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cA (Jgorgoin

15ay thie.
Love,
with much regret: at the moment 
she dyed her hair red and clung to me 
my mind became amuck 
and my body a ball of rubberbands 
masterfully knotted, non-untiable.
One cannot control his whims and energies 
in such a state
and dignified opinion is at a loss.
I may try again and again, 
but all attempts to reapply 
willful responsibility to you.
Love,
as a living form 
is humiliating. In response

to your gifts of red cotton, lemonade, 
and ink I can offer
dead coral from yesterday’s seaside, blue 
elusive jellyfish stings, 
and a held breath

Untitled by Jill Rosenberg 
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by Samantha Manaktola

Don’t you ever watch people 
who have the same mannerisms 
as someone else you know? They 
do something familiar and then 
you’re reminded of that person 
you know, even when you’ve sworn 
not to think about her anymore. 
It’s in the way she tosses her head 
before she speaks, and you stare for 
just a second longer than is polite 
because your heart is twisting in 
your chest. For a moment (sad, 
upon reflection), she’s back again, 
about to say something typical and 
charming and you can’t help but 
picture her, hair falling around her 
face as she watches you over her 
morning coffee. But then this girl, 
this not-her girl, puts her hand 
to her mouth when she laughs in 
that way you’ve always thought of 
as terribly affected and it’s gone. 
You look away and by the time 
you’re done with your coffee, you’ve 
forgotten and you walk away from 
her like the stranger she is.

And then weeks go by, or 
maybe even months, and you’re out 
for drinks with the guys and you 
hear her voice lilt over a certain 
phrase-And how was your day- and 
for a brief mad second the answer is 
in your mouth, even though she’s a 
table away and staring adoringly at 
a man in a seersucker jacket. You 
feel your heart thick in your throat 
because this woman isn’t yours, 
and has the nerve to make that 
same gently mocking face for five 
seconds, and it takes you too long 
to realize that no court of law will

justify your rage at this two-seats- 
away sham of a woman.

Then you remember the 
coffee-shop blonde like a memory 
in a dream and you feel stupid 
because there are pieces of her all 
over this goddamned city—her sweet 
thank-you smile; the twitch in her 
lips when you’ve done something 
wrong; the way her nose wrinkles 
when she laughs. But you know 
that no matter how many pieces 
you find, you won’t be able to fit 
her back together again, and it’s 
almost breaking your heart all over 
again. So you’ll get up, and you’ll 
leave without even finishing your 
beer, disgusted with yourself, and 
then with her for having left you 
like this, and then with yourself 
again for still dying from it. Hearts 
break all the time in a city like this, 
but you know you’re keeping yours 
broken.
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A System
OF THE World

Action occurs across all distances, 
whether between planets and their suns, 
or between your lips and mine.

The unities that compose 
the parts that make me whole 
hope perpetually 
to be near yours.

The force by which my body tends towards yours 
casts no shadows and no spells.
It illuminates without obscuring, 
it compels without manipulation.

Untitled by Hanbyul Cho
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^yVever

Knows
BEST

Untitled by Alycia Smith

I wrote on my cigarettee

Never
Say
Never

mostly because I said I’ll never quit.

I did thisjust as i wrote the names of peopie i loved 
across each white Lucky Strike paper 
with a Sic pen.

I lit them with a Sic lighter,
and felt each waft of Are attempt
to burn at the memories I had crafted of them.

I’ll never live it down.
by John Treviranus
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He talks real soft and sly
like he was chasing his dead love come reincarnate 
for his sliver gruff non-hands, 
with tender lips and railman voice.

Then he breathes real heavy with rosy lungs and plunges,
resigned, with green virulent eyes
into his triumphant solitude - a king -
and Oh what a beauty she passed blind
and buzzing into the freo^uented death world,
her sweet plum laughter
twirling like an old child - La La-

Ooo there is something monstrous in his (insideout) heart,
his black living beard
like the tail of a rat-cat-purple-snake
caged then unleashed on the world as Captain Threatened Mouse 
at the foot of his jagged spiral come tumbling - He boils

out of the ground
heavy and makeuped with shadowed sorrow 
rouged love only
for his sleeping gal with lord pretty curves 
and cursive-woed lips - He grips 
visible planets with a dry tongue 
and weeps not a tear until dusk

by Alycia Smith



Untitled by Zaki Arain

She desires greatly to escape the place 
But she doesn’t know of another place to go.
In occasion her desires provoke her to raise her head to see the light, 
Sut harsh words reach out like gnarled fingers 
And force her gaze back to the dirt.

When she goes to bed at night 
The tears burn her cold cheeks.
The voice that says the harsh words repeats in her head 
that the tears aren’t worthy of being tears.
Yet somehow, that fact makes them fall more readily.

She longs for an understanding mind 
To tell her the words are false,
But the one she once knew with such a mind 
Has long since left her behind.
To a place she is unable to go.

So, in turn.
She slowly begins to believe the words are truth.

by Summer Harrison
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I took a walk by Kyle Stidham

between night and sunriee 
after failing
to eleep for more than two hours.

I didn’t dress warm enough, 
and I should’ve brought water.

I wasn’t looking ^
for anything in particular V
just whatever I might see.

Soon
the birds would wake
and present a keen argument
for life.

It’s easy to forget
when birds sleep in their trees
that they’re still there.

