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Bad Habits 
By Mikey Inouye 

Grandpa, who everyday smoked seven 
or eight Pall Malls on the patio before dinnertime, 
told me on his deathbed that one could only 
replace bad habits with worse ones. 
After he died 
I wondered if Grandpa would continue to die 
nine or ten times a day before lunchtime. 

And this comes back to me because 
everything in my head is habit now­
I have to go out and buy clocks 
with different alarm sounds 
every month to make my days 
begin with some new digital cockcrow-otherwise 
I will Styx-river drift through every early morning. 
Each pinky-twitch and eye flutter 
is a permutation of some terrible infant custom 
just waiting to develop some mouth-gaping deformity-
a reclaiming of repetition, a revival of some forgotten force 
that before had driven me through the guardrails of my self-reserve. 

I am into the obvious college fuels: 
handfuls of white candies in orange cups 
from a friend whose hip-hippie 
father rocks the croak-crank pharmacy, 
the black, neon-blue taurine tallboys, 
the joint-beer-Nyquil-American Spirit 
nightcap on the rickety off-campus house 
with the rusty-chain porch swing 
(to be both nostalgic and chic simultaneous). 
then there's the chip-shuffling and card-tossings, 
the bit-torrent TV percentages, the wooing of 
those easy-pleasy girls with good book-music-movie taste 
and a Microsoft Word gallery showing of me, my art­
this is I, in rapid-fire, dying nine or ten times a day, 
these are my fast-forward buttons, and I roll my palms 
over them in one waterfall motion, 
like the bratty kid in an elevator who wants to see 
every anatomical part of an office building-

I want to see every anatomical part of you­
and more than the just the contours, of course, 
more than the wet insides, I want to see 
the parts of shared experience 



that compose each cell of a working couple, 
the part where you look so hung-over-ugly 
and snore-drooling in the pre-dawn on my pillow, 
the part where we argue about 
which among the rudest waiters in Paris to tip, 
the part where we eat four pints of 
ice cream just because, 
the part where we learn through the afternoon 
how to make sunny-side up just right, 
the part where we get lost with 
one-hand-each-on-the-cotton-candy-roll 
in the sunset scramble of a crowded carnival, 
the part where you come in, stamping on 
this I I > option that's for your feet only, 
so I can quit all this doing 
that is doing me nothing 

-and I can't help but wonder if you are the bad habit-
but this idea scares me, because I can't think of a worse one-
and the right-nows seem like nothing but lead-ins to the next scene­
which I swear to myself will bring a solid-mute resolution, 
and I blur my f• ng brains out with all this hope ... 
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you struggle and fight. 

It is in the moment of reckoning 
where you know deep down that this right here, 
the mix dirt and blood and salty tears, 
fingertips bruised with the pollution of the road, 
this here is the last fall. 
It is at this moment that you feel two young arms 
lift you up from behind 
and carry you past the city walls to 
the musty-fresh safety of the remote mountain 
caves. 

That silent moment, 
as you lift light aqua eyes blurred 
with the brimming unshed tears of tomorrow's 
battles, 
to the arms of a friend. 
That soul: friend, stranger, enemy, lover, all in one. 
And as the blood thickens you let her carry you. 
You head tucked beneath a soft chin. 
A child's comforted form. 
So very slowly she walks from the cluttered war 
field. 
With every step she takes 
you let fall one hundred burning overdue tears; 
battle scars from your rippling eternal mind. 
Let her step and glide away. 
A smile and a soft silent moment 
rock the enemies to the taking wind. 
And she walks. Walks, walks away. 
Art by Maya Karp 
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Black Hills National Cemetery 
By James Bertolino 

As cemeteries go, this 
is a great one to mow. 
The stones are evenly planted 

(we call them monuments) 

and but for holidays, you hardly ever 
have folks in your way. 

Back during the last war 
more people visited, mostly the type 
that always brought flowers fresh. 

It's the plastic kind I like. 
They never wilt 
or turn black. 

These Fall days are slow, and 
the few evenings I work 
past daylight, I can hear the soldiers 
moarung 

when I shut the mower 
down. 

Contraband 

by apathy 
headline ran that day 

reduced 
a political catchphrase 

So come and sit 
my side for a while 
the attic with my picture 

a half hearted smile 
o one dares speak their mind 
til it comes back in style 

they call it contraband 

was wearing a papier-mache mask 
a cynic unforgiven 

the dead rise to walk 
their bodies lined with the flesh of the livin' 
keep grasping for a helping hand 

they call it contraband 

tried to clean our image 
So much that it's faded 
Scorned by the friends 

d forgotten and jaded 
into the thing 

always said we hated most 
they call it contraband 

Some people say that hate is just love uninspired 
Some people say that love lies on the road to hate 

things just haven't been the same 
Since I sold my soul to buy my name 

they call it contraband 

latest edition 
For the sake of tradition 

to take more than you Will ever need 
the snake refuses to beg 
the use of its legs 

So it won't be put on its knees 
they call it contraband 



Shedding the hues 
of the night's grays and blacks, 

like the skin of a snake, 
I wear these radiant colors­
a necklace of grace-beads 

that glisten and dance. 

