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Pieces
of Me
By Cindy Sutherland
I
I
I
I
I
I
I

gaze upon the night sky.
imagine digging my warmed feet into the ground, shoving the earth between my toes.
stand still, except for the slight breeze that pushes me ever so lightly.
take in the fresh air with every breath.
feel the warmth from inside that tickles so radiantly.
feel the hot sun rising as it begins to beat down upon my face.
hear singing and the distant sounds of the rushing stream, the wind in my hair.

I shiver.
The nights are getting longer, and the lights in the sky are much brighter now.
I seem to see for miles in the darkness.
My feet are cold, yet I continue to stand and stare at the sky.
Pieces of me fall to the ground, as I prepare for my slumber.
My eyes are heavy.
I feel nothing now, except the wind that pushes me ever so lightly
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Dilemma by Virginia Palyka

Shot in the leg - Kraig Kirk
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The Dog in the Box
by Amber Retzlaff

I feel the eyes on me
Though they no longer exist—
But I’m captivated
Like a haunting song
That never ceases.
The cherry wood sits up high
Something I’d never want
To open because I can’t
For dark, black powder rests inside
Alone.
She sits in an unlocked box
Confined, waiting to be released
Even though there is nothing
Left wanting—needing
To be set free.
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A Korean meal by Angelina Randall
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Darling Marya
By Nick Jarvis

Like so many loves of this odd modern age
I found her one day on the net.
I will never forget what I read on that page.
Very shortly thereafter, we met.
I had spills, I took stabs, one or two scars and jabs,
I crept out through the back-door at three.
Through the risks and the pain, through the burns, bites, and stains,
I brought darling Marya to me.
Life seemed odd in the kitchen one morning,
Then the flour stuck a thorn in my soul.
Despite rafts of advice and forewarning
Every spark left a smoldering hole.
No, this wasn’t so wise! When she opens your eyes
She won’t care if you’re ready to see.
What a helluva catch! Though I am quite outmatched,
She’s still darling Marya to me.
Then the world said goodbye – to be fair, so did I –
And dropped up through the top of the dome.
I was left there to learn to feel numb or to burn
Is a choice I must make on my own.
She’s not there to be nice, but it’s my sacrifice
To peek through everything I believe.
And now nothing comes near. Now, I know I know fear.
Still, she’s darling Marya to me.
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A Boy and His Ship
By Andrew Pixton

Haydin awoke with a jolt.

It was two in the morning and still
dark outside. He could see the moonlight shining through his windows
above his bed and heard the wind and leaves rustling outside. He
glanced at the alarm clock and groaned mentally, it had not been a
very good night. He was completely awake now and the dream echoed in
his head.
Family troubles had
now it was one of those
middle of the night and
run a marathon right now.
he drifted away, wishing

been distracting him over the past week. And
odd nights where he would wake up in the
feel completely awake. He felt like he could
He’d slept solidly but fitfully at first after
that he could either fix it or just leave.

It was even more odd now that he thought on it some more while
laying there. He had prayed extra hard for one of those two outcomes
before going to bed, not really sure what he was praying to. His family
was not at all religious, but for the first time he’d felt like someone
or something had heard him. And now he had woken up so suddenly after such a strange dream.
Upon first waking, his mind was perfectly clear and calm despite
his previous frustration and the dream that stood starkly in his mind.
It was a dream like none other but yet it wasn’t the dream itself that
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Xray my Transformer by Kraig Kirk
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stood out to him so much as how it made him feel. Now that he thought
about it more, his body was so un-tired and full of... energy. It felt like
an odd humming inside him that made the wind and leaves outside feel
eerie. It made him feel like he had to get up and go do something.
He got up and put his old black hoodie on, still wearing his pajamas. He walked out of his room and up the stairs to the main floor of
the house, the buzzing feeling moving him onwards. He got to the kitchen
and saw something outside through the sliding glass windows that made
him stop. A large black object in his backyard. It appeared to be disc
shaped and as tall as his house.
But it was dark and he had just woken up so maybe he was
disillusioned. He walked to the back door and onto the patio, gently
closing the door behind him so as not to wake his family. Despite the
initial alarm, he felt a calm wonder. The wind blew leaves across their
large yard as he walked onto the grass and stood there gazing at the
mysterious object of a sleek black metal through the night and wind, not
sure what to do. Its lights turned on.
He was out a couple seconds when the lights came on as if they
were waiting to illuminate him. He had to strain his eyes but saw three
circular rings of pure white light turned on like what you would see at a
concert stage at night. The rings formed a triangular formation together
with the bottom one being the biggest. Other than when the lights turned
on, it was completely silent.
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This was not a deception. It was all too real and followed some of
what he had seen in the dream. The charge in his body seemed to be
coming from that black oval for it had grown stronger now. It had to be
an alien ship. A REAL ‘alien spaceship’ of which the existence had been
doubted and disproven for decades and they had now revealed themselves and proven it. He could feel it buzzing inside him.
The lights held for a while. He felt as if he were under their
observation. What could they want from this place? He barely had to
time to mull over the dangerous possibilities and what he ought to do
about it when the bottom ring made a sound and then the black center
of it came out. A door opening? The light on that ring brightened as
it opened up to this troubled boy in his pajamas and hoodie. They had
indeed come here specifically for him. The consequences for him and his
fractured family were unavoidable one way or another, good or bad. And
it was all in the dream! He could remember that and felt it now as the
door opened up wide to him...
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Man Asleep on Subway by Angelina Randall