Discovery by Chez Valentine
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Why is it that we fear silence?
Is it the isolation that comes from it?
Or is it the lack of noise itself?
No melody,
No harmony,
No cacophony.
No rhythm at all.
There’s just you and the moment.
Unaltered, untainted, the purest of moments. 
Transparent.
In silence there is none but the self to guide us. 
None but the self to speak the ugly truth 
That we would normally love to ignore.
In silence there is no self righteousness,
No passing of blame.
No justifications, explanations, or excuses.
We stand before the self.
Our facades destroyed by the silence.
And we finally hear the vociferous- 
Hidden in our hearts.

by Joshua Kelly



Nighthawks
by David Takamura

I usually spend time in bars, not 
because I like drinking myself stupid, but 
because I have nowhere to go after midnight. 
The man sitting next to me looked impossibly 
fat and sad looking, he also smoked like a 
chimney. He smoked to calm his nerves, he told 
me without my asking. I smoke to fit in with 
people that smoke. My nerves are still shot to 
hell.

“You see,” He groaned smoke. “When I 
was a boy I used to fly kites.”

“Those require a lot of work.” I said 
offhandedly.

“And skill.”
“And skill.” I echoed.
“And skill. I was like a master of the 

winds when I was young. It felt great.”
“It does seem like fun.”
“Obviously you’ve never been. ‘Seem’ 

like fun. The best years of my life were spent 
with those kites, the paper and wood ones. 
Back when you had to put work into something 
- sweat, brainpower - and only at the end of 
the cutting, and measuring, and gluing, and 
tying, you get maybe a few hours or minutes of 
fiin. And you know what? Do you know what?”

“What?”
“It was worth it goddamnit. Nicking 

yourself, chewing the cement off your 
fingertips, getting tangled in string - all for 
those few minutes of happiness. That’s what 
life is about.”

“Is it now?” The chimney was telhng 
me the meaning of life.

‘You read a lot of books don’t you?” He 
cleared his throat and leaned in close to me.

“I do.”
“Deep books? Intelligent books?”



“Deep literature.”
“Well you can read as much 

literature as you want - call yourself 
anything you want - but the truth is that 
most of those silly names the philosophers 
come up with are just different words for 
‘unhappy’. Existentialist, nihihst, anarchist 
- unhappy, unhappy, unhappy.” He coughed 
and straightened up. “All of them. When 
you’ve got those things on your mind, you 
just don’t have the time to fly a kite.”

This man, whose life, as far as I 
knew, revolved around kites, was sputtering 
words of divine wisdom. My literature was 
insulted, but the window of my mind was 
opened for one clear and existential moment. 
Opened wider than any book or word could 
have stretched it — it was yawning. I saw 
through his jacket of tweed and blubber, 
past the tar in his lungs, to the sight of a boy 
whose only wish in the world was to fly kites 
for the rest of his life.

He stubbed out his cigarette and 
wheezed, breaking my concentration. “It’s 
just as well.” I could see tears forming in his 
eyes. “There’s too many goddamn trees in the 
park to fly kites anyway.”

“Yeah.” I lit my own cigarette. “When 
did they build that park?”

“Oh. 1910.1 think.” He wiped his 
nose with his sleeve. “That sound right?’

“Yeah.” I dragged. “That sounds 
about right.”



Headed
West
Again
by Bryce Corkins

PROLOGUE
and
each time we 5leep, confe55 
a little de0ire for death.
there’s just twenty names that live in your head 
bukowski, ginsberg, &c. •
where each of us on this street would give away 
our very lives to make 
number nineteen on that list.

i received a letter from alpine Canada
in which she explained that
due to our lack of allergies, our physical beauty
and our pines
our story would likely never end
“because we’ve got no morals, ideals, and there is
really no end game we’ve got
nothing we’d die for, or couldn’t live without”



UNTITLED 2
by Rhys Conger

/, Epics are lies

: * Wars aren't glory

. Death is the ending

There is no narrative 
and if there is 
it is silent until 

; you’ve noticed that 
it's changed

The Roi-Soleil is stuck 
just like the 40 year old 
slowly dying at the 7/11

The house cat and 
the meth addict 
The servant and 
the Bourgeoisie

The soldier comes home 
and drinks himself to death

Penelope does not weave 
a tapestry, she sleeps with 
a guy she met at the 
Safeway in town

And some people say that 
Capital is the problem 
but I don’t think so

All history is sprayed with the same 
fake gold tan because

But that’s why it’s beautiful 
No one is higher, no one is lower

no one was ever 
in the sun



The Other Side of The Sky
by Jared Rodriguez

I’ll meet you on the other side of the sky 
Where no longer will we know the art of war 

/hen that cold wind tore
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by Ociel Guadalupe

J etai5 un amant avant cette guerre, 
mais maintenant chaque chose a change.
Je sals que le temps change comme la mer, 
et apres cette iutte il y aura la tranquillite

J’etais un enfant avant un homme, 
mais maintenant j'ai laisse les choses d’enfant. 
Je ne crains plus I’obscurite ou les fantdmes, 
mais je sais quand un chapeau est vraiment un 
!
elephant.

Translation:

Before and After

I was a lover before this war, 
but now all things have changed.
I know the times change like the sea, 
and after this battle there’ll be peace.

I was a child before a man,
but now I’ve let go of childish things.
I’m no longer afraid of the dark or of ghosts, 
but I know when a hat is really

1 8

an elephant.



Untitled by Felicia Thompson
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The fire in her0oul,
The air in her laugh,
The words spilling past 
The tip of her tongue.

She is the cry nobody is around to hear, 
She is the glance behind 
To make sure I’m still there.
She is the Together,
And I the Alone.