I am not afraid any more. 
These colors will not 

bleed-forged ill the hot coals 
of grief, their strength 
flows from the soul's 

secret death. 

I am learning to explore 
their delicate depths, 

peering over sunset's edges, 
refusing to let 

the blackness entice 
the rose from my sky. 
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By Catherine Carson 

Come talk with me awhile. 
I remember how it was 

to gasp in the dark, 
smothering in a cocoon of despair. 

You, too, have come to the end 
of the road, seeking shelter. 

I will brew you a steaming cup of chai tea. 
Let's sit together, savoring this sweet tea, 

unraveling the knotted ball 
of lies entangling your mind. 
Truth is magical and light like 

the incandescent shine of the moon on the lake. 

I understand how you feel. 
The end of your dreams 

was inconceivable, 
unthinkable-

Yet, I believe there is hope, 
even on dead-end roads. 





Thank You, God, for this World 
By Matt Iverson 

Because 
It has seemed, at times, 

more Real to me than you. 

When I could not believe in You, 
I believed 

in the world, 
and it guided me, 

with waterfall whispers 
and Chinook wind-cries, 

back to You. 

This world has shown me Friends, 
Lovers, taught me 

to walk for hours alone, 
that walking 

slowly 
through the atavistic world 

is the way 
to learn to fly, and the very best medicine. 

Thank you, because 

my 
vo1ce, 

it is in this World 

Found Poetry. 

that I have Found 

;;;;.... ............ -.;.._ .... 
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It is my voice, 
Found in this World 

made by You, 
that has lifted me above 

The dying silhouettes 
of crushing memory, 

gl.Ven me 
to all 

that I speak of, 
given me as mine 

all that I see, just as much as I am 

part 
of all that sees me. 

And being 
part of this World, 

so I thank You, 
God, for my existence too. 

39 



rrft.e Cfirysa{is 

This Little Light 
By Yen Tran 

You know that familiar song, 
"This little light of mine, 
I'm going to let it shine, 
Let it shine 
Let it shine 
Let it shine." 
But I bet that you don't know, 
What it is like with a little boy 
Playing his pencil drumsticks 
On a metal folding chair 
In a small Missionary Baptist Church 
In Jonestown, Ivlississippi. 

He snuggles next to his grandma's 
Old sagging, shrunken body 
With his tiny, young vibrant two-year-old one. 
He holds two unsharpened #2 pencils 
Tightly in his hands, treasuring them. 
"Deese are m dramsticks" he says. 
We ask him to demonstrate his drumming 
For us, but he only shakes his head-too shy to do so. 
"ll sing for you if you dram" 
She says to him, and he finally nods. 

We grab him a folding metal church chair 
And put it right in front of him to drum. 
"This little light of mine, 
I'm gonna to let it shine" she begins, 
And we all join in, 
''Jesus gave to me, 
I'm gonna to let it shine, 
Let it shine, 
Let it shine, 
Let it shine." 

Photos by 
Whitney Te 
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With the end of the song, 
He drums his grand finale, 
Hitting the seat of the chair with his pencils 
Then moving onto the back panel, 
Vigorously and without care, 
Ending in a frozen pose with his hands 
And drumsticks in the air. 

''Agin Gramma" he says to her, 
And she replies, "Yes, baby." 
She begins to sing and we again 
Join in. 
The song ends once more with the dramatic 
Hands and drumsticks in the air pose. 
''Agin Gramma" he says, 
And she still replies, "Yes, baby." 

After ten times of the same song 
And ten times of the dynamic drumming 
And the striking pose, 
She gently lets him know that it is time to go. 
He tells us, "ll dram mo tomorrow." 
They say their goodbyes 
And walk out the door slowly 
Her withered body, 
And his small short steps. 



Photo by Christine Riippi 

Normalcy 
By Joel Flachsbart 
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Her Canvas 
By Melissa Dean 

She read somewhere that the Universe is smaller than a pinhead 
and we exist inside the toe of God 
while we spin and swirl and twirL 
Dandelion wheels spiral through the sky, 
flashing colors that blur into one circle of light. 
Ephemeral beauty emanates from the exact center, 
which caused her to cry out by its magnificence. 
It was a splendor so pure she named it Opalescence. 
But if she looks in the mirror 
and closes her eyes to imagine 
the magic that arises from pirouetting into the sea, 
it is the sweet magic whose fire will not touch her purity. 
Awaking from the dream to find it's all in her mind, 
like ping pong balls bouncing back and forth 
across the wide table of her consciousness. 
The universe is not her home, only her canvas. 
She would paint you a picture, but she fears drowning 
In the tumultuous shower of colors that bombard her senses. 
So she will turn to the sky and find your image there instead, 
Recognizing in an instant its distinct nature. 
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That Fish Quilt 
By Katie Johnston 

Angular angel fish-
sharp like elbows, knees, 
smiling lips and squillting eyes 
and in the lines 
in the pattern 
in the rhythm 
there is a flow, a motion. 

The blues blooming and fluid 
as slow saxophones and jazz guitars, 
purples like lipstick 
on cigarettes in ashtrays in bars . .. 

Color tones that roll and flow 
like muscle 
sewn over the bones of a poem. 

Photo by Courtney Paine You and I, enfolded whole within, 
I spoke these words while fingering fins. 
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