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Color Blind 
 

By Emily Holt 
 
This land was built with liberty in mind, 

Its people fought for basic human rights. 

A thought that meant that none were left behind. 

 

It started filled with hate and words unkind 

And brought with it unruly, awful sights. 

This land was built with liberty in mind. 

 

And if you were of dark or colored kind, 

Or woman, you desired to join the fight. 

A thought that meant that none were left behind. 

 

And progress came with those who worked the grind, 

The fight seemed long, with never-ending nights. 

This land was built with liberty in mind. 

 

They longed to have a time where love was blind; 

Equality for all, not just for whites. 

A thought that meant that none were left behind. 

 

And still they fight for thoughts to be refined 

And freedom rings for all and then delights. 

This land was built with liberty in mind, 

A thought that meant that none were left behind. 
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Grace 
 

By Ben Todd 
 

Abandon fear; surrender to the night. 

Unspeaking now, to tend the fragile flame. 

The battle’s won; there’s no more need to fight. 

 

Let obligations evanesce with light. 

The bestial burdens sleep; they now are tame. 

Abandon fear; surrender to the night. 

 

Travailing without torment - without fright, 

Emancipated nomads will proclaim 

The battle’s won; there’s no more need to fight. 

 

The liberated citizens unite, 

Amassing to pronounce their sovereign’s name. 

Abandon fear; surrender to the night. 

 

The conflagration takes each acolyte. 

Detachment melts away as they exclaim 

The battle’s won; there’s no more need to fight. 

 

The darkness withers, driven back by light, 

Retreating out of sight inflamed by shame. 

Abandon fear; surrender to the night. 

The battle’s won; there’s no more need to fight. 
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Return My Love 
 

By Elijah Artis 
 

And o’er the hill a cloud of gray sits still 

A pitter-patter taps above my head 

My love is here, but warmth gives way to chill. 

  

I cast a glance beyond my window sill 

The dusk relents to dawn by wisps of red 

And o’er the hill a cloud of gray sits still. 

  

Return, my Love, I seek no other thrill. 

Traverse this hill and please to me be wed 

My love is here! But warm gives way to chill. 

  

Of sorrow now, I swear I’ve had my fill 

I dream of her and single tear I shed. 

And o’er the hill a cloud of gray sits still. 

 

I fight but lose and weep against my will 

Within my chest a heart-shaped hole of lead 

My love is here, but warm gives way to chill. 

 

The clouds return, the sun its final kill 

A cool wind howls, now winter do I dread. 

And o’er the hill a cloud of gray sits still 

My love is here, but warm gives way to chill. 
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Masquerade of Corpses 

by Corbin Dawkins 

 I met Cassandra at a party. She stayed on the fringe of 

the crowd, not quite an outsider, but not quite part of the 

group. Our gazes met from across the room, and with a 

smile, she crossed towards me. As she made her way 

through the horde everyone seemed to stay out of her way, 

as if she had some kind of control over them. She was one 

with the dancing shadows cast by the party-goers, moving 

in between one person and then another, into and out of 

the inky gloom. Suddenly she was right in front of me. My 

heart skipped a beat. 

 “Hey,” I started. “Would you care to dance?” Cassan-

dra accepted with a smile and took my hand. I led her back 

into the crowd, though it seemed more her dominion than 

mine. We moved with the music, and in the darkness we 

became one. Her lurid green eyes gleamed in the dark, the 

hint of a smile played at the corners of her lips. She asked 

me to kiss her, so I did. We stayed together until the end, 

until the music had died away and only the two of us were 

left. 
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 Later, we walked through the woods with only the 

light of the moon to guide our steps. Cassandra shivered, so 

I draped my jacket over her shoulders and drew her close. 

 “Come on, I want to show you something.” she said. 

Taking my hand, it was her turn to lead. I followed her into 

the woods, around tree and through brush, until I couldn’t 

tell which way we had come. The night air had a static feel-

ing, like when a thunderstorm is about to hit. The trees 

around us were gnarled and stripped of their leaves. Sud-

denly, we stopped. 

 “Ooh watch,” she said. “You’re gonna like this.” She 

snapped her fingers, and instantly I could see. The trees 

were not trees at all. 

 They were corpses. 

 The bodies interweaved in a grey sea of rotting flesh. 

Their waxy faces were grotesque masks devoid of feeling or 

thought, familiarity twisted by death and decay. Jaws hung 

limply, lips peeled back from the teeth to create disturbing 

smiles. Their dull eyes were cloudy and aimless. Dark blood 

dripped from the sockets of their half exposed skulls. 