The fire is her soul 
The air her laugh.
And my words.
Oh all my words.
Are on the tip of my tongue.
Frozen to the earth.



delirious \%lhXh poppies

by Bryce Corkins

we ktesed again below the ski basin, 
above everything else, 
moving my head, side to side 
to catch shimmering glimpses of the city lights 
through the aspens at our feet.

i don’t know what this is.
how hard you heid on. how honestly you cried
with deep breaths and little motions, tired and siow.
and when you got home
shouldered your coat and stepped out into the snow.

and I am sorry it should be like this.
that my face had been dried by the desert november, driving 
through dead air at 
impossible speeds.

you are my little sip, for parched lips.

my little breath of fresh air my little hint of 
light through thick trees
my little only one night under warm sheets and then 
driving south again, into the wind
until January, until summer, until the water runs In the canyons 
and every fragile flower fights for rain

(and they never wonder 
,,how deep now to drink.)



The liTTLE I KNOW About

Astronomy AND WOMEN
by John Treviranus

Through the maze of twieting streets, 
to your apartment complex aloft the 
fire steps - we trudged up. The 
neighbors below you, their cigarettes 
are the air; your cigarette is my air.

I hear murmurs of “She's not your type.” 
and laugh. When you ask “What?”
I smile and nod,
“Oh, nothing.”

i ; i From the sections of discernible stars -
i could find from your front porch, I commented
on the things scientists can
discern about the space between celestial bodies.

“Dark matter,” I said, “it fills the space 
between those things that never touch.”

She didn’t have much to say to that, 
but she inched closer.

In this case, our lips
(and the space between them, dark matter) 
had reluctance, unlike the pull of the sun that 
grips the earth so firmly - so as not to crush it.
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5:05 (Mountain Standard Time)
These days the grass hides 
under clouds on the ground, 
which isn’t as heavenly as it sounds, 
because the sunshine’s nearly home by 5:05 
like a man who hates his job.

by Ociel Guadalupe



HOWLER
by Chloe Ginsberg

I saw the dark ages come again, suppressing reason and light 
dragging Faith through dead bodies, grinding nails on a chalkboard 

Patriotic bastards under God, blind fucking bastards tearing eyes from the
masses.

Bleed from the sockets that see God, take freedom 
twist the metal bars around innocence 

crush c^uestion and thought into oblivion 
unwavering loyalty rewarded, stupidity, 

brainless thinkers, “because they said so,”
Bleed the red, the white, the blue 

into the stars, eternity; suffocate hope, 
knife curiosity and kill the cat.

God, damn the damned - unpatriotic, nonbelievers - 
must destroy Reason, cover it 

with Faith, blind Faith and motherfuckers.

Untitled by Jill Rosenberg
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PRIZE SECTION

Untitled by Isla Prieto 
1st Place Photography

The Grout judges all submissions 
by a two-part anonymous process. 
Part one consists of Grout staff 
members, and part two a panel of 
tutors/staff/alumni.

In each part, judges consider each 
piece according to originality, 
intensity, creativity, interest, and 
technical skill.

Displayed here are the winners 
of photography, poetry, prose, 
artwork, and music.

Congratulations, and thank you to 
all who submitted!

Check out the music!!

WWW.SOUNDCLOUD.COM/TH E-
CROUT

Music Prize Winner: Jeremy Boor, 
with his Song “Concerning 
Your Gentleman’s Shoes.”

Also Included:
Tell them Your Name 

by Rhys Conger,
We’ll Find Our Way Back Home 

by Rhys Conger,
Blink by Kevin Jones (Caloric) 
Dante by Kevin Jones (Caloric) 
Phantom Broom

by Kevin Jones (Caloric)
25
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1st Place Poetry

cA* the
by Leah Costlow

There are little brown piglete, maybe a dozen so far;
there is blood in my hair, and water freezing on the floor;
Give me your knife, the one you lose
every day without fail - now dark and sweet
with iodine - c^uick, give me your knife, so that
I can cut us free.

It’s a little thing, a movement or word 
I could summon from my memory 
without knowing it. You have already done it 
a dozen times today 
without even washing your hands.

Give me your knife: I will give you my word 
to love you, and not betray you.
My hands have learned
to think, to look before leaping, they
have birthed far tenderer babes than you and me.
Peaches in summer, peas in the spring,
and milk twice a day; what have we
ever lacked? when has our harvest ever failed?
My hands have learned
to do what they can, what they must,
and now they will.





1st Place Prose
# •Parisian Stew

by David Takamura

“There, that lamppost. 
That’s where I had my first kiss,” 
he said.

“Hmm? Whoseit?”
“I said that’s where I had 

my first kiss, by that lamppost. She 
was a helluva girl.”

“I’ve had kisses before.”
“From your mother, 

damned fool. This girl had great 
legs, helluva girl.”

“I never had a girl,” he said. 
“But I’ve seen some nice legs. I was 
a gentleman.”

“You’re a senile old coot, 
that’s what you are. Alzheimer’s has 
chewed your brain to cheesecloth.”

The man in the bowler 
shifted his weight on the old 
driftwood bench, and the tired wood 
creaked like bones. Fireflies in the 
distance let off a slight whimsy.

“Look on the bright side, 
coot. Every day is a new day. You 
get to meet new people, try new 
things. I bet if we took you to Paris 
and let you stew a while, in a couple 
of days you’d think you were a born 
Parisian. Guzzling wine and sliding 
down escargot.”

‘You always talk at me like

that, Alfy. You’re always saying 
what you’d do to me and how I 
don’t have any memory. I’m so 
sick of it my stomach is churning. 
I remember, I remember lots.” The 
man in the sunhat crossed his arms 
and bent his chin down to play with 
his beard.

‘You remember two things: 
me and this damn bench. And you 
only remember the bench half the 
time anyway. Never the water 
fountain, never the waste basket, 
never the gates, always the bench.”

“The bench.” He nodded, 
and rapidly added. “I remember the 
bench.”