Ripe

By Emily Sage Stevens
I graze your sun kissed skin
examining every inch of rounded perfection,
enticing my fingertips.
I give you no warning of my devious desires.
Just as you feel safe beneath my touch,
I dig my nails into your tender flesh
viciously tearing it back,
revealing your insides to their first breath of
air.
How you quiver and tremble,
as I rip you apart piece by piece.
I relish the tastes
of your blood and sinew rolling on my tongue.
No ounce of remorse for this brutal act
As I savor
Then lick the remnants from my fingers.
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Wooden Spoon
By Kristyn Peterson

She was the default babysitter, a woman in the neighborhood who
watched everyone’s children whenever the parents needed a night to
themselves. They trusted her, as a lot of the parents in the neighborhood did. She is mid-30’s and of the predominant religion. She is the
epitome of domestic goddess; washes the clothes, cleans the house, and
has an extravagant dinner on the table before her husband gets home
from work for the day, all the while entertaining and trying to teach her
children what life is about.
Babysitter convinced her husband to build a treehouse for their son,
which she spends over a week every spring sanding down and repainting.
She is at every little league game, without fail, and more often than not
has treats for all the other players, which makes him well-liked. Her son
loves her for it. She spends more time than she should doing her young
daughter’s hair. Tells her that she is a princess and deserves the
world, the moon, and Jupiter too. Her daughter loves her for it. There is
nothing she wouldn’t do for them. They feel it.
The baby is my cousin. She was eight months old, back in 1986 when it
happened. It was a wooden spoon that did it. She cries. A lot. She
wasn’t born jaundiced and colicky. Her cry isn’t shrill, piercing; just like
any typical baby cry. And all babies cry, it’s just what they do. Can you
blame them? The world is a scary place, compared to the warm cave of
the womb to which we all become so accustomed so early in our existence. It’s cold, bright, loud, and abrasive out here. Sometimes I cry over
it too.
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Lift by Virginia Palyka
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The parents decide to go see a play, as they did often. It was good
distraction from the stresses of newly presented parenthood. They call
Babysitter, and she comes, like she always does. She is dependable.
The parents never worry about the baby in her hands, after all, she
knows the drill. After the parents leave, she puts the baby in one of
those bouncy swings that is a staple in any home with infants, and pulls
her newest Harlequin paperback out of her own baby’s diaper bag, flops
down on the couch and gets to work. She helps the swing out with her
foot that dangles off the couch. The baby is cantankerous, at best.
She doesn’t like the swing. The world is scary enough when it stays in
one place, but Babysitter doesn’t notice. She is enveloped in her own
smutty faux-reality, clinging to the kind of love she never had. And for
the time being she is happy.
The baby starts to cry. It’s what she does. After a moment, Babysitter
takes the baby out of the swing, and starts to rock her. It doesn’t
soothe her. Feed, burp, change, lullaby; repeat. Nothing helps. The baby
is red in the face, and not giving it up anytime soon. Babysitter has
done this countless times with her own children; she isn’t giving it up
anytime soon either.
Hours pass, slowly as they do when there is misery in your company.
Babysitter’s face is starting to mirror the baby’s. Red, anguished, hurt.
What in the world is wrong with this child, she thinks. A migraine is in
hot pursuit. If she doesn’t knock this off, I’m gonna lose It. Minutes
lapse, maybe longer. It’s hard to tell, and the baby’s decibels are
rising steadily. Just let her cry it out, she’ll cry herself to sleep
eventually. Babysitter decides to bake some cookies to distract herself. She sets the baby on the floor with her blanket, sets the gate
at the top of the stairs, and gathers her effects. Babysitter cracks
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the eggs, measures the flour; all over the baby’s ear-splitting shrieking.
Babysitter is a great baker.
The baby is sleeping when the parents come home. There is a plate of
cinnamon-sugar snickerdoodles on the stovetop. The mixing bowl, cookie
sheet, and wooden spoon are drying on the dish rack. The parents don’t
have a dishwasher. They give Babysitter $30, and the father walks her
to her house, three doors down.
Five hours later, the baby hasn’t woken up. The parents try to wake her,
but her breathing is shallow and her skin is cool to the touch. They realize she hasn’t been sleeping. She is like a dead fish. The parents call
emergency. The parents are at the hospital. The mother is crying. The
father holds the mother and she convulses with sobs. He is trying to be
strong for her. He is the rock, but he feels like play-dough. The doctors
say she may die. The parents pray. The baby has blood pooling in her
head. Her brain has been damaged. They love the baby, very much. They
waited for 12 years for the baby. They never wanted anything more than
they wanted her.
Twenty-three years later, they still live three doors apart. The babysitter doesn’t watch anyone’s children anymore. For a few years, people
talked about it. It was dinner table conversation in every house in the
neighborhood. Enough people have come and gone through the neighborhood now that it doesn’t come up, but the babysitter still feels it. She
drives fifteen minutes out of the way to the grocery store, for fear
of seeing the mother. She sits in the back pews of the church building.
She would rather be boring the holes in the back of their heads than
the reverse. She can’t help it. She has to stare, and she forces herself
to smile whenever their eyes do happen to meet. She has to force her
smile about most things. Her children are grown now, they have moved out
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on into lives of their own. They hardly speak to her these days. She wonders
why. Maybe it’s because of the baby, maybe it’s because of the change they
saw in her 23 years ago. She was once a devoted enthusiastic mother, but
she lost herself long ago.
The baby is all grown up now. She stands at 3 foot and 2 inches, except she
doesn’t stand because she is a confined to a wheelchair. She sings sometimes, but she doesn’t know it. She can’t hear. She also screams, probably
because everything looks black. She is blind now. She is still a baby in some
senses. She still eats baby food, but it’s through a tube now, that goes up
her nose and directly into her stomach. She still wears diapers, just in a bigger size. She still cries. A lot. And so do I, for her.