 And Cassandra? She just laughed. 
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 “Do you recognize them?” She asked, twirling around 

the nearest cadaver. “They’re the people from the party.” 

 I was awestruck with horror. Everywhere I turned, 

glazed over eyes stared back at me. I stepped away from 

the nearest one, and then stepped right back when that 

move had brought me closer to Cassandra. 

 “What’s wrong?” she asked, gesturing to the stum-

bling horde of dead surrounding us. “It’s not that bad of a 

crowd.” 

 Then something changed. The dead seemed to notice 

us for the first time. Every one of them twisted their dis-

turbed remains towards us, or more specifically, towards 

Cassandra. A look of doubt crossed her features, breaking 

the calm facade she had maintained all evening. She stum-

bled back from the nearest corpse, and into the arms of 

another. She screamed. 

 I bolted away through the swarm of reanimated 

dead. Luckily, they were not as focused on me as they were 

on their ex master. When I had reached the outside edge 

of the swarm, I looked back. 
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 Cassandra was strung up by thousands of decaying 

limbs, a false idol for the ghoulish members of a dark con-

gregation. She wasn’t torn apart like a victim in some zom-

bie film. Rather, she was worshipped in the worse way pos-

sible. Perhaps she had misread some ancient texts, or may-

be she had been deceived. In the end it doesn’t make a dif-

ference. Because as the mass of what had once been hu-

man, and still bore a twisted human resemblance, ripped 

the soul from that poor woman, the only thing that re-

mained for mere moments after was her humanity. I can 

still hear her weeping cries in my sleep. 
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Living Nightmare 

By Carolanne Hall 

 I think the first time I wanted to kill myself was 

when I was around four years old.  I had to be at least 

four, because when I was five we moved into the city.  But 

before that, we lived in a house in the country with a hor-

rendous pink bath tub, and I remember laying back in this 

bathtub and wishing that the water would just envelop me 

and that everything would just stop, forever.  I still feel 

that way pretty often, but I do not have a child’s perspec-

tive on it anymore.  I know now that there is no way I 

would be able to drown myself without overdosing on 

drugs or something to make me stop fighting.  I wish for 

simpler stuff: car wrecks, heart attacks, an aneurysm 

wouldn’t be so bad. 

 I think it is morbidly funny when people tell me 

they are proud of me, or they don’t understand how I can 

be so successful.  I just nod and smile, murmur a thanks, 

and hope they don’t see the vacancy in my eyes.  Honestly, 

I appreciate your statement, but just last month I went off 
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my meds for three days and got beyond hammered drunk. 

I ended up naked in my tub trying to rip my own skin off 

with my fingernails because my best friend already hid the 

sharp stuff.  Did you know they do not make gift cards 

with sayings like “Hey thanks for calling the ambulance 

when I accidentally took the whole bottle of my anti-

anxiety pills and then still talking to me the next day”?  I 

really thought there would be more of a market for that 

kind of thing. 

 I went the majority of my life being “undiagnosed.”  

It’s funny how when you are in the middle of the storm it 

does not seem that bad. Then the sun comes out and you 

are left staring at the wreckage. All my pills are pretty 

cool.  I don’t hear people in my head calling my name any-

more.  I still see the lady with the white face though. She 

leans on the hallway wall and looks on as I sleep.  The 

shadow people show up when I’m tired or stressed too, 

but not as often. Therapy has taught me that the feeling of 

never-ending despair actually will stop. I just need to 

‘relax’.  
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 Honestly, the worst part is my perception of time 

and events.  Some things come in loud and clear, like the 

time I ripped off all the Christmas decorations from the 

tree and tried to throw it off the third-floor balcony be-

cause holidays suck.  But other things are just missing, 

like the time I apparently head-butted a paramedic and 

had to be restrained.  I’ll be standing there talking to 

someone, and it’s like I’ll tune in halfway through.  I 

won’t remember what I said, or if the conversation is 

even real.  What if I’m not acting normal enough? Do 

they know I’m crazy? Are they just pretending? Am I just 

pretending? I’m so damn confused.  

 You would think that sleep would be a welcome 

reprieve. It is not. Sleep evades me for hours on end, 

sometimes even days.  When I do sleep it could be for 

one hour or ten hours, I never know.  I always dream, 

and I remember most of them.  I remember the one 

where this little Malaysian boy had this neon blue, glow 

in the dark string that when stretched across my skin 

melted my soft tissue, muscle sinew, and bones.  I re-
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member that I had orders from some unknown com-

mand center to strip the skin off of this blonde teenage 

girl until she spilled the information.  I remember Every. 

