away. 
Everyone was speechless that night as they still were going over to do a Bible study at the Mitch-Sal’s house. No one spoke a word until 

Andie broke the silence. 
“Stop!” Andie yelled. 
“Honey what’s wrong?” Mrs. Mitch-Sal was clueless.   
“I killed her. I was listening to my music and not watching what I was doing. I crossed the street and next thing I knew she was on the 

ground,” Andie cried. She fell and went into a fetal position. Not knowing that everyone was looking at her, Mrs. Georginson was speechless and 
went over to her. 

“Andie. You didn’t kill her.” 
“I wasn’t watching like I should have. If I did, she would still be here today. It’s all my fault.” Andie was furious, and wanted this to be 

over. She wanted this to be a dream but unfortunately she knew it wasn’t. 
“Things like this happen. I’m not mad, only at the driver,” Mrs. Georginson patted her back and gave a quick smile. “And it’s not your 

fault.” 
Andie was having a hard time believing that and everyone put down their Bibles.  
They all circled around her, and put their hands on her shoulder. Everyone started to pray that Andie will get through this tragic event.  
Andie cried hard that night, leaving a wet spot on her pillow. Her parents were still up. They were watching the news, until Patricia came 

on. 
Mr. and Mrs. Mitch-Sal both went into Andie’s room, and let her know that the news about Patricia was on TV. 
“She’s on the news, Honey. Do you want to see it?” Mrs. Mitch-Sal asked. Her daughter turned around and looked at them. 
“Sure.” 
Andie went to the couch and the news was reporting the bad event that happened to two girls walking home from school. She saw the 

driver that was there and she remembered his face. She listened in more closely to what he had to say, and turned up the volume on the TV. 
“I did not know that some girls were coming and were about to cross the street. I was talking on the phone when I should not have. I lost 

control and I was scared and I ended up hitting the girl who saved the other one from getting hit.” He was mad at himself that he hit her also that he 
killed a life. 

The news reporter asked a question, “Why would you be talking on the phone while driving?” 
“I seriously don’t know, but I was being stupid. If the girl’s family that I hit is watching, I’m sorry. If that girl who was saved is watching, 

Miranda Leerholm is a Canadian writer. She’s passionate about her faith in Jesus Christ and hopes many people will love her stories and be encouraged in 

every day trials. Not only does she love to write but loves to get closer to Jesus, and her family, read, and have an enjoyable life. 
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MY NAME 
By Richard Hartwell 

 The Teutonic meaning of my name thunders out: powerful ruler.  Its internal sibilance and trilled R retain the ring of Norman French and 
Anglo Saxon.  To me it is a name of "No elbows on the table" and "Go to your room."  It is like the number one; by itself, on its own, independent.  
You might assume it is the color blue, a color of sad coolness, introspective.  To me, however, the name Richard is the color red, a name of anger 
and rebellion, a regal red, a child's banner -- I Am The Boss Of Myself. 
 I was told I was named after my father, but he vanished before my diaper rash did and I'm not sure I believe a blurred photostatic copy of 
an ancient birth certificate.  It doesn't matter now, and didn't really then, because my favorite uncle was also named Richard. 
 When I was little and fat and red, Richard was much too big and I was known as Pinky until the day I came home and announced in my 
kingly way that thenceforth I was to be known as Ricky.  By fourth grade the Y was dropped and I was Rick.  Then I was known as Rah-Rah during 
my wild junior high school years when I grew out of my fat and up to my name.  I remained Rah-Rah and Rick until the early seventies when I start-
ed to use Dick, until Nixon ruined that for the both of us and I reverted to Richard and Rick. 
 Along the way I've somehow set aside the anger of my name, painting it in cooler shades than red.  The rebellious fervor has not been lost, 
but is channeled now more subversively.  As for the meaning, powerful ruler, well when I close my eyes and silence my detractors, when I shut the 
door of the throne room in my mind, why then I do indeed clothe myself in the raiment of magisterial robes and try to orchestrate my life with the 
orb and caduceus of my wit.  But none of my subjects ever listen. 
 It's too late to rename myself; too late to re-regard myself; too late to abdicate who I am.  To my family and friends I remain Rick, a short 
ruler of limited pretensions. 
 

