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I was wandering through a field of 
memory acid, when I suddenly thought 

of you. It has been far too long since we last went 
butterfly hunting. We must 

never do it again. It brings me much more 
pleasure imagining you as the helpless 

insect, slowly plucking off your 
legs, one by one. Instead we should, once 

more, dance naked in a pasture of 
poppies. Perhaps then I could finally 

poison you with their perfume. 

Your snake eyes and putrid breath 
remain burned in the back of my brain, 

seemingly forever. I shall never forget the sting 
of your kisses or the unmistakable 

flavor of your icy touch. The way your flickering 
tongue darts across your teeth when you are 

angry will never cease to horrify me. 
I hope this letter reaches you, as always, 

incapacitated; and thoroughly hope 
that, in time, you will learn to relinquish 

your ravishing sword. 

When next we meet, perhaps you 
will not plunder so willingly inside the 

flowers of the innocent. Yet there could never 
be too many years between our 

encounters. I pray that you always enjoy 
the life of the continuously afflicted. 
I await your department in the same 

cherry and blossom love you so graciously 
bestowed upon me. I could never 

thank you enough for these troubles 
you've given me. 

I remain humbly and most 
respectfully yours, 



[Gray Day~ 
MAUREEN EICHNER 

These gray days have a loveliness 
of their own entirely. 

A time for rest; a time for life to 
pause and hearts to breathe. 

These quiet shades of gray and white 
are not the sun, it's true. 

Yet they cover the old earth with a cloak 
before the world turns new. 



I 

I 
I, 

Apple mush is spread all around, littering 
its plashy juices. Apple flags proclaim 
summertime is here. I support modesty 
of ambition, as do the others 

Apple generals weary 
of saluting droop their branches. I see 
one man with a flicker oflight ... but, 
I reject matchboxes. 

One flame could ruin our sweet clinches 
One man could destroy our pleached branches, Our 
hunched leeches... Our 
wrenched teachers. One man 

Apple mush attracts stray birds. I reject 
stray birds. 

As the sun sets, our quaint orchard is filled 
up with sunlight. The eerie sunlight makes us match 
like a purple bathroom with purple 
soap inside. 

Apple trees, together and tired. 

[Apple Tree~ 
BRIAN NELSON 

--------





--

I run between jagged cliffs like hands through hair. 
Sloughs steal from my waters like 
appendages steal 
from the torso's blood supply. My waters are wide 
now and reflect all in the sky. 
In the slow moving 
core I hold many lifelines to the food chain. As my 
waist narrows, no more slick stones. 
Scalpel-sharp 
rocks with smooth pebbles at their feet. The small 
steelhead that were misled and enter my 
midsection rarely come out alive. 
The ground I run on 
tenderizes their meat until they can fight no more. 
My slender waters expand back into 
voluptuousness and the 

[lheRive1 
CLINTON MORAN 

water smoothes. At the end of my run I am split in half by 
the delta. Those long legs eventually meet 
the base on 
which I stand, the ocean. I will never stop running, my body 
will never get tired. As long as the snow 
keeps falling and the sun 
continues to melt. 





That first year was the easiest 
one for him. There had been 
so much scrutiny that he had 
little trouble walking a straight 
line, letting the brief training 
he had dictate how he did his 
job. He didn't respond when 
they whistled at him, screamed 
about what a nice ass he had, 
or blew kisses at him. He just 
thumped the heavy oak baton 
in his hand, wishing he could 
knock someone's teeth out, 
but knowing he couldn't unless 
he wanted to end up like the 
captain, or worse, the warden. 

Those two had kept him on 
the straight and narrow for the 
first couple years he worked at 
the prison. But when things 
settled back down to the day 
in, day out grind without the 
scrutinizing fanfare, he began to 
feel the tension of prison work. 
When he took the job, he had 
no idea what it would be like, 
that it wouldn't be long before 
he felt like a prisoner himself. 
That that tension would become 
so intense he wouldn't be able 
to stop himself, supposing that 
he wanted to, from knocking 
some teeth in. 

