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TSB/1

Perpetual Snow

He’s numb from the waist down,
and doesn’t care.

Why I love him?
I do not know

His love for me died long ago.

Like leaves covered,
in perpetual snow.

This love is breaking:
row on row.

As ice forms at the
roots below.

This rosy smile:
a distant glow.

While this love lies
in perpetual snow.

 
Poetess / Freelance Writer / YA Writer / Blogger / News Columnist / Screenwriter / Book 
and Theatre Reviewer / Creative / Photographer / Project Management ‘The Beautiful 
Music of Words’ Poetry and Prose Blog: angelstar7.blogspot.com

Deborah M.Hodgetts 
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mary’s house 

yellow light into grey,
       end of november,
             almost warm,
          almost hopeful,
and when you’re tired of being an artist or
      when you’re tired of bleeding for minimum wage,
      when you’re tired of sorrow,
                           tired of breathing,
there’s always suicide and
it’s not like i’m telling you something new here

it’s not like i’m saying
anything at all

upstate landscape w/ minor premonition

or all of those days spent
waiting for something to happen

all of those wasted hours caught
beneath a pale white sun, beneath a colorless sky,
and it was always early afternoon and it
was always the middle of november

powerlines stretched from dying
house to dying house and
empty trees never quite casting shadows
                                 across barren lawns

the highway and the back roads

endless empty spaces packed tight w/
                          the ghosts of the past

nothing subtracted from
nothing
again and again

john sweet
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the absolute

in an empty room you are
                         emptiness
                    and why not?

a window overlooking
a late november field

a child tried and found guilty of
witchcraft and that
no one ever goes hungry in
the age of miracles

all of these bones to
gnaw the meat from

all of these jealousies
to gorge ourselves on

a subtle descent until the
morning i look in the mirror and
realize that i am no longer
                               human

have no more words no
more desire to feel pain

just let me lick of pools of
spilled blood in the corners

just let me
drink from the toilet
or drive nails through yr savior

let me sit in this house
with its bare, cracked walls
with its lack of beauty
                    of warmth
                    of homeliness
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let me eat handfuls of the
grit that spills
from the basement walls

it’s the year of the dragon and
then it’s the year of the
snake and i will either become
my enemies or i will fuck
them into submission

we will either smother our
children with love or we 
will poison them

will laugh when they turn out
                     as hopeless as us

michele, running away

blue snow and grey ice,
frozen mud, shredded skin,
nothing more or less than the
suicide’s last dirty january afternoon

pale sunlight without anger and
without conviction

pale shadows up factory walls

    and not every song is a song of blood,
                                                   of course,
but what do you do while you’re waiting?

    applaud the end of some pointless war,
                          but another one is already
being planned by the assholes you elected
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money is power, just like you were
taught in school, and money is god, and
when the jumper hits the ice he
breaks through cleanly

when the poem is finished
the depression remains

we are all starving dogs 
locked inside empty houses

we are all empty houses in the
abandoned parts of some 
forgotten town

you learn to live on a diet of dust
or else you learn how to die

or honesty, which i would only ever offer to the queen of open wounds

river choked with ice in the dark and
all of the stars left nameless

venus low over the hills, brilliant and sinking and
it’s true that nothing you or i say will ever matter and
it’s true that nothing you or i do will ever
change the world

it’s the taste of blood as we whisper in
curtained rooms, and it’s the futility of defiance as we
scream ourselves hoarse against frozen windows

it’s the end of january in the last year we will
be together, and we stand naked at the water’s edge
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hold tight to each other like the future depends on it
and it does of course but
whatever future there is will arrive with or without us

whatever past we had will be remembered by no one

after all the lies i’ve told you, here we are
suddenly at the truth

an exit strategy

the factory on fire, the ladder
to heaven, the sunlight
and all of them lies

the stars at midnight instead,
five below zero at the end of january
and the animals in this room with their
failed attempts at language

the smell of gasoline

the absence of humanity

i have embraced it for reasons
that remain my own

i have imagined an ending to the
story in which all pain is
fleeting and easily discarded

have grown tired of swallowing
poison but
can’t seem to give it up
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can’t seem to call this house home
even after painting its walls
with my blood

can’t make these words explain 
the things i need them to

 
john sweet, b. 1968 and still numbered among the living.  30 years spent wrestling w/ 
the idea of POETRY AS CATHARSIS.   tired of the idea that electing new jackasses is the 
way to fix all of the mistakes made by all the previous jackasses.  recent collections 
include THE CENTURY OF DREAMING MONSTERS (2014 Lummox Press) and A NATION OF 
ASSHOLES W/ GUNS (2015 Scars Publications).
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FOURTEEN

At fourteen I dipped into a pool of manic tar
As I slipped away from myself to become two selves in one body
At fourteen I learned the hard way that life is playing the cards you’re dealt
And a good hand doesn’t necessarily stay the same as you play
At fourteen I discovered my life could be summed up in clichés
At fourteen I enter the realm of cutting
A kingdom of blood
As I mapped each road paved in skin with a sewing needle
 
At fourteen I fell in love with hearing angels
And fell into a deep depression when my angels turned out to be demons
At fourteen I had to be hospitalize for the first time
And I cried like a baby at the sounds of the locking of the glass door
At fourteen I was first diagnosis as having Schizophrenia
And I was allowed by the Board of Education to drop out of school
At fourteen I had the same teenage yearnings as my peers but needed 
medication
At fourteen I dipped into a pool of manic tar.

SHOCK TREATMENT
 
 
I am floating outside my body
For my own protection I’m shackled by restraints
I am deaf and dumb to the world around me
 
Before my body is held down by orderlies
I claw at them with your fingers
I hit nothing but air

I scream as the mouth guard is pushed between my lips
I scream out as electricity burst through my skull
I try to hold back the tempest forming in my eyes

I froth from my lips
I go limp

Marchell Dyon
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I am dizzy from this outer body experience
From a distance my inner self watch(es) it all  

Afterwards, when the electrodes are turn off
Afterwards when they think I am are still out of it
I overhear my doctors tell my mom

I will be safe now to be left alone
Like a car my brain needed only a tune up
All is align now and not to worry

My behavior changes that which caused
My mom to sign the consent form
That door has been bricked up never again to be open

Still I call to myself from other rooms
 That I’m okay this I tell myself but I am wrong
Next week I start to cut myself again

OZ
 

I have survived this illness

I am are back finally from that place west of the sun

I am are safe from the thing hunting the forest of your mind

The Wicked Witch I have melted

Her broomstick I have carried away as a memento

I have stared down a tornado
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I have lived through relapse after relapse many returns to Oz

I have realized I am the hero of my story

This illness schizophrenia

Once a great abyss schizophrenia has become quarter sized

An illness that on most days I carry in my back pocket

Where I rarely noticed that the illness is there

My mind I at rest now
My thoughts don’t aimlessly wander
I can now close my eyes
 
I can think straight medication thoughts
I click my heels
Finally, I understand the line “there’s no place like home.”

 
Marchell Dyon is a disabled published poet. She believes her disability has inspired her 
creative spark. Her poems have been published in many publications. Her most recent 
publications were Abyss and Apex magazine and Bella: Muse Online. Her poem Songs 
of a Suicide (poem one) was previously published in The Stray Branch Spring 2014. She 
is from Chicago IL.        
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And the Dance Continues

I dream of everlasting peace,
A cessation of sorrows.
Just a quiet, orderly life,
Nothing too grandiose.
 
But when I wake, all is the same,
No peace or rainbow hues.
The dream has disappeared again
And the dance continues.

DISGUISE

I disguise myself from others
And from myself as well.
To hide thoughts is habitual,
And I seem to excel.
 
Some things are better covered up,
They hurt, exposed to air.
But there’s no way to cancel them,
When they’re in a nightmare.

 
Betty J. Sayles has had stories and poems published in  Storyteller, Creative With Words, 
The Oak, Nomad’s Choir,  Ultimate Writer, Persimmon’s Tree,  Spontaneous Spirits, PKA 
Advocate, Amulet, Mystical Muse, LOS, CC&D,  The Enchanted File Cabinet, Conceit, 
Shemom, Pink Chameleon, PBW and The Stray Branch.

Betty J. Sayles  

_____________________________________________________________________________
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13 Years of Terror

It ended
when you found him,
fucking someone else.

You considered with despair
that god was punishing you-
I always thought he was saving you.

I watched you wither away.
Your hair thin and falling out
even with the lightest strokes of your brush.

You finally lost that baby weight
that you always complained about
mainly because grief
was so thick in your soul
that nothing could nourish you.

You cried yourself to sleep,
and you cried alone in your car.
You held your head high in public,
no one was going to make a fool of you-
except you.

We would talk some nights,
and you would whisper,
“I don’t know how I’m going to get through this.”
Your words never frightened me-
I only wished you would eat.

 
Kristen Williamson is currently a Graduate in English Literature and Creative Writing at 
Binghamton University In New York, where her fields of study include poetry, and 
fiction.

  Kristen Williamson

_____________________________________________________________________________
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Tomorrow, you will be free

Please, don’t stop me, my love, let me lie down and kiss the ground,

let me taste the taste of freedom on my tongue and remember my past 

no more. Let my tears mingle with the sand and the sun comfort my soul,

for the earth has opened up her mouth and swallowed my past,

  no more pain, no more fear, only sweet music shall ring in my ears.

Look down on her, O Lord, look down and see your daughter weeping in 

the sand, she ripped out her heart and has cast it into the sea,

she said,  “Tomorrow, I will be free.”     

But the ground where she laid is now drunken with her past, affliction and 

confusion, the sea has spewed out her heart  and the sun has hidden his face.

I tried to comfort her and said,

“Come my love, come, for tomorrow is still yet to come,”  

 but she  cannot be comforted, her body’s covered with wounds I 

cannot see and her words I do not understand.

Night is fallen and my soul grows weak, but I will not leave her,

I will cuddle her in my arms and whisper in her ears, 

“Tomorrow, you will be free,  

   tomorrow,     you     will     be     free.”                                                                                                                                           
                        

regether pair
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Jumper

As right as rain

it fell on you, and swelled 

your brain.

The idea is

a muscle made of rock,

and plant.

Sturdy and yet

falling apart slowly, cracking

and splitting.

You keep looking

outside your window, hoping 

it’s doomsday,

so that you 

could feel what it’s like to be 

important 

                                                                                                                                                      
            

Aaron Wiley
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and insignificant 

at the same time. As if everyone

were equalized. 

The idea is right 

as rain, and slowly falling outside

your window: jump.

Still

I looked ‘round the table wide,

eyes shrunken yet shrill.

No one said a single word,

I looked around the table, still.

Then I saw a polished flower

thick and yellow still,

as if precisely plucked where it’d

been perched up on a hill.
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Auntie Margret wears her pearls –

nature’s property still. –

Perhaps by chance 

she throws it all off to feel

More naked and real.

I wouldn’t say it was a skill,

for she would end up wearing

whatever still.

The Fragile Egg

Tactful energy falters once, twice,
three bandits steal my attention
and call upon me to act,
to act like a smuggler.

It’s all so very different,
like trying to grab a star
instead of a lightning bug;
like spotting a freckle
on the face of a statue.

I reach for my social etiquette.
I reach for my concentration.
I reach for my sanity.
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When people are near
my sanity becomes a bulb –
easy to handle, close to grab,
fragile when it falls.

The bulb becomes dim.
No one notices.
I pull the string
every hour,
every minute,
every second,

and hold it egg-like.

When I Die

When I die, I will become the air

to come to and fro about your way.

I will fill your lungs and care

the way someone will carefully say,

My heart made a sound there.

but to the deaf, it’s strong as I say,

thumping like the wind’s stare 

which pushes on the still day.
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Today’s the day in which I bare,

to say the least of yesterday,

because I hadn’t known to scare

the wind from you that day. 

Why the Wind is a More Vigorous crier 

The wind speaks as subtle as you,

a tongue barely licking the pebbles.

Both of you are poor listeners.

One moans, and you, are unaffected

laughing at the critiques which the wind

Has no ear for. But she cries and cries

at all the nooses hanging on every tree

with an animal, like an ornament, dangling

neatly. Sometimes she cries because she’s

caused bloodshed, knocking over squirrels
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from sturdy trees. You cry to be heard,

the wind cries to hear her subtle imperfections,

unheard. 

 
Aaron Wiley writes on various topics ranging from denial to love, and much in between 
and has been published in his school’s magazine (at Joliet Junior College) and even 
have his own chapbook.  Some of Aaron’s influences are dark poets themselves, such 
as Emily Dickinson and Sylvia Plath.
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~Drawing by Loretta Grimaldi

Dead Bird

The dead bird stopped at the edge
Of the driveway and spent the week
decaying.
Scientist ants and flies crowded around
on an anthropological discovery,
Allowing the bird to remain
The remains to rejoin Earth.
Now there will be more grass, seeds, trees
And birds.
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January Third

January stood there in the dawn damp with moisture
Like a towel still not dry after washing and hanging in the sun,
Sunlight syrup dawn poured itself over the old man
Who tried to remove the cold light of Winter from his bones
From his heart.
But Winter was the Father of the bride,
In this marriage between January and Cold.
The old man was forced to be an invited guest and bear his gift
His dark lonely heart.

Basement Thunder

The old man remembered basement thunder,
Living in a row home, a box in Philly,
He stood at basement stairs landing while they argued down below
Voices like glass ringing then shattered
She fell backward onto boxes
While he stood above her, South Philly Adonis and bully rooled into one.
Memory has the old man speaking to the sister still in the playpen,
“They’re at it again.”
The old man blinked the memory back into the shadows
While thunder rolled through his head.

Peter Grimaldi
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        Final Approach
           (For Merlin & Hal)

I walk my dogs through 4 AM shadows
As stars trickle where the Milky Way flows,
I saw Night smile
So I walked on for while.
I do this same thing every dawn
As in an invisible hand I am a pawn.
When a black aircraft whispers in the dark sky
Heading for the airfield nearby,
Every dawn-night happens this way,
Man, dogs, plane, stars, nothing will stay,
Night to the nearest exit has fled,
I’ve always known the final approach was ahead.

 
Peter Grimaldi’s work has appeared in The Blue Collar Review, Mad Poets, Chaffin 
Journal, Old Red Kimono, The English Journal, The Stray Branch and The Lyric.

  

_____________________________________________________________________________
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    Adam Richardson was officially drunk. Also he was mostly lost. OK, you 

could probably scratch the almost, he was in a subway station,and frankly he 

couldn’t tell you exactly which one, focusing on actual words was becoming 

increasingly problematic. Caring which one was also a bit of an issue, he’d 

been so happy to find a subway station he really didn’t care anymore. That 

level drunk, cabs are gone,it’s late,find a subway station,that gets you home. 

Any logic past that was about 5 beers and two whiskey sours ago. And he was 

pretty drunk when he started having those.

Soup Kitchen Celebrity
~ by Paul J. Earlson

~ Fiction
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   It had seemed like fun,have a few drinks with some friends,wander around 

east side. At least that’s where they started. Then that girl Rodger had been 

working for weeks wanted to see Soho, and that was alright too. Then it had 

been Chinatown for some food,and frankly more drinks. Then they had 

ended up in some bar in Alphabet City. After that there had been another 

cab,another place,then the cabs thinned out so they started walking. Now 

frankly,Adam had lost his friends,couldn’t find a cab to save his soul(something 

he’d been banking heavily on when he had started really putting them away) 

and had no earthly clue what station he was sitting in.

   Through blurry eyes he could tell it must be pretty late though,there were skells 

sleeping in the station,and most nights in the stations he was familiar with,the 

transit cops were getting pretty hard assed about that, Really you barely even 

saw the homeless anymore, the cops seemed to shove them off from every

where. Good thing too,to Adam’s mind no better then vermin, actually worse, 

vermin

didn’t ask for money and they didn’t smell as bad.

   No matter though which ever line went through here, it would either be 

taking him uptown where he could stumble his way to his apartment, or further 

down town where he had enough friends that owed him a “sleep it off.” No 

real harm in letting his eyes close a bit, nobody in here now but him and the 

skells, and they were sleeping too, the train would wake him up when it got 

here. A little nap would make it easier to keep awake on his train so he’d hear 

the station called out anyway.

Soup Kitchen Celebrity
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     He jerked a bit awake when a movement caught the corner of his eye. 

He saw one of the bums had gotten up and was walking towards him. He 

jerked himself to his feet and turned to face the guy. “Hey look, I don’t have 

any damned change,” he slurred,”I’m just waitin on my train, so back off, I got 

mace!”

   That’s when the other one clubbed him over the back of his head.

   Adam Richardson regains consciousness. His eyes are closed,his brain throbs. 

This is not helpful to the usual morning checklist of who what where and when 

that people do. He is lying on something hard. As waves of pain wash over him 

a stench begins it’s assault on his nostrils. He tries to ignore it, but the 

combination of the world spinning and the smell is too much,his stomach rebels 

against him.

  “Woah woah woah der kid,” a gravely voice says as he vomits. “Bit too much 

of it huh?”

    Finally Adam’s eyes open a bit. It’s dark even with the fire burning a few feet 

from him. The shadows say they are in something that was constructed, maybe 

under a bypass. After the waves of nausea subside,the voice now connected 

to the dirty old man in front of him says,”Give you just a minute, then we’ll see 

how your gut feels about a bit of water huh?”

   Something that has been nagging at him finally registers on his brain, ”Can’t...

move...my arms!”

