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Poetry 
Patrick Bailey 

 

[Untitled] 

 

Bright, shining light on the surrounding world 

She sits atop her perch, staring down on those below her 

She disappears from view for a moment. 

Her absence, although brief, leaves the world a murky, desolate 

wasteland 

However, upon her return, she unleashes an awesome sight for 

the entire world to marvel at 

And makes the temporary darkness a small price to pay for the 

privilege of being able to see her purest 

beauty 
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Calesse Cardosi 

 

Ode to the Face of Innocence 

 

Her eyes like gems glisten in the rising bright sun 

She brings bliss and happiness to everyone, 

She is dazzling, magnificent, and most radiant, 

Beautiful to behold, but ever so faint. 

Though few may experience her wonder for long, 

They enjoy while they still can hear her sweet song 

For once she is stolen, she cannot return, 

She is lost forever, too hard to discern 

Among the world‟s evil, lies, and deceit 

It is unlikely this face ever again they will meet. 

 

In the face of a baby, newborn from the womb 

One can see her free of sadness or gloom. 

As the child smiles and giggles with glee, 

She is present; it is so easy to see! 

With the first wobbling steps and the first uttered words, 

Her glory is evident, like sweet-chirping birds. 

But when the child grows older and is tainted with hate 

She then disappears, deserting it to fate. 

 

In the eyes of a lamb, still warm and wet, 

She is welcomed and always there, you could bet. 

Her flawless white wool, fleecy ad soft 

Becomes long and then is thoughtlessly sheared off. 

As the small creature grows to be mighty and strong, 

This presence is not certain to be there long 

For her time comes when she is dashed to the side 

She is no longer welcome and may no longer reside. 

 

And still her pure face is bound to belong 
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In the melodious notes of a sweetly sung song. 

She rides on the tune of a graceful prelude  

And sits with a smile when it is to conclude 

Through the tremors and grace notes she sings along 

For she‟s ever-present in a blameless great song. 

Yet fear and pain drive to her heart 

When she sees there‟s been no one to listen from the start. 

 

Alas, innocence is here a brief time 

In the face of an infant, in the beat of a rhyme. 

She comes for a bit but is then forced to go 

As the wind will whisper, then with fury blow. 

We wish to embrace her, like a warm summer‟s day, 

But it is not her place here, for she cannot stay. 

So we must learn to love her when we get the chance, 

She may be here one moment, then gone at next glance.  
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Michael DeLaney 

 

Lingering Indecision 

 

I‟m going to write a novel  

Full of characters, plot twists and theme 

I‟m going to write a novel 

Just as soon as I finish watching TV 

 

I plan to write a screenplay 

Something with violence, mystery and sex 

I plan to write a screenplay 

Whenever I‟m done sending out this text 

 

I think I‟m going to write a play 

It will offend and shock and get mean looks 

I think I‟m going to write a play 

But first I have to check my Facebook 

 

I‟ll probably write a poem sometime  

A haiku that will make you cry, at least shed a tear 

I‟ll probably write a poem sometime 

For now though I think I‟ll have a beer 

 

If you have an idea, write it down 

Leave alone the TV, texts, Facebook and booze 

If you have an idea, write it down 

By doing nothing at all, you have the most to lose 
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Vincent Errante 

 

The Fairies : A Pantoum    

  
“¡Maricas de todos el mundo, asesinos de paloma! 
Esclavos de la mujer, perras de sus tocadores, 

abiertos en las plazas con fiebre de abanico 

o emboscadas en yertos paisajes de cicuta.”1 

-Federico García Lorca 

 

They waved down Manhattan banks, cheering of queerdom, 

nude ankles, lobes, and half-breasts aglow in heat. 

Sweepers in plumes and chamomiles, they seep out and come 

down with blood, and heat, and bread. 

 

Nude ankles, lobes, and half-breasts aglow in heat, 

stripped by men in hoods and hats-fathers of their sins. 

Down with blood! And heat! And bread! 

