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Shut Eye
I know no greater pleasure than to dream 
Inside the Sun, waiting ceaselessly for waking 
And, hoping it won’t come.
Drowning in unconsciousness 
And wishing to move on 
From lucidity and hopefulness 
that cognizance is gone.
And that all the cards in my hand 
That make me want to fold.
Dealt me by a poker playing god 
When I came in from the cold.
Might vanish for an instant 
In unin’trupted sleep 
Of the great black robed equality 
That draws me toward the deep;
And the heavy creeping ivy that pulls blankets cross my head 
Ties me to the black abyss that people call my bed.
Refuting any efforts to do anything instead 
Of waste away.

Akiva Katz

Ben Holme
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Isla Prieto
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Mom

Night sometimes comes withered
or in a barrage of dewy filament
either a pond with boating leaves of autumn
or the city midnight first time snow
both, however, emit yawns
via starry mouths & infinite melancholic breath 
breezing by nostalgic gusts to my desk 
blowing on to caverns of transient joys

Among stalagmites run shadows of a California toddler 
blonde hair long
& behind him, rainy day kid with buzzed head 
a myriad of shadows passing by & what? 
what constants?
few across state boundaries & school districts 
but at end, one shadow received all who ran 
& it’s her, that shadow 
who still receives me now 
wherever I may run.

Zachary Hooper

Andrew Peters
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Untitled
Olivia Broustra

When I first gaze upon his 
noble face, he is in chains. His mane 
is matted and his hair tangled. His 
eyes are dead and his spirit broken. 
I try to break the chains that bind 
him but only succeed in failing. The 
next night, his chains are broken but 
he is still a dying beauty. I ran my 
hands along his body and feel the 
scars that man has dealt him. My 
craving to ride him begins to rise 
but try as I might I carmot return 
light to his eyes. On night number 
three I found a comb and soon his 
mane is free of tangles. I continue 
on to save his tail, as his head turns 
to touch my own. A week goes by 
as he begins to heal until I find him 
running wild. I approach him with 
desire and soon I find myself upon 
his back. We race through forests 
and across the plains, both of us 
freer than we’d been. He carries me 
to the end of the world and even 
there he does not halt. Leaping 
into space we decide to explore the 
great unknown. Galloping across 
the stars and skies I begin to feel at 
home. Out here there’s nothing to 
bring me harm. But soon he stops 
and turns toward earth, we both 
know we must return. And so we 
head back to the world, knowing to 
space we would return. He carries 
me slowly across the plains neither 
of us wanting this to end. Through 
battlegrounds of silly wars we trot. 
He tosses his head to say that war is 
sad and man is a goner. For here we 
see that man destroys what little is 
8

left with no remorse. Next we travel 
through the church to see if God 
is there to cry to. The sound of his 
hooves fills the empty silence and 
he can see that we are not free. The 
church and state forge new bindings 
every time old ways start dying. As 
we approach where we began we 
pass through a forest where beasts 
are dying. He rears up and screams 
his anger as I clasp his mane and 
hold on tighter. He is angry at what 
man has done to the world that 
gave us life. We stand there killing 
for stupid reasons while the world 
around us fades to ashes. Even 
worse we turn on our own and 
leave fellow man to rot among the 
rats. I try to explain, but I cannot, 
why people believe that they are 
better just because of paper cash. 
Or maybe it’s just human nature, to 
believe that it is better to be skinny 
or of certain color. He races back 
to where we began and I dismount 
with a heavy heart. He turns to 
leave and race away but suddenly 
stops and turns his head. Facing 
me his eyes reveal the truth inside 
that I’ve tried to deny. He and I are 
one and the same. He’s the black 
stallion inside my soul. The chains 
that held him are the world that 
with its laws has bound me tightly. 
There was no light within his eyes 
because I was blind to my world’s 
sins. We were both scarred and our 
hair tangled because words hurt 
and life’s perplexing. But the last 
week has let time heal me. Our eyes 
meet as we make the promise. I 
win not let the world bind me or let 
other men’s words scar me. When



life’s a mess I’ll hold on tight and 
remember that there are things 
they’re hiding. The world around 
might try to blind me but now I see 
the truth so clearly. Finally he turns 
to leave and races away as daylight 
wakes me.

