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The two stood in the paling haze of twilight
Stencilled silhouettes

marked bold against the tangerine sky.
They stare silently at the blaze...

Shrouded in velveteen folds of night

the sun's hues, diluted, have slipped from the periphery.
Light drained

dripping from the horizon to fall as morning rain

onto the gray faces around the edge of the world
Washing them alive.

Saturated in the gloom

she dove deep into the liquid depths of his eyes
As they steadied themselves solftly upon her,
Sedate and cool

like still, black pools

Without reflections.

All at once the skies let go—

It came cascading into their faces.
Tilting heads to the hidden stars,
Water streamed down twisted necks
in waves

Searching over silent, balming,
moving lips

Into mouths, open and breathing
Tasting it all...

Incessantly the rain came down.



The two stood wrapped in the torrents of the storm.
Drowning inside each other

and becoming water themselves only to run into everything
like a watercolor, stroked with a wet brush.

And in the blur

He slipped from the page—

She stood there hugging herself,

thin strands of hair clinging in dark lines to her face.

When she opened her eyes

he was walking away through the curtains of rain.
And they closed behind him.

Whatever fell washed things away

Nothing she said could be heard anymore
because words had no strength

Suddenly.

She dove too deep.

The light was dim now

Color muted.

And the blaze from the sun, quenched—
She blended with the soaking blackness
and fell asleep.

—Jill Hindle






So many faces have I felt

In tired sun beat skies

We share the wing on which we fled
As current ripples stay the tides
Yellow moons on water wide

Tell me now does time have sides?

So many faces have I left
Tumble over rocks in streams
Lift my head and pound my heart
Leaving only dread it seems

To me, am I the only left?

I, apart, my dreams bereft
Sinking love and love is vast
Now is ever but the past

Future lies beneath our grasp

Of soaring days, embittered nights

From when we wake, the mourning over
To when we sleep in sweetness die
Solitary moons in stars

Quiet life of hidden Mars

Sing the open world of eyes

Fleeing 'till our lasting sighs.

—Anonymous



The Bars

He sat at his plain wooden table and glanced around at the plain and
skanty furnishings. They were his, his forever. A blank piece of paper lay
in front of him.

"Hey, you dummy! Yeah—I'm talking to you! Why don't you write on
me? Decorate me! Come on what's the matter, pretty boy? Mister ath-
letic with a future. Decorate me!" screeched the paper.

The young man glared at the paper and shook his head to deafen the
words. He grasped his pen and slashed the paper—shredding and destroy-
ing its existence—hearing it scream. He quickly glanced at his watch —
7:25 am. Almost time for breakfast.

Whoosh...Breakfast slid under the door. As usual, cold porridge.

"Ha! Ha! Ha! Here I am again! You'll never get rid of me. Cold.

Wet. Pasty."

The man growled and cursed at it. Grabbing the spoon, he stabbed it
in the heart of the porridge.

"AAAAAHHHHHHH!!" He dropped it with a clatter, not bothering to
listen anymore.

8:03 am. He tore open the door and slammed it. HARD. She was
hurting, splitting in her abuse.

"Please, stop, don't hit me anymore. What have I ever done to you?"
she moaned.

His eyes red and greying hair tousled, he glared and opened his mouth,
but shut it.

The sun shone. It was angry, beating, punishing him. He started to
run, he set a pace, breathing in and out. 1 mile, 2 miles, 3 miles, finally
4 miles.

"Done." He was breathing hard. He felt as if he had been running for
his lifetime. But hadn't he already? Hadn't he? Hadn't he already been
caught?

11:30 am. He walked back down the plain dark corridor. It talked to
him, screamed to him. Some voices were familiar, others unknown.

He tried to cover his ears, but couldn't. They felt as if clasped tight in
iron, in punishment.



He ran to his room and slammed the door, ignoring the pleading and
hurting.

It was around 4 or 5 now. He looked at his hands. They looked
wrinkled and hardworked. Did they deserve this? Did he deserve this?

He rose from the chair and straggled to the bathroom where he turned
on the water and warmed it. But it burned him. Screeching with laughter.
It flowed anger and vengeance. He stared in disbelief and begging eyes.
He yanked his hands away, shut off the water, and dashed to his window.

It was late now. It was dark outside and the stars shone and grass far
away in the hills beyond his reach giggled and danced with the wind.
Sighing and with moist eyes, he ran his arthritic hands through his thin
grey hair and focused on them.

'There were many of them. They gleamed and snickered at him, "You
thought you were strong and cold. We're stronger and colder than you are.
We always have and always will be. Long after you're gone, we'll still be
here!"