The pleading streets need ointment for these scars! 

 

Stripped. Bis, men in hoods and hats, fathers of their sins, 

joined at the wrists by the lusts of gods and men. 

The pleading streets need ointment, for these scars 

appear like bridges over streams, solid and vacant. 

 

Joined at the wrists by the lust of God and men.  

Walk past chapped bars and sex playgrounds. 

Appear. Like bridges over streams, solid and vacant, 

vamp the night, howling for the fire, for the moon.  

 

                                                 
1
 “ Fairies of the world, murderers of doves/ Woman’s slaves, lapdogs in 

their chamber rooms./ opening  up in public squares like the fever of fans,/ 

or ambushing frigid landscapes of hemlock.” 
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Walk past chapped bars and sex playgrounds, 

queers. Condemn our naked children with your greed, 

vamps of the night, howling for the fire. For the moon 

streams shade. Our faces pale when we see you feed. 

 

Queers condemned. Our naked children, with your greed 

shamed into stalls, cubicles, and closets, behind the stone wall. 

Streams shade our faces, pale when we see. You feed 

on fear of swallow and chanted sonatas of brothers. 

 

Shamed into stalls, cubicles, and closets. Behind the Stonewall 

riots, surge the swelling of a passion movement. 

On fear of swallows and chanted sonatas of brothers, 

they march like tapestries, like men anew, of summer. 

 

Riots surge the swelling of a passion movement. 

Bodies tangled in a web of flesh and sweat and love. 

They march like tapestries, like men anew. Of summer 

they moan and shriek, beckoning it in like a bridegroom. 

 

Bodies tangled in a web of flesh and sweat, and love 

bleeding from their sides and breasts like stomped apricots. 

They moan and shriek, beckoning like a bridegroom, 

pulling closer, redwood branches tangled in the hurricane mist.   

 

Bleeding from their sides and breasts like stomped apricots, 

sweepers in plumes and chamomiles, seep out and come, 

pulling closer.  Redwood branches tangled in the hurricane mist,  

they waved down Manhattan banks, cheering of queerdom, 
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Natalie Foertmeyer 

 

Evaporation 

 

i write poetry on the steamy walls 

of shower stalls because 

paper seems too permanent  

now that you're gone. 

 

the words melt away with 

the foam of my shampoo 

and rinse down the drain 

with no reminders left behind 

like photos on the wall 

or your sweatshirt 

at the foot of my bed 

 

i watch the stanzas dribble away 

(forgotten already) and 

i wish that memories 

could do the same. 
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Packratôs Lover 

 

and now you're nothing but the sound i wear around my neck 

a trinket, a bauble, a cheap piece of costume jewelry 

that i somehow can't bear to throw away, 

like a music box with broken tines 

that winds and winds and winds 

and plays all the wrong notes. 

you're the puzzle that's been sitting on my coffee table for three 

whole months, 

waiting for the last piece to fit into place, 

the last piece i've never found. 

it's an ugly open wound like what you've done to me 

and to yourself. 

500 pieces to a masterpiece, 

499 to tragedy. 

i'm a packrat -- hoarding all the little hurts and the lies and the 

shiny pieces of happiness you throw me 

that tarnish and crumble into dust the next day. 

my attic-heart is getting full, the worn chests stuffed to the brim 

with the almost-good-enough and the not-so-bad things you've 

said, 

and i take the fullness to mean i'm happy. 

i guess even i lie to me. 
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Sarah Folkens 

 

The Three Crotcheteers 

(Often accredited to Alexander‟s distant relative: Eura Dumas) 

 

Alas to tell a thrilling tale 

of true experience 

is not a thing of frequency 

… for a box. 

The cardboard life may chance to know 

a travel day, or two, 

but trunks and crates ne‟er boast a view 

of quinches from a … pew? 

Yet this old corrugated box 

has stories new to tell, 

and with a freshness to admire, 

will spin them in a spell. 