The first time he let loose 
was in December of 1968. He 
had been working long hours 
to cover for all the guards 
with families. Guard Deacons 
had begged him to cover one 
shift, and when word got out 
that he accepted, he couldn't 
stop the guys from asking. He 
didn't have a family to spend 
the holiday with, so it proved 
difficult to say no. All he had 
were the felons. 

so 

It was either fate or bad timing 
when prisoner 38553 whistled 
at him in the corridor. Maybe 
the Christmas spirit got the best 
of him, but Earl let him know 
he'd had enough. His grip grew 
tighter as the prisoner walked 
past, and before Earl knew what 
he was doing, he was clubbing 
the side of 38553's face with 
his baton. He went down fast, 
most likely because he didn't see 
it coming. 

By the time Earl had struck 
him six times, two other 
guys were looking on. Not 
interjecting, just watching. 
38553's face was bloodied, his 
nose bent in two directions, a 
piece of it attached to the end 
of Earl's stick. He stood up and 
pulled at his shirt, flattened it 
back out. 

"Goddamn Earl, I didn't 
know you had it in ya!" 

"Ya, shit Earl, we thought you 
was a pussy all this time. Who 
kn ~" ew. 

"Will you look at that;' the 
first one pointed. "You knocked 
his front teeth out." 

Earl stared at the bloody roots 
on the concrete floor. They were 
pointing right at him. 

In prison, nicknames are 
everything. They let everyone 
know exactly who and what 
you are. If you're labeled a fag 
or a feltch queen, you better 
have eyes in the back of your 
head. "Monkey Spunk;' the old 
captain would have called you 
before he got locked up himself 
If your name had the word 
"fuck" it in anywhere, nobody 
even looked at you wrong. 

On that December afternoon 
in 1968, two nicknames were 
added to the roster: "The 
Beaver;' for prisoner 38553, and 
"The Dentist" for Earl knocking 
them out. 

No matter how hard he tried 
to see something nice when he 
thought about the prison, all he 
could see were those teeth. So 
white and so bloody at the same 
time. So many teeth he could 
have collected them all up and 
made a necklace with matching 
tennis bracelets. He was the 
coldest screw they ever saw. 

One time, he was beating a 
prisoner so hard that his hands 
were sweating bad enough for 
him to drop his baton on the 
guy's face. Did he stop at that 
point? Not The Dentist, he 
stomped his foot on the baton 
and cracked his cheekbone 
instead. It got to be so bad that 
Earl was hated more than the 
rapists. 

He tried to think of something 
to say to her. He could feel the 
tension in the room as he sat 
at the end of the bed holding 
his beer. "Yeah, like I said, I'm 
retired now. No more shit 
patties are gonna get tossed my 
way now, baby doll." 

"Shit patties?" She wanted 
to know more. She had to. But 
she could feel the sweat turning 
cold on his back, knew that it 
wasn't the time. 

"Wanna go again?" she asked 
as she pulled on his shoulder. 

"I got nothing but time, baby;' 
he answered. .@) 
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[onceAgai~ 
ERIN CHOCK 

The rain is back, 
and so are you. 
That last day, we sat forever in 
that restaurant 
on the corner of Everett and lOth, and 
ever since, the smoke there 
reminds me of you, 
the way you filled my head, 
those days, 
that night 

when headlights broke through blinds, 
painting stripes across 
your back 
and arms. 
You said, 
"Hold me tighter, 
Tighter. 
I'll float away." 

The rain had stopped, by then. 
My ear to your heart, I realized that 
a trifling thing, a weakly 
clenching and 
unclenching 
fist was all that held you there. 
You said, "Tighter." 



Proposal J 
to my 

!urry Blurry Baby 
DIANE STEINMEYER I'm gonna ask her today--I'm 

gonna, gonna ask her this way: 

My love--I knew from the first touch 
of your big furry blurry hands 

& that twinkle 
in your dark vurry lurry eyes 

& the sweet, oh! the sweet growls 
from your grrr-ie, slurry, & 

oh-so-furry mouth ... 
My big foot baby! My hot Yettie Betty! 
I want to murry, marry, murmur to you 

good little nothings about ripe red 
churries & mmm green curries-­

and d-d-d-durries. What's that? Don't wurry. 
You're the light of my abdominal--my abominable 

snow world. We gonna rest our furry feet, 
put away our hurries ta watch snow flurries, 

and take in life, take me away, take my hand. 
Will you? Could you? Fuzzy, luvie, blurry Betty-­

will you be mine & only mine 
for eternity, baby, for the rest of time? 