I remember that dream as I

go through life and see that stallion 
when I struggle. But today he says 
goodbye and I know why. I don’t 
need him now as I have found 
where I belong. He rears up and 
screams goodbye before racing 
away into the night.



Space Trip
Cheryl Abhold

There are no re-entries 
at Launchpad. Just like a real 
rocket mission, once you’re in, 
that’s it. There is no escaping the 
celestial spectacle, unless you feel 
like being thrust into an endless 
vacuum of instant boredom or 
death, respectively. The interior is 
ornamented with dazzling graffiti 
and stickers juxtaposed on the 
grimy walls. The floors are sick 
with gum and spit, and even the 
ceiling looks like it’s been wounded 
by rowdy rockers. This is definitely 
a venue which is as scarred as its 
patrons. But once the lights fade, 
it’s all about the music, and even the 
sight of such beautiful gore takes 
a backseat to the audio assault. 
This is the soundtrack of stealing

everything you hate and burning 
it alive. This is a forced catharsis, a 
necessary sedation. When the door 
closes, you are ensnared in the hot- 
box. Claustrophobia is a catalyst 
for mosh pits, some of the best I’ve 
ever been in. The sounds pulse on 
the floor and echo off the walls. 
The lights reflect the bloodstains on 
your shoes. Everything culminates 
and congeals into a high-octane 
heU-ride. The aim is to delve so 
deep into the darkness that you 
are absolved of it. A concert at 
Launchpad is like being unable 
to take a religious fast, so you just 
drink whiskey until you vomit. By 
the time the ritual is complete, the 
sky is dark with rare stars, and the 
desert night is cold. At this time, 
there is no cause for complaint. All 
that remains is panic upon realizing 
how far you are from home.
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Untitled

I know that I am not 
a very good boyfriend 
or friend
almost all of the time

I’m too busy ignoring my own problems 
to really be there for someone else

I’ll sit by my piano
some nights and think: how
could I ever show this loneliness?

When I come back upstairs 
my empty bed 
is my only symbol

Rhys Conger



Sand Dollar
I may have ground my teeth to sand dollars 
Here, and I am still an open writhing maw.
A gapped and toothless holler 
In the unrest, void, and flaws.

Don’t give mefame- 
I have a sickness in my innards,
A treason in my brain.
Be still, damn fainting heart - 
Decide, for once, your way.

I tire of feast and famine.
My bed has long been cold 
And sorrow is my only partner.
Fidelity is getting old
And tiresome and toothless
Like me. Is that why we make
Such good company? A ruthless
Ennui - bathetic, egregious
Without poetry. Will we ever wake
To find our dreams have organized themselves
In metered rhyme? Or will they always
Slide away, those fickle brides, in
Hourglasses clogged with beetles, worms.
And dead things we dare not stare at.
Lest theirs is a face we share?

I am decrepit, gangled and oppressed 
By years like cramped-up shoulder-blades 
And bent defiant spines but I 

Digress. As always.

Sigh, realign, and cauterize 
These phantom brainstems, these 
Neurons into nothing. Devise 
Simplistic means of moving 
Forward or away, forward or away.
Eschewing

Me.
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Audra Zook

Grape Vine
Top heavy, trellised trained 
Coaxed hoaxed formed 
Outside cides cides cides 
Tyrannical nickel nickel nickel 
Acres ache ache ache 
Spray prey prey prey 
Bear fruit, perversely urbaned 
Wield field yield 
Fidelity fidelity fidelity 
Plump rump dump 
Shallow roots, soma coma 
Artifiscalligraphy

Padraic O’Neill
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The Storm
Charles Brogan