Their grain runs along the groin 

between nobility and strength, 

but floats on seas of oddities 

and grants the brow some length. 

“Well do begin at once!” you say 

and I respect the call: 

I knew a healthy business man, 

a kindly face and tall… 

He had a wife, three boys, a job- 

and all the mortgage paid 

when children left and lady croaked 

retirement was made! 

And then a hobby did he take: 

a shadowbox he made. 

He did it up with spotlights paired 

and never let them fade. 
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But soon he was completely lost 

in working on his box, 

and trying many different shades 

he painted round the clock, 

experimented with the light 

with bulbs of sev‟ral kinds, 

though not a subject adequate 

to feature could he find. 

He thus relinquished normalcy 

and softly left its shores, 

therein becoming “Queere-Duke” 

to all he‟d known before. 

This meager living kept him home 

but for a day a year. 

He then bought rations for the cats, 

four creatures still held dear. 

On one such trip, as Queere-Duke strolled 

along the pavement bland, 

his eyes diverted to a pair 

of rapid-moving hands. 

Their sphinxious gestures mesmerized 

the Queere-Duke by their grace 

His thoughts ran swiftly to his box, 

while eyes the fingers traced. 

The hands, in fact, were of a maid: 

a mute, hair brown and strawn. 

 Her eyes were glazed and face aflame, 

she looked like locust John. 

Within museums did she work, 

in sea yarn expertise, 

until the day she learned to sign 

her tales and daring feats. 

She never spoke another word 

but signed and signed away. 
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She lost her job, her house, her name, 

but spun yarns anyway. 

Her dearest wish, an audience, 

she found not on the street 

but wandered roads and begged for food 

„til Queere-Duke did she meet! 

And so the hermit, Queere-Duke housed 

a one Rum-Gagger there 

in mutual, confined bliss- 

an odd sequestered pair. 

All day Rum-Gagger wove her yarns, 

her hands put on display. 

And Queere-Duke tended to his box, 

the cats, and lady gay. 

And one day in walked “Gammerstang,” 

who lived just down the road- 

a deaf and scrawny, wild-eyed child- 

and romance did she know. 

For all day long she read her books 

of racy women‟s lives 

who fall in love, seduce their men, 

and barely become wives. 

So on this day, our Gammerstang, 

returning from a class, 

was reading nose-to-book again 

not looking as she passed. 

Mistaking Queere-Duke‟s house for hers, 

she caught them both mid-act. 

Rum-Gagger‟s hands she understood! 

(with being deaf, in fact). 

That tale about a sea-drenched love 

was well-received indeed. 

With Gammerstang‟s applause, it seemed, 

the three had writ their creed: 
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The one to run the shadowbox 

the next to play the lead 

the last to watch and clap for them 

and so to seal the deed. 
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Blake Gibson 

 

Mind Splitter 

 

An old friend 

Fell from the sky today 

Asked me if I was doing ok 

Shook my hand 

Gave me a smoke 

Lit the match 

And cracked a joke 

I laughed to myself 

Then my mother said 

There was nobody else 

 

It happens all the time 

I think everyone's got it 

But it's only mine 

 

Some visitors at three 

Spacing out and high above 

Don't tell me what I see 

 

Breathing in ice 

Eyes on fire 

With hair like wire 

Touched with numb fingertips 

With a rubber tongue 

Licking salty sweet lips 

When my sister looked at me 

She said I looked fine 

Guess it's all 

In my mind 
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It happens all the time 

I think everyone's got it 

But it's only mine 

 

Sensations from nowhere 

Some visitors at three 

Spacing out and high above 

Don't tell me what I see 

 

Whispers in my ear 

From a woman and a man 

Tell me their plan 

It changes every week 

Sometimes they want me rich 

Or they want me poor 

Throw around dirty words 

I haven't heard before 

All they say is quite a list 

But I don't know if they exist 

 

It happens all the time 

I think everyone's got it 

But it's only mine 

 