Richad Hartwell is a retired middle school English teacher living in Moreno Valley, California, with his wife of thirty-six years, their disabled daughter, one 

of their sons and his ex-wife and their two children, and eleven cats. He believes in the succinct, that the small becomes large; and, like the Transcendentalists and 
William Blake, that the instant contains eternity. Given his “druthers,” if he’s not writing poetry, Rick would rather still be tailing plywood in a mill in Oregon. 

I’m sorry. I’m sorry that I messed your life up. You girls look like you were friends and I messed it up.” 
“What if the family and her friend’s family aren’t watching, what are you going to say to other people who are watching right now about 

their cell phones?” the reporter asked. 
“Don’t have your phone with you, leave it in the trunk or pull over and talk. I should have done that but I didn’t. Now I feel horrible. I 

killed a life,” The driver looked at the camera and said, the words again for the last time, “I’m so sorry.” 
She felt much better as the thought of her killing her best friend didn’t happen after all. She felt some mercy for the man who killed Patri-

cia.  
She didn’t want this to go on and let it traumatise her as she saw her best friend lifeless on the cement and not moving.  She thought about 

the times that she was with Patricia. Again, it hit. Tears strolled down her cheeks. 
“I’m having a funeral for Patricia at the church tomorrow evening. Her family is coming and saying a few words. Do you want to say any-

thing, Andie?” Mr. Mitch-Sal asked, going to the kitchen as Andie followed.  
“I’m not good at poetry or anything.” She sat down on the chair.  
“Who says you need to do poetry?” Her dad looked at her. She nodded yes and went back to bed. 
The next day, Mr. Mitch-Sal was already at the church. Later on in the day, Andie and her mother joined to decorate the inside. Soon 

enough evening came and Andie was sitting with the Georginsons and next to her mother.  
“We are here today, to remember the tragic event of the loss of Patricia Georginson. Her family, friends, and other people who knew her, 

have come to grieve. We as a Christian family believe it is not something to be sad about. Where she is now, she will be happier. Yes, we miss her 
but we will see her again. It’s a time to celebrate as she is with her Creator and Father, Jesus Christ. Please give a warm welcome to the Georginsons 
as they speak,” Mr. Mitch-Sal went to sit on the chair as the Georginsons went up to say their few words.  

Andie was nervous as she was speaking after them; she always had Patricia around when she had to talk in front of a large crowd. She was 
scared she might faint. Knowing her daughter was nervous, Mrs. Mitch-Sal squeezed her hand and looked at her and whispered into her ear, ‘You’ll 
do great.’ 

“Everyone knows my daughter and Patricia were best friends; now she has a few words to say,” he looked at his daughter and patted her on 
the back. 

“Hello out there. Um…It feels weird talking up here without her,” she looked at the casket and closed her eyes hard and began to talk 
more, “Patricia was not only a friend, she was like a sister. She was great to talk to; we shared the deepest secrets and we each had goals. She wanted 
to be a Fashion Designer and I want to be an Animal Trainer. When she was on the ground lifeless, I thought it was over. No best friend, no one to 
talk to when I’m feeling upset; but that’s when I got thinking. She’s happy where she is and I need to be happy where I am. I  also realised I will see 
her again. Maybe tomorrow, the next day, in a few days, next year, or when I’m old, who knows. Only God knows when each person is to die and I 
need to keep going forward. I will always miss her but when I realized she’s in a safer place, it makes me, my family and her  family…even happier. 
Thank you for listening.” Andie went off the platform; everyone clapped and stood up.     

“Honey, you were amazing. See you didn’t mess up one bit,” Mr. Mitch-Sal said, hugging her. Then Georginsons and Andie’s mother came 
over and gave her a hug, too. 

“What do I do now?” Andie asked her mother. Everyone was heading downstairs where the food was. The smell of hamburgers drifted up 
the stairs, which made Mr. Mitch-Sal even hungrier as he rushed down the stairs. 

Andie’s mother looked at her and smiled, “Enjoy life…one day at a time.” She paused for a moment, sniffling the smell of the BBQ, “But 
for now, I suggest we go eat.”  
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NEWSBREAK 
By Richard Hartwell 

 
 I casually turn on the television in order to see the current state of affairs in the world at large.  Even before the sound has 
warmed up, I’m captivated by the running crawl at the bottom of CNN’s Headline News:  “A five foot catfish which swallowed a 
dachshund puppy washes up dead in a German lake.” 
 I turn the TV off.  Quickly I note the date and time in my journal:  9:03 a.m., Pacific Daylight Savings, 25 July 2003.  A mo-
mentous day, to be sure . . . somewhere . . . for someone . . . I’m certain.  But for me this bulletin is enough, almost too much.  I do 
not even wait for President Bush and the Palestinian Prime Minister to speak from the Rose Garden at the White House.  This is just 
about all the sad news I can handle at once; one country at a time, one individual at a time, one tragedy at a time. 
  

