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TOM BOSWORTH 

Nighthawks 
 

After the painting by Edward Hopper 
 

This was a junction lost in folds of maps, 

a distant somewhere to stumble upon, 

but not a place in which someone arrives. 

Here was where I passed by a lonely pair. 

Their lips pursed shut, and yet revealed a tale. 

She stared between her fingers, quietly 

at fading embers of a Phillies’ smoke. 

She wore her best maroon attire and smile, 

however, she no longer dressed for him. 

She twirled the bare cigar, recalling the heat 

and the relaxing tingle it once poured. 

She snuffed the husk in her ceramic mug. 

He feared one day she might do him the same. 

He then pretended not to notice how 

she studied the handsome boy across the bar.  

He watched with numbness. Why him? 

He thought: was it his nose, the beakish hook? 

Perhaps it was his hands– grotesque talons? 

These thoughts remained cerebral, never voiced. 

That night, they acted how they did before. 

To them, the night drew on. They sat ashore 

on a fluorescent island, while afraid  

of unexplored darkness, and all it holds. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

JOHN GRAVES AWARD: WINNER 
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AMANDA FISK 

Street Corner Cafe 
 

I. 

We are the moon swallowed  

by the stars, an unending void  

of light. Tattoo Van Gogh  

on the insides of eyelids so  

we can only see beauty.  

Crush violet petals  

to stain our notebooks the same  

color as the blush that takes  

over the lake. We are not  

sunflowers, but warriors  

with speargrass on our side  

awaiting a time when roses have left  

us and the thorns are all that remains. 

II. 

Roses in the sky  
giant to the touch, ignorant  
to the sin of their innocence,  
the brilliant fire of rebirth.  
Moon child, forget-me-not  
under the chrysanthemums, the blood  
oranges and coffee early  
on the cobbled streets.  
Sun child, let us encase the whole  
world inside the art museum  
of oddities; we are  
the main exhibit, waiting 
for the worlds to become 
us in the starry night of dawn.  
 
 
 

JOHN GRAVES AWARD: HONORABLE MENTION 
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MARGARET MURRAY 

The Hunting Dogs 
 

Irrefutable, playfully coy 

as Athena, seated on her throne 

shawled in golden fur and dirt 

scrim of the brisk wind, the dogs 

roll in the thick mud. 

Over their furry coats a layer of grime 

floats unmovingly as a donkey or a pig. 

 

Smiling at the newfound bones, they gnaw 

devoutly as a monk 

forming a sacred prayer. 

The bones entertain them for hours. 

On the green hill, under the sunshine, 

they listen for the whistle, 

the call to hunt, their purpose. 

 

Flapping their wings, 

Birds fall from the sky. 

Looping back and forth, searching for the prey, 

the four-legged hunters 

swim through the clear-blue lake. 

Dusk ends their time of fun 

while far off, the foreman 

grinds the tractor,  

starting work away from the heat,  

the night, a time to wait  

for the next new day. 

 

 

 

 

 

JOHN GRAVES AWARD: HONORABLE MENTION 
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JAE RHEE 

Observer 
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DEVESH SINGH 

Memories of a Better Past, 2129 (Excerpt) 
 

The old woman and the boy huddled together. They could hear 

banging past on the other side of the door. 

 The old woman faced Quinten. 

 “Ray, listen carefully to me. Your parents have a second 

home, right?” 

 He nodded. 

 “This home.” 

 He nodded. 

 “During summers, they took you here, right?” 

 Memories came back to the boy. They were in the 

master bed room of the beach house (he loved to be here, 

because he played in the ocean and brought home sea urchins), 

and the old woman was there so that she could see America. 

And the banging, that was the robbers. 

 The boy nodded. 

 Why couldn’t he hear the waves? The boy tried hard to 

hear them, but he only heard the godawful banging. 

 “Ray, I need you to listen carefully. The men outside 

that door are dangerous. They will come inside and take 

everything that’s not safe.” 

 “Even the urchins?”  

 “Ray, listen- this is important. The men will hurt us if 

we do not hide. Now, I want you to remember, your parents 

had a safe room installed to protect you if this happened. Do 

you remember this? Inside the safe room they kept their 

valuables and food, so that they can stay there. But, and Ray, 

this is important, to open the safe room you need to put in a 

password. Ray, I need you to tell me the password.” 

 He mumbled. 

 “I’m sorry?” 

“I don’t remember.” 