Fiction by Paul J. Earlson
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      “Now now kid, after a drunk and a thump like dat, can’t have you floppin 

all over the place right? You’ll bruise.” This oddly settles down the panic 

gripping him. “You just stay right there kid, I’ll get ya some aqua and a bit of 

something to settle ya down arright?”

   Adam nods dully as the figure heads to the other side of the fire, leaving him 

with nothing to do but to try and focus on the other figures around the 

fire,hunched and dirty looking. After a few minutes the first man is back,”Here 

ya go kid, you just swallow these and drink up some water,and you can sleep 

the rest of it off. You gonna need some sleep and some water till you get your 

head back.” The man holds up Adam’s head, palms a couple of pills in to his 
 
mouth with no resistance. Gagging at the smell of the man’s hand a little Adam 

still manages to gratefully pull at the bottled water bottle he brings up to his lips.

   After a few more minutes of trying to focus on his surroundings Adam feels like 

he is awash in a sea of relaxation. His muddled brain decides to swim in it, and 

the world goes black again.

  
   The next time he woke, it was because of a sharp searing pain in his hand. 

His body immediately started to flail around where he lay. “Woah woah woah 

there hoss!,” said the voice he dimly recognized from before. “Sorry bout the 

pain there kid,but I got to open it up to get the stuff in.” It seemed strange but 

oddly that satisfied him. He felt his hand tied behind his back placed in some 

cool liquid,and it oddly felt pleasant and tingling.

Soup Kitchen Celebrity
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       His stomach had received a message from his nose. Something much more 

pleasant then the last time he was awake. Looking towards the fire he saw a 

largish bulky body of some animal roasting on a spit over the fire. The smell of 

the fat juices dropping in to the fire inflamed the pit in his stomach.

  The old man saw the direction he was looking and said,”Yeah, pit bull, found it 

wandering around the warehouse district. Lucky for us we found it or it would 

have been a month of chicken chow in china town,you mark my words. You 

don’t want none of that though, I read somewhere, predators end up gamey 

cause of eatin meat. Hold on, I got somethin for ya.”

   The man lurched towards the fire,and came back with a can that had been 

sitting on the edge of the flames. “Here, got ya some of that veggie broth them 

hippies around Tompkins are always servin’. You could use to lose a little fat 

anyway,healthier, but it’ll fill you up.”

   The old one said,”You can call me Joe if you need somethin’, but I’m thinking 

you could still need some more sleep in your condition. Just don’t call me too 

damned often, I gots me a lifestyle ya know?” Grinning at his own joke the man 

left him there, to stare at the beast over the fire, and the fat flaming briefly as it 

dropped off of it. The effect was hypnotic to him, and it opened up the sea of 

sleep which he allowed himself to sink back in to.

   This seemed to him, to go on for days. He’d wake up and “Joe” would come 

over,give him some water, and then some broth and he’d fall back to sleep.
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He had wondered dully at why he kept passing out once or twice, but wrote it 

off to being hurt. He’d actually become quite attached to Joe as his guardian 

angel who cared for him.

  When his brain came back online this time though, something told him to 

keep his eyes closed and listen for a bit, there were voices by the fire pit, it 

might explain to him what had happened.

   “We got enough wood?”

   “Yeah man I vicked some skids”

   “That pole strong enough?”

    “Dude,I got it off a construction site a few days ago, it’s rock solid! Yer bein a 

pain in my ass man!”

    “We gotta be fast about it buddy, no good goin through all this work just 

to have to leave it cause human services come down here nosin about, you 

wanna eat right?”

    “Joe gonna clean him up?”

    “Yeah,those clothes still look good,and we gotta clean him up a bit.”

    “Why it so important he clean?”

     “Alter keeps sayin it’s kosher that way, personal I dont think he likes his food 

dirty.”

     “Alter ought to be the one doin the cleanin then!”

     “Boy, he spotted yer meal,you find your own food we can eat fried piss if ya 

want!”

     “HEY JOE!”
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     “Yeah?,” said a familiar cracked voice.

     “Might as well make a start of it, clean up yer baby. You gonna be all right 

with him?”

     “Shit yeah, he got so much shit in him right now, even if he comes to he ain’t
 
gonna know what planet he’s on,” this followed by a hoarse hacking noise, 

that could have been a chuckle. “You sharpen up the good knife have Jose 

get the fire goin good, I’ll strip him down and get him clean.”

    The entire time he’d been listening Adam’s head began to clear some. 

Slowly it dawned on him what they were talking about. They intended to....eat 

something, oh god, they meant HIM, that’s what they were talking about! 

Fighting back his panic he flexed his arms and legs, they were still tied together. 

He kept his eyes shut tightly and tried to turn his head so his face wasn’t visible 

in the flickering light. He heard shuffling footsteps coming towards him, and felt 

the old man hover over him. With a grunt he was rolled over on to his stomach, 

and then.....

    He felt something slice the knots binding his hands together. His one hand felt 

numb and tingling, then he remembered it being cut up a few days before. 

Another grunt and tug, and he was rolled on to his back. It was all he could do 

to not let his breath come in gasps and to control himself. He heard Joe walk to 

one end and then there was tugging at his feet, and then suddenly they were 

free as well.
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 “Hey Kid you got the water warm? I don’t want to be givin’ him a refreshing 

spring shower about now?” he heard Joe bark. That gave him an idea of ex

actly where Joe was now, so he kicked as hard as he could. This rewarded him 

with the sound of Joe grunting and folding up.

   Dramatic narrative would say Adam leapt to his feat. He didn’t, he flopped 

and scrabbled. But he was far enough from the fire that it was sufficient to get 

him upright, and running. Well lurching, in a purposeful manner his one foot was 

only now painfully having feeling return with a vicious tingle.

  Cries rose up behind him, but the important thing, was behind him.

  “Sumbitch Joe what in the hell happened?” cried one

  “Dirty spics must have ripped me off on those last abbots, don’t worry about 

me, dinner is makin’ a break for it!”

   As feeling returned to his foot Adam picked up the pace, he started moving 

even faster spurred on even more when he heard footsteps behind him. Even in 

the dark now, he knew what he was in, he was in the old subway tunnels. They 

went everywhere under the city, who knew where he was now. But the 

important thing, especially with the footsteps behind him, was FROM, TO would 

have to take care of itself at this point.

  He heard one of the voices from the fire behind him yell, ”C’mon back boy, 

you don’t want to get lost in the tunnels, somethin’ bad might happen to ya! 

We ain’t gonna hurt ya!”
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     “Yeah, wouldn’t be kosher,” the other voice said,it carrying because of the 

echoes in the tunnels.

   “Jose! You pinhead, you ain’t helpin’ any here!,” the other voice hissed.

   If anything this only pushed Adam further, and faster. He tripped and 

stumbled a bit on the ties and the rails but terror was driving him. In the distance 

behind him he saw lights flickering back and forth. Shit! They had flashlights! 

They’d find him! He tripped and stumbled again, and then realized why. The 

tunnels branched, one arcing gently to the left, and one to the right.

   His instinct said to go to the right, but it was cut off by another thought 

saying,”Go to the left!” Not a hundred percent sure why, he acquiesced to that 

thought and stumbled to the left.

   He’d gone about a hundred feet maybe more down the tunnel, when he 

saw lights in the distance behind him, back at the juncture.

   “Well now what?”

   “We go to the right.”

   “Shouldn’t we split up?”

   “Hell no! You way about a buck twenty soakin’ wet, and I’m fucking loaded, 

you wanna get brained cause he was hiding in one of the old service ports? 

Everybody goes to the right when they get somethin’ like this!”

     “You sure?”

      “Hell yeah, it’s human nature. Even if he gets out nobody gonna believe 

him, but he ain’t gonna get out, cause to the right leads to an old terminal 

that’s blocked off.  Ain’t no way out. Just don’t tell Alter we had to scare
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dinner a bit first, he ain’t gonna know the difference.”

   “I don’t know man....”

   “Look I tell ya what, we’ll go up there a bit and stop ,we should be able to 

hear him fine,and if we don’t we’ll come back and try the other one.”

   Richard saw their lights retreating down the other tunnel, and breathed out. 

He only then realized he’d been holding his breathe this entire time. He set off 

again, with purpose in the dark. It would take them a while to realize he hadn’t 

taken the right tunnel,but not nearly long enough. He’d have to make up some 

distance in the dark or risk them catching him again.

   He didn’t know how long he ran, fell, and stumbled. At one point he was 

positive he heard footsteps in the distance behind him, which made him pick 

himself up and start lurching forward even faster. Eventually though the tunnel 

he was in opened in to.....dull light. An in service tunnel! Now that he could see 

he ran, his head was swirling, and exhaustion wanting to overtake him, but no 

way could he risk stopping now. Stay close to the side in case of train, avoid 

the third rail, and run, running was the most important thing.

   After what felt like eternity, he saw it, the heavenly light. A platform! People! 

Rescue. With every effort he had left he lurched to the base. He could see his 

tingling hand, it was a cross hatch of cuts that something had been seeping in 

to,it was useless. No matter, nothing mattered, get on the platform. Using both 

hands and gritting in pain he drug himself up.
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       The people on the platform looked stunned for a second, but with city 

dwellers, that only ever lasts for a second,and then nobody looks at you any 

more. He had to get out of the subway, and he had to tell people! As quickly 

as he could he left the platform and lurched to the surface. Finding the stairs 

and heading for the surface. He could just see the sidewalk outside, when ex

haustion, which had been trailing him since he woke, caught him, and caught 

him completely.

   White. Lots of white. That felt promising. He laid back  in it. He was trying to 

remember, why he was here. Who he was here for that matter. He heard 

voices talking outside the now that he looked at it, stained formerly white room. 

It took some effort but he was eventually able to focus on what they were 

saying.

   “I’m going to have to release him.”

   “Nobody has come for him?”

   “Not a soul and regulations are what they are.”

   “He can’t possibly function like this.”

  “Look, just because he was dressed nice doesn’t mean anything. Some 

psycho passes out on the steps of the subway comes to and starts screaming 

about them eating people. I balance out his meds to the point he can put one 

foot in front of the other, and let em go.”

   “But-”

   “But nothing, we got millions of people in this city, many of them with issues, 

he came in with no ID, no wallet and no money, nobody has come for him, all I
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fixed up his hand as best I could,the stitches came out,now all we’re even

allowed to do is balance out the Thorazine so he can still walk, and kick him out

the door.”

   “You know he’s just going to end up back here when they wear off.”

   “Doesn’t matter,the state sets our budget, and that’s all we’re budgeted for.”

   He lay back in to the white and fell asleep thinking,”Man, I’d hate to be that

guy.”

   There is a homeless man on a bench in a park. Call him Jim, everyone does.

It’s not his real name,but everyone calls him that,he doesn’t remember why.

His memory is a treacherous territory it works completely at random. This is why

some of the other homeless men he hangs out with call him “The Professor” as

well, he’ll just know these amazing,and often random facts.

   He is of indeterminate age. The streets haven’t been kind to him, especially

recently. Not to mention brief stays in the hospital, and equally brief stays in the

Tombs for various offenses. He is lean, and he is dirty. His clothes are jeans, an

old army jacket and sneakers, and oddly a Ferragamo belt, which he can’t

remember why he has.

 
Paul has done a lot of different things in his life. He was the lead singer of the NYC Punk 
Band The Repressed in the late 80’s and early 90’s. From there he found the SCA which 
he participated in for a decade as a member of the Mountain Confederation. He has 
also caved heavily and contributed articles for both NSS News and Speleo-Digest. He 
was also an editor for Los Angeles music magazine “Spark-Plug Magazine.” He’s 
married with one son at home in Appalachia,with two adult daughters living in his 
native Pennsylvania.
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   It is raining steadily, he is soaked, he is alone as everyone else is gone, found

somewhere to go. He is frustrated, no-one is out to panhandle off of. Though in

the last year or so, panhandling has slowed down for him. If your going to beg, 

try to look young enough to be salvageable, he used to when he dimly 

remembers first getting on the streets. He isn’t that old, but he looks it. A 

synapse fires the edge of a memory and he lurches to his feet. Something he 

only remembers part of, something to do with his real name.

   He stumbles in to a nearby subway station. He actually pays because he has 

tokens he got,well,somehow. The memory becomes a bit clearer to him as he 

reaches the platform. He doesn’t stay on the platform, he jumps off it down to 

the tracks. He isn’t worrying about trains at this time of night there barely are 

any.

   He remembers a place and he walks on to find it. A place where he can get 

warm out of the rain. But most importantly a place where he can get food.

 
His photography is view-able on both Redbubble and Fine Art America ( http://www.
redbubble.com/people/paullu?ref=account-nav-dropdown) and in his spare time 
he is the owner of the Facebook horror page A Touch Of Evil (https://www.facebook.
com/touchofevilhorror ) and a contributor to the horror page Long Live The Horror 
(https://www.facebook.com/LongLiveTheHorror ).. His story “And I Owe It All To You” 
recently appeared in “Schlock!” volume 8 issue 26.
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Reunion
 

In spring you saw me, no words in my mouth,
trails of hello between silent acquisitions,
dusty from misuse and misappropriation.
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On The Overpass

I will wait on the icy throne
as midnight steals my shadow.
All of this is thread
and ceremonial bell, pure pain, an inspiration
that will never come again.
I will wait on the bed, staring into crystal fragments
cured of the hot weather, but still poisoned by
time and how it never stops in spite
of commitment or intensity, in spite of how it makes you
wait and not perish from simple feeling, and how
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the house breaks down and happiness is arbitrary, flowers
for a while and then
falls.

Open

Open like hell is opened
to the damned, like the heart
collapsed in on itself
or like being three nights
without sleep, in a room
of false friends.
 
Open with the wide smile
in your pocket, with layers
of socks to cover your wounded toes.
 
Open as a modern kiss, as
a dream in need of interpretation.
 
Open, though hiding would be nice,
and under the books on the shelf
is a message written in dust, uncovered.
It is telling you the change has come:
Your stomach is full of restlessness.
Your eyes are new with a strange indifference.
The change has come.
 
Open like a woman in labour,
or like a butterfly caught inside a storm.



____________________________________________________________________________________________ 
___________________________________________________________________________________________________________________ 

TSB/39

I still think of you

in the morning,
when the winds play across telephone wires
and winter’s trees.
I carry your face before me
like a sacred chalice, or a goal I cannot reach.
There are things that have changed me,
but the loss of you has split me wide like
never before. I see colours differently. I touch
icicles and give up all other truths. I believe
you are still protecting me, and then I am lost
in the greyness of the sky. Your love is torn
from my side. And now I am altered, I am
adjusted. I am a scorpion walking the desert
sands. I am a gazelle near the waterhole. One day
I am free, then the pain returns like cancer.
I am carrying a child. I am your child
who wishes you could share this journey. But
death has taken your hand. And somehow I know,
darkness is not all.

Almost to the Other Side
 
 
In midair like a cold relentless
dream, the minnows find me
and tell me tales of insignificance.
In my blood there drifts a fool’s
coin and fantastical wagers.
Because I am this person with
that hard year gone and this new
good gift to come, sometimes
it’s as if I’m on stilts that with one small
trip, my whole body will come crashing down.
Sometimes I watch the cats and know
I have been made for this place, know
the colour of my sky and the heavy toll
of self-deception.
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BloodsuckerDeath
 
 
Embracing the bloodsucker
in naked sand, in the element
of rain and stormy skies.
Loving the bloodsucker for a moment
and then living within its inevitable stride.
A year of midnight, a cocoon to peer through,
but still the air is not my own.
Sleeping beside its warm and ruthless tummy,
who knows what the shadow beholds - the scythe,
the splitting apart, the lungs that find no breath.
I cared for your children,
I wrapped them like a necklace around my throat and
they taught me the infinite expressions of grief.
I was once a lake. I am now a dried-up pond.
The sweat is the seed, is the missing piece
that gives grace to every smile. Hunt me
no more, reveal to me the final plateau.
Loss and beautiful corpses, and still beyond
November’s soil, you have revealed the ways
of indestructible love. For that I am grateful.
For love not you is absolute. This milestone you have given
has become my ship - now leave me to flow away
from the weight of this mourning.

~ Allison Grayhurst
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_____________________________________________________________________________

Stone Graves

Cult of the Dead
unclear symbols
carved in stone
sank into the ground
eternal sleepers
forgotten secrets.

_____________________________________________________________________________

Pain

Burned
verses
of a missing
love
pain
of a defunct
heart
covered
by ash.

Sadness

  Broken wings
  cold nights
  morning of hope
  sadness in the eyes
  of the lost angel.
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   Madeline made sure to tuck her mother and father in before going to bed 

lest they come to her in the night wanting to be held. She would make sure 

their comforter was secured firmly under their chins and that their pillows were

without lumps. She would tuck and adjust the blankets so that their cold bare 

feet would not get any colder, and she would turn down the oil lamp to a faint

Ham and Eggs
~ by Glenn Tolle

~ Fiction / Art
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spark whisking in the glass. Then she’d close their door and go to her own bed. 

There she would secure her own comforter, check her own pillow for lumps,

adjust her own blankets ,tuck her own cold bare feet in and turn her own oil 

lamp to a spark, close her own door and wait. Under her own secure 

comforter. Under her own adjusted blankets. Head resting on her own pillow 

without lumps. Listing. Cold.