In the dimly lit evening 
storm, sporadically illuminated 
by the flash of lightning, Andron 
was not so engrossed with the 
crashing of thunder from above 
as the dark orb of gravity that wcis 
pulling everywhere from inside 
his chest and leaving only despair. 
His tears, hidden from any chance 
spectator by the downpour of rain 
and wind-blown salt water, were 
whisked away by his long, flailing 
hair; which was at one moment 
plastered to his face and the next 
whipped about as he bobbed up 
and down, slowly paddling his 
way from shore. He was leaving 
it all behind, tearing himself from 
all that was familiar, without a 
plan; he was rurming, committing 
a social suicide, and was ashamed 
of the fact. He did not think much 
in these moments of self exile, 
but was propelled and pulled by a 
yearning to be somewhere else.

Looking back towards the 
Wharf, his eyes were bombarded by 
small, crystallized pellets of sand 
carried by the wind, as if the land 
itself were shunning and casting 
him away. He had no destination 
save death, which always loomed 
behind his thoughts, and was not as 
immanent as he would have hoped 
at the moment. And so he paddled 
away from his heartbreak towards a 
place of deeper despair and he was 
soon swallowed under thick clouds 
and dancing sheets of rain blocking 
out a new moon’s midnight hour. 
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Every now and then, upon being 
shocked back into orientation by 
the erratic lightning flash, Andron 
would haul in the paddles, pick 
up the bucket which he was using 
for a seat, and empty the small 
pool of rainwater gathering at his 
feet; knowing that the fresh liquid 
would be as precious as it now was 
threatening, when the storm moved 
on.

Andron contemplated how 
his environment nearly matched 
his irmer torment: dark, cold, 
powerful, and yet insignificant 
to any perspective of import, 
unnoticeable by the majority of 
creation. This was a small storm, 
yet it threatened no less than 
a squall the man all alone in a 
fourteen foot skip headed nowhere. 
After reaching the breakers he 
pulled in his paddles and secured 
them under his legs, wrapped 
himself in the blue, tattered tarp 
that was once the cover of his 
craft, and allowed himself to drift 
aimlessly through the night, storm, 
and haunting memories that were 
quickly perverting what he once 
desired. After a time there was 
nothing; which was welcomed by a 
deep sigh of gratefulness from the 
edge of comprehension, behind 
closed eyelids and an exhausted 
being.

A dull ache, the complaint 
of the whole of Andron’s whole 
body after being bent in the fetal 
position throughout his long sleep, 
awoke him. He could not yet 
move, nor did he wish to. Behind 
his closed eyelids he could begin to



make out that there was light: the 
storm must have passed. He began 
to hear the sounds of the ocean 
and wind, and could smeU sea. 
His stomach grumbled, he was not 
used to hunger, and wondered if 
there were any fish in the vastness 
that was below him or birds in the 
open sky above that might satisfy 
his hunger, or at least keep him 
company. Upon opening his eyes 
he looked around. He felt a hint of 
pleasure for the first time in a long 
while. He felt cold, but clean, as if 
all of his old life had been washed 
away.

It was a cool morning; the 
steam of his breath a testament. As 
he began to move he felt an ache 
in his ribs and arms from all the 
long rowing. As he again became 
aware of his body, he recognized 
the sharp throb of a headache, as if 
being pricked by countless needles. 
After taking a deep inhale, he was 
suddenly overwhelmed by all the

previous day’s events and exhaled 
with a loud yell, full of emotion and 
meaning, that broke the silence that 
existed above the ever undulating 
waves. In an emanation of Andron’s 
internal powers, he yelled for his 
newfound freedom and the death 
of his old self. He screamed again 
in exuberance of the joy at finding 
himself anew, alone, with his future 
destinies determined by his own 
choosing. His final exhalation, 
charged with pure gratitude for 
where he was and who he was, 
was full of internal violence and 
chaos, yet was silent; its sheer 
energy reverberated within him 
for quite some time afterwards. He 
was no longer rurming, now he was 
seeking, seeking life and adventure, 
seeking to make himself anew, to 
use every moment. He set up the 
oars and began to row in rhythm 
to his measured and determined 
heartbeat.