*       *       * 
 
 Somewhere in Germany there is a little girl, or perhaps a little boy, a Gretel, or a Hans, who has lost her puppy.  I too know 
the heartbreak of pet loss and I empathize, but I cannot in my wildest imaginings conceive of her trauma in watching her cute little 
sausage of a pup gulped down in one bite right before her eyes.  And what of the psychological damage to the mother; the mother who 
stood on the shore just mere feet from where her daughter and the dog were splashing in the waters of the vacation lake?  I mean, 
come on, this was a five-foot catfish?  Her daughter could have been next.  I’m certain the vacation was cut short, their cabin aban-
doned, and when they returned home the entire family enrolled in therapy.  Under what category of abuse should this be filed? 
 Somewhere in Germany there is a lake, once the pristine prize of the local tourist and fishing industry, now considered by 
some as unsafe, perhaps even polluted.  Questions are being asked.  What caused a catfish to grow to such an enormous size?  Perhaps 
the police should have listened to the fish tales of the old Menschen in the general store of the big one that kept getting away.  One can 
never be too sure.  Just what is that leftover factory on the east shore discharging into the water anyway?  Why did the catfish attack 
the pooch paddling so close to shore?  Could it have been starving, isolated at the top of a dying food chain?  Why did the catfish die?  
Did it merely choke on a wiener, as we’ve all been warned can happen to young children?  Or did it die of something more insidious?  
Just questions, no answers!  The surface remains opaque. 
 Somewhere in Germany lives are about to change.  I can envision the panic that is probably setting in, discussed in hushed 
tones in the small shops and cottages surrounding the lake.  Just how far inland can the tsunami of fear extend from this attack and 
double homicide?  Or could it have been suicide?  The effects are likely to be far-reaching indeed.  There even may be a hue and cry to 
drain the lake.  Who knows what may still lurk beneath its surface.  Remember, even Grendel had a mother.  Just think, there could 
be an entire new sea of politicians riding in on a wave of environmental reform.  Lives will change! 
 Somewhere in Germany . . . but wait, I’ve just had an epiphany!  Doesn’t Scotland have an entire industry built upon the 
wish and whisper of a monster resident in one of its deep water lakes.  Hasn’t China also followed suit.  I see tremendous possibilities 
for Germany in the European Union.  It can establish an identity for the new millennium, founded on a hidden hatchery of gigantic 
catfish.  Tourism will boom again.  Toy manufacturers will vie for the rights to produce plastic and stuffed replicas of carnivorous cat-
fish.  Book and movie bids abound, a veritable feeding frenzy.  Perhaps John Williams can be contacted to compose the theme music.  
But, I’m getting ahead of myself nibbling at the possibilities. 
 

*       *       * 
 
 This wasn’t meant to be a piece on pets or an ode to cats and fish and dogs.  I had been struggling with the blank page all 
morning.  I was teasing myself with the news before returning to my writing.  And then this happened.  All of this happened.  I was 
unprepared.  I’m not afraid to go back in the water, but I am afraid to turn on CNN again.  Gott im Himmel!  Think of what else may 
have been happening.  There’s even that news conference in the Rose Garden I missed.  If a breeze from the wings of a butterfly in 
Asia can cause a hurricane in the Atlantic, what might be the impact of a dead Doxie and catfish in Germany on the economy of the 
world?  I hesitate, but I know I’ll be seduced again.  I’ll grovel my way back to the crawl in order to create again. 
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ENTER THE GATEWAY 
 
 TL Publishing Group is now accepting Christian themed poetry submissions for the upcoming 
anthology, “Enter the Gateway”. All submissions should be previously unpublished. Please send a maxi-
mum of five poems, of any length.  
 To submit, upload your submission at:  
 

http://torridliterature.submishmash.com/submit 
 

 Details on where to purchase the book will be provided closer to the release date. 
 If you have any questions or concerns, please contact Alice Saunders or visit the website for 
more information. 