Some thoughts 

Not from me 

Sensations from nowhere 

Some visitors at three 

Spacing out and high above 

Don't tell me what I see 

 

Bang, smash, shout 

And other things I'll hear 

Jackhammers in a theater 
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I don't think it's right 

And swear words from children 

Who act so polite 

Babies crying in one ear 

Older moans in the other 

There's only silence 

Says my brother 

 

It happens all the time 

I think everyone's got it 

But it's only mine 

 

A few noises now 

Some thoughts 

Not from me 

Sensations from nowhere 

Some visitors at three 

Spacing out and high above 

Don't tell me what I see 
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Samantha Groark 

 

They Turn on the Lights 

 

They turn on the lights 

and the shadows of philosophers huddle in the corner 

suffocating, mad in decay while I sit 

flipping through their pilfered pages, 

too afraid to leave my desk and join you. 

 

My neighbor‟s discarded grandma  

stands in her long dress 

and painted eyebrows 

at the chalkboard with the long ruler 

dictating— 

and I‟m listening, 

but I keep looking over at 

you in the corner 

with your cigarettes and 

metaphors 

spilling mucus from your 

brain on the floor— 

 

and you put words on your 

feet 

and skate on the puddles, 

banging into walls, 

fracturing the mirrors in your eyes and 

splinters of your vision fall up into the sky 

and reflect the sun that fingers its way 

through the blinds. 

 

La la la 

and Ginsberg the Baptist comes back to me 
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in a hefty way, carrying notes and trumpets 

and I can feel word jazz in my ears, 

papers flying out of his elbows like violins, 

trombone prose, 

flying fragment origami showering me as 

Ginsberg‟s sacred beat broadcasts the Good News 

while I fumble with raising, no lowering, 

no raising my hand. 

 

Outside the bars, 

it is the strangled cold of January. 

Mittens and scarves lay deserted on faded games of hopscotch 

and even the clouds are strapped in the sky 

and the lights of the room much too bright— 

beams forking through the bars, prodding 

and stinging my eyes. 

 

Then all at once you are throwing down my books 

and we are on the playground across the street 

scribbling graffiti poetry with chipped paint and 

making out on the slide, 

waiting for the sun to get sick of watching 

the world crumble and escape 

into the night to smoke. 

 

They lock me in at eight a.m. 

and there are no words on the board, 

just the drone of voices beating to themselves 

and in my ears, 

the song that remembers 

more than I. 

 

Oh la, la, la 

the poems swim back to me. 
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World of Dell 

 

ñNow let us go into the blind world.ò 

   -Danteôs Inferno 

 

Along my journey, 

I stop within the first level of Dell, 

where thousands of faceless names  

emerge from electronic sand and 

muted voices chatter !BRB! 

 

Where are you Mr. Yeats? 

 

My words  

disappear in the air 

like dust. 
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Aaron Isett 

 

Sitting Beside Me 

 

I want to run East  

until the sun cannot set  

until darkness won't consume  

my soul like a feast.  

 

Then I will run back into the west,  

running into the night.  

trying to set myself right,  

though I'm doing my best.  

 

If then I can't find myself  

when everywhere I've looked,  

I'll find somewhere of my own.  

A place to be at home,  

Where I will sit all by myself  

and look for who I am  

Alone.  

 

I could find me anywhere.  

It just depends on if I look there,  

though I fear what I may find.  

If I find me somewhere,  

sitting by myself,  

I'll sit down and sit beside me  

and need nobody else  

until I figure out who I am. 
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Zach Joyce 

 

If Seuss Went to Xavier 

 

Out on the green space with homework to do, 

Laptop in hand, some gum on my shoe. 

I‟ve got to turn in this journal by midnight, 

But the portal is down, gone from my sight. 

 

Jingle, jingle, clackity, clack, 

I wish I could get these books off my back 

But I‟m off to Gallagher, as fast as I can 

I bump into someone, shout back “Sorry Man!” 

 

Up to the second floor, I rush in to see 

The computer lab‟s full…No vacancy. 

