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By God what happened? 

     The world is changing.
     Once estranged, derranged, complaining,
 
NOW!  a little hope. REMAINING!

     Mermaids to Music-

     The once wiley smiles so vile, so vile
 
now sincere pearly flashes that flash in elegant style. 

     The laughs of the pasts, such classy glass, 
     such strange eerie rings in his head he amassed. 

      Now so calm, like a psalm, a sweet steady song, 
     Mermaids to muses, the writers is bemused but enthused!

     What was wrong so long ago all along? 
     How did a queer eerie ring become song? 
     How did creatures of the violent sea 
     become the sweet features of feminity, such effulgent divinity
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     Must have been some change within me 

     Faith. 

     How did he get such friendly friends in the end? 
     Ones who didn’t forsake, berate, or amend? 

     How did he see things, believe things, relieve things? 
     How was he blinded, so absent minded?

     He couldn’t feel enough to find life
     Because he thought he should not  have sought it, 

     That he just. 
  Should not 
       
  find it. 
     The clever devil is pushed so far behind it. 
 
     Get Behind Me Satan.

The Change. 

 Have you heard? You must have heard, if you have
  SPREAD THE WORD! 
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Something has happened to him, remember him, that one man?  

He’s come to ruminate on such ruins, to indulge, to command-
the spirit of enlightenment with a pen in is hand

The Quest. 

His soul is not lame, he is not  so estranged
He’s intuitive, lucrative, he knows what can be gained.

He’s made commodities of his oddities, 
such funneled ambition- 
Propels him through time, and space-
and prevents his submission.
Much like Thor, or Ares God of war
On a celestial, grand or paramount mission

He’s had it well now, gambling with the Tarot, 
a divine set of luck

So spread the word one the once branded nerd:

A poet.

has woken.

up.   

Running Out of  Ink

7

Ascend from subterranean shadow
Flicker before my eyes
Ethereal fingers interlock with mine
Turn my flesh to vapor
My heart to mist
Let’s elevate
Above and beyond
 
Smoke rising from charred failures and desperation
Steam over boiling anger and frustration
We’ll condense far from here
With the dew of a new day
Wait for new life, love, happiness to grow and flourish
You elevate me
Above and beyond.

Elevate
Laura Earle
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Vivacious doll
Twirling on a skinny pole
Motor clicking softly
Breaking down tears so droll

Animal stuffed with cotton
Yellow and worn and old
Checkered pattern flamboyant
Eye socket popping out so bold

Puzzle without the piece
Necessary for full
Completion
Carousel tinkling its soft lull
Cracked glass proving releases elation

Chest mature and worn
Lying six feet below the bed
Taken out from its hiding
To explore what still lives, left over by the dead

Toy Doll 
Raine Gersky
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s.
 

So
m

et
im

es
 w

or
ld

s b
ro

ke
 a

wa
y a

nd
 tr

ie
d 

to
 fi

gh
t t

he
 A

llia
nc

e,
 b

ut
 m

os
t p

eo
pl

e 
we

re
 

ha
pp

y w
ith

 th
em

. T
he

y w
at

ch
ed

 o
ve

r h
um

an
ity

 fo
r o

ve
r t

wo
 th

ou
sa

nd
 ye

ar
s.”

   
  “

W
ow

, t
ha

t’s
 a

 re
al

ly 
lo

ng
 ti

m
e!

” 
Th

e 
gi

rl 
sh

us
he

s C
or

rin
 a

t h
is 

in
te

rje
ct

io
n,

 a
nd

 I 
co

n-
tin

ue
. T

he
y’

re
 b

ot
h 

sta
rin

g 
in

te
nt

ly 
at

 m
e 

no
w,

 a
nd

 I 
se

e 
ev

en
 th

e 
pa

re
nt

s a
re

 w
at

ch
in

g.
   

  “
An

yw
ay

, a
fte

r t
wo

 th
ou

sa
nd

 ye
ar

s, 
it 

wa
s t

he
 g

re
at

es
t a

ge
 o

f m
an

kin
d.

 It
 se

em
ed

 lik
e 

th
er

e 
wa

s n
o 

lim
it 

to
 th

e 
m

ira
cle

s w
e 

co
ul

d 
ac

co
m

pl
ish

. T
hi

s w
or

ld
 w

as
 o

ne
 o

f t
ho

u-
sa

nd
s t

ha
t w

er
e 

be
au

tifu
l. 

So
, s

o 
be

au
tifu

l…
” 

I t
ra

il o
ff 

fo
r a

 m
om

en
t b

ef
or

e 
co

nt
in

ui
ng

. 
“T

he
re

 w
er

e 
pl

an
ts 

of
 a

ll k
in

ds
, t

re
es

 a
s t

al
l a

s b
ui

ld
in

gs
. A

nd
 th

e 
pe

op
le

 liv
ed

 in
 p

ea
ce

 
wi

th
 a

ll t
he

 d
iffe

re
nt

 a
ni

m
al

s, 
un

til…
” 

I p
au

se
 d

ra
m

at
ica

lly
, a

nd
 th

e 
ch

ild
re

n 
le

an
 fo

rw
ar

d 
ex

pe
ct

an
tly

.

Running Out of  Ink

13

Mind wandering, 
Thinking sorrowfully back on,

 The institution

Thinking fearfully ahead,
will the government, 
shove pills through his esophagus? 
if he doesn’t, will he go back?

To bleach white rooms,
where he trudges, 
the weight of his illness upon him,
reaching out, 
hands pressed against the glass,
yearning to feel alive once more.
  
When he can no longer stay,
he leaves with empty pockets,
a deadened mind,
living on cement and cardboard,
dying beside a back alley dumpster. 
glad he has his medicine. 

Mental Health
Christopher Barber
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  “

H
ey

 m
ist

er
, d

o 
yo

u 
kn

ow
 a

ny
 st

or
ie

s?
” 

I l
oo

k 
up

 fr
om

 m
y m

ea
l a

nd
 g

ive
 th

e 
bo

y a
 

qu
izz

ica
l lo

ok
. H

e 
sta

re
s a

t m
e 

ex
pe

ct
an

tly
, t

ho
ug

h 
hi

s l
ittl

e 
sis

te
r i

gn
or

es
 th

e 
qu

es
tio

n 
an

d 
ke

ep
s e

at
in

g.
 T

he
ir 

pa
re

nt
s s

ta
nd

 a
 sh

or
t w

ay
s o

ff 
wi

th
 th

ei
r m

ea
ls,

 ta
lki

ng
 q

ui
et

ly 
to

 
ea

ch
 o

th
er

, a
nd

 th
ei

r b
od

yg
ua

rd
 si

ts 
in

 th
e 

di
rt 

ne
ar

 th
e 

fa
m

ily
’s 

ca
rt.

 T
he

 c
hi

ld
re

n 
an

d 
I a

re
 se

at
ed

 o
n 

tw
o 

ro
ck

s u
nd

er
ne

at
h 

an
 o

ve
rh

an
g,

 ta
kin

g 
sh

el
te

r f
ro

m
 th

e 
sc

or
ch

in
g 

wa
ste

la
nd

 su
n 

wh
ile

 w
e 

sh
ar

e 
a 

m
ea

l.
   

  “
St

or
ie

s, 
hu

h?
 W

hy
 d

o 
yo

u 
th

in
k 

I k
no

w 
an

y s
to

rie
s?

” 
H

e 
re

tu
rn

s m
y l

oo
k 

wi
th

 o
ne

 o
f 

in
cr

ed
ul

ity
, a

s i
f t

he
 a

ns
we

r i
s o

bv
io

us
.

   
  “

W
el

l, 
yo

u 
lo

ok
 re

al
ly 

ol
d,

 so
 yo

u 
m

us
t k

no
w 

so
m

e 
go

od
 o

ne
s.”

 I 
ca

n 
se

e 
th

e 
m

ot
he

r 
m

ov
e 

to
 sc

ol
d 

hi
m

 fo
r h

is 
in

se
ns

itiv
ity

, b
ut

 m
y l

au
gh

te
r c

ha
ng

es
 h

er
 m

in
d.

 I 
sc

ra
tc

h 
th

e 
gr

ay
 h

ai
r o

n 
m

y f
ac

e 
an

d 
no

d.
 “

Ye
ah

, I
’m

 o
ld

. I
 k

no
w 

so
m

e 
sto

rie
s. 

W
hy

 d
o 

yo
u 

wa
nt

 to
 

he
ar

 th
em

?”
   

  “
I w

an
t t

o 
be

 a
 st

or
yte

lle
r w

he
n 

I g
ro

w 
up

. M
y f

at
he

r t
el

ls 
m

e 
so

m
e 

re
al

ly 
go

od
 o

ne
s,

 
bu

t h
e 

al
wa

ys
 sa

ys
 th

e 
sa

m
e 

on
es

 o
ve

r a
nd

 o
ve

r. 
I w

an
t t

o 
le

ar
n 

al
l o

f t
he

m
 so

 I 
ne

ve
r 

ha
ve

 to
 sa

y t
he

 sa
m

e 
sto

ry
 tw

ice
!”

 I 
sm

ile
 a

 lit
tle

 a
nd

 p
re

te
nd

 n
ot

 to
 n

ot
ice

 th
e 

fa
th

er
 

lo
ok

in
g 

em
ba

rra
ss

ed
.

   
  “

W
el

l, 
al

rig
ht

. J
us

t t
hr

ee
 d

ay
s a

go
, I

 w
as

 in
 a

 to
wn

 c
al

le
d 

Si
nk

ho
le

. T
he

re
 w

as
 a

 n
ice

 

Si
tt

in
g

Br
ian

 H
ud

son

15

wo
m

an
 th

er
e 

na
m

ed
 R

eg
in

a…
”

   
  “

N
o,

 th
at

 so
un

ds
 b

or
in

g,
” 

he
 c

ut
s m

e 
of

f. 
“Ju

st 
ho

w 
ol

d 
ar

e 
yo

u?
 I 

be
t y

ou
 k

no
w

 
sto

rie
s o

f w
ha

t t
he

 w
or

ld
 w

as
 lik

e 
be

fo
re

 th
e 

wa
r. 

M
y f

at
he

r s
ai

d 
th

er
e 

us
ed

 to
 b

e 
ot

he
r 

wo
rld

s w
ith

 p
eo

pl
e 

on
 th

em
 to

o.
 D

o 
yo

u 
kn

ow
 a

ny
th

in
g 

ab
ou

t t
he

m
?”