She's gonna say yes, I can feel it-­
'cause I know she's okay 

with my big furry toes 
and my cold wet nose-­

an' I love 'er so much 
I can't let 'er go. 

snap 
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Sweating slightly in the warm 
lab, Tyler tried to keep his 
hand steady as he bent over 
the gel. It was 11:35 p.m. and 
he'd overstayed his time, but 
he wanted to make sure he 
finished his thesis on schedule. 
He was nearing the peak want 
to go hiking this weekend? of his 
project I can't, I have a paper to 
do and would soon learn sorry 
I wasn't around last night, if his 
painstaking I fill asleep in the 
lab techniques would pay off. 
In a couple weeks, he'd have 
results. I got my results, and my 
score should be high enough to 
get in. Discarding I guess this 
means we'll be at different schools 
a pipette he'd carefully You 
waited too long, so it broke again 
stretched and elongated over a 
Bunson burner See, you roll it 
like this. Thanks. No problem. 
I'm Anita and used to deposit 
the indicator, he grabbed a 
micropipette and took I'm busy, 
I'm covering another shift at the 
lab up exactly 1 microliter of the 
mix of bacterial DNA (already 
cut stop shutting me out, you 
don't have to hide everything 
by enzymes) and was ready to 
delicately insert it into the last 
she's on her last legs, I thought 
we'd email you and let you know 
before we put her down well in 
the row. He'd used several maybe 
next time, I have to finish this 
problem set controls of uncut 
DNA and then Dude, you're 
always working on those things 
strands broken You're joining 
the Navy? at different places I'll 
mostly go back and forth along 
the sequence of nitrogenous 

bases between Maine and San 
Diego, depending can't say when 
on the enzyme I'll be home 
again he had used. Then, he'd 
inserted each type maybe she's 
just not my type into bacteria 
and grown it Katie's all grown 
up now and she's moving back 
east replicating the gene. Next, 
he'd extracted new samples to 
see which study hard, kiddo 
genes could be must you call me 
that successfully copied. Finally, 
he inserted the reproduced 
everyone's become genes into the 
cluster so scattered now, have 
you noticed? of aberrant cells We 
hardly even call anymore to see 
how successfully they could be 
taken up I don't want another 
one and multiplied You can't just 
replace her. That's where this test 
came in I'm sorry to say that the 
tests came back positive. It would 
show him which genes could be 
best it's best to do your work first 
replicated! don'twantanyoneelse 
and integrated but you're never 
around into the cellular DNA; 
comparing that with the ultimate 
effects Is grandma gonna die? of 
the genes would allow him to 
perhaps project I don't know 
how efficient treatment What 
do you mean it can't be treated? 
with each kind of gene insertion 
could be. Overall, there were 
20 independent I'm moving out 
groups; he had several samples 
each week is a different excuse 
and was running Well I want 
good grades tests we still don't 
know the full effects on number 
14. Despite his fatigue of diet 
and li.ftstyle on the severity and 
course of the illness, he slowly and 

deliberately you chose this path, 
remember? lowered the tip don't 
lower your personal standards 
into the well and deposited the 
sample. Gently, I don't know how 
to say this exactly, but he removed 
I think we should take a break the 
micropipette and switched on 
the gel. The current right now, 
I'm too busy to focus on anything 
but school began to run through 
you're running away again, and 
hopefully I got into the program 
in Austria before long he'd have 
nice, plus some people have a very 
positive prognosis and can recover 
aligned while for others, it's not so 
easy rows they sat in the second 
row of pews at the funeral of 
smudges, indicating which genes 
were actually present You can't 
miss the holidays, you need to come 
home. I'll try but I might have to 
work in the samples. It would 
take about an hour I've gotta 
run, my plane leaves in an hour to 
complete the process she's being 
processed now. What the hell does 
that mean?, but the equipment 
was wired you can't always just 
fix someone with a timer people 
change and grow apart that 
would automatically turn it off 
for him. He could get some rest I 
have to stay in the rest of this week 
to study for my finals and come in 
and check the results there are a 
lot of medications in the field, so 
we'll prescribe something and see 
if it helps and go .from there and 
take pictures I'll send you pictures 

.from my trip and email them to 
you, every week, the whole year­
you'll see, we won't lose touch the 
next morning he woke up and she 
was gone. -iJ 
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rAbandoned Hop;J 
l for the Children J 