“Ray,” the woman said. Irritation crept onto her face, 

into her tone. “I need you to remember. If you cannot 

remember, then the bad men will come in.” 

“They will take you away,” she said. 

“So please, tell me the passcode.” 
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“I don’t remember.” 

“I know you know it.” 

“I don’t.” 

-Ray, tell me the passcode. 
 “I don’t know,” Quinten said. “I can’t remember, I can’t 

remember, I can’t remember.” He started to cry. “I want to go 

back to your home. I want to eat the cake. I want to read your 

book.” 

 A moment of silence. 

 “Ray,” the old woman whispered. “We can’t go back to 

my house. We’re in America.” 

 “I don’t like this place. I don’t like my house. I don’t 

even like America. It’s cold and it’s scary, and the guards never 

smile, and I just want to go home. Don’t let them arrest me, 

please just take me back home…” 

-Stop. The scientist sighed.  

-Wipe out his memories. And the sequences too. I need to work 
with them.  

The scientist stared at the computer. Then the old woman 

shifted her gaze down, under the microphone and the speakers 

and the buttons below that to the wires poking underneath it 

all, and followed a bundle of them up and over, across the room 

and over a chair before reaching their end in the base of the 

neck of a young man well sedated. She was hired by a gang to 

work on his case a week ago. It should have been easy; he has 

the parental issues her very presence typically soothes. Yet 

something in his brain persists in between sequences. The 

illusion keeps falling apart, right at the end. Right at the code. 

Last case like this took a month, and she’s not sure her cut will 

be worth that. 

She has the time- the entirety of summer, even. The thieves 

plan to hit the house in the fall, and don’t need the code to their 

vault till then. And her cut was substantial- the kid really did 

come from a rich family- the stuff they keep stashed in their 

summer home alone can keep a family fed and clothed for a 

year. He was a real grab- they napped him while he was in 

transfer between prisons, and payed off the warden to cover it 

up. He’ll spend a decade in prison. 

He had his parents to thank for that. 
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But why did it have to be so darn frustrating. 

For a second, the old woman fantasizes about breaking his 

skull open, just beating it in with, say, the leg of a chair. She’d 

love that- turn up, say, sequence 2, let him eat cake in that 

vaguely European house, and all the while… 

Instead, she turns off the lights and walks out of the 

dilapidated building into New York City, hailing a cab. 

 

MAGGIE SHIPMAN 

Hanging on by a Thread 
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FAITH FRANZWA 

march 17 

 
the way 

the Sun looks  

in the mornings 

is different now. this  

happens every year. i 

never know when it’s going 

to happen but it always does 

it’s younger, maybe. or warmer. or  

maybe it’s the birds. They fly today 

and I don’t remember seeing them yesterday  

or the day before. but here they are 

flying gently, black tips reflecting off the blue. 

it could be the rain that came in the night that causes the 

change. the ground reflects the Sun. it looks younger, like 

the sky,  

brighter than yesterday. it finally woke up after a long 

time. there are  

no clouds. it makes the cold feel warmer and the sky look 

fresher. a blue  

so clear i can almost see through it. or maybe it’s the rose 

bud in the garden.  

it’s white but not the white in snow. like doves, and 

ducklings, and the 

Sun when it takes over the morning.  
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DARCY STACK 

A Eulogy 

 
his empathetic mouth 

closed up and his egyptian 

eyes pick up the broken 

leaves pressed into winter 

suburban concrete 

 

after he knows he smells  

of isolation his cackling 

laugh tears open  

his sports sweats my 

 

wonder boy 

who loves boys 

wishes he owned 

a secret identity 

 

the blood war painted  

across his forehead crusts 

into his scalp tinted 

with dollar shop hair gel 

I finally let him buy 

we would never speak 

 

in a few months 

by the time  

it had all dried though 

 

the cops should be in our driveway 

he is my garden 

between two children 

one that is never hungry 

and one that was never born 

and this is more than a eulogy 
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EMMA KARPMAN 

Dog Beach 

 

 
 

JAMES STUPFEL 

Blue Sail Boat 
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MAGGIE SHIPMAN 

Inabilities Caused by a Society Without Feelings 
 

Unable to move. 

Unable to speak. 

Frustration knitting the brow with the needles of pain, 

Drawing salt from the lightless windows to the effete soul. 

Unable to move. 

Unable to speak. 

Fists begin to clench, leaving gnawed nails to burrow into 

the fatigued skin, 

Worn from years of toil and compromise. 

Unable to move. 

Unable to speak. 