“We’re on the bench. Stupid 
coot. I wonder why you don’t stay 
in your home with that lovely little 
nurse of yours, the one that dresses 
you in those suits and puts your 
little hat on your head so it doesn’t 
get baked in the sun. Why don’t you 
stay there and die without being 
confused. Look at you, getting all 
up in arms about the colors of the 
flowers and the chirping of the 
birds.”

“The bench. I liked that 
bench. With my grandson near the 
Parthenon. Sand and pillars.”

“Not that bench, this bench.
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Lamppost and bench, lamppost and 
bench. Your memories are all mixed 
up. All you do is get around using 
landmarks, don’t even know your 
way home.” Gray hands folded on 
gnarled cane.

“Green mailbox, cracked 
stoop, coffee shop...” His face 
strained.

‘Yeah, yeah. Green mailbox, 
cracked stoop, coffee shop, theater, 
and there you are, at home. Ready 
to slip into bed, shoes and all.”

“Why are you angry, Alfy?” 
Sunhat asked.

“I don’t know anymore. 
I don’t know why I talk to you 
anymore. You’re a coot and you’ll 
stay a coot.” Gray hands leapt 
into coat pockets and gnarled cane 
leaned against thigh. “What do 
you believe in? What do you hve 
for? Ever ask yourself that? Ever 
answer that question and then 
forget, and answer it again and

then forget? That’s your lot in life, 
not mine. I’m busy. Too busy to sit 
around in a goofy sunhat, smiling 
at children and their Dilly bars. No, 
sir, too busy.”

‘You want my hat, Alfy? 
It’s going to be an awful swelter 
tomorrow.” Gray wisps and liver 
spots uncovered.

“I’m going home. I’m so busy 
all the time, being this still makes 
me antsy. You’re lucky. Every day 
is a new day. You get to meet new 
people, try new things. I bet if we 
let you stew awhile in Paris you’d 
think you were a natural Parisian. 
Gulping champagne and eating 
escargot.” Gray hands revealed 
and picked up gnarled cane, then 
clacked away in the distance.

A strong wind picked up 
the sitting sunhat and carried it off 
down the dark pathway.

Murcia Plaza Life # 1 by Chez Valentine
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2nd Place Photography
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2nd Place Poetry

How TO LISTEN TO JAZZ
by Gabriela Amaya-Williams

Your ears are obsolete.
Tympanically gratuitous, superfluous. 
When the band starts swinging and 
the piano mumbles blue, it’s not your ears 
or canals or any sort of anatomy 
that marry the rhythm 
to your heartbeat.

It is the years of renaissance.
Emphatic syncopation, improvisation.
The ride and snare resound in
the paims of your hands, a transatlantic
energy that none could hope
to silence unless they
took back history.

The music itself is singular.
Inherently inimitable, incomparable.
These notes will wake you 
up at night, but now you’re not asleep 
and the valves on the trumpet become 
the only holy trinity you 
can almost comprehend.
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2nd Place Prose

Et In Arcadia
by Zachary Calhoun

An excerpt from “High Times,” a 
short novel by Zachary Calhoun. 
This chapter is called “Et in Arcadia 
Ego.”

I REMEMBER LEARN
ING that the best way to clean 
records is to play them.

I would sit there with 
her and we would steal wine from 
cabinets emptied by our parents 
and drink sips at first and then like 
flasks ourselves filling up so quickly 
the red water splashing up against 
our brains but always stopping 
before we could feel it to death. 
Crackling always in the background 
with some saliva and hands and 
the black disc spinning around 
and around filling everything with 
air and light, letting the fortunate 
kind of dust swim over by the 
window shrouded in blinds which, 
sometimes, we would open to let 
loose the day until it burned out 
into night and we promised always 
to burn out because we were in love 
with everything that the other had 
ever felt— we had it all, we cried 
on each others’ shoulders—always 
that crackling letting us know 
where we were and at the same 
time letting us forget. The needle 
would clean up all the dust and 
scratches. Miraculous. All while 
our legs breathed, side by side, in 
unison.

I was a boy who wished 
on occasion that I might be a girl, 
so that I’d know the other side of 
affection. You see—

In my dreams she inhabits 
pastorals. She is running at me 
and everything I’ve ever felt is 
accumulated and focused on my 
desire to collide. But I’m always 
alone when I make it to the center 
of the field, having let my attention 
fade to other similarly grandiose 
possibilities. I sit between the 
stalks and as I sit they shrink and 
fall so that I’m always looking over 
them and I can never be as alone or 
invisible as I would like. And then 
still in my dream I think about her 
for weeks, offsetting the patterns of 
the day and the night.

Once you’ve grown apathe
tic toward your fear of happiness, 
you realize that all your life there 
has been fought within you the great 
battle, but that it was something 
distant from both your self and 
the universe which prevailed, 
rather than the beauty of either 
or something relating the distance 
between, something which told you 
to close your eyes and look neither 
inward nor out. Look nowhere. 
You’ll die before you’ve learned how 
to blink without compromise. You’ll 
be thoroughly decayed beneath 
the earth before you might ever 
have realized that you never would 
have found permanent comfort in 
anything. Your atoms will disband 
and the universe will be so spread 
out that molecules will be the size 
of galaxy clusters before you might 
ever have learned how to cease 
breathing with grace. Grace will 
be an absence well before you die.
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Turn around on everything and 
follow the heart of whatever it 
was you saw as a child. Strike 
the impostors but belittle 
nothing. Strike eternity. Strike 
your heart. But never slow down 
for anything less, or you won’t 
even have the infinitesimal 
luxury of seeing what you’ve not 
yet dreamt.