 I 
ha

ve
 to

 sa
y, 

I’m
 

im
pr

es
se

d.
 M

os
t p

eo
pl

e 
I m

ee
t d

on
’t 

ha
ve

 a
ny

 c
on

ce
pt

 o
f o

ut
er

 sp
ac

e 
or

 w
ha

t h
um

an
 

hi
sto

ry
 w

as
 lik

e 
be

fo
re

 th
e 

wa
r. 

Th
e 

fa
th

er
 m

us
t h

av
e 

ha
d 

ac
ce

ss
 to

 so
m

e 
re

al
ly 

ol
d 

re
co

rd
s.

   
  “

St
or

ie
s b

ef
or

e 
th

e 
wa

r, 
hu

h?
” 

I r
un

 a
 h

an
d 

th
ro

ug
h 

m
y s

ho
rt 

an
d 

gr
ay

 h
ai

r. 
“Y

es
, I

 
kn

ow
 a

 fe
w 

fro
m

 th
at

 ti
m

e.
 Y

ou
 w

an
t t

o 
he

ar
 a

bo
ut

 th
at

, C
or

rin
?”

 T
he

 b
oy

 n
od

s e
xc

it-
ed

ly.
 “A

lri
gh

t. 
W

el
l, 

lo
ng

 a
go

, a
 v

er
y, 

ve
ry

 lo
ng

 ti
m

e 
ag

o,
 h

um
an

s l
ive

d 
on

 a
 w

or
ld

 c
al

le
d 

Ea
rth

. I
t w

as
 th

e 
on

ly 
wo

rld
 th

ey
 k

ne
w.

 B
ut

 th
ey

 d
id

 a
m

az
in

g 
th

in
gs

. T
he

y b
ui

lt 
m

ac
hi

ne
s 

th
at

 c
ou

ld
 th

in
k 

lik
e 

pe
op

le
 a

nd
 lin

k 
th

e 
en

tir
e 

hu
m

an
 ra

ce
 to

ge
th

er
 in

 o
ne

 g
ia

nt
 c

om
-

m
un

ity
, t

he
y c

ou
ld

 fl
y t

hr
ou

gh
 th

e 
ai

r o
r d

ig
 th

ro
ug

h 
th

e 
gr

ou
nd

, a
nd

 th
ey

 e
ve

n 
se

nt
 m

en
 

in
to

 sp
ac

e!
”

   
  “

D
id

 th
ey

 g
o 

to
 o

th
er

 w
or

ld
s?

” 
C

or
rin

 in
te

rru
pt

s. 
I s

ha
ke

 m
y h

ea
d.

 “
N

o,
 n

ot
 ye

t. 
W

e 
on

ly 
se

nt
 a

 fe
w 

m
en

 to
 th

e 
m

oo
n.

 A
fte

r w
e 

di
d 

th
at

, w
e 

sto
pp

ed
 d

oi
ng

 it
 fo

r a
 w

hi
le

 
be

ca
us

e 
ev

er
yo

ne
 w

an
te

d 
to

 fo
cu

s o
n 

m
ak

in
g 

th
ei

r l
ive

s b
et

te
r.

   
  “

Bu
t a

 lo
t o

f t
he

m
 w

er
en

’t 
ha

pp
y. 

Th
e 

pe
op

le
 fo

ug
ht

 th
em

se
lve

s c
on

sta
nt

ly 
fo

r a
ll 

kin
ds

 o
f r

ea
so

ns
. A

s t
he

 p
op

ul
at

io
n 

of
 E

ar
th

 g
ot

 b
ig

ge
r a

nd
 b

ig
ge

r, 
so

 d
id

 th
e 

co
nf

lic
ts.
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I learned confidence
the way I learned to 
climb a tree, trusting 
the branches that
bowed beneath my 
toes. Hand in hand, 
I relied on the hold 
of parted bark, 
embracing the trunk 
with my thighs until 
the tree and I were 
one, breathing in each 
other.  Breathing into 
vertigo from the 
highest limb, I looked
down on fresh stumps
--man’s making, and 
the branches, now 
twigs, that easily break 
their promises.

Uncertainty
Amy Johnson
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  “

…
U

nt
il t

he
 m

on
ste

rs 
ca

m
e.

 Te
rri

bl
e 

be
as

ts,
 fr

om
 a

no
th

er
 u

ni
ve

rse
 lik

e 
ou

rs,
 o

nl
y 

m
ad

e 
of

 d
ar

kn
es

s i
ns

te
ad

 o
f l

ig
ht

. T
he

re
 w

er
e 

co
un

tle
ss

 d
iffe

re
nt

 k
in

ds
 o

f m
on

ste
rs,

 a
nd

 
th

ey
 h

ad
 n

o 
na

m
e 

fo
r t

he
m

se
lve

s. 
W

e 
sim

pl
y c

al
le

d 
th

em
 th

e 
G

re
at

 E
ne

m
y.

   
  “

Th
ey

 w
en

t t
o 

m
an

y w
or

ld
s, 

an
d 

kil
le

d 
so

 m
an

y p
eo

pl
e.

 T
he

 h
um

an
s f

ou
gh

t t
he

m
 

as
 h

ar
d 

as
 th

ey
 c

ou
ld

, a
nd

 h
el

d 
th

em
 o

ff 
fo

r c
en

tu
rie

s. 
Th

e 
wa

r w
as

 so
 lo

ng
 a

nd
 te

rri
bl

e 
en

tir
e 

ge
ne

ra
tio

ns
 k

ne
w 

no
th

in
g 

bu
t f

ig
ht

in
g.

 B
ut

 it
 w

as
n’

t e
no

ug
h.

 T
he

 G
re

at
 E

ne
m

y 
ke

pt
 d

es
tro

yin
g 

m
or

e 
an

d 
m

or
e 

wo
rld

s. 
Ev

en
 th

is 
wo

rld
 w

as
 a

tta
ck

ed
 b

y t
he

m
, a

nd
 

tu
rn

ed
 in

to
 th

e 
wa

ste
la

nd
 it

 is
 n

ow
, b

ut
 w

e 
su

rv
ive

d 
an

d 
fo

ug
ht

 th
em

 o
ff.

” 
As

 if
 to

 e
m

-
ph

as
ize

 m
y p

oi
nt

, a
 g

us
t o

f w
in

d 
bl

ew
 a

 c
lo

ud
 o

f d
us

t t
hr

ou
gh

 o
ur

 sp
ot

 a
nd

 th
e 

ch
ild

re
n 

co
ug

he
d.

   
  “

Th
e 

wa
r o

nl
y e

nd
ed

 w
he

n 
we

 sn
uc

k 
in

to
 th

ei
r o

wn
 u

ni
ve

rse
 a

nd
 d

es
tro

ye
d 

th
e 

so
ur

ce
 o

f t
he

 g
at

ew
ay

s t
ha

t l
et

 th
em

 c
om

e 
in

to
 o

ur
 u

ni
ve

rse
. B

ut
 b

y t
he

n,
 m

os
t w

or
ld

s 
wi

th
 h

um
an

s o
n 

th
em

 h
ad

 b
ee

n 
de

str
oy

ed
, o

r t
er

rib
ly 

bu
rn

ed
.

   
  “

Th
e 

pe
op

le
 o

f o
ur

 w
or

ld
 su

rv
ive

d,
 th

ou
gh

, a
nd

 st
ru

gg
le

d 
to

 re
bu

ild
. T

ha
t w

as
 w

he
n 

m
ay

be
 yo

ur
 g

re
at

-g
re

at
-g

ra
nd

pa
re

nt
s w

er
e 

al
ive

. W
e’

ve
 m

ad
e 

a 
lo

t o
f p

ro
gr

es
s, 

bu
t w

e 
sti

ll h
av

e 
a 

lo
ng

 w
ay

s t
o 

go
.”

   
  I

 le
an

ed
 b

ac
k 

an
d 

sp
re

ad
 m

y a
rm

s w
id

e.
 “A

nd
, h

er
e 

we
 a

re
!”

 B
ot

h 
ch

ild
re

n’
s m

ou
th

s 
ar

e 
sli

gh
tly

 a
ga

pe
, a

nd
 n

ei
th

er
 o

f t
he

m
 sa

y a
ny

th
in

g.
 I 

no
tic

e 
th

e 
pa

re
nt

s a
re

 st
an

di
ng

 
an

d 
sta

rin
g 

at
 m

e 
as

 w
el

l.
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  “

H
ow

 d
o 

yo
u 

kn
ow

 a
ll t

ha
t?

 A
re

 yo
u 

fro
m

 o
ne

 o
f t

ho
se

 o
th

er
 w

or
ld

s?
” 

C
or

rin
 a

sk
s. 

I 
ch

uc
kle

 a
nd

 g
rin

. “
In

 a
 m

an
ne

r o
f s

pe
ak

in
g.

” 
I i

gn
or

e 
th

e 
fa

th
er

 ro
llin

g 
hi

s e
ye

s. 
By

 n
ow

, 
we

’v
e 

al
l f

in
ish

ed
 o

ur
 m

ea
ls,

 a
nd

 th
e 

pa
re

nt
s s

ta
rt 

pa
ck

in
g 

up
 th

e 
tra

sh
. T

he
ir 

bo
dy

-
gu

ar
d 

ge
ts 

up
 a

nd
 st

ar
ts 

re
ad

yin
g 

th
e 

br
om

ix-
pu

lle
d 

ca
rt.

   
  T

he
 fa

th
er

, J
or

da
n,

 w
al

ks
 u

p 
to

 m
e 

wi
th

 a
 h

an
d 

ex
te

nd
ed

 a
s I

 p
ul

l a
 sm

al
l s

ilv
er

 w
at

ch
 

on
 a

 c
ha

in
 o

ut
 o

f m
y p

oc
ke

t a
nd

 lo
ok

 a
t t

he
 ti

m
e.

 T
he

 c
as

e 
is 

wo
rn

 b
ey

on
d 

be
lie

f, 
an

d 
m

os
t o

f t
he

 in
te

rn
al

 c
om

po
ne

nt
s h

av
e 

be
en

 re
pl

ac
ed

 a
t l

ea
st 

on
ce

, b
ut

 it
 st

ill 
wo

rk
s f

in
e,

 
an

d 
th

e 
le

tte
rs 

en
gr

av
ed

 o
n 

th
e 

ou
tsi

de
 c

an
 st

ill 
be

 se
en

.
   

  “
W

ha
t’s

 th
at

?”
 Jo

rd
an

 a
sk

s. 
I g

la
nc

e 
at

 h
im

 b
ef

or
e 

clo
sin

g 
th

e 
wa

tc
h 

an
d 

re
tu

rn
in

g 
it 

to
 m

y p
oc

ke
t. 