Ivories gritting to the point when their force just might 

break themselves, 

All the while perturbing sobs were choked back behind 

them. 

Unable to move. 

Unable to speak. 

Simultaneously, flashes of frenzied anger swept across 

the tormented mind, 

Flying thoughts filled with unanswered and inexplicable 

questions. 

Unable to speak. 

Unable to move. 

The surrounding world numb to the pain that was 

engulfing him; 

Leaving him alone, like so many others, suffocated by 

society. 

Unable to live. 
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NINO HERNANDEZ 

Elder 
 

With his wrinkled eyes, 

Stanley has seen years skid by. 

He has seen the world turn and flip in a matter of 

82 years. 

And in such a sudden movement, 

Something as simple and beloved as a solar flare 

Has subdued this world and set it to sleep. 

He no longer feels his limbs weighing down on his torso. 

His skin does not sag off of his bones. 

Now, 

He is but an entity. 

He consists of nothing and everything. 

Stanley no longer exists as an organism, 

But as a soul. 

Becoming aware of his loss of human familiarity, 

He realized that life as a human was such a small unit. 

Such a waste of time. 

The real Stanley has now begun. 

His opportunity to live life not constricted to Earth. 

He is free to view the infinite world, 

In his infinite life. 

A solar flare has brought him to his end a few years 

earlier. 

A solar flare has brought him to his beginning a few years 

earlier. 

He could not be more grateful. 

Reminiscing the end of his human life. 

He realized how trivial the panic was. 

Had he known where it would end up, 

He would not have died in a basement with his wife. 

He would have sat in the park and embraced it. 

Embraced this opportunity he had been given. 

Perhaps that was why humans feared death. 
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The empty void none had returned from. 

The panic and fear that perhaps the afterlife was pitiful. 

Dull. 

The fear that life on earth was the highlight. 

But it was just a footnote. 

Stanley still isn’t quite sure of what he is now. 

He’s not sure he wants to know. 

At this point, he doesn’t even know how long he’s been 

like this. 

What he feels now is not joy, 

But it is good. 

He craves these infinite opportunities that were anything 

but infinite 

In the human world. 

Stanley is nothing in particular, but essentially 

everything.  
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CHARLOTTE DOZIER 

  Cry 

 

 
 

FAITH FRANZWA 

To Write 
There’s no way to describe me  

without a special something. 

 

This thing makes it seem like words sing. 

Just as beautiful as dancing.  

Writing. 

Freedom, just like acting.  

 

Anywhere, anytime. 

You are Anything.  
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JAE RHEE 

A Love Poem to Iambic Pentameter 
 

Nothing 

Engaging happened with Monometer. 

Dimeter-well, 

She was too shy to say more than two words. 

“My form is three like God.” 

That Trimeter was way too self-absorbed. 

“I have important things to do!” 

Tetrameter was busy with her watch. 

Hexameter, her psyche seemed a little off- 

Her life a little crooked, not sure why. 

The odds this time were never in her favor, lucky seven: 

Heptameter-her bad hair day was bad. 
You won’t believe in thousand lives how long Octameter 

could talk 

Her speech devoid of content, on and on. 

 

So I return to you, my only love, 

My loyalty to you remains steadfast. 

Your timeless, solid shape must be divine! 

The truest path for men of words and rhymes, 

Your form portrays the beating of the heart, 

Arising from our tongues with utmost ease. 

 

It’s true, at times you tend to be a bit 

Attached-your form becomes a prison cell. 

Your gaze, obsessed, impedes creative thought 

And makes me choose a lesser word that works. 

From time to time I dream of letting go, 

Breaking free of your tyrannical rule 

And getting out of hand, like in my old bachelor days! 

However, in the end, you know as well, 

My writing loses life without your form. 

I’m stuck with you, I think, until I die. 
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You are, despite our quarrels and disagreements, 

The best poetic form I know, my dear. 

I say to you in forced Iambic form: 

I love you very very very much. 

 

 

DARCY STACK 

This Sort of Art 

 
This sculpture is not the one  

I want to see. 

The one I wish for is not just one, 

but a whole garden of metal 

and air. 

 

The one I watch now 

seems uncared for, 

reminds me of something  

constructed for nothing. 

 

It's as if I can still smell 

the coffee clouded breath 

and feel the creator's brain 

desperately pulsing out 

the requirement. 