   Cold. It wasn’t a just sensation for Madeline. It wasn’t just something she felt 

before stoking the fire or filling the cracks in the sod with bits of handkerchiefs 

and stockings. It was a life, a color, an emotion. The life she was born into, the 

color of the walls, and her parents’ feet the emotion that took residence in 

the empty pantry in her father’s chair and mother’s sewing basket.  The cellar 

of her mind that was kept for preserving happy memories, like ham and eggs, 

but was instead stocked for a never ending winter, every jar filled with nothing. 

Nothing but cold. Madeline sometimes wondered what memories like ham and 

eggs felt like, looked like, and tasted like. She wondered the same thing about 

real ham and eggs. Then she heard cold feet making their way to her door and 

she went to bed hungry. 

And cold. 

Ham and Eggs



____________________________________________________________________________________________ 
___________________________________________________________________________________________________________________ 

TSB/45

Featured Contributor 
Fall/Winter 2016

Bobby Travis (Alter ego: Randall Dean 
Scott) is a Texas native who now lives in 
Portland, Oregon. While his main pursuits 
are writing and visual art, he works the 
daily grind at any decent or odd job 
he can secure for keeping the lights on.  
Currently, that odd job is web 
development. 

He jumped through the hoops of aca-
demia for years while earning enough 
credits for two degrees, but then finan-
cial obstacles presented new opportu-
nities. After college, he took a job with 
an ad agency where he worked as a 
copywriter and web developer. Eight 
months later, the ad agency downsized.

Bobby now writes as often as possible.  
He sells his visual art and stories for 
money or REESE’S peanut butter cups. 

Bobby Travis
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how quickly the grains of sand fall

I don’t mean to get into the gloom and
doom of it all but
it rises up from out of nowhere sometimes,
how quickly the grains of sand fall
counting years passed
wanting some of them back
yet happy to know there are no time machines

I move on and choose when or if at all
what moments to relive
shit who’m I kidding
as if any writer has such an option

_____________________________________________________________________________
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when it comes to spilling the soul
and somehow achieving any written words
worthy to be read

one must bleed with memories
return to the shit storms
taste the salty tears again
drink booze on college-town pub patios
recollect the wife fucking another man
playback the events in my head
when I stood watching a woman
take her last breaths and shivering
under my blood-stained flannel
on the side of the road,
a drunk driver’s mess and there I was
in the middle of panic
trying to clean things up
calm and collected
facilitating an emergency response
some asshole’s bad decision and
responsible for an innocent victim
in shock with blood coming out of her ears
undoubtedly some brain damage and
a flannel was all I could do
both of us dead on arrival and
if thoughts alone could save the day
I would’ve been a modern day Jesus
but the world doesn’t work that way

I don’t mean to get into the gloom and
doom of it all but
it rises up from out of nowhere sometimes,
how quickly the grains of sand fall
bad decisions
living seconds like an asshole
a hero or a lover
a student a friend
a son a brother
shit jobs and corrupt government
an hour train delay
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standing behind slow old ladies
in grocery stores
ramen noodles in my shopping cart
too damn beat to watch for the ace card
folded by trivialities like a million ping pong balls
with no defense paddles
just taking it day after day and consumed
often by shit that doesn’t matter
grains and grains pouring out at the speed of light
more tombstones
cremations
someone else’s storm now
if I’m to spill my soul
I return to where bloodshed occurred

drinks with old buddies
childhood disasters
a dead grandmother at age eleven
her passed-on passion for all creators
a calm and collected facilitator
when she wasn’t drinking
my two failed marriages
the first fish I caught while having my first beer
with my grandfather
watching my father die
the one who tried too hard for friendship
instead of being a role model
a two bit junky
in and out of jail
a con man
the difficulty I had when looking into a mirror
aware that I came from a shit bag
yet we made peace like some might do
only too late and on his death bed

I return to my adolescent alienation
feel the tug of all that is temporary and
throw up a little in my mouth
the inner turmoil of rejection
the false search for hope in pretty girl’s eyes
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ironically ones who bent over for dollars eventually
rich boys and football players but
rarely for poets
musicians or visual artist

I was a naive boy indeed but
that’s where I go to open it up
random dots on the timeline of 
pleasant disasters

damn mirrors

damn mirrors
I look into them
sometimes enjoying
the man looking back and
on other days
I’d like to put a knife in his neck

self sabotage?
maybe…
I don’t know

damn mirrors
I look into them
I yearn for my days of youth
a time machine
to take me back so
I could either see old faces
maybe try fixing some things
most likely both

damn mirrors
I look into them
trying to understand
the mystery behind these eyes
this unquenchable thirst
such desire to understand that
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I could either see old faces
maybe try fixing some things
most likely both

damn mirrors
I look into them
trying to understand
the mystery behind these eyes
this unquenchable thirst
such desire to understand that
which can’t always
be reckoned
an everlasting question of why

damn mirrors
I look into them
remembering the times
I’ve cried and watched the tears
trickle down my now sagging
cheekbones or
smiling maniacally at myself
while shaving
making crazy faces
only because I can
like a madman without reason

damn mirrors
I look into them and I’m
unable to deny
every truth staring me down
the crows feet
the man once a boy
stupidity and wisdom combined
gray whiskers
nose and ear hairs out of control

damn mirrors
I look into them
I look into me and I know
the end is more near
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than I’d like it to be but
I’ve lived a thousand years in my mind
conquered and been defeated
made sense out of what seemed senseless
but not always
these reflections like flames
consume me and there’s no escaping
the burn

damn mirrors
I keep looking into them
only find that I don’t always
recognize the man looking back but
his face is certainly familiar
which means I haven’t totally
lost myself or my way
at least not yet

I’m no sad story

It was such a long time ago.
I stood staring,
every morning in the mirror and
all I could see were my sad eyes looking back.
They were blue like my father’s.
He was a man my mother grew to hate and
sometimes she would point out
the striking resemblance between us.
That might have been the season
when I stopped wanting to be like him or
maybe it was when he became
the man he chose to be,
which was no man at all unfortunately—a coward.
While brushing my teeth
I’d glare at the zits on my face,
so many blemishes,
something for the other kids to laugh at,
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more odds stacked against me.
I frowned and spat,
rinsing the paste away and
wishing I could do the same
with the pimples on my face but
I’d learn some day with age
that many people are born to hate.
And then I dressed,
all the while knowing that anything I wore
would conjure up some form of ridicule.
Like principal Marshall stopping me in the halls.

“Tuck that shirt in, boy.
It’s about time for a haircut,
don’t you think?
You know the rules, Randy.
Above the collar and above the ears,
NO EXCEPTIONS!”

And if I did manage to dodge the gestapo
it was unlikely
that I’d avoid the gang of dime-store cowboys
congregating in the halls
sporting their boots, ten-gallon hats and
belt buckles almost as big as their heads.
Yet somehow I was the clown.

The three-quarter-mile walk to school
was the worst, though.
A group of athletes all crammed
into a full-size pickup truck
passed as I walked and I always heard
the muffler first.
Then I’d turn to look over my shoulder
only to find a Jack in the Box milkshake air born
with no time to react.
Therefore, I started carrying spare clothes
in my backpack,
hoping I could change in the bathroom
without catching shit there too.
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After dressing at home, before school
I’d force feed my sour stomach with sugary cereal,
choke on my horse-pill sized vitamins and
try convincing my mother to let me cut class.
I was often grounded in the process.
Then I’d swing my bag over my shoulder
slam the door behind me and
walk into a civilized disorderly society
called elementary,
junior, and high school.
That’s where I learned to hate myself the most.
Teachers were only interested
in the kids who sat on the first row or
if they played sports and,
of course, passing grades were handed out
regardless of how they performed.

I did my best
to do as little as I could,
just enough to get the grade.
I kept my head down,
avoided eye contact but principals
teachers, counselors and
students made it difficult
to socially survive as
the weird kid covered in pimples.

Therefore, I found my own way to hide
to feel alive,
create something with meaning…
I bought two turntables,
started a vinyl collection and
learned to synch two records together.
I penned nonsense in Mead notebooks,
poems and love letters
that I knew no girls would ever read and
of course, there were a few adolescent rants
along with poorly written stories.
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I did my best to ignore
all the power-trip attempts to conform or
destroy me.
I found my escape tunnel
through the arts and I never looked back.
Over time I slowly nested
decent friends and homes
creative environments
where I continue to keep on.

I’m no sad story, baby; I’m a victory song.

the ant pile

when I consider
all the time that has passed
I can’t help but think of
how little time is left and
I couldn’t tell you just
as you can’t tell me
how much time anyone has before death
but one thing is certain and that is
that it’s coming for everyone

meanwhile we give our time
most spent on our employers
another chunk on laundry
grocery shopping and clarinet lessons
family reunions or ball practices
visiting grandma in the nursing home
the bulk of time however
all passed on earning bucks so
we can buy stuff and pay overpriced
rent or mortgages and
I don’t know about you but
when I look around I see most of us
going through the motions
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work
shop
repeat and
we fight for seconds in between
when we should be feeding our souls
but the reality is that we
either do that or burn the so called free time
on sleep and still most of us
are fatigued beyond belief and I keep asking
what’s the gain and at what cost

death peers over the horizon
waiting to take us and
we carry on like ants on a pile
performing our blind functions
but why I ask daily 
saddened and my soul cries mercy
as I look around for the Moses who shouts
let my people go but
we all just keep working and
not for our own benefits but for the others 
who have it all and who
still want more

how much longer will we
can we
do this blind and silly thing
called survival
what ever happen to living?

~ Bobby Travis
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Featured Contributor 
Fall/Winter 2016

John Kojak is a graduate of The University of Texas who lives and writes in Houston, 
Texas. John’s short story entitled “Don Pedro” was published in Beyond Imagination 
literary magazine, and he has had several poems published in print magazines such as 
Poetry Quarterly and Dual Coast Magazine. He aspires to write truthfully.

Road Trip 

Alone, I drive west
leaving the urine soaked streets 
of New Orleans behind me. 

John C. Kojak

_____________________________________________________________________________
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My heart lost in the immense 
darkness beyond the road.

I turn north onto Highway 61, 
letting the waning glow of the
hallow moon guide me 
toward the siren graves of 
ancient agonies.
 
I want to smell 
the sweet sweat of the cotton fields. 
I want to hear the bark of the hounds. 
I want to feel the whip, 
as it rips the flesh from my back. 

The Mississippi Delta…
Where the blues was born. 
Where man forgot he was man, 
and evil ruled so completely that even 
Jesus was forced to look away.

Yet, I hope to find peace along the big river. 
I hope to find solace amongst the echoes 
of other lost souls. 

~ John Kojak
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Her eyes blazed through the fabric of the bloodied tank top. The lawyer 

stood firmly in the center of the courtroom, gesturing like a god-fearing 

preacher. His eyes met hers, coated with a professional chill that was necessary 

to get through such a brutal case. He turned away and focused on the 

audience of 12 citizens.

Donna rolled the broken tissue between her fingers. She should have spent the 

extra dollar on the name brand. What a thing to think of during the 

prosecutor’s argument. He shoved the tank top away from his body as if a bull 

were to plow through it at any moment. The silver, glistening top looked more 

like rubies and the gray cloth was now saturated to a deep purple.

Exhibit A
~ by Ann Lamparski

~ Flash Fiction
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Donna tried not to think of the day she bought the top for Lauri. After a heated 

argument about the overpriced fabric, Donna caved. Buying her daughter 

extra junk was a poor substitute for a father, but what could she do?

 “Take a look at this here, ladies and gentlemen. This shirt tells it all. This is 

the result of a ruthless, unimaginable, horrific murder of an innocent young girl,” 

said the prosecutor. “What kind of a monster does this? What kind of worthless 

animal is capable of this?”

Donna rummaged through her purse for a fresh tissue, her face burning with 

remorse. She hadn’t been brave enough to look over at him throughout the 

trial, but today she felt it was time. He sat with entwined fingers on his lap. His 

new orange attire clashed with his Albino white hair. So young, yet so much 

evil had set into his blackened soul. His eyes followed the prosecutor as he 

wrapped up his argument and placed the bloody shirt back on the evidence 

table as Exhibit A.

 Donna glared at the culprit, remembering the night it happened. As 

usual, she and Lauri were fighting over something. That particular night was a 

reoccurring argument about boys and dating. A mere 15 years on earth and 

Lauri thought she knew everything. Donna’s gut clenched in wincing pain 

when that thing showed up at the door. His arrogant tone and stoned eyes 

were enough for her to put her foot down. Demanding that Lauri remain home 

and to never speak to him again only fueled the teenager’s desire. Stomping 

her flip flops all the way back to her room, Lauri announced angrily that she

was in for the night and sarcastically thanked Donna for ruining her evening. 

Exhibit A
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The slamming door sent Donna to her own room, drained from single 

parenthood. At about 5 a.m., Donna was shaken from her slumber by the shrill 

ring of the phone. His words she would never forget.

 “Mrs. Erikson? My name is Detective Jace. I’m going to have to ask you 

to come to the station as soon as possible.”

The image of her daughter covered in head-to-toe blood had haunted her 

dreams for months.

The jury became restless with chatter until the judge pounded his desk, 

demanding silence.

 “The prosecution calls Lauri Erikson to the stand.”

The young girl was escorted past the jury by a burly police officer and onto the 

stand. The prosecutor paced a moment before questioning the trembling girl.

 “Lauri, could you please begin by identifying this shirt right here?” The 

prosecutor grabbed Exhibit A once more. The girl sniffled before she began. 

“That’s mine. My mom bought it for me.”

 “Can you please tell us how so much blood got on your shirt?” probed 

the prosecutor. Lauri held her stare toward the glistening silver chains clinking 

together on her orange lap.

“Lauri, can you please tell me…”

 “We didn’t mean to kill her! I mean…He told me it was just a game…”

Donna’s blubbering outburst forced the teen to face her.

 “You tried to warn me about him, mommy. I’m so sorry.”

Flash Fiction by Ann Lamparski
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Four Haiku

the trees have wind
for branches to wave goodbye
to all humans

universe
reality
animals dream

it is not easy
to navigate a wormhole
the worm responded

liked her new boyfriend
until she found out, he is
only a hologram

Denny Marshall
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his scribbled review

meant
to read:

THAT’S 
not poetry...

but,
in his haste

he
wrote:

WHAT’S
not poetry...

either way,

he
was
right.

........................................................

it 

started
in high school,

with 
the pictures
he left on the boys room sink.

in college,
there was Roberta,
but, she was a dick

John Yamrus



____________________________________________________________________________________________ 
___________________________________________________________________________________________________________________ 

TSB/62

and she
was a failure, too.

none of
the jobs worked out...

not
selling light bulbs door to door...

or,
magazines...

or,
that year he spent
in his uncle’s store,
delivering lampshades and
couches and rugs.

nothing
seemed to work.

it,
and him,
and she and her...

they all
failed him.

but,
the one thing
he could always count on...

the 
one thing
he knew for sure...

is 
when
it came right down to it,

there’d
always be
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a 
knot

at
the end
of his rope.

..............

he 

sat
all day,
listening to
old Lennie Tristano records.

the dog’s 
bowl was empty.

outside,
the box was 
filled with newspapers and mail.

he
hadn’t
taken a bath in a week.

life
sure was good.

he 
put on 
another record,

filled 
the dog’s bowl,
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and
sat back 
on the couch.

..............................................

i swear,

one
of
these days

i’ll
get it

right.

..................................

there

was
a time

i 
was
afraid

of
nothing.

 
Since 1970 John Yamrus has published 2 novels and 24 volumes of poetry.  He has also 
had more than 1,700 poems published in print magazines around the world.  His work 
is regularly taught in numerous colleges and universities.  Selections of his writing have 
been translated into several languages including Spanish, Swedish, French, Italian, 
Japanese, Romanian and Albanian.  His latest books are BURN (published in Sweden) 
and Alchemy.
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-Getting Out Of My Comfort Zone- 
by Gerard Caronna

The nature of fear, and look it daily,
through windows of me in a son...

 
Gerard Caronna was born on February 18, 1985 in New Orleans, Louisiana as Michael 
Gerard Caronna Jr.His poetry has appeared or is forthcoming in Snapping Twig.

Featured Poems  
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An Observation 
by Alison Heninger

You can see stars better
from the corner of your eye.
 
People are that way, too
I find.

 
Alison Heninger has had poems selected for publication in Westward Quarterly, Avalon 
Literary Review, and The Road Not Taken: The Journal of Formal Poetry. Her favorite 
authors are T.S. Eliot, Emily Dickinson, and Jane Austen. She attended Oregon State 
University. and hopes to one day own a pet dragon.

Featured Poems  
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 THE THIN EDGE                                                                              
 by John Zedolik

Recognition is a razor 
upon one side is memory—
image and word
while on the other lies nil
perhaps gray infinity—if even
that visual is too much for nothing
 
And how easily slices the face on
the edge
split vegetable membranes opaque but
always riding that nanometer ridge
 
Precarious is the person from the past
when he or she approaches the sharp line
on which most will remain forever hung up
falling down on either side
shorn petals, then halved

Featured Poems  
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Black Blouse 
by Peter Grimald

Your heart wears a black blouse of frost
Embraced cloth, permanent unemotional response,
Your heart imprisoned your past,
Fortress difficult to breach,
Desperation doors,
Stone walls of pain,
Black blouse of frost.