Get Your Head Out Of The Clouds
get your head out of the clouds 
you told me there’s nothing here
why should we stand here next to each other holding our breath
waiting for life on earth
no one here understands their inner space

i found the history of my planet across the sea of stars
the world will soon be done, over, gone
one by one they will fall
we can watch the sun burn out if afterwards
i can
still call you mine

a winter on mercury 
jupiter in the summer 
aurora
borealis from space 
i’ll say i love you
to show you how the moon can make the sun melt
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say you love me
and in that moment i’ll know just how the moon felt

seasons pass the planets rotate
here on a star
alpha centauri
you have felt perfectly still

my love speeds somewhere across time and space 
out here there’s no air to breathe 
what do i need to reach her

their history is written everywhere, spelt out with the debris of Saturn’s rings 
read to me what happens to earth as it is written on mars 
i’ll listen to every word

i’ll wish upon something 
for a spaceship 
pluto is to where i’ll head 
a proposal on earth
the ceremony before we leave the milky way
the honeymoon, honeysun to be had somewhere even further away 

light years ago
i heard you crying who in the world could love me 
leave the world behind 
and find me in space 
sail across a starry sea

i know you’ll arrive soon
even on earth you were in love with the moon 
as soon as you arrive
i’ll read to you about the rise and fall of venus

i wait and wait, counting the rotations 
at last
here comes the sun

this starry sea is finally the place for me 
because you stand next to me breathing

Arthur Lopez
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Metalhead Lament #27
My love for the sea is as deep and blue 

As the waters themselves. Red slips and drips 
Off my tongue. Blood stains have defiled my shoes, 

Wounds defile my flesh, and whiskey my lips. 
Beyond suffering, the sea will purge me.

Bitter is the taste. Destroy, recreate. 
Salvation by sacrifice is the key.

This is more than my pain; this is my fate.
I love you to death, I miss you like hell.

Our guitars howl to the moon, to the stars.
I was torn between worlds when you fell.

Like I’m the reason there’s no life on Mars.
And now I have found relief of my own; 

While you’re safe in your grave. I’m breaking bones.

Cheryl Abhold
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Rebecca Ahrens
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Passion Poem

i, too, can write passion poems:

(and if you were a rose I’d pick you and stick you 
in water till you withered and died and 
everyone would comment on your color 
and refined shape.)

so lets collide with night through our noses: 
wake to your banging fist on my swinging door 
and binge on bad ideas and beatless songs 
‘till distended with poetry we grow ill and collectively 
shit sunsets onto those 365 well-ruled pages

that we pray to in pews in this church of hedonists- 
every book a bible: all manuals for masturbation.

so at dawn we
criticize the sunrise, hang ourselves 
from the belltower, for kicks 
or lash limbs together under covers, 
those well-rehearsed kisses 
a myriad of plots:

and with our bony fingers, 
tie the sumblimest of knots.

Bryce Corkins



The Self is an Empty Heart

Artists are people who focus on some absence

Love or God or truth

They are all the same

I am not a metaphor but
the heart speaks in those languages

I am not a person but
the ego speaks in those languages

The self is an empty heart 
filling and filling 
but never full

Rhys Conger

Alley Dog

My thoughts are alley dogs 
With garbage in their teeth 
And fleas. Unwanted and homeless 
They feast on what they find 
And sometimes they grow sick 
And die.