 

This sort of art 

reminds me of my mother, 

but I will never let her 

see it.  
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LULU RODGERS 

Serendipity, Weed, Phosphenes  
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FAITH FRANZWA 

Fake Flowers 
 

The jar of plastic flowers is wilting, 

and thank God it finally is  

because with wire dripping fabric petals  

toward the floor,  

it almost looks alive.   

 

The colors thread together  

uniformly, nearly flawless.  

But surely rhododendrons 

in the spring are more than  

husks of color, pink and green.  

No doll is human. No lamp the sun.  

 

If only the rose of 

polyethylene 
did smell as sweet. 

 

Then fair fake flowers bloom in 

every yard and table.  

 

But no.  

Dusty tulips rest on shelves  

of long-unopened books.  

 

I’m glad the plastic flower’s finally dying.  

 

Because with all the fears of death I have 

to live forever more a plastic shell, 

a copy of some beauty  

that only things with  

 

change can fully understand, 
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is  

 

tragic.  

 

For change is what makes beauty whole.  

The river delta, a petal’s fold. 

 

We must savor moments, 

 

Let them go  

 

CHARLOTTE DOZIER 

Ink Skull 
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JACQUELINE REYNOLDS 

Paris, France 1944 

 
 Purple bruises of indented finger prints lined her 

ribs, and her dress hung loose on her body, draping across 

the small bed. One of her sleeves slipped slowly down her 

shoulder and dropped awkwardly to the middle of her 

thin arm. She didn’t move to fix it; she remained still as 

the fabric sagged to her elbow. 

 The appearance of her boney shoulder caused the 

man standing across from her to stiffen.  He held his 

shoulders back and couldn’t tear his gaze from the French 

girl’s boney, lifeless body. The girl’s head was tilted to the 

side as her back slumped against the wooden headboard 

of the bed. Her fingers clenched the sheets so tightly that 

her knuckles faded into white. Long strands of golden 

hair clung to her sweaty neck. And as her green eyes 

stared straight into nothingness, tears built along her 

waterline. There was an innocence about her soft, pale 

skin and between her full, rose lips. The bottoms of her 

bare, blistered feet were beginning to turn to raw, pink 

sacks of skin.  

  He felt the fabric of his Nazi uniform hug his 

figure as a small cough escaped his lips. He leaned 

towards the girl, placing his arms on either side of her 

rigid hip bones, and whispered into her ear, the 

incorrectness of his French covered by the boldness in his 

voice. The girl did not react to the words spoken. She was 

frozen as her dress, looking as though it belonged to a 

child, continued to slip down her arm. The man reached 

his hand toward her, and she had no choice but to 

surrender to his touch. As he stroked her pale skin, the 

tears slid down her thin cheeks, causing her to tremble.  

 The girl lifted her chin, revealing the pain in her 

eyes. Her raspy voice echoed through the walls of the 

small, empty room. “That will not be necessary anymore, 
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Herr, I will survive this war on my own.” She held his 

gaze as she drew the loose sleeve up her arm and placed it 

back over her shoulder. 

EMMA KARPMAN 

7th Street Bridge 

 

 
 

MAGGIE SHIPMAN 
riˈæl.ɪ.ti 
 

Our impacts in life are merely theoretical,  

But so is the threat that the future burdens our shoulders 

with. 

So are the events which are withheld from us that are 

labeled by the word tomorrow. 

So is the peace we are promised in exchange for exhibiting 

good will.  

So is the End of it All that is always eluded to. 

Our impacts in life are merely theoretical, 

And so is our existence. 
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SHELBY PARKS 

Raku Pottery 

 
ANNA MORRIS 

Beyond the Soul 

 
JEFFREY ATWOOD 

Poultry at Dusk    
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NINO HERNANDEZ 

Pangea 
 

A sea of bodies thrash against each other, 

Screaming, tearing vocal chords like thin paper, 

Sweat bounces off skin, travelling through the crowd. 

In here, hundreds of individuals form to create one 

massive Pangea. 

The euphoria contained here cannot be replicated with a 

set of headphones. 

Ironically, it is not even gained through the music. 

It is gained through energy so pure, something so 

irreplaceable, 

That you just have to be there. 

Drums slam through the ground, sending tremors. 

Guitars send rapid harmony through each body. 

Bass’s thump and pop below the rhythm. 

Adrenaline assaults the veins of Pangea, 

Pumping through it like blood. 

All humanity and personality is lost here. 

All outside happenings have vanished. 

In this small ballroom, 

All that matters is the energy. 

The smashing of boots to the hardwood floor. 