“A
 g

ift…
fro

m
 so

m
eo

ne
 th

at
 u

se
d 

to
 b

e 
im

po
rta

nt
 to

 m
e.

 …
Th

ey
’re

 g
on

e 
no

w.
” 

   
  H

e 
se

ns
es

 m
y r

el
uc

ta
nc

e 
to

 ta
lk.

 “
W

el
l, 

we
 g

ot
ta

 g
et

 g
oi

ng
 b

ef
or

e 
it 

sta
rts

 g
et

tin
g 

to
o 

da
rk

. T
ha

nk
s f

or
 ta

lki
ng

 a
nd

 e
nt

er
ta

in
in

g 
th

e 
kid

s.”
 

   
  I

 sm
ile

 a
nd

 n
od

. “
N

ot
 a

 p
ro

bl
em

. I
 h

av
e 

to
 a

sk
, t

ho
ug

h.
 Y

ou
 sa

id
 th

at
 fo

od
 w

as
 ry

ga
r 

m
ea

t a
nd

 fr
es

h 
pe

tru
s l

ea
ve

s. 
Ry

ga
rs 

ha
ve

 b
ee

n 
ex

tin
ct

 si
nc

e 
th

e 
wa

r, 
an

d 
pe

tru
s d

oe
sn

’t 
gr

ow
 th

is 
fa

r f
ro

m
 th

e 
se

a.
 W

he
re

’d
 yo

u 
fin

d 
it?

”
   

  “
Ev

er
 h

ea
rd

 o
f N

ew
 H

op
e?

”
   

  I
 sh

ak
e 

m
y h

ea
d,

 a
nd

 h
e 

co
nt

in
ue

s. 
“It

’s 
so

m
e 

kin
d 

of
 p

ro
je

ct
 in

sid
e 

a 
do

m
e.

 T
he

y’
re

 
try

in
g 

to
 b

rin
g 

ba
ck

 lif
e 

to
 th

e 
wa

ste
la

nd
. W

e 
di

dn
’t 

sta
y l

on
g,

 b
ut

 th
ey

 h
av

e 
al

l k
in

ds
 o

f 
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in
cr

ed
ib

le
 th

in
gs

 in
 th

er
e.

 L
ike

 liv
in

g 
ry

ga
rs 

an
d 

fre
sh

 p
et

ru
s. 

Yo
u 

sh
ou

ld
 c

he
ck

 it
 o

ut
.”

   
  I

 n
od

, p
on

de
rin

g 
th

e 
po
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Mona,
Mona,
Marvelous Mona,
Mocha complexion,
Matured expeditiously, generated a meandrous motif
Could have been mentioned with Melyssa Ford and Marilyn 
Monroe
Majestic motions making men malfunction
Motivating malarkey from them, muttering:
“Muh-muh-maybe we could see a muh-movie”
Molting males not mackin’ mistake-free
All of muliebrity maliciously murmured:
“Maybe she’s made with it,
Maybe it’s Maybelline.”
Mona metamorphosed to maniac for
Materialistic, muddleheaded mofos
Who’d murder to get her massive monkey
And whose main concerns were:
Money, moola, mazuma, and mediums of marketry
Moreover,
Murky and Malevolent as Mephistopheles
Miscreants magnetized her, made her as moist as marshland
…But Mona was far from a moron
Mindful of the marrow of mezmirization

Mona 
Morgan Coby
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Had the merit of modern medication
...Mona was a martinet
Her medial entrance managing mentalities of motley men:
Militants, masculine, meek, mindless, even metrosexual
This moll migrated from man to man
Mooching to maximize her meager restitution
Her monkeyshines gave her a new moniker:
Madam Mona the Money-Hungry
…Mona mutated to a muckamuck
Using her magnum opus for a myriad of means:
Mobile phone contracts, marble floors, menial moil, men to 
mate with, machines mended, merriment, medicine, merce-
naries, Metropolitan lodging, Mercedes Benzes,
Mutilated mutual funds from mawkish men who masturbated 
at midnight,
Envisioning her legs moving to and fro, hearing her moan
…Mona had it made!
Mona,
Mona,
Meretricious Mona,
Wasn’t even moderately modest
Masquerading nothing for the mind
Externally magnificent,
Internally moldering from the many, many, many, many, many, 
many, MANY machos that meshed their flesh with hers
Time met up with Mona,
Giving her masterpiece physique a mastodonic markdown

Running Out of  Ink
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Motions became maladroit, marks of age materialized
Makeup no longer masking her marred beauty
Image gradually moved from the minds of many
Mona,
Mona,
Misguided Mona,
Didn’t mind the memo
Misappropriated her masterwork, manifesting a measureless 
murk around her renown
Mona should have moseyed to a marriageable, mellow, 
soul-brotha
The same mofos that were mundane in school, became mil-
lionaires in mansions
Mona,
Mona,
Misfortunate Mona,
Offering mea culpa to the Most High
Mourning morningly on what must have been
A marital ritual
Mona and Mr. Miraculous moving to a place on Melrose
Having monuments made for her, being mollycoddled
Her monstrous mistakes and messin’ around left her unwed, 
unloved, and childless
Mona was an enduring mockery among all
Her misadventures and miseducation are unfortunately…
…Realities for sisters misusing what’s mightier than machetes  
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He tosses the bales
until they scrape at the ceiling,
 disrupting swallows and bats
and raising a green cloud of dust 
to the heavens.  The cloud spreads, 
depositing bits of alfalfa in our
noses and eyes and hair.  The old barns
new perfume of dried out sunshine and earth
erases the musk and rot—everything is green and new
and heavy.  His forehead hosts streaks of sweat 
and green powder. It drips
into his eyes and ears, and leaves pools 
down the back of his faded T-shirt. His arms
 ripple, never tiring, and never, ever 
failing.   Five thousand pounds
 of green fuel to be stacked—
 and he still goes on, but I can never 
match him. I can roll, I can push, 
but never throw. The hay—ripe, new 
and bristling with potential, will be consumed. 
 Fed to ruminating animals, thrown
as bedding to be trampled, sacrificed 
to a garden to kill 
her weeds.  I watch this man use himself up—

Hay Bales
Amy Hinman

29



30

and I want him to stop.  Who will throw the bales
once he cannot?  Who will hold his grandchildren,
 his wife?  It is only he, and like the hay, 
he too will become the chaff
 that floats into every crevice,
every forgotten corner.  A green river crawls 
down my cheek—it’s life is short; he doesn’t 
notice.  So I join him in the chorus of
Hard Day’s Night, our voices dancing 
together, a duet of almos t- harmonies.
For now, I roll him hay bales.  And for now
he is mine to keep.
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Restless
A surging storm swells inside me
I am drowning
Bathed in beautiful pain
Choked by relentless rain
Tempted by thoughts of sur-
render
I am drowning.

Endless
The undertow swallows me deep
I am drowning
Soothed by promising lies
Cried on by darkening skies
Calmed by the chaos of currents
I am drowning.

Listless
The storm screams at my 
silence
I am drowning
Released from the burdens 
of life
Saved by a forgiving knife
Rocked in a cradling wave
Receiving peace I had craved
Knowing the battle was won
Kissed by the solicitous sun
Stroked by the softening sea
Permitted to finally be free

I have drowned.

Drowning
Stephanie Plotkin
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Sitting in the
Dark,
with only
one light
above your
head,
a red
potent
drink in
hand.
Thousands upon
thousands of
small pieces 
of glass
scattered 
across the
floor.

Mend them 
together,
if you 
can.
That piece,
sharp and

jagged is
your 
anger.
That other
one,
bright and
shiny is
your 
joy. 
And that
Midnight black
one is
your
despair and
pain. 

These pieces,
all of
them,
came from
that mirror
by your
side. 
Its brown

Sitting in the Dark
Theresa Johnstone
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In a gray flash flood that dissolves the frozen world
Spring arrives in its mercurial splendor
Frigid air saturates the slushy carnage
Covering the barren ground
Taking a frosty jab
Whenever the sun’s back is turned

Spring is ambivalent in this world
Frosted one day, green the next
Forget me, forget me not

In a rogue flash of passion that disrupts our frozen 
world
Love reveals its fickle nature
Anger takes advantage of confusion
Expressed within my hopeless gaze
Taking an icy jab
Whenever everyone’s backs are turned

Spring is ambivalent in our world
Distant one day, passionate the next
Forget me, forget me not

Forget Me, Forget Me Not
Laura Earle
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wood frame is
decorative and
detailed as
well as 
large.

Do you 
remember it,
when it still
had its
glass. 
All the colors it
had.
They made 
you ugly,
even though
outside 
you were
beautiful.
That green 
color…
envy.
That gold 
color…
greed.
That purple
color…

Pride.
And that 
Black piece,
that Black
piece,
sat in the 
middle.

Do you
remember
fearing that
mirror while
seeing 
yourself in
it.
Do you 
remember
throwing your
fist back.
Do you 
remember,
picking up
each piece,
with bloody
hands,
to wash
out the
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color.
That black
one,
that black
one,
was the
only one to 
refuse.
Do you
remember the
hand mirror
in your
lap,
white and
plain,
its frame
empty and
waiting to
be filled.

Throw the 
Black piece
away.
Do not 
pick it
up.
Do not

Running Out of  Ink

place it
in this
new mirror.
Yet this
mirror will 
feel 
incomplete
with out 
It.

Sitting in the
Dark,
with only
one light
above your
head,
a red
potent
drink in
hand.
Thousands upon
thousands of
small pieces 
of glass
scattered 
across the
floor.
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Put yourself
back 
together.
Find the
true
You
in the
pieces.
Before the
light goes
out.
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She choked on the mist
of tears as they burned away
the flesh and sinew of her 
delicate face and washed away
her long lashes and full lips.

The acid torrent’s flow
moved with the heaving of 
her buxom chest, racing to
expose her blushing heart. 
I thought to stop its frantic beating

with my crushing fist
as she whispered through
each exquisite cry
“How could you
do this to me?”

Her tears kept eating away, 
cleansing her bones. They burned
through the hardwood floor
and into my basement
where I kept the bodies

Innocene 
Christopher James
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Winter 2012

of those who came before,
Andrea, Katie, Megan and Sandra,
hanging on meat hooks that
I bought after my mother left,
with aspirations of holding up

the idea of love. 
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We should be gone,
which I emphasize 
when I extract my phone from my pocket,
so I can check the time
and justify the tapping of my foot,

but this becomes mundane
so instead, I pace the hallway—
scanning for that promised minute
which fluttered away—

as mom chatters with grandma
and dad fixates his attention to the baseball game,
and I curse my idealism
that believed there was no need to drive separately,
so I could have avoided this masquerading minute. 