And then the moon 
comes up—or has been up, but 
now is the moment we notice— 
and though the sun hasn’t been 
gone long it seems clear that 
the moon is what makes this 
whole twilight world so soft and 
blue. The snow on the desert 
floor, patched around and about 
beneath trees and fenceposts 
where the sun couldn’t find the

cold. Which is precisely how we 
know it was the moon that had 
done all this.

Tattered faces on the train 
and nobody seeing the moon. A 
student and her little sister next 
to me, stretched over the little 
table between the seats, foreheads 
locked and praying every half hour 
on invisible cue.

Ineluctable modality of 
the visceral, not so much form as 
texture bleeding into the world 
as would the light from the sun 
wrap around the coarse dirt of 
these desert lands to find traces 
of reflection in the eyes and the 
buckles about our feet which let us 
see. We only know deliverance from 
this: that our eyes conduct patience 
our fingers would never dare.
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Even when grace is all I 
consider, my hands tremble as I 
touch her back. I avoid the spine 
because I imagine the sensation of 
one’s own infinite body disappears 
when the recognition of bone comes 
into play. I move around, imitating 
something that isn’t real, and hope 
she won’t notice—that the bumps 
on her arms will go unnoticed by 
her conscious, darting eyes and the 
intuition which precedes every man 
around her.

She has been pestilence 
itself, in the fields of frozen tar, 
the kaleidoscopic rain of black 
ceiling entrance where you fall 
into the floor and find your way 
out exclusively through orgasm 
and exile, condensation and 
nonexistence like water. Like flame 
on earth when all destiny for fire is 
timid and the breathless sky thinks 
even of itself as a blanket rather 
than the whole breadth of space.

The apocalypse is like 
a forage aftershock the way it 
resonates in her eyes. Those burst 
capillaries, the skin peeled off. 
(Having read about the man who 
burnt himself with cigarettes and 
three days later peeled off the scab. 
In class, under the table, he ran 
Swiss army knife scissors under 
the exposed flab overextending the 
crater left by the burn and cut a line 
straight up from his wrist to his 
elbow, which he turned back, tore 
off, leaving a strip of exposed body 
within the expanse of protective 
skin that tattered his soul by 
retaining its tolerance for freedom.) 
The brand of newsreel that throws 
the collapse of civilization from the 
horizon in terms of things to be 
worried about and shows you that 
there might yet be brandishing in

the lay of our demise.
We had gone out for dinner 

once and watched the candles bob 
about under the styrofoam lights 
like oceans wrapped around the 
walls in blue and porcelain grey. 
We had reached total maturity by 
then and had no worries, except 
that I wondered if she might not 
like my name, if she might not care 
to dig around in those trenches I 
had been building my whole life. If 
the trinkets and toys on the walls 
in my bronze plated room would 
turn her off. If I wouldn’t know how 
to make her smile. If she wouldn’t 
like my poems^

ineptitude
fortitude

latitude
gringo swarm

nothing will be okay.

You know, I never knew 
anything. Everything was just 
an overload of experience in 
which I had a small role, feigning 
competence, when in aU honesty 
I never understood the game. The 
other side of affection was always 
something hidden in the gloom, 
something I’ve left alone.

At some point, everything 
turned sour, like raingear all 
summer or phosphorous breath in 
the morning. This sense of the way 
things ought to be crept in heavier 
and stronger incrementally as I 
realized slowly that there is no 
such thing as gravity.

And I remember learning 
that everything had fallen apart.
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MUSIC WINNER:
Concerning Your Gentleman's Shoes 

by Jeremy Boor

A FUN SERENDIPTY
With his submissions, Mr. Boor sent this emaih

Today a fortune cookie told me that I would receive a prestigious prize or 
award within the month. Since that doesn’t seem likely, and fortune cookies 
rarely make such definite predictions, I thought I would give the cookie a 
chance to be right.

So here are two musical submissions, in the form of recent recordings.

The staff and panel judges knew nothing of this coincidence when 
judging songs. CRAZY!

Untitled by Chloe Ginsberg 
3rd Place Photgraphy



3rd Place Poetry

R E
before we make 9 ^
love i will take a magic 
marker to your skin and 
draw the etreete
(intersectione of veins on the insides 
ofyour wrists) I will 
connect the freckle constellations 
read your
mountainsvalleys with my fingers like braille I will 
drink from the freshwater streams of

Stolen Moment by Chloe Ginsberg
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3rd Place Prose
Karen and the 
Chicken Parmesan
by Kevin Cowling

I sat in the car going over 
the words once again, knowing that 
they wouldn’t come out the way I 
wanted them to. The engine was 
still running. I had parked a few 
car-lengths further up the block 
than I normally would so that 
Karen wouldn’t know I was taking 
so long. I hadn’t seen her in two 
days and my body was reminding 
me why I was keeping the car 
running. My palms were making 
my jeans moist as they sat on my lap 
and the dull, radiating uneasiness 
crept outward from somewhere 
underneath my diaphragm.

“Karen...I slept with 
Julie.” As I imagined Karen’s face 
I couldn’t think of what she would 
look like when she started to cry. 
Or what she looked like when she 
turned away from me. Hell, I was 
having a hard time imagining being 
able to look her in the face when I 
told her. Instead, I found myself 
looking back over the last year of 
our relationship to the times when 
I told her all of the things that 
made her look so happy. When 
I told her that I found that new 
apartment with the nice kitchen. 
The oven was gas and it had one of 
those nice broilers underneath that 
we could use to make something 
fancy in. Her blue eyes lit up and 
the freckles on her nose seemed to 
smile. She touched my elbow lightly 
with her cold fingers but I didn’t 
move my arm away. She had said 
something but I don’t remember

what, I just remember that look 
and how she was happy, actually 
happy for us. Or that other time 
when I asked her if she wanted to 
go to her favorite restaurant after 
she had a bad day at work. She 
had dark circles under her eyes 
and I could feel her sore feet and 
her empty stomach and just the 
corner of her mouth curled up as 
she leaned into me and lazily cast 
her arms around my waste, putting 
all the weight of her small frame 
into me and saying from my chest, 
“Oh, that would be so great babe.”