Graphic. Detail. 

 I have Borderline Personality Disorder. I have al-

most made it to 27 years old. Apparently the suicide rate 

is one out of ten. I have attempted seven times, and am 

reigning supreme on not succeeding so far.  Hell is very 

real, and it does not always happen after you die.  
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Incantations 

By Martin Jacobsen 

All words are incantations, first magics.  The most 

powerful magic of words rests in the misapprehension of 

their magic.  Words are natural, so native to our lifeworld, 

in fact, so crucial to its construction, that we miss their ter-

rible power.  We don’t think once about.  Everyone has 

them.  How dangerous can they be?  

So, we welcome them.  We welcome them into our 

minds, into our souls, without any mechanism for dealing 

with the danger inherent in their black and malignant mag-

ic.  The real magic, the true threat, lies in the lie we’ve ac-

cepted all along, in the inherent mechanism that makes 

words, words: once apprehended, words cannot be 

purged.  Once heard, words live immediately and with full 

power.  Hearing them gives them life.  It’s impossible for it 

not to happen.  We don’t think once about it.  The very ele-

ment that makes words work makes them work against 

us.  Words are ghosts.  They haunt us.  They enchant 

us.  They are not things that we use and then lay 
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aside.  Once a word reaches our psyche, it becomes an in-

cantation.  We cannot disincant it.  Or unincant it.  A pre-

fix can’t fix an incantation ex post facto.  Once we have a 

word, we have it.  Or, more precisely, it has us.  And since 

it has our mind, it has us completely.  No recourse, no es-

cape. 

*** 

Begin recording. 

Autopsy #13.  October 31, 2016. Dr. Cleave A.  Bodison, 

Forensic Pathologist, City of Lubbock, TX, examiner of 

record.  Dr. Clair V. Ision assiting.   

Subject: Dr. Lexton Knowles.  Male.  54.  Occupation: Lin-

guist, West Texas A&M University.  COD: GSW to left 

temporal lobe.  Preliminary ruling: Suicide. 

Pause recording. 

“Sad case, Clair” said Bodison.  “They said upstairs 

that there were no traditional signs that he was thinking 

about this.  Will you please begin the primary survey?” 

“His wound is nontraditional too,” Ision responded 
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as she inspected the corpse for any obvious irregularities.  

“Temporal lobe. Why not the temple or under the chin or 

in the mouth?  Have you ever seen this before?” 

“Well, I’ve seen the wound in the temporal lobe be-

fore,” Bodison mused, “but it’s usually at a different angle, 

you know, because of … a second thought, imperfectly ex-

ecuted from the temple.  This one seems to be more delib-

erate.  The entry wound is straight, dead on.  The gun was 

clearly perpendicular to the skull.  The exit wound is di-

rectly across from the entry wound rather than the right 

parietal lobe like it would be if it were a last minute 

change of heart.” 

“No tats or piercings,” Ision reported. “Thick cal-

luses on the fingers of the left hand.  Must have been a 

musician.” 

“Probably,” Bodison replied.  “They said upstairs 

that he taught some kind of music as literature class for a 

while.  I remember my son talking about it.  He has 

friends who go to college up there.” 

“Cleave,” Ision said uncertainly, “if the calluses are 
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on the left hand, wouldn’t that suggest that Dr. Knowles 

was right-handed?” 

“Indeed.” 

“Okay.  So why would he shoot himself on the left 

side?” 

“Good question.  Damn good question.”   

“He was a linguistics professor, right?  This wound 

is located in the left temporal lobe.  Wernicke’s area.  Look 

at that,” she said, pointing with a probe, “you couldn’t 

have been any closer to Wernike’s area if you, um, tried.  

Jesus, Cleave, could this be some sort of sick irony?  Some 

sort of final message?” 

“Well, Wernike’s area contains vocabulary, right?” 

Bodison asked.  “What could that mean?  If he’d have gone 

with the temple, there’d have been no way to know that he 

meant Broca’s area except the left side.  Choosing Wer-

nicke’s area may suggest some sort of professional difficul-

ty they didn’t know about upstairs.  I mean, if he meant to 

leave a message, this would be how to do it.” 

18 

 

“Perhaps,” Ision said distantly.  “Who knows what 

it could be?” 

Bodison: “No one, now, I guess.” 

Ision: “Maybe he just had a word stuck in his head 

and this was the only way to get it out.” 
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I loved a Lie 

By Megan K. Miller 

 

I loved a lie I once believed was true, 

I loved it ‘til my heart was black and blue. 