In a Minute
Josh Campeau
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Our softly spoken words of
truth, life and love were 
barely audible over the splashing
fountain, but helped warm
our faces against the wind
as a single gilded leaf fell between
our outstretched hands.
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In blackness, pink slippers 
tiptoe to metallic strips on 
scuffed, black flooring.  The 
painted faces search for their 

places behind the red velvet, 
and a cough from the front 
row echoes off of brick,  
alluding an empty audience. 

Uniformed minds reel, rewind, 
replay, lazily marking 
pas de bourrées because no one 
is watching. I slouch because

no one is watching, until
a splinter of light grows 
wider—expands like my 
lungs.  Draws my shoulders 

back like the curtain that 
reveals eyes—hundreds of 
waiting eyes on me as I 
stumble, fall, forget months 

of rehearsal, but stand 
back up to pirouette 
as the others pique turn.

The Recital
Amy Johnson

62 63

Lisa and I sat at the edge
of the wishing well, 
watching as summer’s last
hopeful gasp turned to
mist on the dreams of those 
who came before us to 
cast a wish at Aphrodite’s feet. 

We, too, cast our silver dollar dreams 
into the waves, as our dangling feet
skimmed the surface of the 
cool water and brushed against
the golden leaves that struggled 
to stay afloat on the sea, lest they fall 
into the world of wishing.

I wondered what wish she had
whispered to the goddess, 
imbuing the words within the silver 
that now lay at the bottom of the 
sea of dreams, just as my own had 
come to rest on the image 
of her pursed lips. 

Beneath the Surface
Christopher James
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 c
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 d
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C
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 p
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 p
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 b
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 c
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 c
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 p
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 fl
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ra
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f b
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, c
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 d
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 c
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 c
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 d
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 c
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 p
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 p
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 c
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 b
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 d
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 p
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 c
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. C
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t c
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 m
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 c
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 c
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 b
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. C
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 c
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 C
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 b
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t b
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 b
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 b
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 d
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 b
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f c
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 c
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 c
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 b
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 c
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 b
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 b
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 d
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 d
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 c
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Robins and sparrows sit still in the tree tops
their heads bowed and beaks closed 
in an endless silent prayer 
the cicadas do not sing to the sun 
as it rises over the tops of the trees 
whose leaves are stiff to the wind, 
soundless in the breeze 

The grass screams beneath my rubber soles
it deafens me for a moment
I beg for the waves of green to muffle
the sound of my footsteps
but the booming fills my eardrums
and spills over to run down my face 
down my spine
to the flowers shaking in my fingers

Petals float from the flowers and speckle the green
small bursts of creamy pink,
flawless whites,
warm reds,
all diluting the crass mud
covering the entrance to another world
with a thick layer of filth

A Farewell
Paige Pierog
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 m
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 c
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 b
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 c
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 c
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 d
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 d
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 d
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 b
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 b
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 m
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 C
ar

lin
 to

 
cr

in
ge

.
   

   
“T

hi
s 

on
e 

he
re

?”
 th

e 
m

an
 a

sk
ed

. C
ar

lin
 la

ug
he

d,
 o

r 
tri

ed
 to

, t
o 

ea
se

 h
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 p
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 C
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e 

cr
at

e 
ha

d 
be

en
 

em
pt

y.
 A

s 
th

e 
m

an
 b
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l c
ha

pp
ed

 
le

at
he

r 
w

al
le

t f
el

l f
ro

m
 h

is
 p

oc
ke

t. 
It 

la
y 

op
en

 o
n 

th
e 

flo
or

 a
s 

C
ar

lin
 c
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 b
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 b
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 c
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 c
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 p
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 c
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t d
ow

n 
to

 r
et

rie
ve

 it
. “

Th
at

’s
 

th
e 

m
is

se
s 

ba
ck

 h
om

e.
 A

in
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 d
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 b
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I d
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 d
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 c
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 m
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 b
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 b
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      Writers’ Club at Grand Valley State University consists 
largely of student writers who do not study writing profes-
sionally.  It is a designated time and place for students to 
convene once a week to discuss their writing and develop 
ideas.  All genres are welcome at Writers’ Club, including 
poetry, fiction, non-fiction and drama.

Join Writers’ Club

      In winter 2009, we printed our first publication in 
many years, titled Don’t Open This. In winter of 2010, the 
first publication of Running Out of Ink was released and 
in fall 2010 Running Out of Ink was published again with 
the intention of making it a semi-annual publication to 
be released both fall and winter semesters.  Submissions 
from both members and non-members are accepted and 
considered for publication.

About this Publication
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atop a shining silver vessel
made dull with the weight of grief
though containing the essence of beauty
safely within a pearl satin trim

A single slab of smooth white concrete
sleeps partially sunken into the upset ground
littered with grass seed and decaying petals
its sharp corners crawl with ants 
that trudge over the oily smear of tears
that stained the pure white solidity
to carry the fallen colors to their own grave

The slab has no marks and no symbols
it is bare and purposeless, except 
to provide a vapid foundation for a
marriage of the living and dead,
a pedestal for the mockery of 
life growing from what was once lively
Flowers stand in vases
in a half moon of pigments splashed
among entwining leaves that 
hug each other tightly 
in a safe loop that suddenly
stops with no explanation

Daffodil, aster, and chrysanthemum
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perfume swells in a cloud that begins bright,
reaching toward the warm rays of the sun,
but falls below the saltiness the grass breathes
from the tears the trees and blooms have cried
and never stop crying
the dampness so widespread
earth itself seems to be weeping,
sorry for swallowing such a being
in one, unforgiving gulp

I place my roses among the other blossoms
withholding one rose from the chorus
of solemn color that gently croons
of the sorrows of the lost and broken

My fingers brush the slab the sun
diligently tries to warm
but it is cold, not as ice,
but as something more permanent,
more breathtaking,
more sinister

A vigilant candle watches over
normally burning to provide comfort and warmth
but now out
perhaps from the overwhelming dampness
of an atmosphere heavy with sad drops

75
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of helplessness and abandonment

I place my remaining rose, a crimson one,
single and loving,
on the edge of the slab so it almost kisses
a larger stone engraved with a justification

of God’s mistake
holding my token is a small plaque with a promise,
my promise,
of a friendship that will, indeed,
last forever.
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By God what happened? 

     The world is changing.
     Once estranged, derranged, complaining,
 
NOW!  a little hope. REMAINING!

     Mermaids to Music-

     The once wiley smiles so vile, so vile
 
now sincere pearly flashes that flash in elegant style. 

     The laughs of the pasts, such classy glass, 
     such strange eerie rings in his head he amassed. 

      Now so calm, like a psalm, a sweet steady song, 
     Mermaids to muses, the writers is bemused but enthused!

     What was wrong so long ago all along? 
     How did a queer eerie ring become song? 
     How did creatures of the violent sea 
     become the sweet features of feminity, such effulgent divinity

Spread the Word
Jess Paauwe

Running Out of Ink
Winter 2012
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     Must have been some change within me 

     Faith. 

     How did he get such friendly friends in the end? 
     Ones who didn’t forsake, berate, or amend? 

     How did he see things, believe things, relieve things? 
     How was he blinded, so absent minded?

     He couldn’t feel enough to find life
     Because he thought he should not  have sought it, 

     That he just. 
  Should not 
       
  find it. 
     The clever devil is pushed so far behind it. 
 
     Get Behind Me Satan.

The Change. 

 Have you heard? You must have heard, if you have
  SPREAD THE WORD! 
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Something has happened to him, remember him, that one man?  

He’s come to ruminate on such ruins, to indulge, to command-
the spirit of enlightenment with a pen in is hand

The Quest. 

His soul is not lame, he is not  so estranged
He’s intuitive, lucrative, he knows what can be gained.

He’s made commodities of his oddities, 
such funneled ambition- 
Propels him through time, and space-
and prevents his submission.
Much like Thor, or Ares God of war
On a celestial, grand or paramount mission

He’s had it well now, gambling with the Tarot, 
a divine set of luck

So spread the word one the once branded nerd:

A poet.

has woken.

up.   

Running Out of  Ink
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Ascend from subterranean shadow
Flicker before my eyes
Ethereal fingers interlock with mine
Turn my flesh to vapor
My heart to mist
Let’s elevate
Above and beyond
 
Smoke rising from charred failures and desperation
Steam over boiling anger and frustration
We’ll condense far from here
With the dew of a new day
Wait for new life, love, happiness to grow and flourish
You elevate me
Above and beyond.

Elevate
Laura Earle
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Vivacious doll
Twirling on a skinny pole
Motor clicking softly
Breaking down tears so droll

Animal stuffed with cotton
Yellow and worn and old
Checkered pattern flamboyant
Eye socket popping out so bold

Puzzle without the piece
Necessary for full
Completion
Carousel tinkling its soft lull
Cracked glass proving releases elation

Chest mature and worn
Lying six feet below the bed
Taken out from its hiding
To explore what still lives, left over by the dead

Toy Doll 
Raine Gersky

9

  
  

 R
ip

. 
Th

e 
te

ar
in

g 
of

 th
e 

br
ow

n 
pa

pe
r 

pa
ck

et
 w

as
 m

y 
fa

vo
ri

te
 p

ar
t o

f 
th

e 
m

or
ni

ng
 r

itu
al

. 
Fo

od
 p

ro
du

ct
s 

th
at

 c
om

e 
in

 p
ac

ka
ge

s 
th

at
 y

ou
 c

an
 

op
en

 w
ith

 y
ou

r 
ba

re
 h

an
ds

 g
iv

e 
m

e 
a 

si
ck

 s
en

se
 o

f 
po

w
er

--
-o

at
m

ea
l 

pa
ck

et
s,

 c
er

ea
l b

ag
s,

 O
re

os
. 

Li
pt

on
 s

ou
p 

dr
iv

es
 m

e 
in

sa
ne

--
-i

t’
s 

lin
ed

 
w

ith
 s

om
e 

m
et

al
lic

 s
ub

st
an

ce
 th

at
 f

or
bi

ds
 th

e 
ri

pp
in

g 
by

 h
an

d 
an

d 
w

ar
-

ra
nt

s 
th

e 
us

ag
e 

of
 s

ci
ss

or
s.

 I’
m

 r
em

in
de

d 
of

 h
ow

 m
uc

h 
I h

at
e 

Li
pt

on
’s

 
pa

ck
ag

e 
in

ve
nt

or
 e

ve
ry

 ti
m

e 
I e

at
 th

e 
st

uf
f. 

W
hi

ch
 is

n’
t t

ha
t o

fte
n.