I turned the keys and 
pulled them out of the ignition. 
The feeling in my gut started to 
get a little worse and as I stepped 
out of the door I noticed that the 
radio wasn’t playing anymore and I 
could feel that my legs were having 
trouble supporting my own weight 
now. It was February, and though 
there wasn’t any snow, it was cold 
and I didn’t have my gloves so my 
clammy hands stung in the breeze 
before I shoved them into my coat 
pockets. I could hear the major 
street a few blocks away! the rush- 
hour traffic’s dull roar mixing with 
the ringing sound in my ears still 
lingering from the loud music I had 
forced myself to listen to on the drive 
over. I thought of the time Karen 
and I went to her friends’ basement 
show and how drunk I had gotten on 
Colt 45 and how I had fallen in the 
beer and ash soaked pit and woke 
up the next morning with a new 
belt and a disposable camera full of 
photos I hadn’t taken. And Karen 
was there to tell me about all the 
stupid things I had done and to tell 
me how cute I was and to kiss my 
bloody knees and to tell me to take 
a shower. And Julie’s green eyes
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came to mind now. The back dimples 
that had turned me on so much. 
The dress she wore that made me 
forget about Karen the other night.

I opened the door to 
Karen’s house to find her half
sitting, half-lying on her couch 
reading something or other; I was 
too distracted to notice what. She 
knew it was me without looking up.

“Hey babe.”
“Hey.”
“How’s your day been 

going?’ I asked.
“Fine. I bought some 

chicken. I thought I would make 
some chicken parm if you wanted to 
put together a salad or something. 
I have some other stuff in the fridge 
if you wanna take a look.” She said 
as I sat down by her feet, without 
looking up from her book. She put 
her feet across my lap.

“Oh shit! Gettin’ a 
little fancy tonight I see?”

She put a puzzled look 
on her face and then reached 
some sort of stopping point in her 
reading and put the bookmark in 
her book and put it down on the 
coffee table. “Fancy? No. I just 
haven’t made it in a while and I 
thought it sounded good. Chicken 
was on sale too. Is that okay?”

“Yeah, yeah, it’s fine.” I 
could feel my cheeks flush. I 
looked down into my lap and saw 
that she was wearing her gray 
sweatpants and the lime green 
socks her mother had given her 
for Christmas. Somehow I knew 
without looking that she would be 
wearing her old college sweatshirt 
too...her typical Sunday lounging 
gear. There was a hole in the back 
left side of that sweatshirt that 1 
would always stick my finger in.

The first time 1 had spent the night 
with her it was barely bigger then 
a pencil tip. Karen always thought 
I had made it because she had 
never seen it before that morning. 
She was getting out of bed and she 
pulled it over her naked torso, not 
facing me, still in the early stages 
of relationship sheepishness, when 
I touched it with my pinky, just 
grazing her warm skin underneath. 
She glanced over her shoulder with 
a grin and I smiled back. Now, the 
hole was big enough for my thumb 
to fit through. Sometimes 1 would 
catch the site of her bra through it 
on a lazy afternoon like this and it 
would get me excited and we would 
make love on the couch or on the 
floor and afterwards she would put 
the sweater back on again, just 
like she did that first morning. 1 
didn’t even want to confirm she was 
wearing it now, but 1 knew she was.

“What have you been up to 
today?’ She asked me, after what 
seemed to me to be a long pause.

“Nothing.” I’m not sure if 
there was another day that 1 could 
have said this where it would have 
been any more true. 1 had woken 
up at some point and spent hours 
and hours waiting to get out of 
bed, going over in my mind the 
last few days and what was going 
to come in the next few. Could 1 
keep this all a secret? Would Julie 
tell anyone? Nobody else knew, did 
they? I love Karen. 1 mean...l love 
Karen, right? Then how could I let 
this happen? If I love her, then I 
have to tell her? But, if I love her, 
then why would I hurt her if there 
is a chance that she could never 
find out? What would I say to her? 
Would she ever forgive me? We’ve 
made all these plans together. What
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if I don’t tell her and Julie ends 
up feeling guilty and telling her? 
They don’t really know each other, 
but stiIl....And on and on and on.

Karen’s feet swung around 
and she got up and headed towards 
the kitchen, out of view from 
where I sat on the couch. I could 
see the hole in the sweater that I 
dreaded to see and a fresh layer 
a sweat sprouted from my palms. 
I could see her hair, not washed 
today, unkempt, but beautiful in 
the way I had come to appreciate 
all the beautiful things about this 
women over the past year or so. I 
thought again about Julie’s back 
dimples and how they had looked 
when I had taken her from behind 
in secret the other night in her 
apartment only a few blocks from 
here. Oh God, they were sexy, and 
if anything could turn me on in an 
instant it is a nice pair of subtle 
back dimples and a pair a stockings 
like she had worn that night.

“Hey, you wanna come 
give me a hand with this?” Karen

called out from the kitchen.
‘Teah sure, give me a 

second.” I looked over at the coffee 
table and finally saw what Karen 
had been reading. Never Let Me 
Go by Kazuo Ishiguro. It was one 
of mine. Something I had read in 
college that I thought she would 
like. I had given it to her a few 
months ago and I thought she had 
forgotten about it until now, but 
obviously not. From the looks of it 
she was getting towards the end.

