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òWhere Iõm Fromó 

By Sarah Beavers 

 

I am from coffee mugs 

From krumkake irons and warm summer grass 

I am from the blooming blue rhododendron 

(full and lush 

As if grown in paradise) 

 

I am from Sigrid Enerson and Mary Foster 

I am from cross-Atlatic pilgrims 

From ridged mountains blue 

And the mountain folk in the hills 

 

I am from dust bunnies hiding under the bed 

From primary colored plastic and Basic H 

I am from pianos and bone china 

From dishwasher safe and bloodied toes 

 

I am from Marion Whitner and Barbara Gilmore 

From cancer and Alzheimerõs 

Peeled paint and black dogs 

Fluffy kitties and squealing babies 

 

I am from blue walls and red rooftops 

Meals of chicken ramen and pico de gallo 

From Old World and New World 

Deep, knotted familial roots in red clay 

Becoming one with where I came 

And to where I return 
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òI Love Youó 

By Maggie Brazier 

 

I hate you like I do the sunshine 

Charring my pale face 

Like the madly dancing red and 

Orange flames of a fire 

I hate you like I do the men 

Who slaughtered my family  

Like those who caused me to lose this race 

 

But I love you like I do the full 

Moon 

Like I love the pure darkness of 

Night 

But I love you like the rolling thunder 

And flashing lightning 

I love you like a storm at noon 

 

I hate you like a morning sunrise, 

Damaging my eyes 

Like a solar flare in the darkest 

Night 

I hate you like the scorching deserts 

In Nigeria 

Like the truth of my death 

From those who are wise 

 

But I love you like I do the full  

Moon 

Like I love the pure darkness of night 

But I love you like the rolling thunder  

And flashing lightning 

I love you like a storm at noon 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

I hate you like the flickering flame 

Of a candle  

Like an electronicõs pale glow 

I hate you like the glare of a camperõs 

Flashlight, blinding me 

Like the glow of a lamp lit in the  

Shadows of tall trees 

 

But I love you my darling 

I truly do 

Like the moon 

The darkness 

And a storm 

I love youé
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Untitled  

by Amani Dixon 

 

 òLife would be happier if we could be born at the age of 80 and gradually approach eighteen.ó Seventy-

three-year-old Annemae said, sadness filling her voice. 

 Annemaeõs caregiver, Sue, looked at her with soft eyes and said in her twangy voice, òEveryone gets older. 

Itõs a part of life. Everyone goes through it, sugar.ó 

 òHmphó was all Annemae said. 

 

 Annemae was sitting on her front porch rocking in her rocking chair back and forth, back and forth as she 

always does. It helps her to remember. She often gets confused, but sitting in her old rocking chair with its familiar 

òEeló and òcreakó as she rocks back and forth, back and forth helps her remember. As she rocks to the steady beat 

back òeekó , forth òcreakó, she smells honeysuckle. Memories come flooding back to her; her as a little girl playing 

on her family farm with her dog Periwinkle. Poor Periwinkle she thinks, she starts remembering him now. 

Footsteps then cut off her memory and she feels a tickle on her cheek. She touches the spot surprised to find tears. 

As sheõs wiping her cheek she notices a fair faced woman walking toward her. Her hair was red, quite like her own; 

she had enough freckles for the both of them to share, green eyes, and long think eyelashes. Annemae has a jolt of 

realization. The woman is her daughter. Happiness surges through her, then sadness when she realizes she doesnõt 

remember her name. Old brain, she thinks, remember, but she canõt.  
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òBringing a Poem to Bedó 

By Nicole Brewer 

 

Just gazing upon a crisp, blank page 

Chills are sent throughout my nerves, 

A satellite signal, instant connection. 

 

A stale perfume wafting off the used sheet 

As it flutters by in my hand is all needed 

To set my mind into swift piston rotation. 

 

Tingles whisper to my ears òYesssss!ó 

The paperõs sigh of sliding against itself 

Comes dangerously close to arousing; pure inspiration. 

 

Freshly scribbled graphite alters the flavor of the pristine 

Porcelain when I lick my fingers clean of excess grey, 

Like adding a new seasoning to an exquisite culinary creation. 

 

Untouched lines donõt always feel the best. 

The caressing of grooved words underneath me 

Sparks a coveted bliss, from pure unadulterated sensation.  
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òWhat You Seeó 

By Joseph Ellison 

 

You believe I am just a poor outcast. 

When you look at me I can tell what you think, 

òHe is just a bother to us alló 

Just a poor kid who will merely sink. 

 

The street maybe my home 

The ground serves as my bed 

My worries are with you instead 

Cause I know in my heart I can be 

So much more than what you see. 

 

The world has everything I could need 

The cities full of exciting adventures 

Twists and turns around each road awaits 

The world is all full of detours 

 

The street maybe my home 

The ground serves as my bed 

My worries are with you instead 

Cause I know in my heart I can be 

So much more than what you see. 