 I’
d 

ra
th

er
 e

at
 o

at
m

ea
l.

  
  

 B
ut

 e
ve

n 
th

e 
ea

sy
-t

o
-o

pe
n 

pa
ck

ag
in

g 
of

 in
st

an
t o

at
s 

w
as

n’
t e

no
ug

h 
to

 k
ee

p 
m

e 
on

 th
e 

in
st

an
t o

at
m

ea
l k

ic
k.

 A
t s

om
e 

po
in

t a
lo

ng
 m

y 
ro

ad
 to

 
pr

ef
er

ri
ng

 s
to

ve
to

p 
oa

tm
ea

l, 
I a

ba
nd

on
ed

 th
e 

co
nv

en
ie

nt
 o

pt
io

n 
I h

ad
 

on
ce

 lo
ve

d 
so

 d
ea

rl
y 

be
ca

us
e 

so
m

ew
he

re
 o

n 
th

at
 ti

m
el

in
e,

 s
om

eo
ne

 
ru

in
ed

 m
y 

lif
e 

fo
re

ve
r 

by
 m

ak
in

g 
m

e 
oa

ts
 o

n 
th

e 
st

ov
e;

 a
 r

ev
ol

ut
io

na
ry

 
th

ou
gh

t m
uc

h 
lik

e 
Eu

ro
pe

’s
 E

nl
ig

ht
en

m
en

t t
oo

k 
ov

er
 m

y 
br

ea
kf

as
t b

ra
in

. 
En

tir
el

y 
di

ffe
re

nt
, 

co
m

pl
et

el
y 

be
tte

r, 
no

t a
t a

ll 
lik

e 
th

e 
oa

tm
ea

l I
 h

ad
 

al
w

ay
s 

kn
ow

n.
 

  
  

 A
la

s,
 I 

w
as

 n
ot

 a
n 

in
st

an
t c

on
ve

rt
. 

Fo
r 

a 
w

hi
le

, 
I a

te
 th

e 
in

st
an

t o
at

-
m

ea
l s

til
l, 

(m
os

tly
 b

ec
au

se
 d

ue
 to

 m
e 

ob
se

ss
io

n,
 m

y 
pa

re
nt

s 
st

oc
ke

d 
th

e 
cu

pb
oa

rd
s 

fu
ll 

of
 s

tr
aw

be
rr

ie
s 

n’
 c

re
am

 a
nd

 a
pp

le
s 

an
d 

ci
nn

am
on

 to
 th

e 

Winter 2012



10

po
in

t o
f 

A
po

ca
ly

pt
ic

 s
ur

vi
va

l c
ap

ab
ili

tie
s)

, 
bu

t i
ns

te
ad

 o
f 

m
ic

ro
w

av
in

g 
it,

 
I c

on
ve

rt
ed

 to
 th

e 
ho

t w
at

er
 m

et
ho

d,
 w

hi
ch

 w
as

 b
et

te
r 

th
an

 th
e 

fo
rm

er
 

m
et

ho
d 

bu
t a

lw
ay

s 
re

su
lte

d 
in

 a
 w

ea
k,

 w
at

er
y,

 f
la

vo
r-

le
ss

 b
re

ak
fa

st
 w

he
n 

co
m

pa
re

d 
to

 th
e 

st
ov

et
op

 v
ar

ie
ty

. 
  

  
 R

ip
. 

Po
ur

. 
Th

e 
ho

t w
at

er
 p

ou
re

d 
on

 to
p.

 S
tir

. 
St

ir.
 S

tir
. 

To
o 

th
ic

k.
 A

dd
 

m
or

e 
w

at
er

. 
To

o 
th

in
. 

Sh
uc

ks
. 

Si
gh

. 
  

  
 F

as
t f

or
w

ar
d 

to
 p

re
se

nt
. 

Th
e 

st
ee

l o
at

s 
on

 th
e 

st
ov

e,
 s

til
l n

ot
 c

oo
ke

d 
th

ro
ug

h 
to

 th
e 

co
rr

ec
t c

on
si

st
en

cy
. 

Ta
pp

in
g 

m
y 

fin
ge

rs
 o

n 
th

e 
co

un
te

r. 
St

ir.
 T

he
 p

ot
 s

iz
zl

es
 a

s 
I s

cr
ap

e 
th

e 
oa

ts
 o

ff 
th

e 
bo

tto
m

 o
f 

th
e 

Fa
rb

er
w

ar
e 

w
ith

 a
 s

ou
p 

sp
oo

n.
 T

as
te

. 
N

op
e.

 S
te

el
 o

at
s,

 w
he

n 
no

t c
oo

ke
d 

th
ro

ug
h,

 
fe

el
 li

ke
 c

he
w

y 
gr

av
el

, 
te

ar
in

g 
up

 y
ou

r 
to

ng
ue

 a
nd

 g
et

tin
g 

st
uc

k 
in

 th
e 

cr
ev

ic
es

 o
f 

yo
ur

 m
ol

ar
s.

 T
w

o 
m

or
e 

m
in

ut
es

. 
  

  
 T

he
 b

ow
l i

s 
al

l r
ea

dy
 f

or
 th

e 
oa

ts
. 

I’v
e 

go
t t

hi
s 

do
w

n 
to

 a
 s

ci
en

ce
. 

Pu
t t

he
 b

ro
w

n 
su

ga
r 

an
d 

su
ga

ry
 d

at
es

, 
ch

op
pe

d 
in

to
 li

ttl
e 

pi
ec

es
, 

in
 th

e 
bo

tto
m

 o
f 

sa
id

 b
ow

l. 
Ke

ep
 th

e 
to

as
te

d 
w

al
nu

ts
 o

r 
pe

ca
ns

 c
lo

se
 a

t h
an

d.
 

If 
dr

ie
d 

ch
er

ri
es

 h
av

e 
re

ce
nt

ly
 b

ee
n 

st
ol

en
 f

ro
m

 m
y 

pa
re

nt
s’

 f
re

ez
er

 a
t 

ho
m

e,
 th

ey
, 

al
on

g 
w

ith
 v

an
ill

a 
ex

tr
ac

t a
nd

 a
 p

in
ch

 o
f 

ci
nn

am
on

, 
w

ill
 b

e 
th

ro
w

n 
in

 th
e 

bu
bb

lin
g 

oa
tm

ea
l f

or
 th

e 
la

st
 m

in
ut

e 
of

 c
oo

ki
ng

. 
Pl

op
, 

pl
op

, 
pl

op
. 

In
 th

ey
 g

o.
 O

ne
 m

or
e 

m
in

ut
e.

 A
t t

hi
s 

po
in

t, 
I’m

 li
te

ra
lly

 im
-

Running Out of  Ink

11

pa
tie

nt
 b

ey
on

d 
be

lie
f. 

I h
av

e 
to

 k
ee

p 
re

m
in

di
ng

 m
ys

el
f 

th
at

 if
 I 

ta
ke

 th
em

 
of

f 
pr

em
at

ur
el

y,
 m

y 
w

ho
le

 b
re

ak
fa

st
 w

ill
 b

e 
ru

in
ed

.
  

  
 D

ee
p 

br
ea

th
. 

N
ot

 m
uc

h 
lo

ng
er

. 
Si

gh
.

  
  

 F
in

al
ly

. 
Sp

oo
n 

th
e 

gl
op

py
 m

ix
tu

re
 in

to
 b

ow
l, 

ge
tti

ng
 a

n 
oa

tm
ea

l-
st

ea
m

 f
ac

ia
l a

t t
he

 s
am

e 
tim

e.
 S

tir
 s

tir
 s

tir
, 

in
co

rp
or

at
e 

th
e 

br
ow

n 
su

ga
r, 

br
in

g 
it 

al
l t

o 
th

e 
to

p.
 O

th
er

w
is

e,
 u

po
n 

ea
tin

g 
co

nc
oc

tio
n,

 th
er

e 
w

ill
 b

e 
pa

rt
s 

I d
on

’t 
w

an
t t

o 
ea

t. 
Pa

rt
s 

w
ith

ou
t s

ug
ar

 o
r 

nu
ts

 o
r 

ch
er

ri
es

. 
Pa

rt
s 

th
at

 I 
sk

ip
 o

ve
r 

an
d 

en
d 

up
 p

ut
tin

g 
do

w
n 

th
e 

ga
rb

ag
e 

di
sp

os
al

 o
r 

in
 th

e 
bl

ue
 tr

as
h 

ca
n.

 S
tir

 s
tir

 s
tir

. 
Sp

ri
nk

le
 n

ut
s 

on
 to

p.
 In

ha
le

, 
ea

tin
g 

un
til

 I’
m

 
fu

ll.
 T

he
n,

 I 
ea

t o
nl

y 
th

e 
nu

ts
, 

th
e 

da
te

s,
 c

he
rr

ie
s,

 a
nd

 e
nd

 u
p 

fli
ng

in
g 

th
e 

ex
tr

a 
oa

ts
 in

to
 th

e 
tr

as
h 

an
yw

ay
. 

  
  

 S
ig

h.
 I’

ve
 b

ec
om

e 
su

ch
 a

n 
oa

tm
ea

l s
no

b.
 T

ha
nk

s 
to

 w
ho

ev
er

 m
ad

e 
m

e 
m

y 
fir

st
 s

to
ve

to
p 

oa
tm

ea
l, 

I n
ow

 s
pe

nd
 a

t l
ea

st
 tw

ic
e 

as
 lo

ng
 m

ak
in

g 
m

ys
el

f 
in

ge
st

ib
le

 f
oo

d 
in

 th
e 

m
or

ni
ng

s.
 O

h,
 h

ow
 I 

w
is

h 
I c

ou
ld

 g
o 

ba
ck

 
to

 th
e 

ea
se

 o
f 

D
in

os
au

r 
Eg

g 
in

st
an

t Q
ua

ke
r. 

W
ho

ev
er

 r
ob

be
d 

m
e 

of
 m

y 
st

ov
et

op
 o

at
m

ea
l v

ir
gi

ni
ty

, 
yo

u 
ow

e 
m

e 
at

 le
as

t f
iv

e 
m

in
ut

es
 o

f 
ev

er
y 

da
y 

of
 m

y 
lif

e 
ba

ck
. 
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A 
lo

t o
f E

ar
th

 st
ar

te
d 

to
 lo

ok
 lik

e 
th

is 
pl

ac
e.

 A
fte

r a
 b

un
ch

 o
f r

ea
lly

 b
ad

 w
ar

s, 
it 

se
em

ed
 

lik
e 

th
e 

hu
m

an
 ra

ce
 m

ig
ht

 n
ot

 su
rv

ive
 fo

r m
uc

h 
lo

ng
er

.
   