Back down to the front desk, in a frenzy I shout: 

“Can I have a laptop?” Nope, all checked out. 

 

This journal is due soon, and I‟m growing weary, 

One last chance, I think, to the library! 

Thank you McDonald, for you are open late 

If I get this in on time, you must be a saint. 

 

Walk in the doors, with my paper in hand, 

I find a computer, so anxious, I stand. 

The countdown is on, the deadline grows near, 

The clocks whisper out to me, I know, I could hear. 

 

Ten minutes left, as I post it to Blackboard, 

I smile and I shout, “You got my back, Lord!” 

I did it, I finished.  My journal is done. 

Now, I believe, I‟ll go have some fun. 
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Agnes Lee 

 

Dreaming 

 

Dear you I saw at my 

Rear door. 

Embrace seek I no more. 

And dream of me at daydreaming 

Memories recalled! 

Is that fancy but fault 

Neither matters at all. 

Go, awake! For flameless flame shall fall. 
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Lindsey Malott 

 

Beggar 

 

Sitting on the deck 

behind the house.  

I peaked 

between the cracking cherry.  

 

Aimlessly he stared 

into my gray eyes. 

A homeless beggar, 

grasping his cardboard redeemer. 

 

I cried  

endless tears, 

as the onion 

peeled.  

 

Layer upon layer I neared 

the burning core, 

hearing the words on his sealed lips. 

 

I begged Mama for the last 

peach from our tree.  

Vibrant shades of orange and amber 

drenched the palm of my hand. 

 

 

Outward, I reached. 

Revealing my offering. 

Soft fuzz of the fruit 

slicing my fingertips. 

He hates peaches.  
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Discovery 

 

What if we ran 

as fast as we could? 

Hearts pounding, lungs 

gasping.  

 

To the very end 

of the universe.  

To the last facet 

of existence.  

 

Only to find  

everything we were looking for, 

was inside our souls 

all along.  

 

Waiting…  
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David Oldham 

 

Eloquent Words 

 

So many, so immortal words,  

Expressed by mortal men, 

Have been composed through history, 

On all the thoughts there‟ve been. 

 

They‟ve sought to define beauty, lust, 

And of all, of course, love, 

Comparing each to nature 

Through the flower and the dove. 

 

But I must feel it‟s obvious, 

That they never saw one, 

Whose beauty was much brighter, 

Than the light gave from the sun. 

 

For everything they‟ve said, 

Eloquent words and all the sort, 

Could never be applied to you, 

They‟d simply all fall short. 
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April Phillips 

 

Momma Donôt Cry 
 

Momma...please don‟t cry...don't shed tears, for they represent 

sadness  

and hurt. 

Mom, I never thought the day would come that I would never 

see you  

again. 

I never thought my soul would leave and my body would rot. 

You know, the bad part about it is that that night I made sure I  

was safe... 

I turned down the option to go to a house party and opted to go 

see  

Aunt j. 

Momma...you know how you use to say it‟s always the good 

ones that get  

hurt? 

I'm sorry to say momma, but this time your statement was 

proved true. 

Mom, don't cry, please don't cry... 

Tell my brothers I love them and to continue their life in 

remembrance  

of me... 

Tell big brother I appreciated his help and advice dearly, 

And tell middle brother that even though we always use to 

argue I know he‟d always stand by me. 

Mom...its all so weird cuz I know what I did was right... 

It all went so fast... 

One moment I'm singing along to Frankie j driving down the 

street...and  

the next my window shatters and my car begins to jerk. 

Momma...please don't weep for me...it had to be meant to be...it 
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had to  

be my destiny. 

Tell grandma lil I love her and that when she was ill I wished 

she was  

there. 

Tell my high school boyfriend I said thank you. Thank you for 

staying in love with  

me ,even though I didn't pay him enough attention. 

Momma, how can my life be over so soon? 

The bullet wasn't even meant for me... 