 
Peter Grimaldi’s work has appeared in The Blue Collar Review, Mad Poets, Chaffin 
Journal, Old Red Kimono, The English Journal, The Stray Branch and The Lyric.

Featured Poems  
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Black Sky 
by Aaron Wiley

The stars sag like light bulbs

anticipating the pull of the string,

missing the first pull that started them all.

It’s mostly empty up there,

a cocoon of some sort that holds no

butterfly, a shell that anthropologists

gather around like bugs,

studying the emptiness, so intently

they find themselves inside of it. 

 
Aaron Wiley writes on various topics ranging from denial to love, and much in 
between. He has been published in his school’s magazine (at Joliet Junior College) 
and even has his own chapbook. Some of Aaron’s influences are dark poets 
themselves, such as Emily Dickinson and Sylvia Plath. 

Featured Poems  
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The Lemon 
by Tammy T. Stone

Brief: This poem takes you into the realm of loss and unease within a domestic 
morning scene.

Upon waking I
Wandered to the
Kitchen and started
Boiling water in my little
Copper pot before

Remembering that I
Threw out the last
Of the lemon, which I
Found rotten the day 
Before, from a tear in

The aluminum cozy I 
Made for it, which
Rendered the flesh
Too soft and tender
I am out of ginger, too,

So digestion became
Impossible.

Days like this, you want
Ladybugs to find
Greener pastures than
Your ceiling, you want
The rain to sing you her
Own tender sorrows.

 
Tammy T. Stone is a Canadian writer currently living in Japan; she’s also a 
photographer and chronicler of life as it passes through us. Her writing has been 
featured on elephant journal, and she writes regularly for The Tattooed Buddha and 
submits poetry to Journey of the Heart: Women’s Spiritual Poetry. She’s had poems 
published in orion headless, Buddhist Poetry Review, The Plum Tree, The Camel Saloon, 
The Voices Project, and Dairy River, among other publications. Her first book, a 
collection of poems called Formation: Along the Ganges and Back Again, was 
published by Prolific Press in 2015.

Featured Poems  
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“His Truth” 
by Stephanie Mojica

A gavel that slammed itself into my heart,
karate chopping it apart with its quick
and final verdict, one that can’t be appealed.
 
How many nights had I lain in his arms,
listening to his breath, knowing one day
we’d lose our innocence together in that bed?
 
It was like the tiny red dot that fades away
slowly, or explodes into its target’s head.
Dreams floated away, but what about the love?
 
What happens when love is supposed to die
with the dreams, but its current keeps flowing
like the Pacific Ocean we gazed at one August day?

 
Stephanie Mojica is a widely published journalist who has interviewed Hillary Clinton 
and Barack Obama, but has been virtually a closet poet since the 1980s. Her poetry 
has been published in “The Mainichi Daily News,” “Open Minds Quarterly,” “The Stray 
Branch,” and “Calliope Nerve.”

Featured Poems  
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CONQUERED 
by Julie deGarie

His hair is ink black.
She fears her fingers
will come away black too
brushing through
the short coarse strands.
She likes it best
after a fight, sweat-damp.
In the dim light,
his wet dark eyes
seem as black as his hair,
as mirrors tipped up
to an empty night sky.
They reflect nothing,
not the fixed stars,
not the moon, not her.
But like the tide,
she always comes back.

 
“Julie deGarie lives in the gorgeous Northern Rockies. She has been published in The 
Adroit Journal, Neon Magazine, The Haiku Journal, and other places.”

Featured Poems  
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45. 
by Margaret Mary Riley

If you touch me I will burn your hands
first we will talktalktalk
next 
you will shudder
I want to drag the cicada off your arm
you will try to pull the Mississippi river off my spine
tomorrow I will talk to you in a different language
you will pull me back to bed
I’d like to find the gaps between your vertebrae your heart shakes in my hands
we will talktalktalk
I don’t want you to shudder
you will kiss my shoulder
I will rip the cicada off your arm
you will kiss the stack of books on my ribs and shoulder and bite the head off 
the crow
I won’t flinch.

 
Margaret Mary Riley was raised in the American South. She is often unintelligible. She 
obtained gratuitous debt and a B.A. in Political Science from Agnes Scott College. Her 
work has been featured in East Coast Ink, InPatient Press, Typehouse Magazine, and 
Round Up.

Featured Poems  
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Being at the Whim of Words 
by Matthew Rodgers

I’m tired of being at
the whim of words

I want to break them open
and see what’s inside

 
Mathew has an MFA in Poetry from the New School and has been taught by such 
poets as Philip Levine and Robert Polito and David Lehman who said of him: 
“His work shows a real talent, he has a lot to say, he’s got the news.” Robert Polito, 
said: Such a potent new voice in poetry. I feel like he builds his poems for the sky.”

Featured Poems  
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THE SIBYL AT BREAKFAST 
by Mark J. Mitchell

The morning after the eclipse she rose
refreshed as a damp leaf, cool as a stone.
The cosmic vanishing act tickled her
hiding places, caressed her prayer bones.
She danced her morning dance. She brewed her tea
as if nothing were different. It occurred
to her she might have missed the mystery,
caught between what she sees and what she knows.
She throws down tea leaves like a pack of cards,
reading them backwards. She opens up space
for prophecy she’ll never understand,
tracing circles on the palms of her hands.
She runs to the mirror, quizzes her face:
Always pretty, always cold and rock hard.

Mark J. Mitchell studied writing at UC Santa Cruz under Raymond Carver, George 
Hitchcock and Barbara Hull. His work has appeared in various periodicals over the 
last thirty five years, as well as the anthologies Good Poems, American Places,Hunger 
Enough, Retail Woes and Line Drives. It has also been nominated for both Pushcart 
Prizes and The Best of the Net. 

A full-length collection, Lent 1999, was ,just released by Leaf Garden Press. His 
chapbook, Three Visitors has recently been published by Negative Capability Press. 
Artifacts and Relics, another chapbook, was just released from Folded Word and his 
novel, Knight Prisoner, was recently published by Vagabondage Press and a another 
novel, A Book of Lost Songs is coming soon from Wild Child Publishing. He lives in San 
Francisco with his wife, the documentarian and filmmaker Joan Juster.

Featured Poems  
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STEALING FROM LIFE 
by Conrad Gurtatowski

With unrelenting persistence
I contemplate my relationship
with the world the way a pornographer
regards the female form,
a void where there should be empathy,
a numbness where there should be
a briskness of spirit

It is like stealing from life,
existing on fraudulent feelings,
a mask worn to portray
what I cannot convey,
a blancmange personality,
shuttered and barricaded,
bleached and faded, my days
spent like an imposter,
all pretense and improvisation,
faking the climax of interaction

The more I steal,
the less alive I am

Conrad Gurtatowski has his roots in the blue collar southeast side of Chicago, where 
he spent the first twenty-two years of his life. At that point he was drafted into the 
army, and after being discharged, held a succession of jobs; steelworker, railroad 
worker, insurance salesman, and eventually postal worker, where he spent the next 
thirty years. Today he is retired and lives in the semi-rural surroundings of northwest 
Indiana, where he struggles to write the great American novel, while awaiting the 
election of the first Libertarian president. poetry published in Barbaric Yawp, Blue Collar 
Review, Iodine, Valparaiso Review, Poets Art, as well as other periodicals.

Featured Poems  
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Knight’s Soul by Fabrice B. Poussin

Fabrice Poussin is assistant professor of French and 
English ay Shorter University, Rome, Georgia.  Author 
of novels and poetry, his work has appeared in France 
at La Pensee Universelle, and in the United States 
in Kestrel.  He is also a published photographer.
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Ruined Dreams by Fabrice B. Poussin

Rat Hole

In this rat hole 

I know all too well ;

Fallen again

Slid like a knife on a wrist

Slithered in the cracks 

Behind shutters
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In empty apartments

Where time pretends to stop

Inside places where people

Reduce their souls

to something frail and unworthy

Deeper and deeper

As weeks become months

And months become years

All the youth wasted and sunk

No friends reach you there

No relatives find you

And death has his arm around your shoulders

Smiling and fed

You are quenching the thirst of your demons

As if you’re made only for them to consume.

Loneliness

You reach a point in sadness

where you wish

Noel Negele
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you were insane enough

not to notice it anymore

No matter how deep you dive

how fast you run

how much love you harvest

how much kindness you consume

loneliness is still there

it’s in your shadow

cruel and unadulterated 

by your attempts to escape it

through the bottle

through anything beautiful

that lasts for so little time

it pours on you

spreads in you

envelopes around you

it feasts on the faces
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plunders the house

throttles the joviality

it reminds you of the end

mirrors the futility

there’s nothing more patient

truthful and irreproachable

than the human loneliness

and it probably follows you

all the way to your dying

and in your soul

it roots

the only thing

that will

cease the monotony 

of the void

the only thing

that will 

escort you
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in your travel

all the rest 

is a provisional illusion

an interval from the inevitable

sadly.

Photography, Shadow of the Bones by Fabrice B. Poussin 
Poems / Noel Negele
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Another Chapter Finished.

We met for the last time
like always
at her place

I told her that when mistakes pile up
it gets difficult to look at yourself
in the mirror,

she said I had become
the worst version of myself
and there was no way of passing that by
I said I didn’t hate her
I only valued her more than 
I should
and it wasn’t her fault
we are young I said
we make mistakes
we think we learn
and then we make the same mistakes
and then we probably truly learn.

It’s all going to be alright
she said,
I agreed
and said goodbye
forever. 
Her image would never leave me
or maybe it would
sometime in the future
but until then
her lips would be imprinted in my memory
like a photograph

her small hand
resting on my chest
“ I can feel your heart”
she used to say,
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“I can feel my heart against your hand”
I used to respond
irremediably romantic
because of her
numb and inactive on the bed
full with love
or what we once thought of it,
she would still lay on the center of my brain
fueling many memories to a continuous slide
that would most surely
make me feel like shit,
but even that suffering would be sweet
even that suffering was better than nothing.

We said our goodbyes
her eyes glistening with tears
and I walked out in the rain
aching from a lonesome sentiment
that I knew
would last
for 
a
very
long
time.

 
Noel Negele was born in Tirana, Albania in 1991. At the age of 8 he immigrated to 
Greece and has been living there ever since. After graduating highscool, he studied 
a plethora of subjects such as Camera, montage, creative writing, and filmmaking. 
Poetry has always been his biggest passion, and his only form of diary.
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Resurrection
 

Death brings responsibilities —
all the undone chores, all the names
who will pick up tasks, who will divvy,
who will fall short, who to blame?
In the interest of justice, who will learn?
 
This morning all that mattered was spring
and in the meadow was purple phlox,
a million silences opening eyes.
The essential aroma teased in quivered winds.
Oceans could be darkening over
and it would not effect this moment.
 
A candy-stripe girl handling bed pans
could be afraid to be near the aging and dying
reminding her that beauty fades.
Then she could see the hand-picked phlox
a  child carries  like a possible cure.
She could feel her cheeks turn light purple,
smell the flowers over the struggling breath
and discovered the hard truth: not one life
is stable. She needs to reassess her own future
and decide what she wants to do.
She cannot change death, she cannot save
the woodlands from being churned
into housing complexes. She can only change
what she sees and how to interpret the message.
 
In a field, phlox comes and goes
easy as ocean waves.   

Martin Willitts Jr
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Sharing Hospital Rooms
 
She was placed on observation
and no one came for days.
The man next to her unplugged himself,
forget this, he cursed.
They never checked his heart monitor
to notice he escaped
over the flat-line landscape.
The next person they wheeled in
had a coroner’s toe tag.
The dead person asked her,
what are you waiting for?

The great escape by Fabrice B. Poussin
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                                                               Trying to Survive by Fabrice B. Poussin
Train Trestles
 

Some boards were noticeably missing.
Some were splintered. Some knotholes
had worried eyes. Some boards were chipped
like broken teeth. It got dangerous
toward the middle over a hundred feet
of emptiness. No footholds, no safety nets,
no crowds going hush holding their breath
like it would keep a person from tumbling
into the void. Below were boulders, rapids
faster than scared heartbeats, churning hunger.
A freight behind, breathing down your neck,
impatient for death. Too much leap ahead;
the world shaking with impending weight.
You have no time to choose the kind of death.
You cannot plan in advance. You never know
what to take, what to leave. When it comes it comes.

 
Martin Willitts Jr is a retired Librarian. His poems have appeared recently in Centrifugal 
Eye, Stone Canoe, Blue Fifth Review, Kentucky Review, Nine Mile, Comstock Review, 
and many others. He is the winner of the 2014 International Dylan Thomas Poetry 
Award. He has over 20 chapbooks, and 8 full length collections of poetry. Forthcoming 
collections include “How to Be Silent” (FutureCycle Press), “God Is Not Amused With 
What You Are Doing In Her Name” (Aldrich Press), and “Hearing the Inaudible” 
(Poetica Publishing).
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THE SUITCASE

When we reach the airport,the chauffeur opens
our doors and hands us our luggage. You smile at me,
and tip him more than you need to.

We honeymoon beneath the summer stars
of Miami Beach, where rolling waves caress the sand
the way you caress my skin and kiss my mouth and I
can’t tell the difference between the salt of your kiss
and the salt of the ocean.
You whisper,”I will love you forever.”

Years pass. We become two soft La-Z-Boy recliners
in front of a color T.V. gazing into the familiar smiles
that grace the pages of our wedding album,
the one hand stitched by my mother.
It is browned now and brittle along the edges.

One morning you announce between the cornflakes and
decaffeinated coffee that you want out.
I watch you leave, but as the evening falls I imagine
you back in your chair.
I imagine that you have only stepped out for an evening walk.

How has it come to this,
all our dreams
packed away into one little suitcase
and carried off so easily?

(previously published in The Poet’s Haven)

 
A brief bio: my name is Melanie Simms. I am a published award winning poet with 
over two hundred publications of poetry to my credit. I am also the author of two 
books of poetry and the editor of the new release in Pennsylvania by Poem Sugar 
Press, \“Laurels: An Anthology of Pennsylvania Poets Laureate.”

For more information on my background, you can visit my website at www.mela-
niesimmspoet.com

  Melanie Simms
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The Overhang

What will it cost me
to stand on the edge
dressed in snow, stepping out
on the overhang

while behind me
no loyal companion
cries out no, no,
you’re past the edge
of the cliff, you’re standing
on snow
thin ice
thin air,
you’re standing on
the tumble, are you waiting
for the fall?

No, I will answer;
I’m only waiting
for the thaw.

 
Ian Mullins was gouged from the empty sockets of Liverpool England too many years 
ago. His poetry can be read in the e-chapbook The Dog Outside The Palace Gates, 
and on tombstones such as The Journal, Zygote, Off The Coast, Neon, Purple Patch, 
Gutter Eloquence, Mad Swirl, The Camel Saloon, and many more. Others are coming 
soon to a cemetery near you.

  Ian Mullins
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YOU THINK YOU KNOW?
 

You think you know?
You don’t know.
If I say,  I’m impaled here,
Hanging from this spear
They shoved through me
And into this tree,
Would you say,
Yeah, I’m like that too?

If I say,  all my dreams 
Have been nightmares 
For as long as I can remember –
Since I was three –
Or maybe two,
I guess you’d say,
Yeah, that’s me,
I’m just like you.

I say, Everything 
Reminds me
Of something.
Reminds me of the pain.
Everything –
Ten years ago,
Forty years ago,
Sixty years ago,
It never stops.

Yeah, I’m like that,
You say.

Well, here we are,
Ten  stories up…
Maybe I’ll jump.
I think I’ll jump. 

Well…?
 

Charlie Killeen
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Before Winter
 

The ancient Summer drew to a close.
Signs of Autumn were everywhere.
In deceptive warmth of a genial sun,
dogwood, elm, hickory, and sassafras
had put on their brightest garb,
red and yellow, orange, crimson, and gold.
Pecans fell, then lay on the ground like coal-studded gems.
Fat pumpkins rested in burnt orange piles.
Squirrels scavenged, prepared for colder days
as wild geese moved through azure skies.
Life throbbed in joyous rhythm,
and we celebrated as one.
Then a storm, so swift and savage,
a lifetime toppled in one dark moment.
Barely balanced on sanity’s sheer rim, 
I struggled to salvage bits of what had been
before Winter settled in to stay.

 

Sandra Bounds
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WAITING ON THE SUNSHINE
 

Legs sore from the
weight of things
on a Sunday night
in Sydney
innocence gone but
not replaced by
anything better
so many things gone—
years of loss:
maturity is mourning
loss in silence;
nothing more,
burning here tonight
wondering where all
the good things
go to—
wishing they would
come back,
the portable fan blowing
but not doing much
on this night in
Sydney:
counting down the
seconds until dawn.