 

A world of beauty is a waiting 

Itõs all mine for the taking 

Unlike the ones I pity in the city 

I am as free as anyone can be. 

 

The street maybe my home 

The ground serves as my bed 

My worries are with you instead 

Cause I know in my heart I can be 

So much more than what you see.  
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òThe Rains of Castamere Adaptationó Originally written by George R. R. Martin 

By Dylan Hadden 

 

The Westernlandõs midnight wind tore over the crownwork, and with it surged the mass of men on the plain 

below; golden lions on a field of crimson. The Red Lion of House Reyne poised on the balustrade, gripping the 

rock with both hands, as if trying to crumble it beneath his iron grip. His expression was marked as if he had just 

been through the castleõs cesspit, though his accented gold and crimson armor suggested differently. He came clear 

of the balustrade, to show his truly bearlike form. The banner of House Reyne tore above his head and fluttered 

down. It lay on the plain cobblestone floor before his feet, the red lion crest illuminated by torchlight. Emblematic, 

The Red Lion thought with muse.   

Outside the walls Tywin Lannister watched the black castle through his green eyes.  A hairline grin caught 

across his narrow face. From one of the towers Tywin saw a black blur emerge; a raven bearing a message. Out it 

flew, higher and higher, until the injection of an arrow sent it back down to land.  Again, a satisfied grin grew across 

his face.   

We have 3 Lannister men to trade for my captured bastard who goes by the name of one Tydrek Hill. 

Tywin read the message aloud few accompanying lords, who murmured amongst themselves about what to 

do; about what Tywinõs father, Lord Tytos would do. Tywin furrowed the letter and threw it from his tent. òSend 

them his bastard,ó he announced. òSend him in three pieces, one for every Lannister taken.ó 

The Halls of Castamere were flooded with Lannister soldiers. Long had the uneventful siege lingered.  

Tywin had employed the simple tool of hunger in his favor, while his soldiers feasted freshest meat and richest 

wine, paid with gold and silver right from the Lannister mines, the besieged rebels were forced to eat their horses.  

When the time came, when the rams preformed their rhythmic drum, the last of the keepõs reserves had been long 

spent.  House Reyne dueled with a slow, weak hand against the Lannister lion as they cascaded over the walls and 

through their gates.   

 When the Lannisters finally stormed the high keep, led by Tywin himself, there was not a single soldier left 

to defend it. Only The Red Lion, sitting in the high keepõs seat. His eyes were fixed on the dwindling fire built 

before the throne. The flames danced in the hall as the Westernlandõs coastal winds whistled their tune among the 

arches, windows and doors. Tywin Lannister lowered himself to The Red Lionõs ear, and whispered the Lannister 

words, òHear my roar.ó He drew his thin, eloquent sword, the slew him through the heart in a quick, decisive 

stroke.  òKill all the captives. The soldiers, the house maids, all of them,ó Tywin commanded as he brutally kicked 

the body into the fire. òLet their deaths be a mute testament to those who defy the Lannisters of Casterly Rock.ó 
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òThe Apron and the Axeó 

By Emma Clare Holleman 

 

My sister is gone. They say she got into a car with two men from Oslo and they drove away. I don't know if she'd 

even been in a car before that. They say she'd met with them, the outsiders, before, in the one and only inn; 

sneaking visits in during those errands Mama is always sending her into town on. The morning of her last day that 

we didn't know was her last day, I went to the stable for the good axe, taking a moment to breath in that rich 

chipped-wood smell, a god-send in the late winter when the frost swallows every smell but Mama's soup and the salt 

of the sea. She was there by the west wall, cooing softly to the cow. I tugged on one of her apron strings as I walked 

by and she flicked me on the back of the head. I grabbed the axe and was on my way out when she asked me, 

òCutting wood?ó 

òYes,ó I said. 

òWith Nis?ó 

òYes,ó I said. 

òWhich scarf is he wearing?ó Her eyes were wide. I was never sure if Karen had big eyes or if she just opened them 

more than the rest of us. 

òWhat?ó 

òWhich scarf; the red or the blue?ó 

òThe blue,ó I said. òWhy?ó 

òRed means he's feeling strong,ó she said in utter seriousness. 

òAnd blue?ó 

òMeans he wants to be alone... or at least quiet.ó 

òAll this from his scarf?ó She shrugged and stuck her hands in her apron pockets. òHe probably doesn't even notice 

himself.ó She turned away and went back to fussing over the cow, her mind suddenly elsewhere. I lingered. 

òWhat about me?ó She turned back as if she'd forgotten I was there. 

òHmm?ó 

òWhat do you know about me that I don't know?ó A smile spread across her face. 

òI can't tell you Erik. Then you'd know, and that would be cheating.ó She tapped the side of her nose. òNow shoo!ó 

I grinned and ducked out of the stable. I don't remember what she said at dinner that night, and by morning Mama 

had already sent her to town, and that was the end of it. She didn't come home. 