Those gang bangers feud frequently. 

Momma, if you remember anything about me remember I lived 

my life  

Independently based on your up- bringings. 

And if you forget anything, forget the time I got the car ticketed 

and towed. 

But when they have my bye-bye ceremony make sure they sing 

for me “he‟ll never put more on me than I can bare" 

And make sure that all my friends and family know that though 

the  

bullet came unexpectantly… I knew it was my time to go. 

Momma never cry, never weep... 

Just know that you were my backbone, and that if I had one 

more day, I would  

have spent it with you. 
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Kristen Rogers 

 

My head hurts 

  

If you could go through what I do 

You would see why my head hurts 

I've got a certain standard to be 

People used to see me as the key to the black community 

But now all they want to see is something pretending to be what 

it's not 

Am I wrong for my language? 

Am I a traitor because of my safe haven? 

Out of a million I see two colored faces 

I see people judging the races, violators, perpetrators, smashing 

my soul in the dirt- 

Can you see why my head hurts? 

They will smile in your face, and once you turn around disown 

you 

And I'm two-faced? 

They will judge you because you prefer your own 

But even in a large crowd you can still be alone- 

So what am I to do? 

You ask me why I smile? 

I smile because I want to cry 

And crying would make my head hurt 
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Lauren Rolfes 

 

10/31 24/7 Haiku 
 

For all you posers, 

Ev‟ry day is Halloween. 

It‟s no trick or treat. 

 

 

 

Buddhism Haiku 
 

In this moment now, 

Buddha said to be mindful. 

I read this haiku. 

 

 

 

Poison Ivy Haiku 
 

Resplendent with ooze. 

Pink, tingling entanglements. 

Defiled skin knots. 
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Monica Uebbing 

 

Liquid 

 

A quiet dark fills the room.  

A silent calm seeps through the cracks,  

Crawling through the spaces 

Into little crevices,  

Through tiny miniscule holes. 

The molecules ooze bit by bit. 

Immense force builds, 

Inevitable, it climbs 

Unstoppable, haste less 

It drips,  

 drops. 

Pooling into little lakes, ponds 

Droplets bead on the floor,  

Others absorbed by books  

Cracked open, papers discarded. 

It grows larger. 

Eating away at the noise 

Inch by inch, foot by foot 

All of it, consumed, swallowed 

Calm nothing, inescapable 

Peaceful dark,  

Silence complete. 
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Oblivion 

 

Sitting, waiting, contemplating… 

Is it time? 

I watch the waves roll up as they kiss the sand. 

A sizzle escapes into the air. 

The hot, scorching fire put out 

Hushed, quieted 

I‟m dying… 

The clouds float in the water, the sky 

The gulls swim, fly 

My skin is pink, my energy drained 

The sun greedy, taking, stealing away 

I‟m dying... 

I resign, no hope, gone. It‟s gone. 

I walk ankle-deep 

The waves grab at my legs, tugging 

“Come” the waves call “Come” they whisper 

So seductive, tempting, easy 

 Knee-deep the wind rushes around me, tussles my hair 

The water, cold, numbing, driving my senses 

I‟m dying…  

It pulls, tugs, pushes up to my thighs, my waist 

The cold, I suck in a breath, calm 

Calming, the rocking, the swaying 

I hear the whispers. The wind calls. It beckons. It‟s hungry. 

“Let go”  

 I‟m dying… 

It‟s easy. I float, I surrender 

The waves sweep me away, buoying me up 

I feel light, weightless. It‟s so simple. 

Beautiful, the waves reach over me, embrace me 

The cold is gone, no the heat rushes in, burns 

But only for a moment 
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The dark comes, consumes, soothes 

Nothing more, never more… 

Finished. 

 

 

 

Spectacles 

 

Five stories up, I watch the people 

Miniature lives I see them go by 

Thoughts. Loves. Burdens. Losses.  

Complexities I will never know 

Broken into fractions 

Tiny particles, spectacles.  

We are dust.  