 

I fought for what I thought a noble cause 

To heal the lie and justify its flaws 

 

I’d lie awake and pray the lie would stay, 

Although I grew so dirty everyday. 

 

I lied and said my heart was still so fine 

Although the lie would show its evil sign. 

 

My heart grew sore; my mind became so weak, 

Ashamed for I should never act so meek. 

 

The lie that took but never would return 

Cared not to see my tears or watch me burn. 

 

I loved a lie I once believed was true, 

So now I must begin again anew.  
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I thought my fight was noble, right, and strong 

Now that I’ve lost, I know the lie was wrong. 

 

My dreams reveal the lie’s intent to take, 

The love it stole my heart must now forsake. 

 

Alive once more, my heart begins to heal, 

No longer slave to that which seeks to steal. 

 

I rise and vow to live this way no more, 

I’ve learned it is okay to shut this door. 

 

I loved a lie I once believed was true, 

That time has passed and now I say adieu. 
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Ode to Texas 

By Kane Pittman 

O flat land, 

like dessert sand 

sun baked and without rain, 

why did I curse you 

and kick your dust 

and without thought or shame? 

 

With cracked lips 

you began to split 

and whither, as though you might die 

and even still 

our plants grew tall 

and bundles of wheat did you supply 

 

Gratitude, I had naught 

And I only sought 

to be someplace far away 

and now here I am 

in mountain land 

and here I have to stay 

 

O dessert sand 

O Texas land 
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The Price 

By R. Ben Todd 

 

On bended knee, beneath the painted panes, 

I whispered, “Please, awaken me,” and sighed. 

Though unbesmirched, I yet beheld the stains 

Upon my hands - though wasted, bade farewell. 

Farewell to Smiling Summer, rainless now; 

Salute the thirsty, sapless, barren spring. 

Entombed, your season sleeps in bygone years, 

Awaiting resurrection. Forlorn flutes 

Lament the lifeless age in somber song. 

Unhearing ears make mute, with wicked zeal, 

The brokenhearted howls of this divorce. 

Disjoining each from each, the tempest winds 

Take vengeance in the night for each false oath. 

Thou self-accursed wretch, beneath the earth  

Dost thou belong - inverted during life 

To gag on muck and know the selfsame sor- 

-rows that were wrought by thine impious hand. 

For, tears could never quench the torrid ground 
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Which thou hath sown. So comes the reaper hence 

And likewise in His justice plucks the weed. 

When one dismantles monoliths that guide 

And guard the pilgrim on his holy path, 

One splinters simultaneously oneself. 

Love renders from the pieces something new. 
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Old Man Pete 

By Pat Tyrer 

 Pete Jurgensen had been our neighbor for as long as 

I could remember. He’d never been friendly, always threat-

ening to “shoot” Max, our old dog, whenever he’d catch 

him in his yard, and yelling at us kids to “pipe down” when 

we played hopscotch on the front sidewalk, but I never 

thought he’d kill anybody. Boy was that a shocker, as Gran 

Aideen used to say. That was the last summer I stayed with 

Gran Aideen, who lived in our house a long time before we 

did. About a year after Pete shocked the neighborhood, 

Gran Aideen went in to the nursing home when she broke 

her hip. “That’s all she wrote,” she said when they put her 

in the ambulance. I visited her in the nursing home until I 

went to college and then on holidays until she died at 92. 

She’d been the biggest influence in my life, and my most 

trusted ally, especially that summer and especially the day 

Pete Jurgensen was arrested for murder. It’s my only boy-

hood memory that’s as clear today as the day it happened. 

It was still early evenin’ when I seen Old Man Pete 
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come out of his house yellin’ bout shootin’ some fella. I was 

playin’ cross the street with Ronny Callahan ‘til the street 

lights come on. Gran Aideen made me come in the house 

when Pete come out yellin’ and a hollerin’, even though the 

street lights wasn’t even on yet; wouldn’t even let me look 

out the front winda’ when all them sheriff’s cars came near 

to parkin’ in our front lawn. That was Gran. Never did let 

ya’ know what was happenin,’ and stopped any funnin’ as 

soon as it begun. 

“The things most people want to know about are 

usually none of their business,” she’d say, “George Bernard 

Shaw.” Some ol’ boyfriend of hers I reckon. She was always 

sayin’ stuff like that to keep me from havin’ any fun. 

 Old Pete sure did kill that feller. That’s what the 

Daily Journal said. Shot him straight through the heart. I 

just knowed there was blood all over. Me and Ronny could-

n’t wait to get over there and see all the blood ‘n guts. Once 

all the police and the spectators cleared out, me and Ronny 

was bound n’determined to see what we could. So right af-

ter Gran went to bed, I snuck out, climbin’ out the winda 
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which was on the second floor and weren’t that easy to do. 

