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Bitler Merories
By: €lizabeth Chogich

A)/r}/ do you stil/ devour all of me?

Whdat did I ever do Zo deserve 2/hs?

Al Zhe Pan you Ve caused, why can Z you sSee
Yow Far you made me go, led rre arss?

I don? #know whdat to believe, it's all lies!
77705& garres you played, eaing me alive Zhen,
I swure I don'? ever want o knoeco Wy .
was L just Q/D/tyz‘/?fng Zo you, penned?

You played with ry rind, a puppeteer.

L, yowr puppel, you rever Z‘/zoag/’zz‘ Zo mend
When I was left alone with ry Fear...

You killed whdatever was /ef? inside

You Zook ev’ery?f/?fng y no place o Aide.




Worldiide Koad 7?-:;7 ﬂ
By Travis Jackson

Z /ived 1n V:)‘g;l?;a Q/MOSZ CZ/ / /)7}/ /ife 0
So Z‘rav’e/f/@ Zhe a)o};{c{ ceoould be F afr/y.. nice
Like going places that I have never dreamed

By going Zo é_/@/an? Zo see the"Kings. and n@aeey

Z// go even further X L /7620"62 d‘/{nlcea

By going Zo Zhe 25-/" Yo/ Toioer in'Parls, France

B £ L did T wooet/d be _-_’zr;a,éfnﬁ Zhe rutles

So I/ step by Australia ¢5%5ee 2he Karngaroos

So in a plane I ‘/)Ae r:'!:’f/‘?g l!‘;;!«'n /

7o view Zhe new Te otas, :nj_'f;_méyo, Japan

But, when I Z‘/?oaj: Z 2had l" 1/162\/& Seen 7 all

My plane coill £y ver C/zfioa slGreat wWall

7 he rnext /9/ ace f/‘}af, 74, a!anz‘zc': \Spend Some Time

LS i fgypf erith Z‘{?e /9}(;‘62:0?!‘&5 on /)7};: rund

The /ast place thad I woild wart 1o see

Is Newo Yohé ‘5 #¢ a'/)?o(,y %{Z‘A{e of ZJA@)‘Z‘}/
\ﬁenhéaa@’/zome 78 40?{%! want Zo !e
With all 2he places’T visited in memory
And 2he only 2hing that I have 2'say
T hat L here. 1S ne ‘/9/6’2?1& /ike home, /ive VA.

A
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art by Trulynd Hall



Lost: A Fowund Poenr
by Danny Wolte

Their bones ratd/e

[ife ice cubes in a 3/(2\55

Saliva like String

s /70/39:'/73 from blue lips

éod', what f/'fey would 3fl/e

for Some beer and apple Strudel.
Just a litt/e taste, f/zey say,
and 2hey prorise Zhey 'd de done.
A’Ma!g Zhe drift of faces,

Zhe vei! of /?c:;?e /S /ifled.

They rmight as well be dead; hell,
Zo 2he world they a/ready are.
For the thowusand?h ime

Z'/‘)e»‘r éoofs \Smf’ into Snaafa//,

the white—covered shore,

nothing before ther but

a Sea LA rever freezes.

F—cz//flg Zo the 5}‘0&07@’

T _ Cthey say a Short prayer,

e R R \SZ'czn at the northern light's
e ' ? Zhey /] never reach.

: a):z‘/z daa)n comes a éoaf

w ¢he w/,,sg,,,,ﬂ e
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ﬂ)/!ere Z ‘M From
éy anﬂy MO/‘/ZQ

T am From Yot Pockets

ard /70/}/ waters.

Fromn the crab shack

across the street From Walmard;

JUST a’rfw'ng past i

you cowld smell O/d Bay

and hard cork.

Z arm From he lobacco leaves

2hat heng Zo dry,

condemned bebind barn doors.
/(;‘OM look whdat yoadasz‘ a’:a’ Zo
" duct tape can Fx amshing

Z am from the /oam;)(’ms ,

SZ‘L(C',,é Zo ZAhe Vine

and wdf‘fl‘hs for their faces.

All of 2, 2he past

(oo bad it cowuldnt las?t)

but still it's cwhere I From.
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end of the train carrying his bag. The laughing teenagers momentarily stop their horseplay and look
curiously up at the man who is at least six feet tall, surely wondering what the old geezer wants. His
attention is not focused on the students, though. His attention is focused on a dull, red button located
at the end of the car. Immediately above the button is what appears to be - with its many holes - a
speaker. Below the button are the red-inscribed words, “EMERGENCY: PUSH TO TALK.” The
man walks to the button and presses it.