 

Brenton Booth
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SUNDAY MORNING REJECTION
 

The helicopters circle
my building and I lay
in bed with thoughts
that could get me
locked up for life
Sunday morning with
nothing to do
a new neighbour moving
in across the hallway
and another rejection
from a small magazine
trapped inside the walls
we call freedom
wondering what’s on the
other side
thinking now about the
editor that rejected my
poems
he’s the reason poetry
is so bad
it really doesn’t matter
though on this Sunday
morning in Sydney
the sky grey
and helicopters still
circling my building
with nothing now
to take away the sound.
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SOME DAYS

It’s the same impossible as a
well paid job or a friend when
you need them most or an ear
that actually hears what you
said,
it shouldn’t be difficult:
but we know it is
like finding a reason to get up
of a morning
or hearing the same old sounds
for another day;
the birds don’t understand
and neither do the spare tyres
or handbags—
and that’s why we need them:
that’s why we need so much,
putting these words down on
the shortest day of the year
with the flu and a 2 day hangover
in Sydney 2015
and hoping for a quick ending.
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TEN YEAR ANNIVERSARY

I understand the death dance  the melted ice cream cone
the 50 dollar note on the footpath  is this why Kafka starved
himself?  the magpies shitting on the fence and ants crawling
underneath the door  looking at an abstract print on the wall
and seeing nothing but my reflection: tragedy is not a horrific
event; it’s a few thousand meaningless days  the fan blowing
but nothing happening  the sun not bright enough: never bright
enough  a form rejection letter from the same editor  it doesn’t
matter—nothing does  I pour a glass of tap water  drink it and
look at a photograph of me and my father a few months before
he died  he has been dead 10 years today  I close all the blinds
lay down in bed and shut my eyes  ready for sleep  and a new day.

 
Brenton Booth lives in Sydney, Australia. Poetry and fiction of his has recently been 
printed in Chiron Review, Mas Tequila Review, Paper and Ink, Zero Percent Magazine, 
Zombie Logic and Bold Monkey.brentonbooth.weebly.com
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HALF OF THIS AND THAT
 

Midnight has a voice.
A calling for those searching,
unable to rest with anxious feet
crossing streets
trying to but not finding
that second chance.
 
Midnight is the thin slice
of between yesterday and today.
It’s half of this
and the start of that.
 
Some fear the straight up hands
of midnight, reminding them of
something surrendering,
maybe themselves, without a fight
to shadows and whispers.

 

Roger G. Singer
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HIGH GROUND
 

Innocent violence creates the
sediment of the street.
 
The people, the open windows, full
of colors, spirits lifting out of gray
shadows and black roads.
 
The streets are never satisfied,
always hungry, hands reaching
Hammering voices,
Words speaking loud
and sweat dripping.
 
City spirits drift uneasy,
searching alleys for faces
hiding.
 
Anger follows the weak
while angels and lambs
seek higher ground.
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IT’S ALL ABOUT
 

It’s a life of folding.  Pressed down,
gazing into unassuming faces, like clouds,
changing and then reshaping.
 
Songs are the blankets of thoughts. Small
voices provoke streams of words.  Silence
opens the eyes to creative volumes.
 
We protect.  Holding the candle of our flame close.
Opening up too soon could close us down.
Dreams tempt us for another night.
 
Its all about who we are
when were not who we are.

~ Roger G. Singer
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* The Hand That Is Mine*
 

I hold my hand up and it startles me
with its length and how thin my fingers are –
I remember how your hand felt
on my cheek how soft your touch was and gentle
and
loving

I covered your hand with my own, with the one I just looked at as though
it were a stranger’s
even though I have lived with and used my good right hand all my life it 
seemed alien

That’s how it looked to me
just now

The world that you and I inhabited
is no more
and is never coming back

The path without you is just like my own
hand
I don’t recognize it
at all

and I’m
scared

 

Peggy Carter
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*But – *

I eat but still I hunger
I sleep but I do not rest
I look for you but my eyes see
darkness
I kiss your mouth – but you don’t answer
You were here – but no more  ...
I hear your music but your guitar won’t sing  –
I walk your path – but you’re not

there.

*Still – *

I feel your arm around my waist
I feel your mouth on mine
I feel your tender look upon my face
and your hand –

I know you
love
me.

You always did
you always will

I know.

Your love still warms
me.

Long as our souls
survive

our love
will be –
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*
****On Insomnia*

my bed
holds and entraps

struggling and twisting
I seek my fatigue
to fall over the edge

into the deepest of sleep
away
from these

thoughts
that
pursue my
sleepless mind
even closed my eyes
see
my insomnia

to quiet the roaming
thoughts that possess me

an impossible task
the sky grows ever lighter
I am
the victim
trapped in
this
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*Redux Voice*

her voice was husky
low
silky

he couldn’t tell what
happened

there was stress
perhaps
or
something

the way she sounded
he was used
to it

but sometimes she surprised him

the pacing
the breathing

today she was

silky

with tears

and he had no idea.

 



____________________________________________________________________________________________ 
___________________________________________________________________________________________________________________ 

TSB/105

*Slide*

the cards slide into place
the way your hands slide over me
first one then another taking me home
what a great game life is
winning here is sweet
we play for high stakes
nothing less than whole hearts will do
we give them into each others’ hands
never holding back

anything

 
Peggy Carter has been writing since 2006, when she retired from nursing. She thought 
about getting an MFA but decided to take workshops instead and find them 
invigorating. Her mentors include Brendan Constantine, Tresha Haefner and Tobi Alfier.
(Formerly Tobi Cogswell.) Free verse is her style and her own life has provided plenty of 
inspiration.
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    Larry is checking his email. It has been a few days and he is curious if 

any of the publishers have responded to his art submissions. There are two new 

emails in his inbox. One is an offer from his bank. The second message is from 

Cover Of Darkness Magazine. It is a small horror magazine. Larry opens the 

email and the editor informs him the art submission has been rejected. What 

an odd email Larry thought. He received an email two weeks ago rejecting the 

same art submission. Most likely, a mix-up he tells himself. He deletes the email 

and logs out.

 Two weeks later, he gets the same email rejecting the same art 

submission. Larry replies to the email and kindly tells the editor that he has 

already received an email rejecting the submission. Two weeks later, he 

Night Of Acceptance
~ by Denny E. Marshall

~ Featured Flash Fiction



____________________________________________________________________________________________ 
___________________________________________________________________________________________________________________ 

TSB/107

receives the same rejection. Larry thought about the drawings he sent. Okay 

maybe they are not his best drawings or even good drawings perhaps. Still 

there is no need to send the same rejection repeatedly. Larry decides to let go 

until he receives the same rejection every two weeks. This time instead of 

replying to the email, Larry starts on a new drawing. He works weeks on a 

beautiful full color horror drawing. The art filled with scary creatures of the night 

lurking in the shadows amongst a small village. The population fearful of what 

the night will bring. The full moon above shines like a warning lantern. Moon

beams paint the dark angles more sinister.

 Two weeks later, he replies to the rejection by attaching the new 

drawing. He cannot believe it when he receives a response the next day. He 

opens up the email expecting the same rejection. To his surprise, the email 

informs Larry that the drawing has been accepted and he will receive a copy 

and ten gold bars. The editor guarantees Larry he will be on the cover. The 

email ends with the editor thanking him. The editor’s name is Cal Cygnus Zetar. 

Ten gold bars and another new editor Larry though. They must be doing pretty 

good to pay ten gold bars. Larry does not know the exchange rate of ten gold 

bars but he knows it is more than the five dollars that they normally pay. They 

seem to change editors often too. According to the email, all Larry has to do is 

sign the email with an X and return it if he agrees to the terms of the contract. 

Hmm the contract changed too. He types X and hits the sent button.

Night Of Acceptance
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 It was only a few seconds after he hit send that his entire body felt a 

strange sensation. Larry could see the walls all around him disappearing and 

turning black. His hands and some of his body have now become part of the 

computer. Slowly objects and area shrink. The space around Larry is coming 

closer and melting.  There is no heat. No pain felt in the shattering experience. 

Soon Larry arrives in his own drawing. He is in the village hiding like the rest. Larry 

sees a woman approaching him. She introduces herself and tells Larry she is a 

poet. She asks Larry, “Did you fall for the ten gold bars too.” Larry looks at the 

women and replies, “That and I finally did a good drawing.” The women looks 

up at him and offers, “At least we are on the cover.” A faint attempt at humor 

to hide the fear painted brush strokes on their faces. Larry pauses for a moment 

then says. “Yes a cover, a cover of darkness.”

Both Larry and poet search for a safe place to hide from the night of 

acceptance. The pair jumps over the editor’s name and head deeper into the 

village. The calls of the night creatures echo more loudly. The air foul and the 

remaining light wrapped in sheets of fog. Soon the creatures will be upon them. 

Larry feels his pocket to make sure. Yes, the eraser is still there.

Featured Flash Fiction by Denny Marshalli
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1976

    Jonas found himself on his usual walk home from his shipping clerk job at 

Northwest Produce and Packing, where he’d been since 1937. It was 5:37pm 

on a rainy and overcast Thursday afternoon.  By the time Jonas walked the 

remaining 9 blocks and up the 4 flights of stairs to his apartment in the old 

rundown Jewish community neighborhood on Scranton’s south side, it would 

be 6:11pm.  In Jonas 63 years, he’d always been a counter;  from the windows 

on the tall brick apartment buildings on his walk home to taxi cabs and the 

shipping inventory.  Even when he had no place to be, he counted time. 

    Jonas turned the top step, rolled back his wet trench coat sleeve to see 

that it was 6:11pm.  Mmm hmm.  Letting go of the large wooden handrail, he 

Jonas, on Time
~ by Jason Campbell

~ Featured Fiction
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stopped.  He brought the paper thin skin of his face together into a wrinkled 

squint.  There was a plain brown parcel package leaning against his apartment 

door.  He walked slowly over to the door, fumbling for his key, as he always did, 

never taking his attentive eyes from the package between his old worn out 

2-tone brogue dress shoes-just like Fred Astaire use to wear, back in the good 

ole days.  Jonas snatched up the package, gave a quick look in both 

directions down the barren hallway, and slipped into his apartment, with the 

quickness and stealth of his youth, slamming the door behind him.

    The package was addressed by hand.

To: 
Jonas Fervor
505 Jackson Avenue
Scranton, PA  18411 Apt 5J
 
From: 
Jonas Fervor
3211 Roseville Road
Sacramento, CA  94203 

    The package was light and shoe box size, and when Jonas opened it, 

the reason was apparent.  It was a brand new pair of 2-tone tan and brown 

brogues-just like the one’s he was wearing. Just the way they had looked years 

ago.  He slipped his old ones off.  He took a look around the room and drew a 

long deep breath. With a slight smirk he let out a slow, heavy, sigh as he slipped 

into the new pair.   

Jonas on Time
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1937  

Broad Street, Philadelphia Train Station

    
    Jonas found himself on a hard wooden waiting bench staring down at his 

shiny 2-tone brogues-just like Fred Astaire wears.    Jonas knew if he got on the 

train, he would probably never see Philly again, or Pennsylvania for that

matter.  You’re 24 years old, life is more than half over.    Do it.    He’d recently 

been offered a steady job at a shipping company in Scranton, but what would 

there be in California?  A familiar feeling rolled over him and settled into his 

belly with a tickle.  The train’s passenger car started to close.  Jonas hand went 

up.  The conductor waved him in, with a quick once over and a slight frown.  

“Last call, Philadelphia to Sacramento, all abooooard!”            
    
    Jonas took a look around the station and with a slight smirk, took a long 

deep breath, stepped aboard.  
    

 
Jason Campbell is a freelance writer that attended Indiana University.  He lives and 
works in Bloomington, Indiana and submits short fiction to magazines throughout the 
U.S.

Featured Fiction by Jason Campbell
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Overrun
 

Bri the Quick drew but slow breaths at the sight
of spinning lights, red and white,
her running shoes taking away the birds in winter.
A freight train shook the hospital room walls,
as she slept, fractured by stress,
the doctors scurrying to find a pulse.
Anxious and waiting, the bed angled
Bri sat unaware, sliding back
on her scratched arms.
She passed out, died, crept back
to the living for a second time.

Tolling blips from pulse monitors,
Andrew the Skip slumped into a chair
while his limbs cramped without nicotine.
Like velvet snakes, he found her sticky
red hair along the country road
where her legs gave way, falling
into rocks of concussion, because
she couldn’t handle her beats per minute.
Andrew rode the elevator
to his car and lit a cigarette.
Anxious and knowing,
her mother received his phone call
and would soon be parking
between the lines next to his half
rusted automobile.
The snow melted off the windshield
into a pool above the wiper
as heat poured into Andrew.
His anger boiling, cursing the fate
of the run down houses opposite
the hospital, cursing the Ohio hills

full of pressure, cursing mother
and father, brother and sister,
teachers, principals, five
church spires in the valley.
He cursed the police and he cursed

Ron Steiner
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himself, knowing his anger boiled
for him alone.
 
Andrew the Skip loved the woman
in the hospital who
said, “I will run any pace I want.
Never again will I see them,
The trainers who hold me back.”
She hoped the words would
make her faster.
Anxious and knowing,
Andrew the Skip drove
out of the parking lot,
down the wet blacktop,
regret already building, but overpowered
by the feelings of betrayal.
He sparked another cigarette,
as smoke circled through caged air.

 
Ronald’s poems have been published in Short, Fast, and Deadly, Workliterarymaga-
zine, and forthcoming in 5X5.
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Erna Hennessey
When I went to
visit the woman
lying in her 
hospice bed
After having a
stroke that paralyzed
her body and made
it difficult to breathe
I put my hand in her
hand, I felt her squeeze
my hand hard like the way
my grandpa did before
we pulled the plug and
she said to me, (mustering 
up all her remaining strength)
‘We need the poets.’

Goodnight
Goodnight, I say to him
Goodnight, he says to me 
(in the soft gentle tone 
of a little boy half asleep 
after being read a fairy 
tale by his mother)
I close the door behind
me and for a moment I 
see an innocent gleam
in the eyes
in the eyes of the homeless
boy who sleeps in front
of my door at night.

 
Mathew has an MFA in Poetry from the New School and has been taught by such
poets as Philip Levine and Robert Polito and David Lehman who said of him:
“His work shows a real talent, he has a lot to say, he’s got the news.” Robert Polito, 
said: Such a potent new voice in poetry. I feel like he builds his poems for the sky.”

  Matthew Rodgers
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On Being Lonely 

The first pangs of 
separation came when 
I was five.

Feelings of loneliness
eroded the walls of my 
heart over the years.

Isolation was my only 
friend, so alone like an
uncharted island, so alone.  

Floating in and out of pubs
and bars, stumbling along 
the Scottish cobbles, in a
clouded obscure haze, I 
never mattered.

No friend could ever be 
found, finally I gave up 
I said “fuck it”, and became 
the recluse hiding in the 
mire that is my own doing
my very own neurosis, my 
alienation. 

The World is So Much Smaller Now 

I took a ride back through my 
old neighborhood back in 2009,
hadn’t been there for years, 1983
to be exact.   

Wayne Russell
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The orange clay roads that once 
seemed to unravel into the infinite 
mile, were now paved, yet they 
seemed so much smaller now.

The two and a half acre yard that 
once was my entire universe, was 
now barren of trailer home, the 
large iron gate had collapsed off 
it’s top hinge. 

The yard was unattended, unloved,
grown over with scrubs, weeds, and 
even trees that were not there, years
ago; so long ago. 

A wave of sorrow washed over me,
as I reminisced, Mom? Dad? Two 
younger brothers? Where did everyone 
go? Please don’t go, don’t fade from my 
life; don’t die. 

My mind screamed out “ Don’t go! I love 
you!” I whispered “We belong here 
together, back in 1983; together forever.”

A few tears slid down my cheeks, as I drove 
on down Klondike road, down to the little
river where we used to swim. 

I held my breath for a moment as I turned 
the corner, hoping that everything would 
somehow be the same. 

But as my car slowly approached the bridge,
I found that the trees had gone, and in their
place stood a sub division. 
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Nothing had stayed the same, the landscape
had changed, the river was polluted, auto 
tires, cans, even an old discarded refrigerator.  

I sighed, but not in relief, and as I drove and 
remembered the good times, the bad times;
everything had changed.......

alas.......

the world is so much smaller now. 

Life Cycle 

While at the junction of her sorrow
upon the dusty roads of heartland 
nowhere. 

She tried to cry, yet tears lye barren 
within empty ducts, harshly sewn over 
by the lonesome years. 

Air for the scream so primal, would 
never fill her ageing smokers lungs. 

Air in the form of an anguished cry 
would never pass, out into this realm 
of forlorn ruin.

Steps are taken into the dust and 
beyond the ashen grays and curdled 
white marble head stones of an ancient 
grave site. 
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She thinks about where her life is going 
and where it has already gone. 

Through the hot shrouded dust, her 
parched lips whimper. “Life is a cycle, 
yet mine has come full circle way too soon.” 

“Yet at 44 I am ready to go; I am so tired.” 

An old pickup truck passes her by, death 
smiles back at her in the rear view mirror. 

She chokes on the wake of dust that the 
rusted pickup leaves behind. 

 
Wayne is a poet that gets many miles out of the more painful and tragic events that 
has shaped his life.  Subject matter in Wayne’s writing include divorce, the suicide of 
his brother at the age of tinder 26, and the untimely death of his beloved mother at 
the age of 56.

Wayne has been published in Danse Macabre du Jour, Dead Snakes, Poetry Quarterly, 
and Decanto Poetry Magazine.
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           FLASHBACK

The rain gleams and is gone.

I can make nothing of the lion
but a small shape scraped in bone.

The plague arrives
knocking on my forehead.
The door yawns.

Mark J. Mitchell studied writing at UC Santa Cruz under Raymond Carver, George
Hitchcock and Barbara Hull. His work has appeared in various periodicals over the
last thirty five years, as well as the anthologies Good Poems, American Places,Hunger
Enough, Retail Woes and Line Drives. It has also been nominated for both Pushcart
Prizes and The Best of the Net.