  “
Bu

t s
om

et
hi

ng
 h

ap
pe

ne
d.

 N
o 

on
e’

s r
ea

lly
 su

re
 w

ha
t, 

bu
t t

he
 p

eo
pl

e 
sto

pp
ed

 fi
gh

t-
in

g.
 T

he
y a

ct
ua

lly
 st

ar
te

d 
wo

rk
in

g 
to

ge
th

er
 a

ga
in

. C
itie

s t
ha

t h
ad

 b
ee

n 
ab

an
do

ne
d 

or
 

de
str

oy
ed

 w
er

e 
re

bu
ilt.

 B
ef

or
e 

lo
ng

, m
en

 w
er

e 
go

in
g 

in
to

 sp
ac

e 
ag

ai
n,

 a
nd

 a
ct

ua
lly

 
bu

ild
in

g 
ne

w 
cit

ie
s o

n 
ot

he
r w

or
ld

s. 
It 

wa
s t

he
 d

aw
n 

of
 th

e 
So

la
r A

llia
nc

e.
”

   
  “

Th
e 

So
la

r A
llia

nc
e?

 I’
ve

 n
ev

er
 h

ea
rd

 o
f t

ha
t,”

 C
or

rin
 sa

ys
.

   
  “

It 
wa

s t
he

 g
re

at
es

t g
ov

er
nm

en
t e

ve
r m

ad
e 

by
 h

um
an

s. 
It 

ru
le

d 
ov

er
 m

os
t o

f h
um

an
-

ity
 a

nd
 g

ui
de

d 
th

em
 a

s t
he

y s
pr

ea
d 

to
 d

oz
en

s, 
th

en
 h

un
dr

ed
s, 

th
en

 th
ou

sa
nd

s o
f w

or
ld

s.
 

So
m

et
im

es
 w

or
ld

s b
ro

ke
 a

wa
y a

nd
 tr

ie
d 

to
 fi

gh
t t

he
 A

llia
nc

e,
 b

ut
 m

os
t p

eo
pl

e 
we

re
 

ha
pp

y w
ith

 th
em

. T
he

y w
at

ch
ed

 o
ve

r h
um

an
ity

 fo
r o

ve
r t

wo
 th

ou
sa

nd
 ye

ar
s.”

   
  “

W
ow

, t
ha

t’s
 a

 re
al

ly 
lo

ng
 ti

m
e!

” 
Th

e 
gi

rl 
sh

us
he

s C
or

rin
 a

t h
is 

in
te

rje
ct

io
n,

 a
nd

 I 
co

n-
tin

ue
. T

he
y’

re
 b

ot
h 

sta
rin

g 
in

te
nt

ly 
at

 m
e 

no
w,

 a
nd

 I 
se

e 
ev

en
 th

e 
pa

re
nt

s a
re

 w
at

ch
in

g.
   

  “
An

yw
ay

, a
fte

r t
wo

 th
ou

sa
nd

 ye
ar

s, 
it 

wa
s t

he
 g

re
at

es
t a

ge
 o

f m
an

kin
d.

 It
 se

em
ed

 lik
e 

th
er

e 
wa

s n
o 

lim
it 

to
 th

e 
m

ira
cle

s w
e 

co
ul

d 
ac

co
m

pl
ish

. T
hi

s w
or

ld
 w

as
 o

ne
 o

f t
ho

u-
sa

nd
s t

ha
t w

er
e 

be
au

tifu
l. 

So
, s

o 
be

au
tifu

l…
” 

I t
ra

il o
ff 

fo
r a

 m
om

en
t b

ef
or

e 
co

nt
in

ui
ng

. 
“T

he
re

 w
er

e 
pl

an
ts 

of
 a

ll k
in

ds
, t

re
es

 a
s t

al
l a

s b
ui

ld
in

gs
. A

nd
 th

e 
pe

op
le

 liv
ed

 in
 p

ea
ce

 
wi

th
 a

ll t
he

 d
iffe

re
nt

 a
ni

m
al

s, 
un

til…
” 

I p
au

se
 d

ra
m

at
ica

lly
, a

nd
 th

e 
ch

ild
re

n 
le

an
 fo

rw
ar

d 
ex

pe
ct

an
tly

.

Running Out of  Ink

13

Mind wandering, 
Thinking sorrowfully back on,

 The institution

Thinking fearfully ahead,
will the government, 
shove pills through his esophagus? 
if he doesn’t, will he go back?

To bleach white rooms,
where he trudges, 
the weight of his illness upon him,
reaching out, 
hands pressed against the glass,
yearning to feel alive once more.
  
When he can no longer stay,
he leaves with empty pockets,
a deadened mind,
living on cement and cardboard,
dying beside a back alley dumpster. 
glad he has his medicine. 

Mental Health
Christopher Barber
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  “

H
ey

 m
ist

er
, d

o 
yo

u 
kn

ow
 a

ny
 st

or
ie

s?
” 

I l
oo

k 
up

 fr
om

 m
y m

ea
l a

nd
 g

ive
 th

e 
bo

y a
 

qu
izz

ica
l lo

ok
. H

e 
sta

re
s a

t m
e 

ex
pe

ct
an

tly
, t

ho
ug

h 
hi

s l
ittl

e 
sis

te
r i

gn
or

es
 th

e 
qu

es
tio

n 
an

d 
ke

ep
s e

at
in

g.
 T

he
ir 

pa
re

nt
s s

ta
nd

 a
 sh

or
t w

ay
s o

ff 
wi

th
 th

ei
r m

ea
ls,

 ta
lki

ng
 q

ui
et

ly 
to

 
ea

ch
 o

th
er

, a
nd

 th
ei

r b
od

yg
ua

rd
 si

ts 
in

 th
e 

di
rt 

ne
ar

 th
e 

fa
m

ily
’s 

ca
rt.

 T
he

 c
hi

ld
re

n 
an

d 
I a

re
 se

at
ed

 o
n 

tw
o 

ro
ck

s u
nd

er
ne

at
h 

an
 o

ve
rh

an
g,

 ta
kin

g 
sh

el
te

r f
ro

m
 th

e 
sc

or
ch

in
g 

wa
ste

la
nd

 su
n 

wh
ile

 w
e 

sh
ar

e 
a 

m
ea

l.
   

  “
St

or
ie

s, 
hu

h?
 W

hy
 d

o 
yo

u 
th

in
k 

I k
no

w 
an

y s
to

rie
s?

” 
H

e 
re

tu
rn

s m
y l

oo
k 

wi
th

 o
ne

 o
f 

in
cr

ed
ul

ity
, a

s i
f t

he
 a

ns
we

r i
s o

bv
io

us
.

   
  “

W
el

l, 
yo

u 
lo

ok
 re

al
ly 

ol
d,

 so
 yo

u 
m

us
t k

no
w 

so
m

e 
go

od
 o

ne
s.”

 I 
ca

n 
se

e 
th

e 
m

ot
he

r 
m

ov
e 

to
 sc

ol
d 

hi
m

 fo
r h

is 
in

se
ns

itiv
ity

, b
ut

 m
y l

au
gh

te
r c

ha
ng

es
 h

er
 m

in
d.

 I 
sc

ra
tc

h 
th

e 
gr

ay
 h

ai
r o

n 
m

y f
ac

e 
an

d 
no

d.
 “

Ye
ah

, I
’m

 o
ld

. I
 k

no
w 

so
m

e 
sto

rie
s. 

W
hy

 d
o 

yo
u 

wa
nt

 to
 

he
ar

 th
em

?”
   

  “
I w

an
t t

o 
be

 a
 st

or
yte

lle
r w

he
n 

I g
ro

w 
up

. M
y f

at
he

r t
el

ls 
m

e 
so

m
e 

re
al

ly 
go

od
 o

ne
s,

 
bu

t h
e 

al
wa

ys
 sa

ys
 th

e 
sa

m
e 

on
es

 o
ve

r a
nd

 o
ve

r. 
I w

an
t t

o 
le

ar
n 

al
l o

f t
he

m
 so

 I 
ne

ve
r 

ha
ve

 to
 sa

y t
he

 sa
m

e 
sto

ry
 tw

ice
!”

 I 
sm

ile
 a

 lit
tle

 a
nd

 p
re

te
nd

 n
ot

 to
 n

ot
ice

 th
e 

fa
th

er
 

lo
ok

in
g 

em
ba

rra
ss

ed
.

   
  “

W
el

l, 
al

rig
ht

. J
us

t t
hr

ee
 d

ay
s a

go
, I

 w
as

 in
 a

 to
wn

 c
al

le
d 

Si
nk

ho
le

. T
he

re
 w

as
 a

 n
ice

 

Si
tt

in
g

Br
ian

 H
ud

son

15

wo
m

an
 th

er
e 

na
m

ed
 R

eg
in

a…
”

   
  “

N
o,

 th
at

 so
un

ds
 b

or
in

g,
” 

he
 c

ut
s m

e 
of

f. 
“Ju

st 
ho

w 
ol

d 
ar

e 
yo

u?
 I 

be
t y

ou
 k

no
w

 
sto

rie
s o

f w
ha

t t
he

 w
or

ld
 w

as
 lik

e 
be

fo
re

 th
e 

wa
r. 

M
y f

at
he

r s
ai

d 
th

er
e 

us
ed

 to
 b

e 
ot

he
r 

wo
rld

s w
ith

 p
eo

pl
e 

on
 th

em
 to

o.
 D

o 
yo

u 
kn

ow
 a

ny
th

in
g 

ab
ou

t t
he

m
?”

 I 
ha

ve
 to

 sa
y, 

I’m
 

im
pr

es
se

d.
 M

os
t p

eo
pl

e 
I m

ee
t d

on
’t 

ha
ve

 a
ny

 c
on

ce
pt

 o
f o

ut
er

 sp
ac

e 
or

 w
ha

t h
um

an
 

hi
sto

ry
 w

as
 lik

e 
be

fo
re

 th
e 

wa
r. 

Th
e 

fa
th

er
 m

us
t h

av
e 

ha
d 

ac
ce

ss
 to

 so
m

e 
re

al
ly 

ol
d 

re
co

rd
s.

   
  “

St
or

ie
s b

ef
or

e 
th

e 
wa

r, 
hu

h?
” 

I r
un

 a
 h

an
d 

th
ro

ug
h 

m
y s

ho
rt 

an
d 

gr
ay

 h
ai

r. 
“Y

es
, I

 
kn

ow
 a

 fe
w 

fro
m

 th
at

 ti
m

e.
 Y

ou
 w

an
t t

o 
he

ar
 a

bo
ut

 th
at

, C
or

rin
?”