The waves of arms grasping and clutching. 

It is only through Pangea, 

That we can create such spirit. 
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SHELBY PARKS 

ACT Practice  

 
More pressure more problems more panic less pride, 

Yet every day I walk in until the small hand moves twice, 

then I leave and say bye 

A green ball firmly clenched in my right hand 

But it doesn’t take away my stress; nothing can 

Everyone says, “It's just another test” 

Yet for me, it’s a struggle to do my absolute best 

Twenty-six is just another number on the line 

But it’s a bar; I try to reach higher each time 

Countless hours of practice, for just a single score 

I won't be appeased until I reach what I so desperately long 

for 

A single room with a teacher relaying a mass of information 

Inflates my brain like a balloon until I feel as if it has 

popped bringing me a horrible sensation 

Mustering enough energy to go there every day  

Is only because of my craving to receive a surpassing grade 

Standardized tests, my number one fear 

Because of the ticking clock, indicating that the end of the 

section is near 
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JEFFREY ATWOOD 

Morning Dew 

 
 

LAURA ST. JOHN 

Tunnel Vision 

 
 

ANNA MORRIS 

The Ocean on Land 
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CHRIS DISTLER 

Dear Poppy 

 
I saw a single droplet falling from her eye  

Like a bead of water from the leaky kitchen faucet 

The tear, unlike my mother, was holding itself together, 

and 

Clenching inwardly to form a perfect sphere,  

It descended into the boiling pot of soup on the stove 

 

She couldn't keep herself from unraveling…she was so 

weak,  

Pulling on one of her loose sweater strings would’ve 

knocked her over 

Every inch of her skin… hurting, throbbing 

Putting her emotions in skywriting  

Would only have been half as telling as the look on her 

face 

 

Lacking security… stability 

Lacking even a single ounce of balance  

She collapsed and crashed onto the solid ground  

Nearly fracturing the navy blue tile below her 

 

We had a full vase of dead roses from the service 

Surrounded by a pool of wilted pedals  

She was still the most delicate flower in the room  

 

Thinking about you,  

and the way you laughed 

and the way you told stories 

 

She…was devastated,  

and she just sat there,  

and cried,  

and didn't stop 
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In that moment, 

My mother 

My powerhouse 

My hero 

My rock 

Was the most fragile person I knew 

 

If you really are where mom says you are,  

send her some hope.  

 

She needs it 

 

SAMMY RUSSELL 

Port of Byblos 
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GABRIEL BRITAIN 

Anubis 

  
Wind blows across desert sand 

History shifts and spirals into air. 

Stone legs stand, 

Unmoving 

On a broken pedestal. 

Grand armies are covered by 

Nameless faces and 

Forgotten bodies and 

Kings and 

The Great Sphinx’s Nose and 

The poor man’s vase and 

An apple that changed the world and 

An apple that fell off the tree and 

Lives 

Names 

Families 

Relationships 

Gone. 

Trodden on equally 

By the sun. 

Legacies drift away 

Blown into eternity 

Like the sands of 

The desert. 
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JAE RHEE 

Hyperintelligence 
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MARGARET MURRAY 

Empty Bricks 

 
The house on Willowick  

Isn’t what it used to be. 

The hum of the ventilator 

Replaces the sounds of laughter. 

No longer do I feel the warmth of 

Papa’s kiss on my cheek. 

Instead, my tears shock  

Me with their warmth. 

The house on Willowick, 

Not a safe house I run towards anymore 

But an empty reminder, 

Papa’s room has become 

A place I run from. 

 

His favorite, warm apple pie 

Its thick crust melting in my mouth 

Attempts to comfort me 

With the hints of cinnamon spice 

But I reflect on the afternoons 

I spent on the porch with Papa, 

Savoring each bit. 

To remember this memory 

Serves as a reminder of  

The memories past that 

Will never be again. 

 

In the library, we wait, 

Avoiding the scrapbook with pages 

That picture his face. 

Filled with sorry, 

We force smiles and  

Talk about the newest “Trader Joe’s” 

Trying to pretend we aren’t planning a funeral. 
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Mamoo enters to say that lunch is ready, 

Her frail frame shaking under  

The weight of her grief.   

The smell of Papa’s decaf coffee and wine 

Might haunt the library forever 

But his joy, wisdom, and laughter 

Will never enter through the oak doors again. 

 
DARCY STACK 

Waiting  

 
My eyes feel colorless in this country. 