Ronny’s ma and pa were always drinkin’ and a fightin’ so 

he snuck out easy. We didn’t have no flashlight, but Ronny 

had some kitchen matches in his britches. We hid in the 

bushes next to Gran’s, crouchin’ down near the porch in 

case anybody come nosin’ around. Mrs. Penscott who lived 

next to Ronny generally sat on her front porch in the dark 

tryin’ to catch anybody who might be up to somethin’. 

She’d sit in her rocker and smoke up her pipe.  

“If you rock with the grain of the wood, it don’t 

make no noise,” she’d tole us. “If you go agin the grain of 

the wood, you wake up the haints.” We sure nuff didn’t 

wanna wake up no haints, so me and Ronny kept away 

from rockin’ chairs. It was hard to see Mrs. Penscott un-

less she was smokin’ her pipe. Then the bowl glowed red 

whenever she sucked in a chug a smoke. After a while we 

decided she weren’t on the porch. Besides, Ronny was 

startin’ up moanin about his sore knee which he done got 

when I run into him when we was roller skatin.’ His skates 

were loose ‘cause he done lost his skate key, and I sure 
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nuff weren’t givin’ him mine, so he says his injury is prob-

ably permanent and he might sue me. I don’t know iffin 

he means it, but I ain’t givin’ him my skate key no how. 

We snuck around to Old Pete’s real quiet like 

makin sure there weren’t no one in there. Old Man Pete 

lived alone, but Ronny said he was sure nuff certain 

there’d be a deputy or two standing guard. Ronny knows a 

lot about these kinds of things cause his folks let him 

watch Dragnet which he tells me all about. 

We snuck up to every winda and lit a match tryin 

to see inside. It didn’t work so much and we was near to 

burnin’ our fingers off by the time we ran outa matches. 

With nothin’ left to burn, we jus set on the back stoop 

tryin to think a what to do next. Ronny said maybe the 

door’s open, but I said that’s stupid ‘cause it wouldn’t be 

open no more after the deputies was in there. 

 “It’s open,” Ronny hollered from the back door. 

 “Hush,” I yelled at him, just as loud. We sure were-

n’t never gonna be no future burglars, the way we was car-

28 

 

ryin’ on.  

 “Go on in,” I urged Ronny who was just standing 

there holdin’ onto the handle. 

 “I am, I am,” he said. Just wait on a minute. 

I pushed my way past ole Ronny and went into the kitch-

en. There wasn’t no lights and we’d already burned up 

our matches, so we just stood there waiting for our eyes 

to adjust. A little light shone in thru the front winda, but 

it didn’t near reach the kitchen.  

 “Where’d you think Old Man Pete shot that fella?” 

Ronny whispered. 

 “Darned if I know,” I whispered, “I cain’t see 

nuthin’.”  

 “Maybe we should just go on home,” Ronny said. 

 “Heck no,” I said. “Doncha want to see the blood 

n’ guts no more?” Ronny still hadn’t moved away from 

the kitchen door, and I suspected he weren’t as tough as 

he said he were, even if he had seen all them Dragnet 

shows. Old Man Pete’s house was just like Gran’s on the 
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inside with the kitchen in back of the livin’ room. The hall 

were off the kitchen an the sleepin’ rooms was on each end 

with the lavatory in the middle. 

 I started across the kitchen when a loud crashing 

noise behind me stopped me dead. 

 “What’d you do?” I whispered to Ronny. 

 “I dunno. I knocked somethin’ off the counter. 

Should I turn on the lights?”  

 “No!” I whispered as loud as I could. “Just don’t 

make no more noise.” 

 “Sorry,” whispered Ronny back. 

I continued cross the kitchen with Ronny followin’ close. 

The hall was so dark, we couldn’t even see as much as we 

had in the kitchen. Except for the livin’ room, all the cur-

tains were drawn and there weren’t no light even flickerin’ 

in from the outside. I moved along the hall, huggin’ the 

walls, trying to feel for a door latch.  

 “Ronny,” I whispered as loud as I could. 

 “I ain’t goin’ no further,” Ronny said out loud like we 
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was just talkin’ normal. 

 “Shh!” I said. “Ronny, you skeered? 

 “No, I ain’t skeered; I jus’ ain’t goin’ no further, 

that’s all.  

 “Well I aim to see where he shot that feller. Will you 

wait on me?” I asked, now talkin’ normal just like we was 

in the kitchen at Gran’s. 