“Hello,” he says, “We’re going to need some help down here. We have an emergency.”

This statement is followed by silence among the passengers. The engines are not making
their usual roaring noises, and outside the train-station now seems devoid of people, though no one
has entered the train-car.

After what seems to the passengers like minutes of nervous tension but what must be only
the passage of seconds, the air is broken by the brunette college student’s small, meek voice speak-
ing the thought that is on everyone’s mind.

“What’s the emergency?” she says, because certainly there is none. Nothing seems out of or-
der, and there doesn’t appear to be anyone too dangerous among them. Is there some unseen danger
that they are not aware of? The man answers in a biting, caustic tone.

“T'll tell you,” his voice seeming to hold back a fiery anger “when they answer.” And then he
smiles, more to himself than to anyone else.

He has everyone’s attention now, and is held up to their scrutiny. Save the suit, he gives off
the look of a hobo, both from what those closest to him can smell to what those further away can
tell from his exposed skin. What they surely note most though is his mysterious looking black bag.
From birth, it seems, we are taught to be weary of suspicious looking people with shady looking
articles. Who knows what could be inside? It could be anything from business papers to something
of a completely different nature...

The whole car seems to grow electric with worried curiosity,

“What'’s the matter?” asks a man on the other side of the train.

“Is there something wrong?”” inquires a matronly looking woman from a seat close to the
train doors.

“What’s the emergency?” repeats the brunette hurriedly in her meek, little voice.

All that the man says in reply is “I’ll tell you when they answer.” And smiles that same
weird smile.

There does seem to be an apparent problem with the button; the man has pushed it and re-
peated the same phrase over and over again, but there has been no reply.

The redhead says, in a voice much weaker than her usual voice, “I think you have to hold it
down for it to work.” The man eyes her with mild contempt, then holds the button down and repeats
his message. Still, there is no answer.

By this time the blonde boy has memorized the hand that holds the bag. It is extremely ve-
nous, and his skin is so wan that his veins stand out a bluish hue. The part of his forearm that sticks
out of his suit jacket is hairy, with a light brown mole on the back of his wrist. The blonde boy has
thought many times over how he might be able to tackle the man in case he tries anything funny,
though the man outweighs him by no fewer than fifty pounds.

The doors begin to close, separating the passengers from possible safety from the unseen
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danger. Several passengers think of bolting out of the doors, but none do. The doors shut and the en-
gines begin their screeching white noise as the train moves onward down the cramped tunnel. They
are all now isolated in the dark, cave-like tunnel; any chance they had of escaping is gone.

Again there is silence, but silence of a different nature. The engines are screaming, the man
is talking into the speaker, and the wheels are rolling along the tracks with loud “ka-lunks”, but still
there is a silence. The air is extremely tense. Those seated closest to the man think they can hear a
barely audible ticking.

To alleviate the almost unbearable pressure of the train-car, the speckled boy in the blue
linen jacket asks, more jocularly than serious, “Is everyone else scared?”

The boy is slightly successful in his attempts, but not in the way that he had hoped. The
question hangs in the air as the passengers quietly consider their circumstance. The atmosphere of
the room turns more solemn. The train travels on, a screaming metal tube of flickering light under-
ground.

The train reaches its next stop, a twin of the previous station. The man’s waxen skin begins
to redden angrily as he begins to scream into the speaker.

“Hello? Is anyone there!?”

As the doors begin to open, he regards the button and speaker with a hateful disdain and be-
gins walking towards the train doors while looking scornfully at the train’s passengers, specifically
at the students. New passengers enter the train car as he exits. Halfway out, the brunette calls out.

“What was the emergency?”

The man looks back, smirks, and says, “Oh, nothing you have to worry about.” And exits the
train with his black bag, much to the confusion of the newcomers.

The doors of the train close and the train begins to move. Nothing is said until the train is
once again enveloped in the darkness of the tunnel. Conversations pick up slowly. The newly arrived
members of the car are alarmed by the quiet mutterings and whispers of the word “bomb”. The stu-
dents however, break the quiet with loud, boisterous voices.

“I thought he was going to blow us up!” shouts the redhead.

“I did too,” says the blonde boy, “I was watching his bag and thinking about how I could flip
him over!”

“Do you think he really had a bomb?” asks the fair-haired boy.