 

At first Mama kept setting her place at the table. After a week she stopped. At first my younger brothers asked a lot 

of questions, òwhy did she go,ó and òwhen's she coming back,ó being the most often repeated. Then, as her absence 

was accepted, they became mute. Tommen had no one to tease. Tycho had no one to confide in quietly throughout 

the day. And then, quite suddenly, they began to be themselves again. Laughing and racing around each other, 

Tycho with his stilt-legged gait, as if she had never been there. At first Nis wore only his blue scarf, and then, two 

weeks after my sister was taken from us, he came out of his room in the red. 

òTake that off!ó I shouted, and snatched it from his neck, clutching the scratchy red wool in my fingers so tight I 

could feel the individual stitches with my fingertips. His eyes widened, and for a moment he looked like he was 

going to hit me. And then it was gone. His face relaxed and he took his scarf back. I let it slide out of my hand. 

òNo, Erik,ó and he walked out of the house before I could follow, and I was alone in the kitchen, pressing against 

the table for support, breathing hard, but not knowing why. 

  



8 
 

òSolitary Confinementó 

By Kendyl Kearly 

 

Her clothes are still in our closet: 

A still-wet raincoat, red high heels, 

The sundress she said sheõd give me 

When it fits too tightly on her. 

 

Neighbors ask what sheõs doing now 

Gone to a college out of state? 

òYes,ó my mother says. òSchool far away.ó 

A bead of sweat drips down her neck. 

 

Our room is empty of her smell, 

Chanel perfume that I once spilled. 

Who will help me get through these years? 

Who will listen to my trials?  

 

I visit her on Saturdays. 

Orange hides a body boys desired. 

We gossip, hope our time will last, 

Sisters barred just by print-smeared glass. 
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òHidden Ars Poeticaó  

By Sapna Kedia   

 

Sunlight shining through fresh condensation 

on car windows brightens up dusty corners 

and bring attention to the entity 

hiding in the shadow under the brake. 

 

A lonely second hand plaid sofa stained 

with nicotine smoke holds the memory 

in its rusty springs of what once nestled 

deep in the gap between the frayed cushions. 

 

Freshly painted a cheery shade of grey 

an empty locker rests bathed in fake light, 

huddled between rows of identical siblings. 

It enjoys the secret in its steel heart. 
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òDanieló 

By Lisa Kobzina 

The second best part of my day is working at the funeral home. 

The minute I shut the door, the sound is sucked clean out of my ears and I can breathe again. My dented hat is 

unscrewed from my head, and with it goes the sneering mask I wear outside. I put on Reynolds' spare gloves 

instead--they're butter-soft leather, sweet against my skin. 

Then I go into the next room to find the stiff, cold on Reynolds' table. Today, it's a man, clean but for a bullet hole 

right between his eyes. I pick up the make-up swab from the side table and get to work. I squint at his skin, then at 

my colors, trying to guess his skin tone, the trickiest kind of puzzle--my favorite. I mix a couple shades of peach 

with a pinch of pink and stick it on, dab by dab. I am Da Vinci in this room, and he is my masterpiece. 

When the bullet hole is gone, I swipe some color on his cheeks, make him look a little more flesh-and-blood and 

less corpse-like.  Maybe he's only sleeping, my colors say. It's a lie, sure, but the nice kind. Better than the other 

ones I normally end up telling. 

Next, I put the monkey suit on him. It's a cruel trick to pull on a dead guy, sure--you're dressing them up all silly 

and they can't even complain--but hey, if I have to wear one, so does he. Besides, the stiffs have a look about them 

that lets them pull it off much better than I can. It's a crazy dance, me stuffing him into freshly pressed slacks and 

wrangling his arms into a jacket, and the only dance I'll ever get to do with a man. 

By then, Reynolds has crept in from his office, waiting to check over my work so the big guys can carry the stiff 

over to his coffin. He's always quiet, which is what I like about him; home is never quiet. On bad days, he gives me 

a look and makes me scrub off all my color and do it over. On good days, he'll nod, once, and say, "Well done, son." 

I like it when he says that, much more than the way David calls me son, or how my father might if I saw him again. 

Today is a good day. He walks along the side of the table and scrapes his finger across the blush. Then he nods, just 

once. 

"Well done, son."  

The big guys hear their cue and come in from the other room to get the stiff. Reynolds sends me home for the day. 

Not too many people died this week, I guess, which makes me unhappy. I've got no reason to come crawling 

around in the funeral home if there aren't any funerals.  

The stiff the big guys are carrying off was my forty-seventh, I think as I put on my hat and screw my face back into 

a grin.  I've outlived forty-seven people. Maybe tomorrow I can try for forty-eight. 
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Untitled by Jennifer Linares  
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