Star etching by Amber Retzlaff
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strangers in the city
By Joseph Gallegos

in between the buildings of the city,
the stars collapse folding into themselves.
polarized stars, lined-up end-to-end
swiftly walking past each other.
passersby, strange in ways, barely glance
at each other as they walk inside
the buildings, tall and narrow towering
over the stars as they begin their workday.
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Strangers - Photo by Joseph Gallegos
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What is it that we want from death?
By Gary H. Howard

That in death,
The good lie down
Beside the evil
That if there is no heaven or
Blissful afterlife,
Why should we not expect death
To be equal for both good and evil?
That while good and evil
May strike us as abstract, relative, and
Even abstruse terms,
Often dependent on circumstance,
Condition, and point of view ----That we still insist on distinguishing
Between a life lived meaningfully and
Affirmatively, and one that is not
And yet death invites us all
Equally to the same event
Dickinson’s gentleman-caller
Does not decline some
And accept others
Lane of Trees by Cindy Sutherland

28

We all get to ride
In the carriage
Following Dickinson’s
Extended metaphor
We might be inclined
To judge death
Or to mull over his unfairness
Fat good it will do us –
But the destination is the same ---Unchanged, immutable,
Unnegotiable, irrevocable
It is an enigma
To wonder at such equality
Why there is not more or less

But a cancellation of integers –
A final settling of the accounts
That equals zero
That one has the illusion
Of positive increments
Step by step and then
Progression
But it could as easily
Be negative
A slow descent
Down the ladder
As up

To A Reason
Written by Jacob Reategui

FADE IN:
EXT. MOUNTAIN ROAD - NIGHT
An immense dreary lane. Spate-obscured headlights skim through
the woodland. A beat Buick Skylark becomes visible as it
swifts
through the drizzle laid on the ground.

INT. SKYLARK - CONTINUOUS
Bare street lights illuminate cold serene eyes. A young man,
perhaps eighteen, becomes evident at the wheel. His hand reaches for the
radio dial; he begins to tune it. Only vague
static is heard for the
first few seconds then a soothing tune
reveals itself. He lets go of
the dial. The music is slow and
sad and nostalgic. It seems to encapsulate a slightly
lonely feeling. The young man awkwardly reaches for
a
cigarette box on the passenger seat. He nimbly pulls one out
and
lights it. The smoke seeping from his mouth dances across
the enclosed space. The music seems to coincide harmonically with the smoke.
Suddenly, the young man rolls down his window
and blows it out. After
a few seconds, he looks out to a bleak
landscape, shrouded in the dark
mellow of the street lights.
An obscure beauty is illuminated through
the darkness. His
hands loosen. The young man’s eyes fixate. Suddenly he is
violently interrupted. The young man becomes aware he is
crossing lanes and serves over, dodging a passing car. He
pulls to
the side of the road and cuts the engine. A sudden scare instills the
car. He regains himself then gets out.
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EXT. SIDE OF THE ROAD - CONTINUOUS
The roads are barren, no indication of life. The young man
looks out at the swollen landscape, his eyes sharpen. An
impulse
suddenly takes him into the woods. He begins venturing further and
further until he dematerializes into the darkness

EXT. WOODS - CONTINUOUS
There’s movement. It’s vague, but the young man is moving
across uncultivated brush. He presses on.

LATER: The young man slips on a branch and falls.
back up and continues venturing forth.

He gets

LATER:

of the way.

A dim glimmer is seen at a small clearing at the end
The young man heads towards it.

The young man makes it to the clearing and the dim light is
revealed as a sensational view of city lights on the edge of a ridge.
He becomes still, gazing at the scenery. His face
nearly unemotional, except a gleam in his eyes. The view seems
to have swept
him. Suddenly, a slight smirk emerges.

SUPER:

We are all spiraling sporadically toward a reason.