And time ticks, tocks. 

Never once it stops. 
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Amy Windhorst 

 

The Land and the Sea 
 

Sometimes he thinks she's wandered from the sea, 

With mermaid tongue, wet slick upon her lips, 

And mutable position of her hips. 

Once-migrant hands enforced a stern decree 

Though signatures now flow more lazily 

Like water through her flound'ring fingertips. 

When she rests, she dreams of battleships 

Which churn her marine world haphazardly. 

 

She barely swims--most days she seems to float. 

Tsunamis make the most of disrepair, 

The waves of poison pooling in her hair. 

He lifts her then, a firm, sea-worthy boat-- 

The watery breath that catches in her throat 

Leaves to tangle with his earth-bred air. 
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The Integral and the Swain 

 
He dabs sweat with his tongue in a sheer summer‟s sun 

On the cusp of some thought indirect. 

The swain, much too young, but a dire heat has spun 

A dihedral where planes intersect. 

 

The slope of his eye, slanted grin each imply 

Something tangent and best left undressed. 

It‟s the fourth of July—there‟s a fire in the sky, 

And its integral flares in my chest. 

 

He takes breath to the flame, forms a derivate frame 

For reciprocal equations and lines. 

I pawn number for name as I plot out the game 

With meridian the function of time. 

 

Now the sine holds my throat—breach the firm asymptote 

That had bound our release from reserve. 

Silence only provokes need for lips to denote 

The full sum of what‟s under my curve. 
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Prose 
Natalie Foertmeyer 

 

Bathroom Lights 

 

I am not awake today. 

 

I got out of bed and I went through my day, as normal.  The 

only thing that convinced me I wasn't dreaming was the 

headache.  When I got out of school, it was raining.  I hadn't 

decided whether that was a good thing or a bad thing.  On one 

hand, the ground was thirsty and my flowers had been aching 

for a bit of spring rain to perk them up.  On the other hand, I'd 

spent a long time straightening my hair that morning and the 

rain would tease all the work out and, shamelessly, my hair 

would frizz.  Regardless, I had to walk home, so I pulled the 

hood of my jacket up and began to tramp down the sidewalk, 

still feeling weirdly like a sleepwalker intruding into the world 

of the waking. 

 

My feet made sharp snaps against the dampened pavement and I 

felt nothing but the cold and the headache, pulsing quietly 

behind my forehead.  I don't remember what I thought about.  It 

was probably something small and inconsequential, like which 

shoes to wear to prom or whether or not I should wear the pink 

sweater tomorrow.  I just remember listening to the cracking of 

my shoes on concrete, hearing the sound bounce off the 

aluminum plated subdivision and come hurtling back toward 

me.  Over and over, like a drumbeat carrying me forward to a 

fate I couldn't stop, couldn't change, couldn't run from. 
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Eventually, the staccato rhythm and its ghostly partner carried 

me home.  Home with its fading green shutters and white 

siding.  Home with its little trees and my flower garden in the 

front, smiling blissfully at passersby.  Home with its locked 

front door and its destiny behind. 

 

I found her in the bathtub of the bathroom she and I shared.  For 

a minute it was just like she was sleeping there, or relaxing in a 

long soak without the sudsy water.  But then the scarlet flowers 

on the wall made sense, slowly floating up to my empty 

brain.  The razor blade on the side of the tub and the rusty stains 

on her t-shirt resolved themselves into the meaning of what lay 

in front of me.  Her skin was pale and her face serene.  I reached 

to touch her neck, to find a pulse, a reason to decide that I really 

was dreaming.  She was cool to my touch, but not cold, and she 

didn't flinch as my strangely steady hands sought out a 

heartbeat, however faint, however slow, to give me hope that 

my sister was simply faking, playing a trick, and holding her 

breath to see how long it took me to get scared.  She, with her 

dangerously ticklish neck, didn't flinch away from my touch and 

I knew.  I stood there a moment longer, staring at the macabre 

red gashes on her stony arms.  Then my cell phone was in hand 

and I was talking to a very calm woman on the other end.  I 

don't remember what I said and how long it took the sirens to 

cease their wailing in my driveway.  I simply stood there and 

stared, my eyes undecided between the garish wounds, the 

pooled blood, and her tranquil expression. 