AMANDA SHERVE 

In the park they are finding 
bodies, so do you still want to 

go play? When the gun is on my eye 
should I look away? Shall I let 
the blood drown the others? 
It flows so freely from the 
eyes of the innocent. 
Hear the sound of my glock 
this once. A grave inside a church 
sounds so safe and sinless. 
That is where the blood is spilled. 
The cat shakes the mouse back and forth. 
Yes, its diseases are rather pleasant. 
No, it's not a killing spree. 
They call it a cleansing of the land, 
Purifying the world, ridding of evil. 
All this pain is killing me. 
I'll be leaving my guns 
behind for the children. 
They shall play and be merry, 
while causing pain and misery. 
Do come and visit their graves. 
And bring with you roses of black. 

Mt.La 
Grange 
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splashed 
across the sky 
hung between 

sparkling 
stars 

t 
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young nai:ve 
innocent and shy 
he sits with eyes down 
smiling so softly 
timidly waits 

heart beats hands shake 
firmly he grips the softened flesh 
paddling each oar with happiness 

trying not to splash in their canoe 
sits under stars out peaceful. 

young figures drifting serenely afloat into the late hours of 
night. face to face under a painted sky, two wild hearts, 

content to just sit, lingering forever, as the hours 
of darkness pass. a promise to face 

the cold dawn together. 
the water so softly lapping at the rim. The ripples of the boat travel so idly across the water. 

worries, cares, problems lie somewhere on the distant shoreline, not yet close enough to fear. 
at times 

d 

the boat will sway and threaten to topple 
but when both work together, neither is left stranded 

forced to swim to shore, freezing and alone. Time is on their 
side as hours turn; and lovers, once young, now aged by the night, 

must face the dreaded dawn. the boat's bottom clunks against the rocky 
shoreline. together 
they travel never alone 
for hand in hand they 
they face the long 
walk home 

t 
0 

soft 
light of 

t the moon 
grows 
dim 

e 

e 
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(!ogethe~ 
KRISTEN SVENSON 

~'m From . .] - - -------
SHANLEY ROXBURGH 

I'm from red dirt playgrounds, 
from warm rain showers and 
barefoot puddle jumping. I'm 
from grassy hills and cardboard 
box races, from the laughter as 
my cousins and I slide for hours. 
I'm from "Howzit, how you stay?" 
"Eh, I stay da kine." And everyone 
knows what I'm talking about. 
I'm from fresh ahi poke and 
lomi lomi salmon, from garlic buttered 
shrimp and takeout Chinese. 
I'm from long tables filled with family 
where I'm nestled between Aunty Toe 
and Pono, from stories from the past, 
the generations blend together. 
I'm from mango picking and tadpole 
catching at Grandma's house, 
something we haven't done since she passed. 
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(?oomsda3 
DIANE STEINMEYER 

Cacophony cracks through the clouds. 
The stars shudder, sputter, emit 
warnings of descending doom and despair. 
Dissonance divides the crowd 
as they mutter and spit obscenities 
about Jesus H. Christ and incestuous mothers. 
Children shriek and claw at the ground 
when they see-

The sky is falling! 
Or something very large is falling 
from it. 

Old men bound to their bibles 
stare incredulously at the scene. 
There is no fire, no brimstone, 
no pestilence, no seven-headed llamas 
impaling the wicked with their jagged horns. 
There are no reverent angels with harps; 
there are no saved or chosen or righteous 
when-

BOOM! 
The sky is a mass of shiny pink latex; 
in seeming slow-motion building tops and 
skyscrapers puncture the surface 
and WOOSH! KERSPLASH! 
The last few philosophers quickly huddle up, 
light a match, pass to the left, and smirk 
as the woes of man crumble. 
Generals and politicians stand by-helpless. 
They knew the projectile was coming: 
a water balloon the size of Mars 
sent over from Andromeda at the first sign 
of life on Earth. 
CRACK! SNAP! 
The heavy latex of a broken balloon 
wraps readily around the Earth 
and those not drowned, suffocate 
as they press their faces and fingers and feet 
against the cruel casing. 
The artist Christo smiles to himself 
as he gazes at a world-
new like Christmas morning­
wrapped up in pretty pink plastic. 
He sighs his final sigh; 
accepts his appropriate demise. 

And the oblivious fish keep on swimming. 
And the Earth doesn't really seem to care. 
And it turns out that gender confused seahorses 
still have no concept of doom or despair. 
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