I want to see someone  

that pierces me 

spears the side of my soul 

open 

makes my irises scorch  

blue.  

 

This land screams 

of fanged football, military, 

and matted crucifixion 

and I can’t hold his religion  

even on the edges of my 

stained glass teeth: 

 

I fail to fold  

my hands in a steeple 

even with the fake lilies 

of my fingertips 

dipped in refrigerated 

holy water. 

 

The only thing I wish to pray to  

is the emptiness I believe in,  

waiting for him  

to scratch away the scripture  
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that nails my words on B.C. 

desert floor. 

  

He tastes like sacrifice, 

his heartbeat like spilt red 

wine dripping, 

my blue is now as dry as the tomb his 

savior hid in, he’s cut me off  

like Samson’s hair there is snake scales  

grating  against my skin and I’m 

 

waiting for him 

to penance the blue  

peace he brings, 

peace be with you, 

resurrected and forgiven.  

 

JAE RHEE 

Buddha  
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JAE RHEE 

Moon Song (Excerpt)  

 
As I approach the coffee shop, I anxiously look into 

every available mirror or window I pass and fix my hair. When 

I see the place and its green porch with steel chairs, and the 

wide-open door behind those chairs, I instinctively stop and roll 

out my tongue in front of an empty Honda and inspect my oral 

cleanliness for the final time. I distinctively sense every single 

step as my new shoes hit the sandy pavement of crooked bricks. 

When I pass the entrance, I notice a slight smell of curry in the 

air outside and wonder about the old man that sells tangerines 

who’s usually out on the street around four thirty. And then I 

tell myself to concentrate on the date and just relax. I slowly 

look around the dimly-lit place, and my eyes stop at the 

particularly obscure corner of the café, right next to a cheap 

radio playing a song that was popular about two months ago. I 

stand on the spot for a moment, a little confused, a little 

terrified. Then I understand. I walk up to her and then 

eventually sit down. I see a similar reaction in her eyes: terror, 

confusion, realization, and finally an expression of slight 

irritation. 

I stare at my wife and my wife stares at me. She doesn’t 

look angry. She just seems kind of tired. I realize her full 

makeup and a slight scent of French-made Florentine Rose 

perfume, which she keeps deep in her closet. The last time she 

wore it was on our wedding anniversary, I’m not sure when. I 

realize her staring at my new shirt, and I unconsciously fasten 

one of the buttons. The serving girl approaches with the menu, 

waits for a moment in expectation, and finally leaves, half-

annoyed, when neither of us dares to speak. 

“You look pretty tonight.” I finally utter. When was the last 

time I told her this? My wife keeps silent, just staring at my 

damn shirt. I don’t feel angry, and I don’t feel like pretending 

to be angry either. I just feel kind of vaguely irritated. My 

wife’s still staring at my shirt, and she seems, well, kind of 

worn out, that’s all. No visible sign of frustration. I don’t know 

what to do, so I order two cups of Summer Green Tea, the 

cheapest option possible. My wife suddenly stands up and 
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starts walking, so I just hurriedly leave the money and follow 

her into the wintery city night. 

The moon is beginning to wane. You can barely see it 

behind the familiar concrete cityscape that keeps the dark 

heavens at bay in all four directions. Young men and women in 

colorful and promiscuous clothes dominate the bright midnight. 

These Seoul-dwellers have lost the need for natural light, I 

think while following my wife in a rapid walk. The grotesque 

illumination of rainbow-colored neon lights pierces the air with 

dull messages like “Sang Jun Pharmacy” or “Dr. Oh Dentistry” 

or “Madam Kim’s Club for Gentlemen.” Through that 

meaningless jumble I walk, and finally catch up with the 

woman who is my wife.  

“Wait,” I say. “Okay, we need to talk.” Lord, how 

imaginative you can be sometimes. 

My wife studies my face, gazes into my eyes for what 

feels like an hour, and exhales this deep and somber breath 

like she’s breathing out her soul. She looks like one who 

dropped a heavy treasure she’d been carrying around for a long 

time into a violent river, who finally stops caring as she sees 

clearly what just happened and stretches her back for the first 

time in decades. She just looks tired, and old.  

“Come on,” She says. “Let’s go home.” 

We sit in the subway and I stare at the blackness 

outside the window behind a young boy in front of me. My wife 

is leaning against my shoulder. I stare at the wrinkled hand of 

the woman who is my wife. I wonder if there was a young boy 

who tried to kiss her in her early days. I wonder if she 

sometimes thinks about him. The fuming, metal machine that 

envelops the weary people of the city gently hums like an 

ancient reptile, like it has always done since time immemorial. 