The withered man grabbed at them with his hands, with all his strength
he could not break them, he could not free himself. They would break
him.

—Aldora Wun

—Stephan Erard



In the morning, there's a headache, a cold back in your face, and
the sun laughing in at you to find you in such a position. You look
around slowly, disappointed to find that it is indeed just a room,
and see that none of the magic and excitement you swore had spun
there the night before has stayed to see your awakening. Furtively,
you slip about the room, gathering clothes, constantly glancing over
to make sure he hasn't been awake and watching. Well, that's it,
little girl. You've done it. You survey the area again to assure
you've sterilized it entirely of your person, that no reminders
remain. Lighting a cigarette, you slip out the door, leaving only a
couple of tendrils of smoke to writhe their way into nothing.

—Anonymous



—Theresa Rosas



Depressed, 10:20 pm

Here within lies the storm

which I long to control

swirling in its eye

in my eye

Blind fury, I rage unknown

a siren voice sings, from the heart
thrusting, flinging asunder

the debris long separated

scattering and wasting away
reshaping great monoliths

into insignificant pebbles, morsels
pressed molten into a throbbing sea
The calm of the eye

the heat of the fury with sculptors' hands
prodding, filing, compressing,

and destroying again

The pliable form that once was

and will always be by conservation
doomed to an inescapable existence
not to be settled.

—Jacquetta Brooks



LAVA

—Lana Abraham



What is a car freshener?

Is it a symbol of coolness?
Happiness? Freshness?

Car Fresheners make me feel strong;
They are sort of like cows.

Beautiful in their own ways;

Strange, but curiously interesting.

They both have about the same mentality
But car fresheners are easier

to look after

And less messy.

They fill the air with a powerful fresh scent.
I like to watch the little trees burgeon.

—Alysia Oakley



—Jenn Bourne



Existence is an odyssey,

to live and love and learn.

A voyage through eternity,

as time and nature turn.

A flicker—then extinguished,
But watch, it shall return

Tis strange that in its quelling,
We observe its spirit burn.

—Anonymous

—Jenny Hughes






Dedicated to Her

His hand of Anger
corrupting

Leaving scars on Her pale, fragile skin
corrupting

Her once innocent mind

His hand of Anger
bringing

Her down
bringing

Her pain

Nature's hand of Anger
striking
Her mother of innocence
Her mother who meant well for Her,
but is not there to see to it

Nature's hand of Anger

giving
Reality
of Death
to Her

giving
A reason not to wake up in the moming
Because of
Fear
Uncertainty
and even
Death.

—Anonymous



—Megan Henderson



—Jenks Whitrenburg



—Jenny Hughes



The thick atmosphere left little room for breathing. His only concern
was to reach the door on the other side of the room which insured escape.
People were stumbling in and out of his path which made his journey
longer and harder. Everyone was so damn drunk. The light was glowing
from underneath some girl's red shirt draped over the lamp. It was a zoo
of distorted human beings, vomiting up their lives at his feet. Instead of
being a casual spectator, he was trapped within the iron bars, suffocating
in the same terrified and painful way as the captive animals. "Fuck!"
someone yelled, accidentally setting the couch on fire trying to put out her
cigarette. "Damn it!" he thought to himself. "I gotta get outta here."

But it was too late. Smoke gushed everywhere, penetrating his skin
and invading his body, making it painful to breath. Tears trickled down
his face, eyes stinging from the dense curtain of smoke. The only one
sober enough, he brought the bottom of his shirt up to his mouth and ran
towards the door. It was hard. It seemed as if a million babbling idiots
pushed their way to the corners of the room, like spiders scrambling away
from stomping feet. He heard screams that would haunt him for the rest of
his life. He would wake from nightmares, sweating and babbling, his only
comfort, the deadly, still silence. Burning bodies, consumed by the pas-
sionate fire, twisting and turning into incredible shapes, eventually ending
up as ashes.

He was so close to the door, but waves of fools kept splashing over
him, begging him to join them in their painful ecstasy. Kicking now,
shoving, anything he could do, just to get to that door. Suddenly he broke
through into the damp night, the sheet of new air hitting him like a bliz-
zard. The rain, sweet and beautiful, landing peacefully on his face. He
breathed, as if for the first time, the marvelous air. Death and debauchery
behind him now, he watched as the room collapsed into itself.

Hours later there was nothing left but a pile of ashes and mud. The
drizzle was fresh and cool on his face as he surveyed the ruin. The last of
the media was leaving. "You know, you're lucky to be alive, kid," some
reporter told him in a voice of utmost condescending pity.

"Fuck you," he said, and kicked a puddle of rain and walked into the
dark night.

—Emmy Grinwis



—Jacquetta Brooks