 
A full-length collection, Lent 1999, was ,just released by Leaf Garden Press. His
chapbook, Three Visitors has recently been published by Negative Capability Press.
Artifacts and Relics, another chapbook, was just released from Folded Word and his
novel, Knight Prisoner, was recently published by Vagabondage Press and a another
novel, A Book of Lost Songs is coming soon from Wild Child Publishing. He lives in San
Francisco with his wife, the documentarian and filmmaker Joan Juster.

 Mark J. Mitchell 
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L. A.  Morning

all I need is a
backpack
a journal
and a head full
of dreams
the roar of a city bus will
be my heartbeat
a rainbow across the
sky
will be my
GPS
a coffeehouse by manhattan
beach is
no different from the
ones in Seattle or San Francisco
 
I don’t need to look like a circus
freak
to be unique
I just need to show
Up
 
The public library will
be my MFA program
Venice beach will be my
Harvard

 
Erren Geraud Kelly is a Pushcart nominated poet from Los Angeles. Erren has been 
writing for 25 years and has over 150 publications in print and online in such 
publications as Hiram Poetry Review, Mudfish, Poetry Magazine(online), Ceremony, 
Cactus Heart, Similar Peaks, Gloom Cupboard, Poetry Salzburg and other publications. 
Erren’s most recent publication was in Black Heart Literary journal; Erren has also been 
published in anthologies such as “ Fertile Ground,” and Beyond The Frontier.” Erren’s 
work can also be seen on Youtube under the “ Gallery Cabaret,” links.

 Erren Geraud Kelly 
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My ambition is as big as the
stars on Hollywood boulevard
and just as
bright
 
I can smell  love and quesadillas
as far as Echo Park
 
i’ll watch the sunset on the
beach on Sunset
boulevard
knowing I can find beauty in
superficiality
 
Wherever I leave my footprints is
home

       

 
Erren is also the author of the book, “ Disturbing The Peace,” on Night Ballet Press and 
the chapbook, “ Watching The Detectives,” forthcoming from Etched press. Erren 
received a B.A. in English-Creative Writing from Louisiana State University in Baton 
Rouge. Erren also loves to read and to travel, having visited 45 states and Canada and 
Europe. The themes in Erren’s writings vary, but Erren has always had a soft spot for 
subjects and people who are not in the mainstream. But never limit themself to 
anything, and always tries to keep an open mind.
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“What I Should’ve Said”

I’m not as unstable as a bamboo bridge,
hanging over a ravine in Laos,
where one misstep sends a man eternally falling.
 
I’m still the same person you always knew,
steady - reliable - trustworthy - the way
people want their politicians to be.
 
I AM running - faster than a
cougar hunting down its prey, sprinting
off into a sunset you won’t get to see.
 

 
Stephanie Mojica is a widely published journalist who has interviewed Hillary Clinton 
and Barack Obama, but has been virtually a closet poet since the 1980s. Her poetry 
has been published in “The Mainichi Daily News,” “Open Minds Quarterly,” “The Stray 
Branch,” and “Calliope Nerve.”

 Stephanie Mojica 
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She dreams again of the man in the White Suit.

Her cell is en-bricked and gray.  It once might have been a wine cellar.  She lies 
on a floor of bricks raised a layer above, half asleep, hearing murky water 
dripping into a catch of water, a pool.  The muffled boot-steps coming down 
the hall heighten her awkwardness two steps more.  Her hands cradling her 
head are cramped, cold and uneasy to open.  Her back spasms with pain on 
rising.  A latch is undone and with a squeal the door, edges light into the room.

Seated at a folding table, she had been taken from the dungeon up a flight of 
stairs, down the hall of an elegant mansion, where she imagines parties must 
have gone on for days.  Each room she passes contains nothing of the sort of 
furniture that might have once been arranged throughout the room.  Rooms 
she almost remembers situated, enlivened, contemplative, breathless, 
romancing, dramatic, the end all and be all, like a room in a hall, in a house 
that might have stood on Olympus, but now stood uninhabited save for herself 
and a few other prisoners in the basement and the guards and the Man in the 
White Suit.

Man in the White Suit
~ by Richard Calaman

~ Fiction
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He sat across from her, obscured by the white lamp and the flood of light, 
making him a partial eclipse.  The corona burned into her eyes, when she 
opened them to see his face.  It is meant to do that and she often conceded, 
concentrating to keep her eyes shut tightly, lest she be blinded. 

“Your stay here is being unnecessarily hindered.”

She hears a match striking the brown surface to the table and cigarette smoke 
enfolds into the room.  Beginning to massage her cramped hands, he 
continues, acknowledging that any answer she could give would be no better 
than the silence and this expression of her pain.

“Your hands... they hurt?”

She opens her eyes to squint, and addresses his slightly viewable lips centered 
in the silhouette of the moon of his head.

“Yes,” escapes her lips with almost no sound.
 
He nods.

She’s attracted to those lips.
 
“Your back too?  Pausing.  “I sleep in your bed upstairs.  Your room is kept just 
as you left it... Would you like to spend a night in your bed?”

“Yes.” A tear escapes the fold of her eye.  “Please...” She’s guarded with her 
words, as every one seems to stumble exponentially on more tears and she 
wasn’t going to be hysterical again in front of this man. “All I want to do is sleep 
in my own bed again.  I’ll stay there forever... I promise... The rest is not 
important... God let me sleep in my bed... PLEASE...”  She was crying now, 
contorting uncontrollably.

His seat scraped back on the polished mahogany, walked around behind her, 
his gloved hands began kneading her shoulders, sending waves of relaxation 
spasms through her body.

“Shall I change the sheets for you?”

SILENCE.

“I’ve done it so many times.”

SILENCE.

Man in the White Suit
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“Would you contend to spend the night with me?  Yours is the only bed left in 
this house.”
 
His hand slides down her blouse, over her breast.  She jerks the chair back.
 
“YOU FUCKER!!! YOU FUCKER!!! GOD DAMN YO-”
 

She wakes knowing only of a reoccurring dream that she’s had since a child.  
She can’t remember any detail, but that it is ten times horrible and if she sleeps 
again on this night, It’ll reoccur and reoccur, so she rolls out of her bed and 
begins to message her hands.

Fiction by Richard Calaman
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In the deep, murky swamps of New Orleans lives a man who few have seen.  

The unlucky few who have caught a glimpse of this man have been stalked 

and taken, but not before Creeper Man makes himself known.

Some say he was a father who lost his children in a fire.  They say he takes the 

children he sees play in the swamp to be his own.  Others say he went insane 

and killed his family before retreating to the swamps to wait for more victims.  

One thing is for certain-nobody says he’s human. 

He may have been human at one time, but not anymore.  Now he is a monster 

who lurks in the swamps, sometimes under the dark, dirty water as children who 

have run away from home or school play not knowing they are being hunted.

The Legend of Creeper Man
~ by Kathleen Wolak

~ Fiction



____________________________________________________________________________________________ 
___________________________________________________________________________________________________________________ 

TSB/127

One boy claimed he saw Creeper Man when he was at the swamp with his 

sister.  He said that as soon as they saw him coming toward them they ran and 

ran until their legs were tired and numb. 

But the Creeper Man doesn’t give up easily.  They may have outrun him that 

time, but the boy didn’t count on Creeper Man coming to his window.  The 

boy’s bedroom was on the first floor of his home, and his window was right 

above his bed.

 Tap, tap, tap

The boy woke up, startled and stood up on his bed to try to hear where the 

tapping was coming from.

 Tap, tap, tap

It was coming from his window.  The boy parted his curtains, slowly.  His heart 

beat so hard it felt like it was making his whole body vibrate.

Through the dark square of his window, he saw nothing but a white face with 

blood red eyes.  The tapping was made by a long white finger with a claw at 

the end.  The boy screamed as the white face smiled at him, showing grue

some, sharp teeth. 

When the boy’s mother heard him scream, she rushed into his bedroom, 

panicked. 

The Legend of Creeper Man
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“What’s wrong, boy?  Is someone out there?”  His father followed behind her, 

brandishing a shotgun.

The boy, muted by his own fear, pointed a shaky finger at his window.  His 

parents crept over to look at what had terrified their little boy. 

“There’s nobody there.”  His father said, closing the curtain.  “Go back to bed, 

son-you must have had a nightmare.”

But the boy knew he didn’t have a nightmare.  He watched as his exhausted 

parents left to go back to bed, and decided to sleep in his sister’s room that 

night. 

He lay down on the floor of his sleeping sister’s room, with his eyes wide open.  

She was on the second floor, with their parents, so he knew she wouldn’t be 

getting any visitors at her window, unless Creeper Man could fly, and the boy 

didn’t even want to entertain a thought so terrifying.  

When morning finally came, the boy’s sister was surprised to see him in her 

room.  He told her about what he had seen, and she sat, wide-eyed and 

scared on her bed as he described the white faced man with red eyes.  The 

girl ran to her father, crying and the boy got a whip on the bottom from the 

father’s belt for scaring his little sister.  When the boy swore he was telling the 

truth, his father took his shotgun and led the boy outside to see if they could 

find any tracks leading to their house, hoping to prove his son wrong and put 

Fiction by Kathleen Wolak
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an end to this nonsense. 

When the boy and his father went around to the outside of his window, the boy 

jumped back in terror.  Below his window, there was a black circle that seemed 

to be burned into the grass.  There was a smell coming from the circle-mildew 

and rot.  The smell floated up into the boy’s nose and refused to leave. 

The boy pointed at the circle as his father scratched his chin, trying to find a 

way to explain his son’s fears.  When nothing came to mind, the father told his 

son that it was probably just weather damage.  Of course, the father didn’t 

believe it was weather damage, but he didn’t want his son to be frightened 

anymore.  The boy’s father decided that he would stay outside his son’s room 

that night, just to make sure prowlers weren’t coming around his house. 

The boy didn’t know of his father’s plans, and he had his own mapped out for 

the evening.  The boy’s grandfather had given him a large hunting knife for his 

birthday, and he decided that he would spend the evening keeping watch 

outside his window.  If he heard Creeper Man outside, he would run out and 

confront him and that would be the end of it. 

That night, the boy’s father set up camp outside his son’s room with his gun by 

his side.  On the other side, his son was setting up his own defense, crouching 

on his bed and readying his knife. 

The Legend of Creeper Man
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The boy stared out his window, not realizing that his father was outside.  When 

he heard rustling below his window, he figured Creeper Man was back to taunt 

him.  The boy first went upstairs to make sure his sister was safe.  When he got to 

her bedroom, he saw that she wasn’t in her bed.  The only thing that lay on the 

pillow was her handmade doll.  The boy frantically looked around for his little 

sister all over the house. 

When he raced down the stairs, a voice filled his head…an otherworldly voice 

unlike any he had ever heard. 

 Run and run and try to seek

 The little ones who seem so meek

 You snap them up and then you see

 They always run back to me

 Creeper Man knows where you rest

 Creeper Man knows who to test

 Creeper Man comes from the blue

 Creeper Man is coming for you

The voice felt like it was in the boy’s brain.  He heard it as clearly as if it was 

coming from over his shoulder, and he shivered with a cold fear unlike anything 

he had experienced.  He knew Creeper Man was close.  When he reached the 

front door, he burst out, his knife at the ready. 

BANG!

Fiction by Kathleen Wolak
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His father’s shotgun hit its target with pristine accuracy.  The boy landed with a 

soft thud, right next to the black circle outside his window.

Upstairs, his little sister slept soundly, holding her handmade doll.  She had never 

left her bed, but Creeper Man likes to play tricks.     

The boy’s father went over to inspect what he had shot, but before he realized 

it was his son, he saw a white face with red eyes standing over the body.  The 

white face smiled his foul, sharp toothed grin before vanishing into the dark 

New Orleans night. 

Creeper Man is coming for you…

 
Kathleen Wolak is a writer and blogger living in Hamden, CT.  Her short fiction credits 
include serial Area 1 (issues #13-17, Hello Horror), Stalin (issue #21, Hobo Pancakes), The 
Gold Ones (Winter 2015 issue, The Write Place at the Write Time).  Her upcoming work 
will be appearing in horror magazines Dark Moon Rising and Bewildering Stories.  In her 
spare time, Kathleen likes to marathon watch The Simpsons. 

The Legend of Creeper Man
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THE MAN IN THE BOILER ROOM IS

drilling little holes
in the wall as if he
doesn’t know how
else to get to her.
He’s drilling them
when she’s at class
If he puts his eye
close he can almost
see the bed. She 
dreams of a man
tunneling in thru 
the leaves in her head
thru the phenobarb
and Ritalin. She even
writes a poem about
this. Meanwhile he
sweats in clothes that
smell of vodka, his 
belly straining the 
seams.  He knows the pills
make it hard to move
fast. He knows no
body calls much.
On a say Tuesday
when the whole wall
behind her bed can
slide away, he knows 
the electric outlets,
the phone but not
if he has to
love or kill her

Lyn lifshin
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Insomnia

The night is an endless tunnel
from which she can’t disentangle
her thoughts.
Like insects
they swirl to the rhythm of  her heart beat.
 
A poem is crafted,
or just the skeleton of it;
words flow in a stream
soaking the scenes
the mind paints silently
like an adamant artist
blind to the motions of time.
 
If her body were made of glass
somebody would be able to see
how she bleeds angst
when the light of dawn kisses the earth.

 

 
Julia Hones’s poems and stories have appeared online and in print in various literary 
magazines and anthologies including Coffee Shop Poems, Foliate Oak Literary 
Magazine, Gadfly Online, Vox Poetica, The Artistic Muse, The Greensilk Journal, 
Epiphany Magazine, Black Mirror Magazine, The Voices Project, The Mindful Word, 
Embodied Effigies, Digital Papercut and TRVIA: Voices of Feminism. Her poetry has 
been a semifinalist of the Mary Ballard Poetry Prize 2015.

 Julia Hones 
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Unearth me

Unearth me.
 
I may breathe, though my chest feels concave, oppressed from all that lay 

upon me, 

and all that lay upon that.
 
I may move, though I am pinned through every joint and juncture, where bone 

meets 

tendon, where the end of feeling is upon the fringe of intellect.
 
I alternate raising my left shoulder, then my right, to evade from that which 

buries me.
 
I shift my hips to do the same.

There is endless noise, of constant cracking, of everything I think I know 

breaking into 

shards of nothing that’s important anymore.
 
If I could just stand up and brush myself off, I would.

Dirt is in my mouth and nose. I can taste it, gritty and fertile. A birthplace of 

things to 

come, a choking feeling, and I cannot spit it out.

From soil, we reap a bountiful harvest, the most beautiful flowers grow, and in 

everything’s impermanence, a home for the discarded that does not serve us 

any 

longer.

Ilissa Jae Ducoat
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Seeds and rocks, things that crawl, time capsules and hatchets, excavate this 

land I 

walk upon.
 
Find me there.
 
Unearth me.

Diagnosis

Most of the time I am awake and remember my surroundings, although I do 
emerge from sleep with a terrified start, frantically trying to remember where 
I am or how I got here. In those times I actually stand up, and spin looking for 
some sort of familiarity in this cement stairwell. I am naked, malnourished with 
bluish skin. There are no mirrors, but my eyes are yellowed, dead like a zombie’s. 
My lips are no longer pink. The only color left in my hair is black. All has turned 
pale and mute in this stairwell. There is no sunlight here. That’s only sometimes; 
most of the time I wake up and sigh because, I woke up again.

I sit erect, waiting for nothing. I’m used to it. It hasn’t come in the years I’ve 
been waiting here. It surely won’t come now, yet I sit, erect and waiting. 
Sometimes I pull my hair into a bun to feel proper; sometimes I pull it back to 
keep it from bothering me. Others, I let it go wild and run across my back like so 
many wild animals across an open African plain.

I can neither go up the stairs nor down, as the doors are only painted on the 
walls. I am sitting in between the nothing and the nowhere.

I dream, of tiny porcelain teacups with red and gold around the rim. Jasmine? 
I can smell it, with my deadened, bluish nose. I breathe life into my vision of a 
window, where I can see a white wooden fence, and an orange cat doing 
cat things underneath as it lies in the grass. There is no sound here, so nothing 
sounds to jolt me back into my cement cell. It was just too long of a time 
recessing into my mind.
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My prison is both ascending and descending, cold and rough, an eerie blue. 
I loved blue, before I came to stay. Blue was warm, and spiritual. Blue flowed. 
Blue revived. Blue breathed. Now, blue is artificial. This is a man-made thing, 
unlike my skin. A dusty, bug-filled light source that flickers and allows nothing 
to be alive, it does not shine. It exists and serves a purpose. That purpose is not 
illumination. It is exposure.

So I sit, with my deadened-bluish skin and yellow eyes, with my black hair tied in 
knots, upon my ascending/descending seat of forever that goes up to 
nowhere and down to nothing. I look at the false entrance and exit, and I am 
exposed in this humming light as a human being, dead inside. Scrutiny would 
only further prove my soul has been destroyed by this place. I cannot discern if I 
am dying from the inside out, or the outside in. My truth is finality. There is 
nothing to come from this place. No better, no worse. Only ongoing, or finished.

I sit with knees bent, arms wrapped around them, and I rest my head on the 
wall. Prayers for expedition fall out of my ear. They won’t bother making their 
way to my mouth to plead, or to my hands to pray. As long as I sit in this place, 
I am empty. As long as I am empty, there are no ashes from which the phoenix 
of my soul can rise. As long as my soul cannot rise, I cannot flee this place. This 
is my cycle, my existence. This is my everyday, my calendar from which to rip a 
new page from and in turn, discard yesterday in the wastebasket.