 Who will be inducted into our Torridian Hall of Fame ? Last year, over 80 writers had their work published in the Torrid Lit-
erature Journal. A total of eight writers will be inducted into our Hall of Fame as we recognize their phenomenal literature that was 
published last year. Be sure to cast your vote today!  

 Voting ends February 28, 2013. The chosen inductees will be based solely on the writers with the highest votes. 

 Inductees will be awarded with: 1) a certificate of recognition; 2) an announcement of Hall of Fame induction in the Torrid 
Literature Journal and on the website; and 3) one year subscription to the electronic edition of the Torrid Literature Journal.  

 Questions or comments? Contact Alice Saunders at asaunders@torridliterature.com. 

 In 2012, we successfully launched our first annual contest where three contestants were select-
ed as winners. The new year has arrived which means our second annual contest will soon take off. Get 
your submissions ready!  
 

Submission Period: March 1, 2013 through June 30, 2013 
 

Entry Fee: None 
 

Genre: Poetry & Fiction 
 

Submit: torridliterature.submittable.com/submit 
 
 Please visit our website for full details and submission guidelines. 
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CALL FOR SUBMISSIONS  
 
 TL Publishing Group is now accepting submissions for the Torrid Literature Journal Volume VI - Erosion.  
 We don't look for a particular theme. We look at the work itself, specifically its message and structure. We accept a varierty of 
submissions including: poetry, fiction, artwork, and editorial. 
 All submissions may be uploaded by visiting: 
 

http://torridliterature.submittable.com/submit 
 

 We encourage everyone to become familiar with the Torrid Literature Journal first by reading previous editions. This will give 
writers a general idea of the type of content we look for. Our submission period for the Torrid Literature Journal is year round. Our re-
sponse time varies depending on the volume of submissions received. 
 If you have any questions or concerns please contact Alice Saunders at asaunders@torridliterature.com. We look forward to the 
reading experience. 

Dear Reader, 
 

An end is never just an end, at least not in our perspective. An end is a beginning, a prologue for more to follow. We hope this 
issue left you feeling renewed and energized; ready to tackle this upcoming year. In the case of literature, we hope you have been in-
spired to pick up your pen as your compass (i.e. your muse) navigates you to the next poem or story.  

The vast world of literature is a like a body of water. We immerse ourselves in it, delving deep beneath the surface. Some of us 
even make our homes there. It is our means of transportation as we use it to ship ourselves from one land of thought to another. We 
look forward to embarking on this journey of discovery with you. In fact, to ensure a successful expedition we have several stops al-
ready mapped out. Our 2013 journey includes the opening of our Torridian Hall of Fame where eight writers will be inducted as hon-
orees. The start of this annual tradition will allow us to further support and recognize the phenomenal writers who grace our pages. 
Speaking of phenomenal writers, in two short months we will be kicking off our second annual poetry contest. In addition, after much 
anticipation we will be releasing our first Christian Anthology book filled with inspiring poems. Let us not forget our planned open mic 
events either. These events always have a great turnout as a variety of artists and people in the community come out to support the arts. 
On top of all of this, these are just a few of adventures we have lined up for this year. So come aboard and be prepared to be inspired. 

Thank you for being a part of our family. Please visit our website and stay in touch with us on Facebook and Twitter. Submit, 
support, share, exchange, and grow with us. We look forward to our next encounter together where we continue to bring you Torridi-
an material crafted by gifted artists all over the world. See you again, in Volume VI - Erosion. 

  
- Editorial Staff 
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Join TL Publishing Group and the Tampa community as we kick off the new year with our one year anniversary open mic event. 
Our open mic events are always family friendly and provide an open platform that welcomes all types of artists. In the past year, 
numerous singers, musicians, bands, comedians, poets, spoken word, and storytellers have blessed our stage, leaving the micro-
phone in flames. We have great expectations that our 2013 season of events will be just as successful. 

 
There is no charge to attend this event. All artists, emerging and experienced, are encouraged to come out and participate. Sign 
up starts at 6:30 PM.  
 
Please visit our website and like fan page on Facebook to receive important updates regarding this upcoming event: 
 

http://www.facebook.com/tlopenmic  
 

http://www.torridliterature.com/Open_Mic.html 
 
Be sure to look us up on Ustream under “Torridian Entertainment” to see video clips of past performers.  
 
Please contact us if you interested in being a featured poet at one of our open mic events, please contact Tiffani Barner at 
tbarner@torridliterature.com. 