Jillian Burgie
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Andrew Peters
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Girl Gone Wild
There’s a rumor in the market 
That you’ve been sleeping around

Hungered eyes follow you 
Hoping they’ll be next 
You expect nothing in return 
That’s all they want to know

There’s a rumor in the market
That he broke your heart
And now you look for him in every man

Dear girl come back
I’m sorry he took your soul
Let’s sit by the sea
And wait for it to come home

You look for him in every man
And your frenzy excites him
Who lays with you that night
You send him away sated
Never to know that it wasn’t him you wanted

Mary Creighton
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Dear girl wake up
Blink your weary eyes
Let’s take a moonlit walk
Let the wind ruffle the hem of your dress

I can’t reach you 
You’re floating into oblivion 
My heart stares silently 
As I watch me losing you

There’s a rumor in the market 
That you’re easy and an amazing time 
That your eyes fix on them hard 
Before staring into the distance

Dear girl I wish you luck 
I will wait for you to stop wandering 
Someday you will smile again 
Your soul will come home to you

Sabina Rai
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Mercado San Telmo
Andrew Peters

Just before noon, on April 
8th, 2011, I saw a man die at the 
Mercado San Telmo.

I am buying tomatoes. En 
que tepuedo ayudar 7 - the man at the 
vegetable stand asks. Dos tomates, 
bien maduros. He begins feeling 
through the crates, grasping gently 
for the perfect ripeness before being 
interrupted. There is a small crash 
and a hushed scream to accompany 
it, the way you’d imagine it. But it is 
just a small crash and just a hushed 
scream. I look up again at the man, 
impatiently and ask again - dos 
tomates no mas. I hear the cold sound 
of footsteps running on concrete. 
The thought crosses my mind to 
turn and see what has happened, 
but 1 do not. I request once more 
as politely as possible - dos tomates 
por favor. More footsteps. I think I 
heard a woman’s cry. The tomatoes 
are returned to their box, and I 
leave swiftly, walking to the end 
of the market stalls. 1 stop when I 
can see the man’s motionless legs 
peeking through the small crowd. 
There is no panic. There are no 
loud noises or shrieking sobs. There 
is just emotion. Emotion, and lack 
of emotion. A teenager asks for 
a cell phone. Dame celular, dame 
celular. Rushed calls are made to

the police. Someone runs down the 
block to where there’s an on-duty 
officer. Hay policia en la calk, en la 
esquina, alguien corre para alia. And 
the rest of us stand back and watch, 
blank faces amidst the occasional 
whisper - se cayo, se cayo del techo. 
There is nothing now but to wait. 
More whispers. I shift my weight 
from one foot to the other once in 
a while, but my face is rigid. I do 
not think, I just observe. Observe a 
dead man, lying in a pool of blood. 
A man turns his shoulders towards 
me, he needs someone to listen to 
him and begins speaking slowly - 
Justo sail del bano cuando lo escuche, 
pero te juro, send algo primero, como 
una rdfaga del viento. Lo send cuando 
se cayo. What am I supposed to 
respond? Facinating. Wonderful. 
That’s great for you. I nod a little, 
respond with the hmph that can 
mean one thing or it’s opposite or 
really whatever the listener would 
like it to mean, and remain there, 
leaning against the brick wall with 
a cold feeling in my chest, watching 
the people gathered around the 
fallen man begin to understand 
what I knew five minutes ago. The 
man is dead. I watch his lifeless 
legs and listen as a woman begins 
to cry, not a cry of terrible fear or 
of despair but of sadness. I see 
grown men cover their faces, lean 
their foreheads against mtirket
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Mary Creighton

kiosks and sob quietly. Three men 
come running in with the stretcher. 
It is futile. I watch silently as the 
stretcher passes by the second time, 
the blood covered face and the 
mangled jaw. Mouths are covered by 
closed fists and the occasional gasp 
can be heard. I look at the man who 
approached me earlier. Now it is I 
who need someone to listen to me. 
Que hacemos ahora? He curls his lips 
slightiy, as if he would’ve smiled 
if it had not been such a somber 
moment, and replies with a nod and 
hmph, equal to mine. Chao, he says, 
and walks off in the other direction. 
I stand there for a minute more or 
so, then return to the vegetable 
stand. Dos tomates, bien maduros, por

favor. I say it like you would expect 
me to say it. A man just died, and 
I am buying tomatoes. The man 
hands me over the tomatoes, I hand 
him the money. We don’t bother 
smiling. I leave the market and see 
a man mopping the pool of blood 
on the floor. The crowd has already 
dispersed to continue weeping and 
buying their groceries and those 
other things that must be done on 
a Friday morning. I arrive back on 
the street and nothing has changed. 
The cars continue honking, the 
tourists continue laughing, a man 
askes me, gringo un dolar, por favor? 
Do they not understand? Do they 
not know? A man has just died. A 
man has died and I saw him.
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Welcome to... The Prize Section!
This issue of the Grout hosted competitions in the following categories:
Artwork, Photography, Prose, Poetry, Music, and Film.