I stood up and made my way 
towards the kitchen where Karen 
had already taken out a plastic 
cutting board and was already 
butterflying the raw chicken breasts 
with the boning knife we had gotten 
on a trip to the restaurant supply 
store a few months back. We were 
like two kids in a candy store there.

“Look at these spring 
loaded tongs! 83 cents!” I pointed 
out.

“Pony-jigs, $1.” Karen was 
happy to exclaim.

“Some nice Cambro

Untitled by Rebecca Ahrens
39



containers. We can use these for 
brining!”

“And these half-sheet 
pans. We can use for just about 
anything!”

“Hey, can you get the 
bread-crumbs and stuff together. 
The recipe is over there on that 
piece of paper," I wrote it down 
from last time.” I was back in 
the kitchen with Karen going 
through the cupboard looking 
for the ingredients from her list.

I was going over the words 
in my head again, slightly different 
this time. “Karen...the other night... 
Julie...the hostess from work... 
well...we had a few drinks...and...I 
had sex with her.” My hands digging 
into the breadcrumb mixture now. 
I could feel my body in the kitchen, 
but my mind was far away in Julie’s 
bed, caressing the curve of her hips 
and feeling the tug of her as she 
called my name and the neighbor 
banged on the wall trying to shut 
us up so she could get some sleep.

“Fuck!”
This was Karen, not Julie, 

and it was bad, not good...not good 
at all.

“Oh Fuck, Shit!”
“What?! What?! What 

happened?”
“I cut my finger?

Oh shit...it’s pretty bad.”
I could see the blood now 

running down both her hands, her 
left thumb seeming to be the source 
of the flow. It dripped from her left 
elbow to the floor and she rushed to 
the sink and blood was now filling 
up the palm of her right hand 
that was clutching her hidden, 
presumably mutilated thumb. I 
ran to get some paper towels and 
came to her side removing her 
right hand, taking a short peek and 
the deep cut on the inside of her 
thumb before covering it with both 
my hands and squeezing tightly.

“Fuck...Fuck...Jamie... 
Jamie...It fuckin’ hurts...” I could 
hear her say, and as I looked up 
I could see tears well up in her 
eyes and her cheeks turned a dark 
crimson which hid her freckles for 
just a while. My vision blurred as 
the tears began to well in mine. 
I had nothing to say and that 
feeling in my gut from before came 
back with even more force and I 
had to turn away from this poor 
woman’s face. I looked out the 
window above the kitchen sink, 
still gripping Karen’s lacerated 
thumb. I saw the mountains and 
snow covering the trees up there 
and I wondered if anyone had 
gone for a hike on such a cold day. I



1

Untitled by Isla Prieto 
3rd Place Art
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TO

^edipus
by Felicia Thompson

What
the
Greek?
Oedipus
is
a maze.
I find myself 
lost
In his story.
Though he 
knows nothing, 
nothing he knows 
is serving 
him well.
Origin
or beginning?
Is it
where he came from 
or
where he started 
thisjourney?

Leaving home 
has never held 
so much 
promise 
and so much 
pressure— 
to prove 
a prophecy 
unfounded, 
he bounded 
across water 
and borders.
His life

ordered 
by fear 
of a fate 
so heinous.

Banishment, 
self imposed, 
he rose
to the monarchy 
in a strange land. 
Discovered 
the hand 
of his bride 
was the former 
hand of the king, 
now slain.
The
bane of his existence? 
The resistance 
the blind 
seem to have 
to seeking the truth.

No youth 
coming forth 
from barren wombs, 
the Plague 
tenaciously 
filling tombs: 
no rest
from devastation, 
the Theban nation 
taxed to death 
by the Sphinx.
A new king

jinxed by 
a murder 
unsolved.
Resolved 
to turn 
every stone.

From his throne 
Oedipus
gathers his children: 
Priests, suppliants: 
Creon, self reliant 
and inquiring: 
Terisias, 
never admiring 
through vacant eyes, 
prophesies 
what knowing 
will do—
“and still you 
seek what is 
true?”
A foreigner, 
says Oedipus 
of himself, 
to knowledge— 
and to Thebes.
Yet he grieves 
the dark
side of a mystery: 
Laius’ history, 
and
the source 
of his progeny.
The biind
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(Terisias)
leading the blind
(Oedipus)
to the undoing of a
nation.

A traveier
threatened,
ajourney

of no-return, 
‘save for one 
and he, 
undone, 
Sanishment, 
and not death, 
the gift Oedipus 
extends to one 
who has done 
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the deed, 
caused the crown 
to bleed.
If he would 
but come forward.

“Not one but many, 
Creon relays. 
Oedipus conveys



his words back 
to him—but in 
the singular.
They becomes He,
Him from We;
“The Sphinx distracted 
us
from what was at our 
feet.”
Crippling defeat.
A messenger 
with news 
does not amuse.
Good was 
his intention 
until
he mentioned 
“Your father has died.”

No longer needs to hide, 
Oedipus thinks, 
until he sinks 
from news the more— 
“It wasn’t you 
they bore.”
Once more...?
“You were given, 
not labored for.”
Saved?
For what?
From what?
GIVEN?!
Your position, 
already tenuous, 
now unfounded.
Fault lines, 
not geographical, 
causing a quake 
to unseat a king.

Bring the one 
who knows.
Memory shows

Untitled by Hanbyul Cho

in recognition 
of a shepherd.
The kings’ order 
he did not follow.
A babe, passed 
from death to 
deliverance.
Then silence.
Jocasta,
and Terisias,
insisting it be left—
the truth,
if that’s
what it will be.