 T
he

 b
oy

 n
od

s e
xc

it-
ed

ly.
 “A

lri
gh

t. 
W

el
l, 

lo
ng

 a
go

, a
 v

er
y, 

ve
ry

 lo
ng

 ti
m

e 
ag

o,
 h

um
an

s l
ive

d 
on

 a
 w

or
ld

 c
al

le
d 

Ea
rth

. I
t w

as
 th

e 
on

ly 
wo

rld
 th

ey
 k

ne
w.

 B
ut

 th
ey

 d
id

 a
m

az
in

g 
th

in
gs

. T
he

y b
ui

lt 
m

ac
hi

ne
s 

th
at

 c
ou

ld
 th

in
k 

lik
e 

pe
op

le
 a

nd
 lin

k 
th

e 
en

tir
e 

hu
m

an
 ra

ce
 to

ge
th

er
 in

 o
ne

 g
ia

nt
 c

om
-

m
un

ity
, t

he
y c

ou
ld

 fl
y t

hr
ou

gh
 th

e 
ai

r o
r d

ig
 th

ro
ug

h 
th

e 
gr

ou
nd

, a
nd

 th
ey

 e
ve

n 
se

nt
 m

en
 

in
to

 sp
ac

e!
”

   
  “

D
id

 th
ey

 g
o 

to
 o

th
er

 w
or

ld
s?

” 
C

or
rin

 in
te

rru
pt

s. 
I s

ha
ke

 m
y h

ea
d.

 “
N

o,
 n

ot
 ye

t. 
W

e 
on

ly 
se

nt
 a

 fe
w 

m
en

 to
 th

e 
m

oo
n.

 A
fte

r w
e 

di
d 

th
at

, w
e 

sto
pp

ed
 d

oi
ng

 it
 fo

r a
 w

hi
le

 
be

ca
us

e 
ev

er
yo

ne
 w

an
te

d 
to

 fo
cu

s o
n 

m
ak

in
g 

th
ei

r l
ive

s b
et

te
r.

   
  “

Bu
t a

 lo
t o

f t
he

m
 w

er
en

’t 
ha

pp
y. 

Th
e 

pe
op

le
 fo

ug
ht

 th
em

se
lve

s c
on

sta
nt

ly 
fo

r a
ll 

kin
ds

 o
f r

ea
so

ns
. A

s t
he

 p
op

ul
at

io
n 

of
 E

ar
th

 g
ot

 b
ig

ge
r a

nd
 b

ig
ge

r, 
so

 d
id

 th
e 

co
nf

lic
ts.
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I learned confidence
the way I learned to 
climb a tree, trusting 
the branches that
bowed beneath my 
toes. Hand in hand, 
I relied on the hold 
of parted bark, 
embracing the trunk 
with my thighs until 
the tree and I were 
one, breathing in each 
other.  Breathing into 
vertigo from the 
highest limb, I looked
down on fresh stumps
--man’s making, and 
the branches, now 
twigs, that easily break 
their promises.

Uncertainty
Amy Johnson
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  “

…
U

nt
il t

he
 m

on
ste

rs 
ca

m
e.

 Te
rri

bl
e 

be
as

ts,
 fr

om
 a

no
th

er
 u

ni
ve

rse
 lik

e 
ou

rs,
 o

nl
y 

m
ad

e 
of

 d
ar

kn
es

s i
ns

te
ad

 o
f l

ig
ht

. T
he

re
 w

er
e 

co
un

tle
ss

 d
iffe

re
nt

 k
in

ds
 o

f m
on

ste
rs,

 a
nd

 
th

ey
 h

ad
 n

o 
na

m
e 

fo
r t

he
m

se
lve

s. 
W

e 
sim

pl
y c

al
le

d 
th

em
 th

e 
G

re
at

 E
ne

m
y.

   
  “

Th
ey

 w
en

t t
o 

m
an

y w
or

ld
s, 

an
d 

kil
le

d 
so

 m
an

y p
eo

pl
e.

 T
he

 h
um

an
s f

ou
gh

t t
he

m
 

as
 h

ar
d 

as
 th

ey
 c

ou
ld

, a
nd

 h
el

d 
th

em
 o

ff 
fo

r c
en

tu
rie

s. 
Th

e 
wa

r w
as

 so
 lo

ng
 a

nd
 te

rri
bl

e 
en

tir
e 

ge
ne

ra
tio

ns
 k

ne
w 

no
th

in
g 

bu
t f

ig
ht

in
g.

 B
ut

 it
 w

as
n’

t e
no

ug
h.

 T
he

 G
re

at
 E

ne
m

y 
ke

pt
 d

es
tro

yin
g 

m
or

e 
an

d 
m

or
e 

wo
rld

s. 
Ev

en
 th

is 
wo

rld
 w

as
 a

tta
ck

ed
 b

y t
he

m
, a

nd
 

tu
rn

ed
 in

to
 th

e 
wa

ste
la

nd
 it

 is
 n

ow
, b

ut
 w

e 
su

rv
ive

d 
an

d 
fo

ug
ht

 th
em

 o
ff.

” 
As

 if
 to

 e
m

-
ph

as
ize

 m
y p

oi
nt

, a
 g

us
t o

f w
in

d 
bl

ew
 a

 c
lo

ud
 o

f d
us

t t
hr

ou
gh

 o
ur

 sp
ot

 a
nd

 th
e 

ch
ild

re
n 

co
ug

he
d.

   
  “

Th
e 

wa
r o

nl
y e

nd
ed

 w
he

n 
we

 sn
uc

k 
in

to
 th

ei
r o

wn
 u

ni
ve

rse
 a

nd
 d

es
tro

ye
d 

th
e 

so
ur

ce
 o

f t
he

 g
at

ew
ay

s t
ha

t l
et

 th
em

 c
om

e 
in

to
 o

ur
 u

ni
ve

rse
. B

ut
 b

y t
he

n,
 m

os
t w

or
ld

s 
wi

th
 h

um
an

s o
n 

th
em

 h
ad

 b
ee

n 
de

str
oy

ed
, o

r t
er

rib
ly 

bu
rn

ed
.

   
  “

Th
e 

pe
op

le
 o

f o
ur

 w
or

ld
 su

rv
ive

d,
 th

ou
gh

, a
nd

 st
ru

gg
le

d 
to

 re
bu

ild
. T

ha
t w

as
 w

he
n 

m
ay

be
 yo

ur
 g

re
at

-g
re

at
-g

ra
nd

pa
re

nt
s w

er
e 

al
ive

. W
e’

ve
 m

ad
e 

a 
lo

t o
f p

ro
gr

es
s, 

bu
t w

e 
sti

ll h
av

e 
a 

lo
ng

 w
ay

s t
o 

go
.”

   
  I

 le
an

ed
 b

ac
k 

an
d 

sp
re

ad
 m

y a
rm

s w
id

e.
 “A

nd
, h

er
e 

we
 a

re
!”

 B
ot

h 
ch

ild
re

n’
s m

ou
th

s 
ar

e 
sli

gh
tly

 a
ga

pe
, a

nd
 n

ei
th

er
 o

f t
he

m
 sa

y a
ny

th
in

g.
 I 

no
tic

e 
th

e 
pa

re
nt

s a
re

 st
an

di
ng

 
an
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Mona,
Mona,
Marvelous Mona,
Mocha complexion,
Matured expeditiously, generated a meandrous motif
Could have been mentioned with Melyssa Ford and Marilyn 
Monroe
Majestic motions making men malfunction
Motivating malarkey from them, muttering:
“Muh-muh-maybe we could see a muh-movie”
Molting males not mackin’ mistake-free
All of muliebrity maliciously murmured:
“Maybe she’s made with it,
Maybe it’s Maybelline.”
Mona metamorphosed to maniac for
Materialistic, muddleheaded mofos
Who’d murder to get her massive monkey
And whose main concerns were:
Money, moola, mazuma, and mediums of marketry
Moreover,
Murky and Malevolent as Mephistopheles
Miscreants magnetized her, made her as moist as marshland
…But Mona was far from a moron
Mindful of the marrow of mezmirization

Mona 
Morgan Coby
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Had the merit of modern medication
...Mona was a martinet
Her medial entrance managing mentalities of motley men:
Militants, masculine, meek, mindless, even metrosexual
This moll migrated from man to man
Mooching to maximize her meager restitution
Her monkeyshines gave her a new moniker:
Madam Mona the Money-Hungry
…Mona mutated to a muckamuck
Using her magnum opus for a myriad of means:
Mobile phone contracts, marble floors, menial moil, men to 
mate with, machines mended, merriment, medicine, merce-
naries, Metropolitan lodging, Mercedes Benzes,
Mutilated mutual funds from mawkish men who masturbated 
at midnight,
Envisioning her legs moving to and fro, hearing her moan
…Mona had it made!
Mona,
Mona,
Meretricious Mona,
Wasn’t even moderately modest
Masquerading nothing for the mind
Externally magnificent,
Internally moldering from the many, many, many, many, many, 
many, MANY machos that meshed their flesh with hers
Time met up with Mona,
Giving her masterpiece physique a mastodonic markdown
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Motions became maladroit, marks of age materialized
Makeup no longer masking her marred beauty
Image gradually moved from the minds of many
Mona,
Mona,
Misguided Mona,
Didn’t mind the memo
Misappropriated her masterwork, manifesting a measureless 
murk around her renown
Mona should have moseyed to a marriageable, mellow, 
soul-brotha
The same mofos that were mundane in school, became mil-
lionaires in mansions
Mona,
Mona,
Misfortunate Mona,
Offering mea culpa to the Most High
Mourning morningly on what must have been
A marital ritual
Mona and Mr. Miraculous moving to a place on Melrose
Having monuments made for her, being mollycoddled
Her monstrous mistakes and messin’ around left her unwed, 
unloved, and childless
Mona was an enduring mockery among all
Her misadventures and miseducation are unfortunately…
…Realities for sisters misusing what’s mightier than machetes  
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He tosses the bales
until they scrape at the ceiling,
 disrupting swallows and bats
and raising a green cloud of dust 
to the heavens.  The cloud spreads, 
depositing bits of alfalfa in our
noses and eyes and hair.  The old barns
new perfume of dried out sunshine and earth
erases the musk and rot—everything is green and new
and heavy.  His forehead hosts streaks of sweat 
and green powder. It drips
into his eyes and ears, and leaves pools 
down the back of his faded T-shirt. His arms
 ripple, never tiring, and never, ever 
failing.   Five thousand pounds
 of green fuel to be stacked—
 and he still goes on, but I can never 
match him. I can roll, I can push, 
but never throw. The hay—ripe, new 
and bristling with potential, will be consumed. 
 Fed to ruminating animals, thrown
as bedding to be trampled, sacrificed 
to a garden to kill 
her weeds.  I watch this man use himself up—

Hay Bales
Amy Hinman

29



30

and I want him to stop.  Who will throw the bales
once he cannot?  Who will hold his grandchildren,
 his wife?  It is only he, and like the hay, 
he too will become the chaff
 that floats into every crevice,
every forgotten corner.  A green river crawls 
down my cheek—it’s life is short; he doesn’t 
notice.  So I join him in the chorus of
Hard Day’s Night, our voices dancing 
together, a duet of almos t- harmonies.
For now, I roll him hay bales.  And for now
he is mine to keep.
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Restless
A surging storm swells inside me
I am drowning
Bathed in beautiful pain
Choked by relentless rain
Tempted by thoughts of sur-
render
I am drowning.