				
							

					

THE END

FADE OUT:
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The Wall

By Virginia Palyka

I waited until the sound of their footsteps had ended and I heard
the car door slam. I ended up at the bed, a place where there were
still things hanging on the wall. Homemade posters of wrapping paper
covered with art stickers and stickers for children. The smiling octopus and Nefertiti; Frieda Kahlo and a metallic beach ball. The friends
I see before I fall asleep. I knelt on the bed and felt permission
granted even though I hadn't asked. I peeled the paintings down, the
originals by me and numbered prints by people I'd never met. The duct
tape took paint and wrapping paper along with the pictures. Waste
that becomes part of the images after being viewed for long enough in
an exposed setting. Postcards from my travels removed easily; places
set in time that are not so easily changed or weakened as if the
cardstock represented ancient brick itself. The Stratified history of
our lives together from the dawn of recording. Hungarian Starlets peel
off the wall, their smiles static against the bedsheets.
Photographic representation of a fullsize Hungarian bookshelf hides a
secret room in the manor of my mind. I'm alarmed to see it again. The
place where my childlike green stripes are shredded, jolly sea creatures slaughtered, Botticelli sliced. Square-shaped void where I took
the frame for myself. This is all that remains of my rage, glass and
wood shards long gone. As I rip these shreds away, the greying wall
shows through. I wait to start again with new walls. On my knees
in this space I tumble forward, into the pillows and the future. The
binding is too strong to remove past pages. All I can do is write new
chapters. Clumps of tape remain, adhesive strong beneath the torn.
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Dried Fish by Virginia Palyka
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untitled by Matt Chappell
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Night Owl

By Crystal Kim Chi Vu
The veil of sleep rolls over me,
my eyes heavy as dawn awakes.
My muscles limp and useless,
my mind is powerless against its will.
No longer can I control the consciousness
that once belonged to me.
The sun arises and heats the sky
with reds and pinks, then blues arrive.
It feeds the Earth its energy,
the world's alive, warm and breathing.
But I lay here and watch,
my eyes close slowly from the weight of drowsiness,
and miss the world at its best.
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Acting for the Camera (excerpt)
By Stephen Williams

“A lot of the hearing aids I tried
in the past--they just didn’t seem
to work. A friend had tried HearAid and liked it. The price was
right. It seemed like a good deal,
I stand in front of the mirror. so I bought a pair. I can hear a
I look good, I think. Like a commercial lot better now! I would definitely
actor. I’ve got that special something. recommend this product. I’m very,
I shoot myself a killer smile.
very satisfied!”
Hmmm. I lean toward the mirror, noI look at my smile. It’s an
tice how yellow my teeth have become.
idiot’s grin.
I wish I’d spent the money for the
“I can hear a lot better now.”
teeth-whitening discount my dentist was This time I try a more serious look.
offering last June. Can the editor
Still fake.
Hmm.
whiten them in post-production?
“I can hear A LOT BETTER
Alan had mentioned a teleprompt- NOW,” I say in a flabbergasted
er, but I’m sure won’t need it. My
tone, as if Martians had just
six lines are committed to memory. In
landed in my backyard.
my bones, as we actors like to say.
Bingo. Perfect.
I wonder if I look all of my
I gather up my things: script
fifty-four years. Do they want me
(just in case), a comb, a hairto look older, or younger? I decide
brush, make-up (they might not have
on younger. I fluff up my hair a bit.
thought of it), a water bottle (esThen I remember the infomercial is for
sential).
This going to be easy, a
a hearing aid product. I pat down my cakewalk.
hair.
A big smug, I think about
I rehearse my spiel, one last
the local theater company who
time, placing emphasis on key words.
just turned me down for a musical

“I would definitely recommend
this product. I’m very, very
satisfied.”
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theater role.
That job paid a
grand total of $450, for an entire month of rehearsal and two
weeks of performance.
I’ll make
more money than that today, in
just thirty minutes. Sweet!
As I drive to the location, it occurs to me that I have
never actually done a testimonial. Sure, I’ve done commercials,
played the husband, father, businessman, but I’ve never actually
looked into a camera, rapturously
telling the world how much I believe in a particular product.
How hard can it be?
Six lines. I’ve been a thespian,
mostly on Stage, for over twenty
years.
This is going to be a walk
in the park.
“Put your clothes in the
bedroom. We’re using the study
as the green room. Go ahead
and make yourself comfortable.
We’re running just a few minutes
behind.”
Alan’s expression is anxious yet pleasant, probably the
closest he ever gets to actually smiling. I walk into the

comfortable 1960s home, arms laden
with “wardrobe options” (dress shirts,
sport jackets, belts).
I can hear an actress, from the
other room, finish her testimonial. “I
never knew I could hear this well.
Now, I can really enjoy my life. Everything has changed as a result of
HearAid.”
The delivery is smooth,
earnest, believable.
A male voice, masculine and
firm, gives her a few minor directions
(“cock your head a little to the left.
Yes, that’s right. Lean forward, just
a bit. Say it slower.”).
She performs the whole thing
again. It’s about nine lines. The
masculine voice says, “You’ve nailed it!
You’re a quick study. Good job!”
I feel a twinge of jealousy, even
a little paranoia. Will he say those
words to me? And why did they
give her more lines?
I am in make-up now.
Alan
pokes his head in the green room.
They’re ready for me.
Greg is a large man. He wears
horn-rimmed glasses and a black cap
with a swoosh on it. He looks like a
director.
“Hi,” he says, turning to me,
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offering a firm handshake. His eyes
are friendly, yet full of intention. This
guy is used to getting what he wants.
Joe, the sound guy, sits at a
laptop, headphones on. Frank, camera
operator, adjusts the boom. Cathy,
the “client” nods to me. She wears
a sassy hat, jeans. I wonder if she
lives for this part of her job, the
creative part. She sits in the most
comfortable chair in the room. Karen,
Alan’s wife, hands her a cup of coffee.
They’ve all sized me up, given
me the once over. I wondering if
they’re thinking, God I hope this
guy’s good.
I have a small case of nerves.
My energy level is going through the
roof.
I am directed to sit down in
a chair, in the center of the room.
Greg suggests we do a couple of
rehearsals.
I begin, furiously deliver my
lines, words tumbling out one after
the other. I finish with a grotesque
smile, gargoyle-like.
A deathly silence in the room.
I’m still holding the smile.
“Um, I don’t really believe