Insistent,
Oedipus 
will have it.

Punishment 
to the guilty— 
of the murder of Laius 
and
the withholder of the 
truth.
Tell,
or risk banishment. 
The spillage 
begins:
blood on the floor 
and the truth, 
dark and Moorish.
The bog 
traps 
with a tale 
of damage, 
a King
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courting lifting 
of a curse, 
and worse, 
the death of a child.

Future forward 
for confirmation, 
Laius as envoy— 
a road,
a confrontation, 
a stranger, 
and one away.
Riddle me this:
“Do you recognize 
the man you gave 
the babe to?”
He is but 
the messenger, 
and well he knows 
if he would 
look closer, 
recognition is here.

From the
presence of the king
Jocasta
will away,
to her rooms
to sequester herself,
bemoan herself,
then kill herself.
While
his sentiment 
Is changing, 
she is hanging.
To the

locked door 
he will implore, 
then crash 
inside.
His two-fold
companion,
both his mother
and his wife,
took her life,
but not before learning
her role in his drama.

Oedipus, 
grieving aloud, 
increases the cloud 
over his throne, 
as he
lifts Jocasta down. 
From her gown 
he takes her broach, 
aggressively 
approaches 
his own eyes.
No more lies— 
and no longer 
to look upon the 
murderer 
unbeknownst.
Clarity
from the atrocity 
of self-mutilation.

The palace 
in an uproar 
and a frenzy,
“How could he?r

and “Did he?”
Killer of the king
is implied
yet never proven.
Circumstance
and implication
undo a nation,
and a curse.
Banished,
by his own decree,
Oedipus,
is he.

To take
the plague
from Thebes
and,
yet,
retrieve
his history
and his birthright
(or wrong)
as heir
to the throne. 
Now alone, 
visionary 
now blinded, 
by his search 
for the truth. 
From his youth, 
running from 
a prophecy— 
headlong 
into destiny.
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The New
I— Silence by Rebecca Ahrens

Have you ever been struck by a 
silence you were not expecting?

This morning in my room the 
power went out while I was lying 
on the floor next to my radiator. 
Everything was suddenly silent 
and freezing.

My first thought was music; fill 
the quiet, destroy the empty space... 
but right...no power...

And I don’t want to imagine 
music.

Then I closed my eyes.

It is one thing to seek silence.
I often seek it: the aloneness of the 

woods, the silence of the mountain 
or meditating. Those times, the 
emptiness of silence is a relief.

But it is not true emptiness.
True emptiness cannot he filled 

with relief.
This silence was unwelcome and 

sudden and terrifying and I only 
wanted to run from it.

All these years I thought I wanted 
it.

But then again, they were years 
of hooks, music, movies, people, 
nature—anything to fill the 
emptiness.

All these things were gone in this 
cold silence, so my mind fled into 
my memories.

I tried to fill the empty space by 
reliving moments that seemed full 
to me.

Then I noticed that I could hear 
cars outside, and rain. But they 
seemed too far away.

I began to fall asleep, and I 
thought.

Maybe no memory, no noise from 
the world is full enough for this 
silence.

Mayhe we sleep when the space 
seems empty because we hope we 
can find fullness in our dreams.



Thomas
by Alma Hall ▼

To me. you’re magic.

Your voice is the final strands on a piano, 
infectious as spiked tea.

As a girl it drew me in.
You sang into the phone of 
oysters and chardonnay iike 
they were aii one had to live for.
—If I hadn't been so shy,
I’d have asked to come to your party.

Your letters were ecstatic 
poems, written 
for goddesses 
and addressed to me.

I read and I imagined you 
close enough to speak them, 
right into my heart.

(You said you believed. 
Now with the end
closer than 
the lashes

say. I say.

to your eyes 
you still say 
you believe.
“He is there,” you

Okay.)

Where are you going?

What door will you enter in those rags?

When all the heat of Heaven 
is in your hands, filling 
everything with 
so much light.

Dear man,

will you remember me?

(This is what I have:

“Five years old today, my love, 
five years old today,” 
you say,
and I, in worn pajamas, 
a little girl in your lap.)

47



SLEEPWALK J

Waterfalls 
and so do I 
for the tangible 
and immediately illusive. 
Presence 
counts for much 
and absence 
echoes louder 
as the gap of time widens 
Silence
no longer a pause 
but a hard stop.

means
I miss some things 
so I
stay awake, 
and watch me 
unfold
from a slumber 
I denied being in.

by Felicia Thompson





i

Invasion!
(ok Ode to Texas Jumbugs)

by Molly Richter

''Neare not alone.
Every April they invade en masse,
Awkward and brown in their clunky spacesuits,
Two months early.

Do they get drunk on earthling air,
Or are their landing gear and steering whatsits hopelessly crude.
Sticking and jolting and kicking in at the wrong moments?
(it does not faze them. On they hum, two months early.)

Mayhap their planet has no magnetic poles to spark 
The invention of the compass.
Or they have achieved nirvana and know it matters not whether they go up 
or down.
Left or right.
Yet why do they come, two months early?

It is not that they cannot fly.
To them aviation is neither a mute glide 
-Serious and poised in the night- 
Nor a roaring assault on the air,
-Chopping, metallic, violent-.
Flight is a dance, A vibration. A treading of water. 
It is organic, not too pompous 
To plop and kerplunk and even splatter on in 
Two months early.

!And onoe landing has been achieved (more-or-less), 

Tiny censors probe and cling.

Grip, tickle, clutch 
I Molecules of skin.
I Research, perhaps?

(I am doubtful. 
Soientists are precise. 
Not two months off.)
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