 

And now I can't bear to call our parents.  I don't know the words 

to say to them to make them know.  I can't bear to be the one 

that takes away their normal life.  I'm in the hall where the 

paramedics gently placed me.  They are in the bathroom talking 

loudly to the faucet and the window treatment, telling them the 
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story they witnessed, as if hearing the events in words makes 

them happen.  They are using big medical words that my sister 

would love to hear, like "lacerations" and "radial artery" and 

"exsanguination."  They haven't said the last big word yet, the 

one I know is coming and ah, here it is -- "suicide."  It hits me 

in the chest like a punch and I can't breathe.  I knew before, but 

somehow the word does make it real.  The headache is there 

behind my eyes and I know, I know, I know I'm not 

dreaming.  My cell phone is out again and I'm dialing my 

mother's number before I know what I'm doing, but I need the 

words out and the world shattered before the tears come. 

 

I'm not awake today. 

I can't be, because they always told me nightmares hide in 

shadows. 

They lied. 

Sometimes they lurk in bathroom lights. 
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Daniel Parsley 

 

Stopping, Noticing, and Realizing 

 

Upon walking past the fiery red poppies of Hinkle Hall, 

the enclave known as Edgecliff courtyard can be easily viewed. 

The picturesque garden greets visitors with a tall bushel of 

grass. The V-shaped brown brick walkway is outlined by claret 

stones and makes the forest of grass difficult to miss. Like two 

totems, large crab apple trees guard the courtyard entrance. 

What stories these goliaths could recall. What sounds, beautiful 

and dreadful, known only to them. Crimson fruits dance in the 

gentle breeze as the midday sun illuminates their glory. One of 

the red spheres is relieved from its post and descends to the 

jade, moss covered ground below.  

 Upon taking the next few steps, a lavender aroma lightly 

scents the air. The source is apparent: a thick layer of violet 

colored flowers creep upon the ground, almost menacingly. The 

base of the foliage is compact and low. The beautiful flowers 

however thrust themselves into the air, gasping for the sunlight. 

Desperately gasping to be noticed.  

 Venturing further, a small Japanese maple tree attempts 

to drape itself across the walkway. The miniature tree has been 

trimmed back recently evidenced by the damp outline left by 

missing limbs. Still resilient scarlet tips continue salute the 

ordinary passerby.  

 Immediately upon entering the square courtyard, I am 

flanked by two mirrored concrete flowerpots. The gravel-

embossed containers remain bare of flora: an obvious 

preparation for the coming autumn. A pair of wooden benches 

remain parallel to one another, offering a cozy seat to study, 

practice, or simply relax. Unable to resist, I give in and rest my 

weary legs in the shady reserve. Up above, a majestic oddity 

shades me from the sweltering sun. The tree, an apparent exotic 
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addition, gives life to lime green bundles of fruit that resemble 

bananas. Mesmerized by this idea, I grasp the bundle and 

neighboring leaves in my hand. The leathery leaves contrast the 

fruit‟s light and almost featherlike softness 

 A choir of locusts provides background harmony to the 

garden. The often overlooked hum echoes amongst the distant E 

Major scale of a contrabassoon on the third floor. In a short 

period, the two attempt to overpower one another through a 

battle of decibels. The locusts emerge victorious, as the 

contrabassoon player must leave for class.  

 I, like the defeated musician, must also soon leave for 

class. Springing up from relaxation, I stand obstinately at the 

door. Edgecliff courtyard: ignored by most, but quite possibly 

the most beautiful and serene spot on campus. Basking in its 

simplistic beauty and comforting panorama, I pull on the cool 

brass handle as I continue on to my next class.  