38

you,” Greg says, trying to not
sound too discouraged. “Hmmm,
let’s see. On that first line,
try shrugging your shoulders a
little. And you don’t need to
be so loud. Feel free to move
your body a little.”
He demonstrates shoulder
movement for me. I nod.
I start over, do the whole
thing.
Though my peripheral vision,
I can see everyone in the room
wince.
“It’s still not believable.”
I force my facial muscles
into a smile. I then proceed to
go on a tirade of bad acting,
delivering my six lines again and
again, worse each time.
Between takes, Greg offers suggestions, that disappointed look
still on his face. I nod, each
time, smiling confidently. “Oh,
yeah, I get what you’re saying!
Let me just try it again, just
one more chance!”
I’m desperate, pulling out all the stops, using all
the stage technique I’ve ever
learned: Sandy Meisner, Stanislavsky, Stella Adler, Nina Foch.

Midday by Virginia Palyka
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I imagine myself a deaf person,
wandering in the world, shoeless,
friendless, stone deaf. I invoke
Beethoven, Helen Keller, Thomas
Edison, Alexander Graham Bell,
George Bailey.
It’s now eleven o’clock.
Joe shoots a glance to
Frank. Frank shrugs. Cathy taps
her fingers on the arm of the
leather chair. Karen looks like she
is about to explode.
“You look so angry!” She
blurts out.
Greg shoots her a stifling
look. You’re not the director.
I want to scream, “I’ve never
had a hearing problem in my entire
life! I’m an honest man! I can’t
do this! You’re forcing me to lie!”
Instead, I take a deep
breath, force a smile.
“Can you tell me, specifically, what I’m doing wrong?”
I try
to keep my voice from quavering.
Greg pauses, then speaks
slowly, precisely. “You’re not showing me enough facial expression.
You’re too monotone.
And there’s
no build up. You need to start
here (gestures with his hand, low)
and end here (another gestures,
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higher).”
In a small voice, I ask, “would
you do the first line for me?”
He shrugs, looks right at me,
delivers the line.
I stare at him. It’s perfect,
light as air, believable. Just like a
television actor.
I just want to get out of here.
I hold a brief funeral for my Pride. I
bury it, deep in the ground.
“Do the whole thing for me,” I
plead, softly. “Please.”
For just a moment, we connect,
completely. He nods.
I watch closely, noting when he
raises his brow, where he cocks his
head, when he inflects his voice. It’s a
complete lie, but it’s utterly charming.
A thunderbolt hits me: This is
Commercial Acting.
I try the first line, mimic him,
right down to the raising of the left
eyebrow.
“Great!” He is smiling. A glimmer of hope, relief on everyone’s face.
We go through each line this
same way. He models, I mimic. It’s
working. I place a gleam in my eye,
raise my cheekbones, cock my head to
the side, shrug my shoulders, put a
“smile” in my voice.

I’m learning to ride this bike.
“Great,” he repeats. “Let’s try the whole thing.”
I do the entire spiel, smooth as silk, three times. I observe myself
as I deliver my lines, dispassionate, perched high above my body. When I
reach the part about my new ability to hear, I imagine Jesus and the angels descending from heaven. “I CAN HEAR A LOT BETTER NOW!” My
eyes shine. It feels genuine, like a religious experience.
Surreal.
“Fantastic! That’s it! We got it.” Greg looks exhausted, yet relieved.
I say my goodbyes, thank everyone for their patience. I gather up my
things. Alan hands me a sealed envelope, my check. He tells me the infomercial will only air in the Midwest U.S.
Thank God.
Gordon, the next actor, sits in a chair in the study, looking nervous as
a cat. He has overheard most of my ordeal.
I wish him good luck.

Lights of Loilo by Virginia Palyka
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Visitor
By Virginia Palyka

Breathing heat and vaporized sweat
From side to side, flying feeders
confused by the trail.
On a cloudy afternoon
with eyes glazed upward
rechecking the pattern of
brown and tan weave.
Bamboo pillars, reeds and
stripped leaves woven
with gaps that
leaked through light like
stars. A wincing night
in a city of light pollution,
all murky and thick.
Refocused, it again
became tropical walls
that welcome the elements.
The shaman came to
visit with her singsong
voice and bladeless tools.
Tokugawa followed her
in, standing tall and grey
his helmet made
of ceiling fan.
The only visitor, though
all the elements were
invited.
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Sideview by Virginia Palyka
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Twilight City
By N. Michael Hawe

Green on gray and deepest blue,
near akin to black;
storm clouds flash and stars they shine
to hold the darkness back.
Man's soft glow illuminates
the wonders of our age;
but wind whispers impermanence
like a dying sage.
Beneath our roar crickets chirp
and leaves lie deadly still;
a fair forest, when we are dust,
will hold our secrets well.
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Parking Garage Sunset by Lucas McGraw
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Lance McGraw