 “I reckon,” Ronny said. 

I continued down the hall, moving my fingers along until I 

felt the door jam. I waved my hand around and couldn’t 

feel nothin’ ‘cept air. Even with the door open, I couldn’t 

see nuthin’ but dark. 

 “The bedroom door’s open,” I said to Ronny, not 

botherin’ to whisper no more.  

 “Can you see any blood?” Ronny asked. 

 “Nope. Cain’t see nothin’.” I stepped into the dark-

ness and immediately felt my foot come out from under 

me. I landed hard and let out a yelp as I came down on top 

of my other foot with my knee bent under me. The fall 
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slapped me back, jerkin’ my head onto the hard wood floor. 

The back a my head felt stuck to the floor. I felt the back of 

my head; it was sticky.  

 “I think I’m bleedin’ to death,” I hollered. 

 “What shud I do?” Ronny called from the kitchen 

door, not comin’ in any closer to where I was lyin’ on the 

floor. 

 “Get help, Ronny,” I hollered. “Get help!” 

As I lie there on the floor, feeling real dumb, I thought 

about the switch Gran would probably make me fetch so she 

could whup me. Maybe if I were near to dyin’, she’d be all 

maudlin-like and forgivin.’ Felt like I lied there forever be-

fore I heard somebody clompin’ up the stoop. The kitchen 

light come on and I heard Gran tell Ronny to git on home. 

 “James Anderson Garrett, you in here, boy? Speak 

up if you is,” Gran hollered. 

 “I’m here, Gran. I done fell and broke my own leg,” I 

said tryin’ to sound real pitiful. The hall light came on near-

ly blindin’ me as Gran come down the hall.  
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 “Give me yur hand, boy,” she said, leaning over and 

helpin’ me get to my feet. My legs shaky, but solid. 

 “I’m bleedin’ bad, Gran,” I told her, putting my 

hand to the back of my head. 

She turned me toward the light and messed my hair a bit. 

 “Ain’t yur blood.” 

I glanced back at the spot where I’d fallen to see a thick 

layer of sticky, dark red blood congealing on the floor. The 

walls of the hall where peppered in dark red splotches. 

Pieces of what looked like fatback were stuck to the walls 

and the ceiling. I felt the warmth run down my leg. I was 

gonna be sick, and I began to cry. 

 Gran took my hand in hers and led me home, never 

saying another word. From that day until the day she left 

us, she never brought up that night in Old Pete’s place. It 

was a night I never forgot. The night I learned about the 

dark side of curiosity. 

Originally Appeared in Down in the Dirt Magazine , 2017 
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first snow 

 

By Eric Meljac 

 

the first snow always falls nervously, 

thick flakes in front of the streetlight, 

clinging to branches, 

as if it wants its very weight 

to pronounce its presence here with you 

and me, 

us warm in your apartment, 

you watching these nervous flakes flicker 

in front of the orange lamp outside, 

the window glass casting no reflection. 

 

and next to you, my arm wrapped 

like a lover around your soft shoulders, 

i sit, nervously 

pretending to watch a movie in Spanish, 

pretending not to stare at you, 

watching the snow, 

watching the window, 

watching where once another man moved 

and watched you in the same soft light. 
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Small Town 

By Madeline Leeah 

Grade 8, St. Andrew's Episcopal School 

 

Let us listen to a tale about the night. 

A tale about the monsters, and the quickly fading  

light. 

A tale about a small town, represented by my mind 

And all the big and little flames, the wildfire lies. 

 

There’s a little cast of characters that you  

really must meet. 

A biography of sorts has been arranged for each. 

Enjoy yourself and pay attention,  

You’re never sure just what you might remember much 
later. 

 

Let us talk about the GIRL. 

She was a mystery herself, 

those big brown eyes weren’t so innocent 

Every word a careful sentiment. 

No one really knew 

why she came and what she started, 

and when she left she left with 
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nothing more than her title as a martyr. 

 

Let us talk about the BOY. 

He always wanted to be an artist, 

every paint stroke, every pencil mark 

Turned to every heartbeat, every call for help. 

He was a lost boy, a bit like Peter Pan, 

but where he is going and where he went  

wasn’t Neverland. 

 

Let us talk about the MONSTER. 

You imagine long, sharp claws and teeth, 

A very scary midnight beast. 

But in our tale about the small town, the monster 

isn’t that. 

He’s disguised as the very thing that you would 

Likely seem to laugh at. 

 

This monster is the light, 

Throwing all the shadows. 

He makes all the lamps look pretty, 

While creeping up behind you. 