“I don’t know,” the blonde says, shaking his head, “but he sure creeped me the hell out

Soon they are all laughing and joking about the whole incident, much to the horror, confu-
sion, and - in some cases - jealousy of the other passengers. But the laughter and joking are just a
pretense, a coping mechanism. In a small but significant way something has changed. The students
have faced their mortality, not just individually but collectively as well. They have come to realize
this night - adrenaline pumping through their veins - that they very well could die and that would be
the end. And what if it had been? Their last conversation would have been about bathroom sex.

Although they will tell the story many times over to friends and acquaintances, and the story
would soon becomes so fantastic as to enter the realm of hyperbole, one thing will always stick with
them. The lesson that they all took away was this: Though the button had been pressed at least thirty
times, and even held down, help never came. When they really might have needed it, the EMER-
GENCY: PUSH TO TALK button didn’t work.
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Where I r» Fron
éy Canille Morrow

Z'm From here and there,

Cramé/rrg Starcases— /Oee/u?s ;a:nf
Z'm £rom Seoimrrng pools

and a fear of the deep end,

Zhose wrknowon cfefvz‘hé'

o-/-' 1y owwn :mczﬁ;

Z'm FFrom a frre-”Sa_).frg horse in ry
back yard

/ec?/wlg éac:é s /ooéfnﬁ «(p f/?)‘a(.(g/? Zhe
Zrees,

5/)?:%'173 a the p&SS:'éf'/rlf;'es 5
= 5{9 z‘hinﬁng ewith a tiny brain

Front srusSmalchied and overcontdent.

T b Ll .é{a, Sfa;:'a’-/oa{’frg Ael/-
mels,

\S-*Z'Zfr /ike a fé()‘f/e, Z‘enSm_g
Zhe :Sﬁeed' I'm From Aower pots
and bee 52‘:139

£rorr wooden \vaﬁn'éehs and gypsy
c’./of/}\s A

Z'm from all these places

but T haven? gore far,

because I can Still remember.

£rom
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art by Caroline Kee



OLD LADY
.éy Capnulle Morrow

limesS , Sour as Che mood She ‘5 n.

5/6265&5 y pushed Zo the 5r:'af5cz of” Aer nose.

Sporled rulky, She ruins Y breakfust.
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spread by Erwin Ribera







7, here T »1 F/—‘oﬂ?
by Charity Taylor

I core FFrorr e\/eryw/?ere al once
Zo noewhere at all

FFor anv’ary:}vﬁ :‘nsz‘aé:'/:‘z‘y

7[,;‘0/}7 inSide 76 owlsSide

and back again

Z come #rom printed paper

%% constant Ccompasnon

Lar:’rzg me é:zaf nto 17s pages

I come from IF you are a dreamer,
Comme 7 .

Zo “where the Side coalk ends

I corme fFrorr Srolher

and snoopin

From overabundant aZ‘/‘Ierfngs
From a lonqg line o/j blabberrrouths
and fFrorr /ove

I come £For e\/eryw/)e.re al once

Zo nowwhere at all.
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Only Early
Lorenza Myeré'

Zhere in a silent fouse,
,(’;';?9 Zo rr/self

‘o do, where 2o go,

shadoto Surrounds e,

reaks through the shadows ams < /
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The Road Not Taken (Zhe /imericd~ |
' 5}/ Chris Severin

$: i/ o \ ‘-’
¥ S Once split a lore road into wood o B
Take both of them I really should = =
2 S As I Zry Zo decide \_ 2 \

Foia =< | Both the roads I had eyed -, ¥

S =3 4/’::0’ Zhe road traveled less on I stood ! L
. B SRS
= . § _—

e
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spread by Katy Mendez
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art by Tai Li Nelson
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photo by Joseph Sanford













spread by Corey Lorenz






spread by Hallie Lenneman
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spread by Cristina Pereira
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Kimfergarfen
Carille Morrow

Dinosaur turtlenecks
pre-malure dream of ﬁnd:'/g bores
No such thing as self-doubt
confidence in every Step

:'/{9 on the Hoor, So impatient
ready for the blacktop, ready for the sun
F]y Aigh in a Seoing,
st on a pile of muelch
where you fell and met
another
T/"‘H'oa) a 562// ) p/ar/:rg cateh ewith
his lauglier, loud as colors of
popcicles— sharing a Srnack,
Slide down the stars,
wat for lororroe.
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And Green w
A &(}‘/9/& AN %
- While red coou/s ée. @'

i ziehing crocks wo i

,‘I

of 2 roz‘i’:rg reCe o-/’m 7" %-
e Sharpness of a knite ,
a z‘/z%sand dancing Feet

| /72:‘;/6:9.171‘ on Che rund

hot pe)‘f’edf/y defTned.
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