Jetsetter by Virginia Palyka
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There is Nothing Perfect,
There is Only Life
By Kristyn Peterson

I’m pretty sure it’s temporary.
that feeling
like you are standing in the middle of a fast moving river
with your feet on two separate rocks,
all the water rushing past, and your ankles are wobbly.
Your legs are rod iron, and the substance holding up your legs
is more like a gelatinous substance than any sort of joint
I guess it absorbs some of the shock
but if it weren’t for these rocks, I’d be swept down the river
and who knows where I’d end up.
Those rocks; they have names,
and they’re here holding me up when I’m standing here scared,
thinking I am about to slip
this river is screaming at me.
Screaming that I’m about to fall,
that I’m unsure and faltering,
but my rocks tell me the things
I can hear only with my eyes closed.

Photo by Matt Chappell
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I pull my eyes down tight to hear them whisper
everything will be okay, and they are here to help me,
but they can only support only so much of my burden.
No matter how much they want to
if I falter,
get swept downstream,
it’s my burden to bear.

They are stable, stationary.
I am the one wavering.
I’m still shaking,
but tomorrow will be the day
with my eyes closed and arms outstretched, I’ll realize
I’m not scared of the river anymore.
I’ll open my eyes and the water will be still…
and I’ll realize it was just a puddle after all.

There is nothing perfect,
there is only life.

49

50
Inkstudy by Virginia Palyka

Overhead Koi by Virginia Palyka

51

She Didn’t Have Time to Cry
By Jennifer Javier

She didn’t have time to cry. The
tears sat fragile in her eyes,
glazed over and held in tact by
a thin wall of transparent force.
They were ready to betray her
at any moment with something as
light as a single blink. She could
feel the thick heat of the fat
tears waiting impatiently, she
had to distract herself, think
of something else. She had to
pack, she had to go. There was
no time to cry, not the way she
wanted to cry. Crying like that
had to be secret, private, and
all alone. She felt a heat of
shame come to her cheeks as she
blushed a soft pink. Just thinking
about it made her embarrassed.
She wanted to look strong, to
forget her pain, to pretend it
didn’t exist. This type of crying
followed a certain protocol. No
one could be home, her bedroom
door had to be locked, and the
lights had to be off so she
could lay belly first on her bed
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gripping a pillow and fully surrender
to the gnawing sorrow of her being.
Only then could she let it all out
and allow the self pity to become
acceptable. Only then could it be
a cleansing experience. Total isolation from the compassion filled eyes
that if present would undoubtedly attempt to comfort her. She
couldn’t handle that, didn’t even
want to think about it.
But she didn’t have time to cry.
It was before dawn, and the house
was already buzzing with the sluggish energy of bathroom sinks running, fried eggs sizzling, and other
routine preparations. No, now she
would just have to suck the pain
in through her mouth and punch it
down to the pit of her stomach.
Ignorance was her best friend now,
because at any given moment someone would knock on her door and
tell her it was time to go. She had
no time to cry.

Loilo Afternoon by Virginia Palyka
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She didn’t have time to cry, but
she came close anyways. The drive
was simple, relaxing. She watched
the familiar trees and rocks and
houses and cars pass by. The
window was slightly rolled down allowing a light breeze of cool crisp
air to gently caress her face
At least the wind kept her eyes
dry, forced the thin wall back.
But the drive opened her mind,
made forbidden thoughts sneak in
and snatch a second away from
her goal of ignorance. She told
herself she wouldn’t think of
that, couldn’t dare. And yet the
thoughts kept sneaking in like a
stealthy burglar through a dark
glass window. She turned her head
away, she looked up and blinked
her eyes quickly to keep them dry
and strengthen the wall. They were
close, almost there.
It wasn’t until the hugs came that
the wall became thinner. Everyone
was around smiling and sad. She
begged in her head that no one
else would shed a tear. She had
no chance if someone else started, and that domino effect was
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too strong for anyone. Her face fell
after each embrace, she would smile
briefly and when she thought no one
was looking she would allow the sorrow
to return to her lips. But her eyes never could lie, and they maintained the
sadness even through the mask of the
smiles She held her pictures, her gifts,
and her book on her lap as she sat in
the passenger’s seat. The ignition was
turned, the engine rumbled. She felt a
sharp streak of adrenaline pass through
her body in one single jolt. This was
it, it was time to go, but she wouldn’t
cry. She looked through the tinted
black windows and saw them standing
there, waving away, crossing their fingers, saying goodbye. Her sorrow filled
eyes dominated her face, she couldn’t
disguise them; even through plated
glass tinted black windows. They saw
her insides, but she didn’t know this.
Her lips parted slightly, she sucked in
a long breath, a comforting breath. She
looked up towards the roof of the
car and blinked her eyes quickly to
strengthen the wall. She saw them still
waving, crossing their fingers for good
luck. She watched them fade off. They
saw her leave. She didn’t have time to
cry.