I’ve given up tracing my fingers along the painted window frames. In the 
corners of my memory, I vaguely see boarded up windows that could have 
made for a way out of here. I’ve long since talked myself into believing it’s a 
painted illusion so I would not have to feel badly about myself for staying here. 
My eyes are tinged with despondence, and I just wait.

Every now and then, I noticed pestilence. How did they gain access? Is this a 
mirage from my diseased brain, bugs circling my only source of light? I look to

 
Ilissa Jae Ducoat is a Bereavement and Trauma Counselor whose goal is to bring 
about a movement in how people think about emotional well being. Ilissa has always 
had a deep love for writing fiction and poetry, and hopes that her writings are able to 
touch people, and offer support and validation to those struggling with mental health.
She is a mother of two beautiful children and besides “Mommy” is also proudly called 
daughter, wife, soul-friend, niece, and aunt. Ilissa is a Reiki Master and in her work, 
focuses on the body/mind/spirit approach to nurturing the wellbeing from an all-
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the painted window frames and think about examining them because maybe, 
just maybe they could be real and they could have holes that let in the flies. 
After some time, they die inside the plastic shielding with the others, and I see 
their outlines as I look toward the source of my exposure. I’ve managed to 
convince myself for years that they’ve been here before I have.

Perhaps at some point I’ll stop believing myself since I’m the most pathetic 
piece of a waste of a life I’ve ever known. Perhaps I’ll stand on my atrophied 
legs and look for a point of entry. I’ll run my bony elongated finger along what 
I thought was a painted frame, and find a small hole. I’ll press my yellow eye 
to this new discovery and see a world I once knew. I’ll breathe in fresh air and 
bring some pink into my lips.
 
I’ll fill my core with a something instead of a nothing and feathers and fire will 
ignite my belief that there is life beyond this stairwell. I can see my naked body, 
bony and starved from denying myself any type of emotional nourishment, or 
life-sustaining peace. I can see the trembling stop as I stand up and pry the 
wooden panels from the windows. I’ll bleed as the splintered wood pierces 
my flesh. I’ll collect my blood in a beautiful porcelain teacup with a red and 
gold rim, and place it upon a matching saucer. I’ll climb out the window and 
around the corner to see the fluffy orange cat, sitting in the sun near the white 
wooden fence. And then I’ll realize I’m daydreaming again, and sit back down 
on my cement stairs and rest my head upon the wall.
 
Or I could just start the prescription they gave me, but that would be giving up 
on myself. So, I’ll just sit here with my head on the wall until teatime again.

 
encompassing position. She digs a good classic rock cover band and a fire pit in the 
backyard.

And coffee...lots of it.
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Angel ~ Photography by Peter MacQuarrie

Peter MacQuarrie is an enigma. He lives in a darkling 
forest of Mendocino County, California. Visit him at 

www.petermacquarrie.com
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FINAL EMBRACE

Had I known,
I would have paid more attention;
Noticed the fabric between my fingers,
If her hair had tickled my neck,
If she had shut her eyes like I did.
 
The warmth of her cheek pressed to mine.
I would have held on to that feeling,
Safeguarded it from the decay of time,
So I could visit it on winter nights.
 
Had I known,
I would have held her tighter;
Tried to leave an imprint,
Like a child’s hand in cement, signed and dated,
Something I could trace my fingers over now,
Helping the memory flow back.
 
The scent of her perfume.
I would have planted those flowers on the front path,
So I could walk with her,
Fleeting bouquets carried on the wind.
 
Had I known it was the last time I’d see her,
I would have paid more attention.
 
I would have said goodbye.

       

Jeff Kilpatrick lives in Athens, GA with his wife and two children.  He writes short stories 
under the pen name of Joel Stewart, and poetry under his given name.
jeffk@uga.edu

Jeff Kilpatrick  
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Funny how the Ancients

Funny how the Ancients instinctively
knew everything, or so much:

We are all four elements,
though we call them states of matter:

Two-thirds Water
while Earth holds us together
 
And the Air
is the part of us we easily share.

In every atom 
of all of these 

burns Fire―
which you might not see,

but can feel
if you come closer

wet your lips
look, touch, and―

ready now?―
inhale!―

now exhale 
and now―stay―and

James B. Nicola
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just 
breathe . . .  

ah, the
sizzle

       

 
Widely published on both sides of the Atlantic, James B. Nicola has several poetry 
awards and nominations to his credit, with recent poems in the Southwest and Atlanta 
Reviews, Rattle, and Stray Branch. His nonfiction book Playing the Audience won a 
Choice award. His first full-length poetry collection, Manhattan Plaza, has just been 
released; his second, Stage to Page: Poems from the Theater, will be out in 2016. More 
at sites.google.com/site/jamesbnicola.
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Clockmaker (V4) 

Solo, I am clockmaker
born September 22nd,
a Virgo/Libra mix insane,
look at my moving parts, apart yet together,
holes in air, artistic perfection,
mechanical misfits everywhere,
life is a brass lever, a wordsmith, an artist at his craft.
Clockmaker, poet tease, and squeeze tweezers.
I am a life looking through microscope,
screenshots, snapshot tools,
mainsprings, swing pendulum, endless hours,
then again, ears open tick then tock.
Over humor and the last brass bend,
when I hear a hair move its breath,
I know I am the clock waiter,
the clockmaker listens-
a tick, then a tock.

       

Michael Lee Johnson lived ten years in Canada during the Vietnam era:  now known 
as the Illinois poet, from Itasca, IL.  Today he is a poet, freelance writer, photographer 
who experiments with poetography (blending poetry with photography), and small 
business owner in Itasca, Illinois, who has been published in more than 875 small press 
magazines in 27 countries, he edits 10 poetry sites.  Michael is the author of The Lost 
American:  “From Exile to Freedom”, several chapbooks of poetry, including “From 
Which Place the Morning Rises” and “Challenge of Night and Day”, and “Chicago 

Michael Lee Johnson  
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Tequila

Single life is-tequila with lime,
shots of travelers, jacks, diamonds, and then spades,
holding back aces-
mocking jokers
paraplegic aged tumblers of the night trip.
Poltergeist define as another frame,
a dancer in the corner shadows.
Single lady don’t eat the worm…
beneath the belt, bashful, very loud, yet unspoken.
Your man lacks verb, a traitor to your skin.

Read Michael’s poetry elsewhere:

•	 http://poetryman.mysite.com/
•	 http://www.lulu.com/spotlight/promomanusa
•	 https://www.youtube.com/user/poetrymanusa/videos
•	 http://bookstore.iuniverse.com/Products/SKU-000058168/The-Lost-American.aspx
•	 http://www.amazon.com/The-Lost-American-Exile-Freedom/dp/0595460917

Poems.”		He	also	has	over	76	poetry	videos	on	YouTube.	

Follow Michael Lee Johnson On:

Facebook:		http://www.facebook.com/poetrymanusa
Twitter:		http://twitter.com/poetrymanusa
MySpace.com:		http://www.myspace.com/469391029
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A Place I call Home

Yet again drifting close to the chasm of
self doubt and utter confusion
 
Being swept away by questions
which no one holds the answers to
 
To climb the staircase of life,
is to despair in one’s own mortality
 
Fragmented memories cut me
like knives in my sleep
 
The emotional blood seeps
into the frilly satin
bed covering,
and  leaves a mark
to come back to
 
It is my only sanctuary;
a  place I call home

       

Adam Levon Brown is a published Poet and Author residing in Eugene, Oregon.
He has 2 published books of poetry and has been featured in several places,
Including First Literary Review – East, Section 8 Magazine, and Leaves of Ink.

Adam Levon  
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Beyond; Goodbye – In Memorium

Beyond the gate
down the hill
one foot before the other
memories lap
set in stone
chasing one another.
weave between
grass-grown trails
past monuments to others
the furthest spot
a peaceful corner
picked by a grieving mother.
 
Forever young
empty words
grow old with me instead.
the heated shout
the gentle voice
still live inside my head.
but what it meant
and all that was
ungracefully reset.
and this afternoon
these words, too
I know – inadequate.

Brandon Barrows lives by a big lake in Vermont with his wife and a pair of elder spawn 
cats, writing comic books, prose and poetry. Find more at 
www.brandonbarrowscomics.com

Brandon Barrows  
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Day grows short
and I must go
but there will be others.
living moments
marching on
count until they’re over,
and you’ll stay safe
down beneath
your hard and earthen covers,
beyond my reach
‘til I, too, rest
my last, and truest, lover.
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ENDURANCE

His weight pins
her to the floor.
He shifts his pelvis
until it sinks
into her soft belly
like hands
kneading dough.
She can barely breathe.
He leans over,
presses his forearm
along her jaw,
striving for her neck,
for her breath
this way, too.
She remembers
this position, tucks
her chin down tight,
ignores the pain
of bone against bone
until he tires
again.

“Julie deGarie lives in the gorgeous Northern Rockies. She has been published in The 
Adroit Journal, Neon Magazine, The Haiku Journal, and other places.”

Julie deGarie  
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someone at this table
seeks a conversation
wants to be heard
it takes awhile 
before I realize
it’s me

soon enough
I will fool this 
fear of death 
by dropping dead

With life,
more life.
Lived lives,
than more lives.
Life.  Always
with enough death
to define it.

note above Cafe Luna’s toilet
<with customer add-ons>
                                 
Please don’t flush:
tampons, <your career> pads, diapers,
paper towels, <underwear>
cups, <your integrity>  <plants> trash,
<computers> <dignity>
<hope>  <dreams>  <love>
only T. P.  peet poo.
<flush your greed>
thank you.
<fear is ok> <so is trump>

ayaz daryl nielsen
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We are all here, the houses are full
and as you enter our living rooms
where you can see behind the faces
all that will be, often, 
it makes you weep.

again, I state, I am not a jerk
            no, pimply-faced one, 

                       I am not a jerk.

       

ayaz daryl nielsen, veteran, former hospice nurse, ex-roughneck (as on oil rigs) lives in 
Longmont, Colorado.  Editor of bear creek haiku (26+ years/130+ issues) with poetry 
published worldwide, and! online at:  bear creek haiku      poetry, poems and info
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COFFEE AND A MARLBORO ON A WINTER MORNING

The sunlight
     washes over the coffee cup
     as it teeters on the window sill

like a one-legged gymnast
     a yellowed Marlboro floating
     in the corrupted black brew

its final gasp of smoke
     curling toward the window,
     rising like a vaporous cairn

The glass is stained
     the color of neglected teeth,
     raindrops like pock marks 

trace the path
     of January’s disdain through
     the dingy rayon curtains

their earthiness a compliment
     to the aridness of the walls and ceiling,
     where even shadows hesitate to linger

What does linger
     is the acrid taste of coffee and nicotine
     coating my mouth and tongue

knowing full well
     the bitterness will linger like a curse 
     throughout my day

Eventually the Marlboro
     sinks to the bottom of the cup
     and I see myself sinking with it

Conrad Gurtatowski
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TIME: THE AVENGER

Time is a most unforgiving
          plastic  surgeon

In my teens I was told
          I looked just like Frankie Avalon

Now that I’m in my sixties, my middle-aged father
          glares back at me in the mirror

For time has fashioned the same bulbous nose,
          jowly cheeks and droopy mouth

Not to mention the dense snarl of black hair
          that time has arbitrarily shorn from my scalp

Transforming me into my father’s doppelganger,
          the sight of which I cannot escape

The memory in my head is now
          the image in the mirror

The visage I sought to escape
          has superimposed itself

Like a death mask
          grafted on my face

Time, the cruel surgeon, does not nip and tuck
          He slashes and burns
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OBSOLESCENCE

My office is like a monument to obsolescence
filled with technological brilliance
with a mercurial lifespan
shorter than a knat’s destiny

They surround me, these objects,
once vital, now anachronisms--
scorned children, cast aside and ignored, 
begging for my attention like hungry orphans:

A VCR sitting atop a bookshelf of VHS tapes;
a Sony Walkman;
a box of floppy discs;
one beeper;
pack of 35mm film;
cassette tapes
adding machine;
typewriter;

They are like caustic taunts
from a schoolyard bully

I fear that one day--like them--
I will be relegated to irrelevance,
a curio on the bookshelf  of
someone’s memory--
devoid of purpose--an
object of curiosity to a younger generation
who would gaze at me with wry amusement
and wonder how anyone
could have found me useful
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TO DIE ALONE

My father died alone

To be sure there were orhers
present at the moment of his passing:
doctors, nurses, fellow patient.

But at that finite focal point
where life ends and death begins,
they were as inconsequential
as floaters in the vitreous fluid of his eyes,
momentary distractions, blurs in the foreground,
transient nonentities, formless and chimerical.

Surely he must have sought a familiar face
to comfort him during the final seconds of life,
a familiar voice to reassure him during
that extended exhalation, when the world
dims, and a recognizable touch of skin
both forgives and soothes,
a stroke of gratitude and thanks,
a gentle farewell into his final passage.

Conrad Gurtatowski has his roots in the blue collar southeast side of Chicago, where 
he spent the first twenty-two years of his life. At that point he was drafted into the 
army, and after being discharged, held a succession of jobs; steelworker, railroad 
worker, insurance salesman, and eventually postal worker, where he spent the next 
thirty years. Today he is retired and lives in the semi-rural surroundings of northwest 
Indiana, where he struggles to write the great American novel, while awaiting the 
election of the first Libertarian president.
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What does it say about the sum of one’s life life
to die alone?
Does it hurt more than death itself?

There are many ways to die.
I do not want to die like my father…

Alone

       

poetry published in Barbaric Yawp, Blue Collar Review, Iodine, Valparaiso Review, 
Poets Art, as well as other periodicals.
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The Devil in Hell
(Third Day, Tenth Story)

The dual nature of the human animal
Is the physical and the spiritual.
The former is for now; the latter is for later.
Survival is the common denominator.

Too frequently these twin goals are at odds
When one seeks pleasure and the other seeks God.
A monk in this tale tries to reconcile the two
To a naive young lady who appeared out of the blue.

She was seeking God, but he was seeking pleasure,
So he thought up a clever plan to deceive her.
He convinced her that she had hell between her legs,
And that he had the  devil shaped like a peg.

Physical and spiritual needs were well served.
That ornery devil got what he deserved,
And she felt that hell was a much better place.
One could tell by that smile on her face.

Ron Larson
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        1.      Just Another Day

6 hours until Mei Lu, my ex-ladylove, gets married & I need $ to buy her some 
sort of gift.  I decide to stop by work, pick up my paycheck, hit the pawnshop 
on the way to the wedding, get Mei Lu something.  At work the doors are 
locked.  Taped to the inside of the glass entry door is a hand written note with a 
half-assed explanation: ROY’S MUFFLER SHOP IS NO LONGER IN BUSINESS.  I turn 
from the note.  Summer sunlight beats hard against my face.  Beyond the 
gravel parking lot, cars & semis hum up & down Ventura Freeway.  Oh, shit, I 
think.  Shit!  Back at Paradise Apartments I tap out a Marlboro, set it between 
my lips, work my lighter against it.  I get comfortable on the couch, try to watch 
a John Wayne on mid-morning TV, try to figure out how to come up with $ for 
Mei Lu’s gift.  But it’s difficult to concentrate.  Outside someone had left a 
barking pit bull tied to the stairway.  Barking.  Barking.  He won’t stop barking.  
Shit!  I finish my last beer; look at the wall clock – 4 hours to go.  Then it hits me – 
Ike.  Ike is a bartender at MoJo Lounge.  He’d lend me some $.  I park in front of 
the bar, get out. Sunshine hammers against E. Main Street, making the asphalt 
soft under my sneakers.  I walk to the faded black door.  The metal handle is 
hot in my grip.  I go in.  The bar is dark.  A telephone is ringing in the backroom.  
In front of the juke stands 1 of the regulars.  She drops a few coins into the 
brightly lit slot. 