The monster is the mind, 

Telling you some secrets, 
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And you’re too afraid to stop it 

So you act like you believe it. 

 

You might be asking how it fits together, 

all this nonsense talk of men and monsters. 

There’s always been a plan for this, 

And I promise when I say it. 

This poem makes you think a lot, 

Close to your heart I hope you’ll keep it. 

We must return to the story, 

to see what will soon happen. 

We must return to the words  

and learn to imagine. 

 

The tale begins on a path in the woods, 

where wolves and ravens roam. 

The boy was lost inside a thicket, 

where the roads were not well-worn. 

He found a castle deep in the darkness, 

and fell asleep to next to nothingness. 

 

He slept for weeks, for months, for years. 

He was dead to the world, and no one seemed to care. 

The boy started to vanish, and the monster took notice. 
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He threw the boy in his dungeon, and threatened to lock it. 

 

But all along, there was a plan, 

for the boy and the girl, for monster and man. 

Deep in the woods one terrible evening,  

the girl came running, her heart set on saving. 

 
 

When she arrived in the castle, 

the boy was fighting a battle. 

The monster his mind, the dungeon the metal. 

“I’ll save you,” she said, to the boy in the cell. 

But he didn’t want to be saved, he’d rather just suffer. 

 

You must not understand, why someone would want 

to spend their whole life deep in this dark dungeon. 

Wouldn’t you rather have light, and love and passion? 

But you must understand that some people are hostage, 

a sort of disease that can’t be cured just by loving. 

 

The girl understood why he wanted to stay. He couldn’t re-
turn, 

Just go back to the day. 

It’s hard to go back to a place when you’ve been gone, 
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It’s like walking out from the movies and into the sun. 

There’s too much to see and you feel an ache in your head, 

you just want to close your eyes and hope it all goes away. 

 

But this girl told the boy that it would be alright. 

The monsters would come to the front door at night, 

but when you keep a door locked, nothing can come in-
side. 

She took his hand and led him out of the thicket, 

she was dying herself by trying to save him. 

 

A martyr is someone who dies for what they believe in, 

And this girl believed that the boy would someday get bet-
ter. 

The boy grew up strong and the girl went away, 

but she smiles in the thicket when he passes her way. 

She saved the boy and that’s all she wanted, now she lives 

in the woods alone and content. 

 

As for the boy, 

He went back to the small town where the monsters did 
roam, 

but now the boy knew that the roads he walked were well-
worn. 
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Perspective 

by Olivia Lutz 

 

The world is a negative place. 

So quit saying  

Everything’s going great, 

because 

It’s really not. 

It seems like society is still rude, 

even though 

there are inspirational people. 

How? 

About  

all 

the newspapers explore 

is 

the truth. 

All there is 

are 

problems and struggles. 

 

Some people believe that  

there’s good in every day. 

I will always think that 

the world is a negative place. 

Do you think 

so? 
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So. 

Do you think 

The world is a negative place? 

I will always think 

There’s good in every day. 

 

Some people believe that 

problems and struggles 

are 

all there is. 

 

The truth  

is,  

the newspapers explore  

all 

about 

how 

there are inspirational people. 

 

Even though 

it seems like society is still rude, 

it’s really not. 

Because 

everything’s going great. 

 

So quit saying 

the world is a negative place. 
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Unbridled Freedom 
 

By Carolina Brea 
 
The horses move across the land, a sea 
Of thund’ring hooves and crests of tangled mane 
And unrestrained by man or God they’re free. 
 
A bird wheels in the sky above and he 
Does watch below, the multi-colored plain. 
The horses move across the land, a sea. 
 
The terra cotta cliffs that tower see 
The centuries of horses and their reign, 
And unrestrained by man or God they’re free. 
 
The herd flows past the limbs of ancient trees; 
Staccato hooves create a new refrain. 
The horses move across the land, a sea. 
 
This land is wild, and it will never be 
Contrained by man; now only beasts remain 
And unrestrained by man or God they’re free. 
 
The colors shifting, black and bay and cream; 
A cycle, young and old, repeats again. 
The horses move across the land, a sea 
And unrestrained by man or God, they’re free. 
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WTF File #013 

By Martin Jacobsen 

 

WTF Files.  There should be a class, complete with a book 
and an examination, required of everyone who has to use 
a dumpster (Figure 1) to have their garbage taken away.   