Time by Cindy Sutherland
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Baby Grand
By Virginia Palyka

They would celebrate her beauty
fine shapes and dark eyes
but also laugh
a la Bonita Gordita
princess of mascara and chickenstrips

Alumna
By Virginia Palyka

I buy myself
a brick in the fountain
where they will etch my name
walk over my words
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Gas pump by Anna Meyers
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A few friendly words of very bad advice
for my friend the weasel and the mud
monkeys of Alcatraz
By Lowman Borlik

My heart rests upon the sea
Slowly serenaded
By the soft voice of the oceans daughter
Under candlelit clouds
Across cold, crystal blue waves
And I wonder
If here too the priests will find me
Like a pig and its truffle
Preaching to me
With their slippery tongues
Of guilt and shame
Repent
Repent
Well
Yes
It’s true
I was drinking tea with tyrants
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And talking of the sun
As the firing squads took the children out
Knowing what they’d done
And lined them against the wall
In the shade of Jacobs ladder
Rubble and dirt
And dust
And all
While
The sun danced across the mountaintop
Knowing the world was his
And the wind and the water
Presented to us
The concept of timeless silence
But the spirits
So sick
And Tormented
From the visions in their heads
Crawled up through the dirt
With broken claws
And howled
And moaned
And wept
In vain
And naturally
At such a sight
Venus tripped
Gods flipped
It was chaos in July
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As autumn stood paralyzed
Before summers blistered feet
And poor old Pablo
With his mangled face
Laid silently in the sand
And then again
The sun fell
And beneath the neon skyline
Poseidon shared his secret
With the blue bearded
Tribe
Of
Mongolian Gods
And Buddha with his boom box
Said unto the people
In one hand you’ll hold everlasting peace
And the other a golden steeple
Nevertheless
Teal leaves fell from the autumn sky
Where dreamy dogs
Laid quietly
With birds and diamonds
And suns
And such
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But
No one seemed to notice
When blackbird took his leave
Though he shook his feathers
And
Rustled his brow
And
Said goodbye
Or at least
For now
Of course
Calypso didn’t take too nicely to that
But Lucifer just said
Forget him
He’s dead
And
As they danced
Across the shores of Peru
Loki whispered
Into
Freyja’s ear
Quello che sarà,
sarà
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Adwen

(excerpt)

By Carrisa Valantine

“Hurry,” I hissed, “I’ll hold
them off.”

It was a half lie and I knew it.
There was no way that I was
going to be able to hold off the
werewolves unless I fought them and
I was not the fighting type. But
I also couldn’t let them continue
their pursuit after my clan, if
that was their real intent. I was
fully loyal to my clan, despite the
conflicting feelings I sometimes had
in my heart.
The few that remained silently left
through the back doors and disappeared into the darkness just as
five huge black shaggy dogs about
the size of bears came barreling into the room. Without breaking
their stride the dog in the middle
transformed smoothly into a man.
The others followed. The man in the
middle, Dante, was tall, muscular,
and bare-chested, his hair was as
dark and shaggy as his werewolf
form. Flanked by the other four
he stopped just short of where I
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stood. His face was as expressionless as stone but his eyes as they
met mine made my heart flutter. His
eyes were a beautiful green like
ferns, or of moss that clings to
rocks.
It must be strange to hear of a
vampire with a beating heart but
the stories of cold and heartless
vampires aren’t all true. The blood
that runs through our veins is imbued
with deep magic. That is why when
we bite our victims with the intent
to ‘turn’ them,
our blood gets forced into their
own. The vampire blood surges
through every vein, infecting every
muscle and organ turning them to
a state of perfection. That is how
our strength, dexterity, reflexes,
eyesight, and smell are heightened
ten-fold.
My heart kept beating intensely and
I hoped that Dante, with his heightened hearing, didn’t hear the sudden rhythmic changes. If he did notice I couldn’t tell because he still
wore the expressionless mask.

“So I guess we missed the party!”
One of the werewolves boomed
loudly.
“Come on everyone,” Dante said,
completely ignoring the lively comment
from his comrade. “Let’s spread out
and check the room.”
I watched as they searched and
rummaged through the havoc and
knew that it was only a matter of
time before they asked me what had
happened. The werewolf’s sense of
smell rivals our own but they cannot
recreate the scene as we can.
“It’s a bit stuffy in here,” the largest werewolf boomed again, clearly
enjoying himself.
I watched Dante rummage through
some papers that had been trampled
on. My heart gave a painful jolt. Why
was he ignoring me completely?
When Dante finally asked me what
had happened, though I explained all
the details, he still showed no sign
of interest. His gaze was slightly to
the left of me.
“Thank you again for your help.
Let’s go...” he said to his fellow
pack members, “the rogue werewolves
shouldn’t have gotten too far.”