The first girl I tried to kiss was from Seoul. She was also the 

first person I met who was from the capital, a city supposedly 

all magical and sophisticated, where every woman was dolled 

up like a queen and artificial stars knitted into buildings shone 

upon all the pretty little things that girls liked. When all the 

particular memories about a human being are lost, what is left 

behind is a loose collection of gestures. Those vague fragments 

come together to form a general impression, which takes up a 
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life of its own and sometimes dances around you like a 

phantom girl, perhaps fifteen, especially when you wonder 

about what might have happened to her. The girl had these 

particularly dark eyes that glittered when she laughed, and 

this quirky accent that’s always at the back of my head but I 

can’t quite recover in its entirety. Sometimes I think about her. 

 

MACKENZIE MCCLUNG 

Trailblazer 
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AMANDA FISK 

Skeleton Crown 
 

I am the ghost town  

in the clouds, the sun  

rising on the far side   

of old sensation, the puckered  

strawberry hands of time.  

 

I am your blood,  

your hell, your sense  

of desire, the words  

you’ve never told,  

the crackling bones.   

 

Go howl at the heavens,  

it makes no difference  

to me. Fly me to the sun, 

I need my wings to melt,   

seal me into the grave  

 

so my skeleton will become  

my crown.   
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SAMANTHA WRIGHT 

New York 

 
TINA BAJRAMOVIC 

A World Divided 

 
CARSON CRISP 

Sittin’ on the Dock of the Bay 
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RYAN LIN 

Forbidden Love 

 
After many grueling years 

I have found my one true love 

She’s always with me in my tears 

And makes my heart beat like a dove 

There’s nothing in the world so sweet 

No object with such succulence 

Her silky skin just can’t be beat 

Not to mention her great fragrance 

No soul can hold a candle to 

Her pale soft white complexion 

There’s nothing I would rather do 

Than stare at her perfection 

Yes, whenever her lips touch mine I melt 

And the world just seems a dream 

But I can’t stand the cards I’ve been dealt 

I’m freaking allergic to ice cream 

 
KATIE CURTIS 

Murderous Memories  

 
The memories flash in a never ending stream of pain, 

the mouring of the past,  

the knife of remorse in one’s chest. 

 

The breath of life no longer passes through my lips, 

but the revival of my soul as it lives, 

amongst the smiles and laughter of my waking 

consciousness. 

 

It has been a year now since my passing through the gate, 

But one should never leave the destruction of the heart to 

love or to fate. 
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JAE RHEE 

Weight of Conscience  
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GRACE BEASLEY 

The Suffragette 

 
A woman in the golden age of males 

Can hardly hope to ever find a friend. 

The men just make up promiscuous tales, 

While women shake their heads and condescend.  

 

But to her, their slander does not matter.  

Ambition drives her forward through the throngs. 

With head held high, deaf to all the chatter, 

She defiantly shows that she is strong. 

 

The age is not prepared for her quite yet, 

But soon she’ll see that she is not alone. 

And with them she’ll fight as a suffragette 

They’ll give the women voices of their own. 

 

But for now, she’s just the hussy next door. 

In a few years, you’ll see she’s so much more. 

 

LULU RODGERS 

Untitled  
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MACKENZIE MCCLUNG 

Cultura Amini 

 
 

EMMA KARPMAN 

What Goes Around Comes Around 

 
 

WILL PICKELL 

Sunrise on the Water 
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NINO HERNANDEZ 

Awaiting Serenity 

 
My hands shake like an avalanche.  

My eyes dilate and shrink as I blink rapidly. 

I am afraid. 

My fingers roll in rhythmic clicks, 

asdf asdf 
On the plastic keys. 

Every noise in the room becomes louder and louder. 

The cat purrs like a machine gun. 

The clock ticks louder than the pounding of a hammer. 

My breathing is syncopated. 

My elbow grinds into the wooden desk. 

I am afraid of creating something, 

Disappointing… 

In my head,  

Just do it, hurry up, you’re running out of time 
I know. 

After 2 hours of paralysis elapse, 

I finally commence. 

The words begin to slide off of my fingertips. 

I groove into the melody of expression. 

I curl and bend through each letter. 

Once again, 

I feel the serene sensation I long for. 

No longer do I shake and tremble. 

My breathing drifts through me every so softly. 