Hanging onto a Good Woman is a Bitch
~ by Ron D’Alena

~ Prose
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Her chapped fingertips punches the code to Patsy Cline.  Then she makes her 
way around the pool table & slides onto the stool beside me.  Miranda is Puerto 
Rican, 4’ 11’’, short-skirted/high heeled, likes playing pick-up games of hoop 
at the high school yard every Sunday after church.  HOOPS, can you imagine?  
“Hello, Miranda,” I say.  “Hello, Frank,” she says, “It’s been one shitty day for 
me.”  Then she tells me about crashing her van into a telephone pole earlier 
that morning.  “Don’t get me started…” I say.  I borrow $40 from Ike; use some 
of the $ to buy 2 shots of dark rum.  I empty my shot, set the glass on the 
counter next to a fly with one wing – buzzing in circles, trying to muster a 
liftoff.  Ike refills our shots.  We drink & talk & laugh – successfully defecting from 
the outside world.  I tell her about the Mei Lu thing & about how lonely I feel.  
Just when I think I’d better get to Mei Lu’s big day, Miranda suggests getting 
a bottle & heading to my place.  She says our conversation is like medicine to 
her.  We slide off our stools, take ourselves from the bar & into the waning 
Saturday afternoon.  When I pull out of the parking spot, I nearly clip a truck 
towing a bulldozer.  Shit!  We backtrack east, across town, to my neighbor-
hood.  Near my apartment, we hit the corner liquor store for more dark rum 
– dark rum is her favorite.  We make it to my place, park in the carport, walk 
through the center of the complex, past the swimming pool (half drained & 
filled with algae); up the stairs (the pit bull is gone).  We take off our shoes, sit 
on the couch.  We spend hours smoking cigarettes, drinking rum, eating potato 
chips & slices of cold pizza, & listening to old Patsy albums.  Miranda fidgets 
with the gold plated cross dangling from her neck.  She tells me that on bad 
days like today she thinks about a 30-car pile-up that happened in Miami on a 
stormy day when she was a little girl.  She was in one of the cars.  People died.  
She tells me that in adulthood she takes life seriously, despises superficiality.  She 
cries.  I hug her sexy, 4’ 11’’, Puerto Rican body.  She smells like pepperoni pizza.  
“Frank,” she says, running her fingers over the scar on my left forearm – an 
exhaust pipe burn gotten years ago from my first day at the muffler shop, “I 
think a harmony of feelings is going on here.”  “So do I, baby,” I say, “so do I.”  
Miranda was never a lover to me & I don’t think things are about to get sexual.  
& they don’t.  Anyway, hanging around & killing our loneliness beats going to 
Mei Lu’s wedding.  We finish the pint.  I call her a cab.  I use more of the $ Ike
loaned me to pay her fare home.  Ventura lights grate against the underbellies 
of clouds.  I spark-up a Marlboro, call Mei Lu’s cell.  I imagine her with her 
wedding dress hiked up around her naked hips & her jewelry-store-owner-
husband, Philip Norman, standing over her with his tux slacks around his ankles. 
Mei Lu answers.  I keep quiet, too chicken shit to say anything.  “Frank, I know 
it’s you…”  Then she hangs up.  I go to the closet & pull out a photo album, flip 
through the last pictures of us as a couple – our trip to the Salinas Rodeo.  One 
photo in particular: us standing on each side of the roasted peanut 
concession girl.  I lean over the photo, take a closer look at that girl who briefly 
stood between Mei Lu & me.  Then I think what a son of a bitch I was about the 
whole thing.

Hanging onto a Good Woman is a Bitch
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       2.     Rachel

Rachel, my barmaid at the MoJo Lounge, died last night.  Now it’s certain, I’ll 
never know her the way most everyone knew her: legs in the air, face buried 
in sex.  For years, we lived a symbiotic life in timeless semidarkness where the 
juke spit the same sounds, where people not worth a damn floated with blank 
shovel faces from bar stool to pool table to washroom to back alley.  During her 
morning shift, I’d breakfast on Bloody Marys & celery sticks.  At night, I was there 
for Microwaved hot dogs or popcorn.  She was thin-boned with moon skin, 
cigarette breath, & voice like dried leaves skidding over concrete.  She had 5 
siblings from 5 different mothers, & wore cutoff jeans, & even if her middle was 
a little soft, her long, thin legs allowed her to pull it off.  She was an invigorating 
kind of woman: a divorce-causer.  With a smile as teasing as her loose blouse, 
she showed me kindness in her over-pours. Still, I never put a move on her, 
never hooked up.  Shit!  For endless hours I stared at Rachel, as others might 
peep at a striper, mesmerized, a slave.  Her body concluded in a pay-by-the-
week motel room; liver broken from vodka; soul dead from loneliness; thoughts 
tamed at last.  & when I set the daisy arrangement onto the freshly turned dirt 
my stomach hurt with sickness knowing that after 7 years hunched across from 
her, it is too little too late.  Rachel had been a miracle, someone who 
understood & accepted me for who I am, without which life is simply a 
darkened bar.

       3.     Rusted Girl

I’m checking out a girl in the town park.  She sees me looking at the shallow cut 
marks on both her forearms.  “Are you all right?” I ask.  She lights a cigarette 
& says, “Life don’t leave us any time to think about our souls.”  I have no idea 
what she was going on about.  “I dunno about that,” I say, & I toss my empty 
beer bottle into some bushes, “but I’ve been from one end of town to the other 
& I’ll be damn if there ain’t a single opening for work.”  The girl adjusts the bra 
underneath her tank top.  “Jesus,” she says, “a fine pair of fuckup’s we make.  
You need work & I need love inside my heart like I need clean air to breath.”  
She takes me to a little knoll where spring flowers bend beneath a warm ocean 
breeze.  We share tiny bottles of kitty anxiety liquid she had scored from her 
connection under the palm closest to the Ventura Pier.  When our spirits are 
feeling good, she tells me she needs my help.  “Frank,” she says, “I need to free 
my pit bull from the animal control shelter.”  There is something very odd about 
her.  But not having anything better to do I allow myself to follow her.  We hang 
out on the knoll until late night then we catch a bus heading downtown.  At 
the animal shelter, we hop a fence & the barbed wire makes my palms bleed 
like the palms of Christ.  I want to go home, but she lets me know how much 
she loves her dog.  “Listen Frank,” she says, “I need him like I need clean air to 
breathe.”  I smash a window, we go inside, & I find she had lied about the dog. 
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At first, I don’t know what she is doing. Then I figure she had decided to go 
direct, cutout the middleman.  After breaking into a cabinet & filling her 
pockets with tiny bottles she yells, “I wonder what the hell happened to the 
fathers of my babies.”  She begins laughing as if she needed some sort of 
surgery of the brain.  Then she leaves me bleeding, looking for gauze, 
desperate to get the alarm sound out of my head.  Shit!

       4.     Wax Paper Remembers A Good Woman

Hanging at the MoJo.  Killing time.  Looking at the job opportunities in the 
local rag.  Drinking.  Door opens: momentary sheet of sunlight.  On the blvd.: 
jack hammering, honking horns.  An old man comes in, sits at the end of the 
bar orders a coffee, turns his crinkled wax paper face toward the 2 hanging tvs: 
one eye on NASCAR the other on People’s Court.  Ike gives me another 
whisky/water.  Wax Paper says: “Hate the smell of whiskey.  When I was a 
teenager, a truck driver gave me a 5th of Seagrams.  Drank it all.  Stumbled 
home through the snow.  Daddy went running down to the truck stop, asking 
for the man.  But the man had cleared out.  Never had whisky again.  Beers.  
Not whisky.  & now I don’t even want no beer.  Use to get silly drunk.  One night 
said something, hurt my wife’s feelings.  Never drank again.”  I sip my 
whisky/water & ask, “Your wife, she don’t drink neither?”  “Passed on 23 years 
ago.    Smoking.  Tried to quit in ’63. Withdrawals were cruel so I stopped 
bugging her.  Should have helped more.  She was the woman for me.  My 
brother-in-law…he’s been married 7 times.  Now he’s back with the 4th 
because she’s the mother of most of his kids & because of sex.”  Commercials 
flicker on both tvs.  No reason to stop talking.  Wax Paper says, “Lived longer 
than I ought to.  Daddy died at 45 from a heart attack.  Granddaddy died 
in his 50’s from gangrene after snapping his leg while breaking a horse.  You 
know, I broke my arm in 11 places when I was 9 from playing baseball on a 
dirt road littered with stones.  Doctors were going to amputate. Momma said, 
‘You’re not making no cripple outta my boy.’  They set the break.  Funny thing, 
got the bill 58 years later.  Told them I’d pay up if they sent my x-rays.  Never 
heard back.”  Wax Paper looks at the bar door, then back.  “Miscalculated.  
You can see that, can’t you?  Ought to be dead by now.  Outlived everything.  
You hear what I’m trying to tell you?  You get yourself a good woman & hang 
on to her, make her last.”  Commercials end.  Wax Paper upturns his face to the 
2 screens, sips coffee.  I sip my whisky/water.  Look away from Wax Paper.  Shit.  
Who the hell can hang onto a good woman?

        5.   Mei Lu Becomes Available Again

Foggy morning.  Mei Lu (small-breasted, long-bodied, black toenails, black
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shorts, mesh tank top, pollen-yellow bra underneath) leans against the bed-
room door, talking to her husband on the other side.  She works Kleenex over 
her cheeks, wipes away mascara lines.  Philip Norman opens the front door, 
leaves the flat.  Walls & shelves shake with slammed door.  She goes to the 
window, looks down from three stories, sees him go down Junipero toward 
Mission Park.  Big man, she thinks.  Nobody taller or broader on the sidewalk.  
She lights another Kool, turns on the television atop the bureau, flips to the 
news: 21 Venezuelan polo ponies just keeled over from a mineral overdose at 
the International Polo Club.  She pulls another Kleenex from the box.  She con-
siders putting on something warm. The need to flee may come.  Instead, she 
goes to the kitchen.  Mixes rum & coke & a squeeze of lime. In the living room, 
she retrieves her Tin Man PEZ dispenser. She loves PEZ.  More television: A 
twosome entertains a small crowd with their music – old Japanese man in a 
long black coat plays a nylon-string guitar; heavy Russian lady with blue eye 
shadow plays an electric piano.  They play tangos.  In between arrangements, 
they talk about Yves Montand.  The front door opens. Closes.  Philip Norman’s 
voice goes across the flat.  He wants her to come to the living room.  He says, 
“Get out here now, Mei Lu.”  Mei Lu turns from the television.  Gets up from bed.  
Moves lock into position.  He’s at the end of the hallway now, using fists against 
bedroom door.  Boot toe blemishes white paint.  When she married Philip 
Norman, she was ready to settle down.  She knew there was no ideal man.  Just 
wanted someone with gentleness & care.  Philip Norman had tricked her.  Now 
she wants nothing to do with him.  Never again.  He treats her badly. Hits her.  
Invites friends over.  Inappropriate things happen.  From the cardboard box 
in the far corner of the closet, Mei Lu gets the handgun sold to her by a man 
walking up & down Harrison Ave.  The man had given her two bullets.  One 
bullet free, the other included in the price of the gun.  Mei Lu is on the bed 
when the doorframe cracks, gives way.  Philip Norman tumbles in. She can see 
he is sick with megalomania.  She can see the silver fillings in his mouth as he 
yells.  He tells her about the lesson he is about to give her.  After both bullets are 
used, she puts the gun on the carpet.  She screams for a good minute.  When 
running through the fog toward Mission Park she wishes for something warmer 
than her shorts & mesh tank top.  In front of the adobe walls of San 
Buenaventura Mission, after police help her into the warmth of the car, the 
goose bumps on her legs begin to settle down.

      6.    The Hug

I climb into the van, sit down in the 2nd row seat, slide the door closed.  Inside 
are the 3 men I’d met last night at the MoJo.  Rough-looking men with big 
knuckled hands & thick arms.  They need my help to finish the job on time.  They 
get onto Foothill, head toward Channel Heights.  After a while, they go up a hill 
& pull up to a 3-thousand square foot house with a view of the Pacific Ocean.  
Rows of potted trees & bushes choke the driveway.  Thin bamboo poles skewer 
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the grassless yard.  We are to dig a hole at each pole.  I count 23 poles.  10 
o’clock & already August hot.  2 hours pass.  I swing the pickax for the 1,000th 
time.  A 3-inch splinter peels away from the handle, skewers my hand.  Shit!  I 
hurry across the dirt yard to the house, ring the doorbell.  A voice inside says, 
Hang on, will you.  Then the door opens & there stands a girl in her late teens or 
early 20s.  She wears a pyramid-style pendent that hangs low, forcing her shirt 
down between the curves of her breasts.  I glance over my shoulder.   The men 
are at it, working hard against the earth with pick & shovel.  I return my 
attention to the pyramid-girl.  Hi, I say, I’m Frank.  I need a Band-Aid.  She twists 
her long brown hair into a bun.  Hello yourself.  I’m Pam.  I enter the house.  The 
décor & furnishings arte elegant like something out of an old Thin Man movie.  
I had watched all those old black & whites with my mother.  She had owned 
most of the classics, watched them over & over.  Sometimes the video tape 
broke during a viewing.  When this happened, I would go downtown, find 
another copy at the flea market.  Pam points the way to the bathroom.  
Band-Aids are in the medicine cabinet above the sink, she says.  After caring 
for my wound, I find Pam in the home theater.  She is sprawled out on a leather 
sofa, staring at a wall-mounted flat screen, watching a National Geographic 
chimpanzee documentary.  She points to a platter of cold cuts & cheese.  Feel 
free, she says.  I am still in between jobs & don’t spend much on groceries.  So it 
is with a rough eagerness that I pile generous portions of salami, smoked ham & 
cheddar onto a flower-patterned dish.  As I eat, I stroll around the room, 
admiring the fancy throw rug & expensive-looking oil paintings.  Behind me, 
Pam laughs away at 2 frolicking baby chimps with North American names.  
Pam says, These monkeys are fucking hilarious.  Suddenly I notice the framed 
photographs.  I point to a snapshot of some distinguished-looking man sitting 
at a desk in front of a ceiling-high bookcase.  This your father?  No… she says, 
that’s Dr. Dobrin, a gynecologist who rebuilds hymens.  It’s how he made the 
coin to build this place.  You mean you don’t live here?  Hell, she says, I’m just 
the cleaning gal.  Her eyes water up.  She begins to chew her cuticles.  Just 
when I think she is going to break apart she straightens & said, Jesus, how can 
anyone cry when there’s a fucking monkey on TV?  We sit there for a while, on 
the leather sofa, eating cold cuts & cheese, watching the chimpanzees.  
Occasionally the chimpanzees disrespect family members by pelting them with 
branches & fruit & feces.  When this happens, Pam would twist around & place 
both hands on my arm.  Then I would stretch my other arm over & pat her hand 
& saythings like: It’s all right, they don’t know what they’re doing.  As I say these 
things, I think about my older brother: all the meth he had put into his body that 
Christmas morning before setting our home afire.  The documentary ended 
& I got up.  I say, I ought to be getting back to work.  As Pam walks me to the 
high-ceilinged foyer, she hums the National Geographic tune.  I open the door, 
peer out into the yard.  The van is gone & sunlight glints upon an arc of water 
geysering up from a hole where a crape myrtle should have been.  Already 
a large section of yard is muddy & mud had slid into the driveway & onto the 
street.  Shit!  I step back into the foyer.  Pam stands behind me, looking over my 
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shoulder.  Things are awkward until she reaches out.  In her platform shoes she 
is taller than me.  When we hug, I quiver & imagine everything belongs to us: 
the leather sofa, the monstrous television, the hymen building business.  I take 
a long time letting go of that hug.  That hug is Christmas morning when I was 
fourteen, before my brother torched the house, before my mother (thick with 
cheap wine) slept though the fire until she there was no more waking up.  I 
want to tell her these things.  But I don’t.  I let go & move toward the door.  Our 
eyes lock & her face slips into a soft & lovely expression as if something wonder-
ful has happened.  Thank you, I say to her.  Thank you.  Then I step outside & 
begin the long walk home.

        7.     A Rainy Day & Jenny

December again.  Bad memories of my brother.  But a good time to embrace 
MoJo Lounge.  I’m 2 stools away from men hunched over beers, conversing in 
low tones. Work my lighter against a cigarette; watch Jenny push a bottle of 
Miller to a man wearing a Lakers cap.  She’s talkative. Loves holidays. Loves to 
eat. Then comes January/hell: no beer, no fried food, lots of water, 115 lbs by 
summer.  It’s a ritual.  Doing it nearly a decade.  She’s talking up a storm.  But 
she’s a good listener too.  Ever since the Rachel thing, I’ve been searching for 
some nerve to ask her out.  2 months of tug-of-war about it.  Waited too long, 
I tell myself. Waited too damn long & now the timing is rotten.  Shit!  Jenny cuts 
limes into small wedges.  Wipes her hands on the front of her flimsy tank top.  I 
wobble over to the happy hour table pushed against a wall spruced up with 
Marilyn Monroe posters. Scoop the last piece of lemon chicken onto my soggy 
paper plate, hold the plate with both hands, thumbs curled over the edge.  
Crescents of dirt under cracked nails.  Put down the plate without eating.  Go 
across the room.  Lean over the juke, drop eight quarters into the slot, return to 
my stool.  Jenny works a dishcloth across the bar top.  No, she’ll never go out 
with me now that those sons of bitches knocked me for a loop.  For no good 
reason I think about this wrinkled woman I saw earlier in the supermarket park-
ing lot. Hunched in the rain over her license plate.  Putting on registration tags.  
Using Kleenex to flatten corners.  Looking at the police car in the adjacent slot.  
Christ, how some people live their lives.  Jenny comes over.  Hey Frank, I heard 
about what happened last week at the muffler shop.  Yeah. Nailed all of us to 
the cross. Blamed it on the economy & the people in Washington.  Push red 
flannel sleeves to elbows, withdraw rectangular piece of pink paper from back 
pocket. Put the paper on the bar.  Stare at it.  Jenny reaches over, writes a 
string of numbers in the pink margin.  Well, if you ever want to hook up or some-
thing just give a call.  Okay? Shit, she is one good woman, I think.  Put the rim of 
my beer bottle against my lips.  Hide my smile.  She changes the blood flow un-
derneath my skin.  My heart wallops.  Okay…you bet, I say to her.  My cell rings.  
It’s Mei Lu.  Ignore the call.  Jenny leaves me for the other side of the bar, looks 
up at the TV hanging from the ceiling over the refrigerator.  Stands on a stool.  
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Men drinking beer notice her short skirt.  She pushes the channel selector.  Stops 
at some kung fu movie.  Steps off the stool.

*END*
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