In an instant they were werewolves
again and flying out the back door
as they followed the scent.
I waited awhile, gathering my
thoughts, and then started to the
back door. My keen eyesight and
sense of smell guided me though
the dark labyrinth of rooms and
hallways that all looked the same.
I could smell out clan members and
I followed their scent without giving it much thought.
As I made my way through the
darkness I reflected back to when
I had first met Dante. I had been
lost in my thoughts that day, not
paying attention, when a big hairy
dog jumped out of nowhere and
pinned me to the ground. I knew
at once it was a werewolf and it
took all of my strength to restrain
the large snapping jaws. I turned
my head away from the fierce
eyes, snapping jaws, and guttural
growls and whispered, “Please
stop.” I didn’t want to fight,
I just wanted peace. The next
instant the dog became a man,
a half naked man. I was in shock
while he looked broodingly into
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my eyes. I noticed his features
were soft and gentle, quite the
opposite of a moment ago. As
the shock began to pass, that
I realized he was pretty cute.
Uncontrollably my heart sped up
its tempo.
“You are different—“ he said to
me, completely perplexed.
The pack had caught up to him
and they paced nervously for an
explanation. Dante got up and
held out his hand for me to take
but I would not take it. I stayed
on the floor my blue eyes wide
with shock and uncertainty; he
smiled down at me as the large
forms of werewolves hovered
around me. I thought I was going
to die that day.
“Oops!” I said out loud. I was so
lost in my memories that I almost
missed the turn. Down the dark
hallway I noticed a lone figure
leaning up against the wall. As I
got closer and realized who it
was my heart flared up again despite myself. I kept walking
hoping to be able to walk right
past him but he stepped off the
wall and stood in front of me.
“What do you want?” I asked

stopping in front of Dante and
crossing my arms.
“I needed to ask you a few questions,” he said, his jaw stiff and
his face tight.
“Well?” I said impatiently.
“Were you in that rave tonight?”
“Of course not! Why did you think
that?”
A flicker of relief instantly
spread across his features. So
that was his problem. He thought I
was part of the massacre.
“I run in on that scene...your scent
was everywhere...and you knew
exactly what had happened. I
freaked.” He spilled everything
out like a confession.
“You’re forgetting that I’m a vampire, I don’t need to be there to
know what happened.”
Dante closed his eyes and exhaled. “I’m so relieved.” He admitted softly.
I reached out and cupped his
cheek; he leaned forward. He
wrapped his arm around my waist
and pulled me towards him. Our
breathing quickened. Slowly his lips
moved searchingly down to mine
and our lips grazed.
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“Adwen, you disappoint me.” The
voice was like acid, cruel and
methodical, and held no disapproving tones but a neatly guarded
threat.
Dante and I both tensed but
he was first to react. He spun
around and stood in front of me.
At the sight of the three strangers he crouched and a low growl
came from deep within his chest.
“Hadrian,” I said. “You came all
the way out here to look for me?
Worried?” I asked sweetly condescendingly.
Hadrian was the leader of
another clan and a complete
narcissist. He had bleached blonde
hair – white as a ghost – shagged
around his head and face. He
had low brows, ice blue eyes,
and his lips always looked like
they were going to curl into a
mischievous grin. He was flanked
by two of his bodyguards who
had their noses turned up in
disgust like they had just smelled
something bad.
“Tsk, tsk,” Hadrian clicked his
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tongue, "In the company of werewolves now? And I thought you
had better taste.” He finished in
sarcasm.
“What do you want?” Dante
growled, “Why are you here?”
“Isn’t it obvious! We seem to have
the same weakness, but as she is
betrothed to me. I will take her-“
“I never agreed to that!” I hissed
peering from behind Dante’s outstretched arms.
“It doesn’t matter. Rules are
rules, as far as traditions go...
enough about you though,” he said,
turning back to Dante who was
still growling warningly.
“You protect her in vain. Adwen
will return with us, and you...” his
lips curled fanatically as hatred
flashed across his features.
“Stop!” I suddenly shouted, then
quietly. “I’ll do as you ask but
under one condition. Let Dante go.
Safely.”
“Wh-" Dante began.
I quickly forced myself around his
arms and put my lips to his ear
speaking quickly.

“You have to believe me that this is the only way to keep you save. I
have too. You don’t know- the abilities he has- I don’t know what I’d
do if something were to happen to you because of me. Forget about
me.”
As I pulled away I saw his eyes burning with something that I could not
identify. He took one last look at me before his features hardened.
Dante turned swiftly and in an instant he was a huge dog and in the
next he was gone. I stared after him for a moment before I was pulled
in the opposite direction. I heard an elongated howl from a long way
off and wondered if it was him.

October by ????
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In Flight
By Joseph Gallegos

Roaring engines signal take off
And my body tightens in flight.
Here, and hear my heartbeat,
Erratic and shallow, bleeding
Into infinite directions.
The ether is where I extend
Myself, stretched beyond fine.
Fingers touching the earth below.
The unboundedness of my bloodline,
Draining my soul into nothingness.
Fluid and still born, breathing infinity
Until the roaring engines signal
The final approach. All elements
Within my blood longing to be whole
Return to up-right as we touch-down.
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An End to Holidays
By Jacob Reategui

Soft gelatin eyes
calmly look down
passing, searching for
an empty treasure deeply embedded into the rug
- as she passes
it’s unmistaken, I’m a part of this family –
underneath the eye of childhood
when innocence permits
a colorblind act of charity, with
one whose people
are not from America
- scolded in their shame, as
in adolescence when
everything is arbitrary
And now I make this clear:
I have not come for the rest of you, but
for my grandmother of eighteen years.
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Become a Design Editor
For The 2010/2011 Academic Year
Position Pays $1,000 per Semester
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Duties

Coordinate solicitation and selection of art submissions
Overseeing design and layout of Folio
Send out Folio to printer
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• Proficiency in Adobe InDesign and Photoshop
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better:
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73

Call for Entries Fall 2010
Writers
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