 

Figure 1: Basic Dumpster 

 
Dumpster etiquette is a lost art.  Have you ever noticed 
how people use dumpsters?  They open the lid and drop 
the bags in.  Right in Front. Then a couple of days later, 
the trash piles up in the front of the dumpster and creates 
an empty space you can't access because the trash has 
piled up in the front of the dumpster. The design of the 
basic dumpster really doesn't allow for the accommoda-
tion of trash that piles up in the front. Sometimes the lids 
won't even close because the trash has piled up in the 
front of the dumpster when deposited improperly by 
rude, unthinking, untutored neighbors. 
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Figure 2: 
Diagram of Improperly Used Dumpster 
So, now you have to either get really dirty or you have to 
use a stick or something or you have to use your trash 
bag as a ram to access the empty space created by THE 
TRASH THAT HAS PILED UP IN THE FRONT OF THE 
DUMPSTER. 
 
WTF? 
 
If everyone just threw their trash to the back of the 
dumpster as often as possible, especially when it's emp-
ty, then it wouldn't pile up in the front nearly as rapid-
ly.  There would be a lot more room for everyone who 
uses it if everyone who uses it followed this simple 
guideline.  It's not terribly complicated.  Your neighbors 
would need only open the lid like usual, and then rather 
than drop it in the front (which can lead to trash piling 
up in the front of the dumpster), they can give it a little 
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fling.  The fling, then, propels the trash to the back the 
dumpster where there is more room.  This keeps it from 
piling up in the front, which creates room in the front of 
the dumpster rather than leading to an empty space they 
can't get to behind the trash that has piled up in front of 
the dumpster because they just dropped it in the front 
rather than giving it a little fling. 

Figure 3: Diagram of Properly Used Dumpster 
 
Consider how much more easily your neighbors could 
discard, at mid-week say, those color photos of their first 
ancestors to walk upright if the trash were flung toward 
the back rather than just dropped in the front (where it 
piles up) a few days before the event here de-
scribed.  Wouldn't that be nifty?  
 
Dumpster etiquette.  Try it.  You'll like it. 
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Canyon, A Quick Overview 
 

By Pat Tyrer 
 
 
 One of the first things you notice about Canyon, 

Texas is that most of the streets are numbered. The 

streets that run north-to-south are numbered, as are the 

ones that run east-to-west. North-south are “streets” and 

east-west are “avenues,” even though they’re identical in 

construction and rarely does anyone identify an address 

with the addition of street or avenue. This makes finding 

someone’s house an interesting journey. 

On the newer side of town there are boulevards, but these 

too consist of the same parameters as streets and ave-

nues. Forget the wide, tree-lined streets that exist as 

boulevards in other places; there are few wide streets 

here and even fewer trees. The identifying language of 

this small town in West Texas, part of the Panhandle, is 

casual, homey, and inclusive. Whether you’ve lived here 

50 years or 5, you’re likely to be told that the address 

you’re looking for is “just two blocks south of the old Vic-

toria hotel, spittin’ distance from the Connor house.” As 

in many small towns, houses tend to be known by the 

name of the original owner, e.g., the Parker house where 

long ago one of the descendants of Quannah Parker lived, 

but haven’t occupied the house for at least two genera-

tions.  
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 The second thing you’ll notice about Canyon is 

the impressive number of lengthy freight trains travers-

ing the city at regular intervals. The train tracks sepa-

rate the original city from the newer additions to the 

north. Although there is one crossing which passes un-

der the tracks, most residents simply sit quietly waiting 

for the trains to pass, having long ago gotten used to 

the sometimes hourly interruptions in the flow of traf-

fic. Over the years there have been several deaths 

caused by trains; some were suicides, but most were 

joggers wearing headphones who continued running 

past the end of the first train only to be surprised and 

ultimately run over by a companion train going in the 

opposite direction. You’ve been warned. 

 Located in Randall County and named after Con-

federate General Horace Randal which the founding 

fathers misspelled, Canyon was initially called Canyon 

City, named then and now for Palo Duro Canyon, the 

second largest canyon in the United States after the 

Grand Canyon. For those who pay particularly close at-

tention, driving down into Canyon reveals the area to 

be situated in the prehistoric lake bed it once was. 

Dusty and nondescript during the dry months, Canyon 

becomes surprisingly green and fertile after a few days 

of drenching rain. Wind is constant, yet tornadoes are 

rare. Scattered in backyards throughout the city are 



47 

 

peach, apple, and apricot trees. Since the city’s trees 

tend to bloom in nearly the same week each year, either 

everyone in town has fruit, or due to an early frost, no 

one does. The most appealing aspect of Canyon is that 

open country and views from horizon to horizon are less 

than a minute’s drive from anywhere in the city, and for 

a city of 13,000 people, it’s a pretty nice place to live. 
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