Endless
The undertow swallows me deep
I am drowning
Soothed by promising lies
Cried on by darkening skies
Calmed by the chaos of currents
I am drowning.

Listless
The storm screams at my 
silence
I am drowning
Released from the burdens 
of life
Saved by a forgiving knife
Rocked in a cradling wave
Receiving peace I had craved
Knowing the battle was won
Kissed by the solicitous sun
Stroked by the softening sea
Permitted to finally be free

I have drowned.

Drowning
Stephanie Plotkin
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Sitting in the
Dark,
with only
one light
above your
head,
a red
potent
drink in
hand.
Thousands upon
thousands of
small pieces 
of glass
scattered 
across the
floor.

Mend them 
together,
if you 
can.
That piece,
sharp and

jagged is
your 
anger.
That other
one,
bright and
shiny is
your 
joy. 
And that
Midnight black
one is
your
despair and
pain. 

These pieces,
all of
them,
came from
that mirror
by your
side. 
Its brown

Sitting in the Dark
Theresa Johnstone
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In a gray flash flood that dissolves the frozen world
Spring arrives in its mercurial splendor
Frigid air saturates the slushy carnage
Covering the barren ground
Taking a frosty jab
Whenever the sun’s back is turned

Spring is ambivalent in this world
Frosted one day, green the next
Forget me, forget me not

In a rogue flash of passion that disrupts our frozen 
world
Love reveals its fickle nature
Anger takes advantage of confusion
Expressed within my hopeless gaze
Taking an icy jab
Whenever everyone’s backs are turned

Spring is ambivalent in our world
Distant one day, passionate the next
Forget me, forget me not

Forget Me, Forget Me Not
Laura Earle
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wood frame is
decorative and
detailed as
well as 
large.

Do you 
remember it,
when it still
had its
glass. 
All the colors it
had.
They made 
you ugly,
even though
outside 
you were
beautiful.
That green 
color…
envy.
That gold 
color…
greed.
That purple
color…

Pride.
And that 
Black piece,
that Black
piece,
sat in the 
middle.

Do you
remember
fearing that
mirror while
seeing 
yourself in
it.
Do you 
remember
throwing your
fist back.
Do you 
remember,
picking up
each piece,
with bloody
hands,
to wash
out the
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color.
That black
one,
that black
one,
was the
only one to 
refuse.
Do you
remember the
hand mirror
in your
lap,
white and
plain,
its frame
empty and
waiting to
be filled.

Throw the 
Black piece
away.
Do not 
pick it
up.
Do not

Running Out of  Ink

place it
in this
new mirror.
Yet this
mirror will 
feel 
incomplete
with out 
It.

Sitting in the
Dark,
with only
one light
above your
head,
a red
potent
drink in
hand.
Thousands upon
thousands of
small pieces 
of glass
scattered 
across the
floor.
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Put yourself
back 
together.
Find the
true
You
in the
pieces.
Before the
light goes
out.
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She choked on the mist
of tears as they burned away
the flesh and sinew of her 
delicate face and washed away
her long lashes and full lips.

The acid torrent’s flow
moved with the heaving of 
her buxom chest, racing to
expose her blushing heart. 
I thought to stop its frantic beating

with my crushing fist
as she whispered through
each exquisite cry
“How could you
do this to me?”

Her tears kept eating away, 
cleansing her bones. They burned
through the hardwood floor
and into my basement
where I kept the bodies

Innocene 
Christopher James
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of those who came before,
Andrea, Katie, Megan and Sandra,
hanging on meat hooks that
I bought after my mother left,
with aspirations of holding up

the idea of love. 



54

We should be gone,
which I emphasize 
when I extract my phone from my pocket,
so I can check the time
and justify the tapping of my foot,

but this becomes mundane
so instead, I pace the hallway—
scanning for that promised minute
which fluttered away—

as mom chatters with grandma
and dad fixates his attention to the baseball game,
and I curse my idealism
that believed there was no need to drive separately,
so I could have avoided this masquerading minute. 

In a Minute
Josh Campeau
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Our softly spoken words of
truth, life and love were 
barely audible over the splashing
fountain, but helped warm
our faces against the wind
as a single gilded leaf fell between
our outstretched hands.
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In blackness, pink slippers 
tiptoe to metallic strips on 
scuffed, black flooring.  The 
painted faces search for their 

places behind the red velvet, 
and a cough from the front 
row echoes off of brick,  
alluding an empty audience. 

Uniformed minds reel, rewind, 
replay, lazily marking 
pas de bourrées because no one 
is watching. I slouch because

no one is watching, until
a splinter of light grows 
wider—expands like my 
lungs.  Draws my shoulders 

back like the curtain that 
reveals eyes—hundreds of 
waiting eyes on me as I 
stumble, fall, forget months 

of rehearsal, but stand 
back up to pirouette 
as the others pique turn.

The Recital
Amy Johnson
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Lisa and I sat at the edge
of the wishing well, 
watching as summer’s last
hopeful gasp turned to
mist on the dreams of those 
who came before us to 
cast a wish at Aphrodite’s feet. 

We, too, cast our silver dollar dreams 
into the waves, as our dangling feet
skimmed the surface of the 
cool water and brushed against
the golden leaves that struggled 
to stay afloat on the sea, lest they fall 
into the world of wishing.

I wondered what wish she had
whispered to the goddess, 
imbuing the words within the silver 
that now lay at the bottom of the 
sea of dreams, just as my own had 
come to rest on the image 
of her pursed lips. 

Beneath the Surface
Christopher James
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Robins and sparrows sit still in the tree tops
their heads bowed and beaks closed 
in an endless silent prayer 
the cicadas do not sing to the sun 
as it rises over the tops of the trees 
whose leaves are stiff to the wind, 
soundless in the breeze 

The grass screams beneath my rubber soles
it deafens me for a moment
I beg for the waves of green to muffle
the sound of my footsteps
but the booming fills my eardrums
and spills over to run down my face 
down my spine
to the flowers shaking in my fingers

Petals float from the flowers and speckle the green
small bursts of creamy pink,
flawless whites,
warm reds,
all diluting the crass mud
covering the entrance to another world
with a thick layer of filth

A Farewell
Paige Pierog
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e 
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to
 m

ov
e 

th
an

 C
ar

lin
 h
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th
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 m
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 a
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t a

s 
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th
e 

cr
at

e 
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d 
be

en
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pt
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s 
th
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en
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sh
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cr

at
e 
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 s
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l c
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pp
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he

r 
w
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t f
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m
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It 
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y 
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n 
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 a
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C
ar

lin
 c
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gh
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ke
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 b
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m
an
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d 
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y 
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 b

e 
w

ea
rin
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 c
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 c
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h 
as

 h
e 

ha
d 

cr
in

ge
d 

at
 th
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en
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 p
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 c
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t d
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 d
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e 
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 b
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I d
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 d
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 c
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’s
 g
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 m
e.
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e 

m
an

 o
ut

 o
f h

is
 h

ou
se

.
H

ow
ev

er
, C

ar
lin
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 b
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 b
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t b
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 c
al

lin
g 

ou
t f

or
 th

e 
m

an
 to

 
w

ai
t. 

H
e 

pl
ac

ed
 h
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.
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.
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 b
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 m
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 c
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 p
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.



      Writers’ Club at Grand Valley State University consists 
largely of student writers who do not study writing profes-
sionally.  It is a designated time and place for students to 
convene once a week to discuss their writing and develop 
ideas.  All genres are welcome at Writers’ Club, including 
poetry, fiction, non-fiction and drama.

Join Writers’ Club

      In winter 2009, we printed our first publication in 
many years, titled Don’t Open This. In winter of 2010, the 
first publication of Running Out of Ink was released and 
in fall 2010 Running Out of Ink was published again with 
the intention of making it a semi-annual publication to 
be released both fall and winter semesters.  Submissions 
from both members and non-members are accepted and 
considered for publication.

About this Publication
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atop a shining silver vessel
made dull with the weight of grief
though containing the essence of beauty
safely within a pearl satin trim

A single slab of smooth white concrete
sleeps partially sunken into the upset ground
littered with grass seed and decaying petals
its sharp corners crawl with ants 
that trudge over the oily smear of tears
that stained the pure white solidity
to carry the fallen colors to their own grave

The slab has no marks and no symbols
it is bare and purposeless, except 
to provide a vapid foundation for a
marriage of the living and dead,
a pedestal for the mockery of 
life growing from what was once lively
Flowers stand in vases
in a half moon of pigments splashed
among entwining leaves that 
hug each other tightly 
in a safe loop that suddenly
stops with no explanation

Daffodil, aster, and chrysanthemum
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perfume swells in a cloud that begins bright,
reaching toward the warm rays of the sun,
but falls below the saltiness the grass breathes
from the tears the trees and blooms have cried
and never stop crying
the dampness so widespread
earth itself seems to be weeping,
sorry for swallowing such a being
in one, unforgiving gulp

I place my roses among the other blossoms
withholding one rose from the chorus
of solemn color that gently croons
of the sorrows of the lost and broken

My fingers brush the slab the sun
diligently tries to warm
but it is cold, not as ice,
but as something more permanent,
more breathtaking,
more sinister

A vigilant candle watches over
normally burning to provide comfort and warmth
but now out
perhaps from the overwhelming dampness
of an atmosphere heavy with sad drops

75

Winter 2012

of helplessness and abandonment

I place my remaining rose, a crimson one,
single and loving,
on the edge of the slab so it almost kisses
a larger stone engraved with a justification

of God’s mistake
holding my token is a small plaque with a promise,
my promise,
of a friendship that will, indeed,
last forever.
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