The room is absolutely silent, 

Save for the pulsing thoughts from my forehead. 
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DARCY STACK 

I Believe 

 
I have a friend  

 

she once whispered, 

now states, that this 
 is the way in which 
I can show love.  

 

Words haven’t been birthed 

from my palms in months; 

the letters have been stuffed 

in my oxygen, coffee fogged, 

broken. I have to slice  

up my brain, test the wiring, 

 to let laughter erode  

the disease that sculpts my feelings; 

 a peaceful grating.  

 

I have an enemy. 

 

The illness is an ink, familiar as  

my blood and velvet as snake,  

it can shift into anything  

my nights ask it to be, and sometimes 

it feels like a friend; forced 

normalcy. 

 

 

I wanted to thank you. 

My nights never had to ask for you. 

Always willing to bleach  

the sick ink that blooms 

through my skin, your subtle 

nods and kit kat bars are  
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encircling revelations  

that I am not a villain. 

 

I believe you are a friend. 

 

That looks silly to write, 

but the illness only allots  

so much ink, puckered with power 

and threaded with threats  

of isolation, and your name 

is written purple in my skull 

permanent and unpoisoned 

I believe  

 

you are 

 

a friend. 

SAMMY RUSSELL 

Forged Reality 
It’s over, 

That nice reality you can kind of piece back together from 

small surreal collections, 

rollover- 

Wait now, what was it you were thinking of; you can’t 

make those connections, 

The world is over and everything feels- Slower. 

It just doesn’t dawn on you; you can’t simply bring it back 

with your Resurrection. 

Light 

none of it defusing through the curtain, 

What is there to see, only to think that was in the 

previous moment; 

The void, a realer real, and yet still empty and certain, 

What was it that made your enjoyment, 

What was it that made your heart race. 

rollover. 
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MACKENZIE MCCLUNG 

Stained Glass Water 
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GABRIEL BRITAIN 

Shadow of the Willow (Excerpt) 

 
A white-haired young woman and a boy sit side-by-side on 

the bank of a pond, gazing at the blue eyes of the pale-

scaled fish flitting just underneath the surface.  The boy's 

brown eyes follow one of them as it darts towards the 

willow in the middle of the pond. It disappears into the 

shadows of the willow's branches.  The boy's fingers curl, 

gripping the earth.  He turns his head to the woman. 

"Why do these fish look like they do?" 

The white-haired woman does not respond. Her eyes 

continue to follow the fish.  She breathes in, and breathes 

out. The ripples of the pond lap quietly against the shore. 

"They have spent too much time in the light of the 

willow." The woman continues to watch the fish. The two 

sit in silence. 

The woman turns to the boy. Her hair swings away from 

her face, and the boy glimpses the darkness where her 

right eye should be before her hair swings back to cover it. 

"Do you know about the creatures that live in the pond?" 

The boy nods. "The fish, the tree, and the plants." 

"There are two other creatures that live in the pond, in 

the water. One of them is--" the woman extends her arm, 

and points a finger to the willow in the middle of the pond 

"--there." 

"I already said the tree." 

"I was not talking about the tree." 

The boy follows the woman's pale finger. 

"The shadow? It lives in the shadow of the tree?" 

"No. It is the shadow of the tree." 

"What?" 

"The other creature lives in harmony with the shadow, 

and produces light." 

"How can a creature be a shadow? How can something 

live in harmony with a shadow?" 
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The woman continues on.  "The fish in the pond look the 

way they do because they looked upon a creature of light.  

While they were mesmerized by its light, the creature of 

darkness took their color, and an eye, and shares its new 

food with the creature of light as payment.  Both the 

creature of light, and the creature of dark live in 

harmony." 

"What if something looks on the creature of light and the 

creature of dark has already taken an eye?”  

The woman's eye turns downward. 

"The darkness will consume them." 

 

MAGGIE SHIPMAN 

Cliff-Hanger 
 

 
 

 

 

 



 

54 

JUDGE OF THE JOHN GRAVES AWARD 
 

 
 

Chloe Honum is the author of The Tulip-Flame (2014), 
winner of the Cleveland State University Poetry Center 

First Book Prize and Foreword Review's Book of the Year 

Award, and a finalist for the PEN Center USA Literary 

Award. Her work has appeared in The Paris Review, The 
Southern Review, and Orion, among other journals, and 

her awards include a Ruth Lilly Poetry Fellowship and a 

Pushcart Prize. Chloe was raised in Auckland, New 

Zealand. 
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