The following pages display the winners in each category. Due to the small 
amount of submissions for Art and Music, only the top-scoring piece was 
awarded a prize. All other categories awarded 1st, 2nd, and 3rd place prizes.

All entries were reviewed by two separate panels, one panel to decide semifinal- 
ists, and a Panel to review only the top entries in each category. Winners were 
chosen based on the following criteria in each category:

General Criteria:
a) Does the piece grab you? How strongly?
b) Originality/Inventiveness (Is it something you’ve never seen, or does it make 
you look at something in a new way? Is it cliche? Brilliant? Unexpected? Experi
mental?)
d) Interest of Subject (Do you want to know more? In a good way? Or a bad way, 
left hanging and wanting more? Is there a fascinating character, image, element, 
that really sticks with you?)
e) Overall/Strength of Effect (Emotion, intellect, technical precision, originality - 
anything that grabbed your attention, does it make your jaw drop, heart skip...?)
f) Would you recommend for the prize? (Yes/No)

Additional Criterion for Photography:
Focal Point (Is there something that grounds you in the picture and holds you? Is 
it fascinating? How strongly does it keep you in the picture?)

Additional Criterion for Music:
Musical Skill (Are they musically talented? Do they have a command of theory 
and skill in performance?)

Additional Criterion for Photography:
Harmony of Elements (E.g. texture, framing, light, color, etc. Do the elements 
“balance?” If they don’t, does the piece somehow work anyway?)

Additional Criterion for Poetry/Prose:
Cohesiveness/Flow (Does it hold together as a single piece? This can be a theme, 
image, word, idea, or anything else that makes it feel “unified.”)

Additional Criterion for Prose
Clarity of Piece (Do you even know what it’s about? Are the plot and/or theme 
clear in some way? If not, does it work anyway?)

We hope you find these as breathtaking as we did. Enjoy!
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Isla Prieto 
Art Prize Winner

29



Rebecca Ahrens
1st Place Photography (tied)
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Psalm 51:3
1 St Place Poetry

the littlest things are all your skin
tape wrapped around my glasses—
when I pull it off it bleeds
the seven stitches you fixed my shirt pocket
it ripped again and screamed.
all we’ve got are ironically high speeds.

I swore you belonged to the Pleiades 
uncertain which sister— 
so you ask why you never earned a home 
in the seven portraits beside my bed:

if even scraps of skin around here whisper
I’m sick with fear
for what it might have said.

A twelve-step program for growing up and growing over
I will till the dust you kicked up and drove away
plant poppies to fill the space
the progress where I scream at the sky
stand obscene before the sun
I will grow over you this place
there will be flowers when I’m done.

Bryce Corkins
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Ben Holme 
3rd Place Photography
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We Go Light Fires
Jillian Burgie 
1st Place Prose

Reason One
Sometimes I am not sure 

why I stay. Sometimes I try to list 
the reasons, as the seasons grind 
onward and the quiet stretches into 
silence. This time it is July, and 
even time seems to be conquered to 
a crawl by the swelter. Across the 
room the window is open and it 
doesn’t mitigate the heavy summer 
night. It is even too hot to sleep. 
The very wheat in the fields seems 
oppressed. I can feel the stalks in the 
darkness -they are burdened under 
their own weight and wish fervently 
for a breeze to lift their faces. They 
used to seem to laugh, with the sun 
bright shining on their golden waves. 
The wind sidestepped through the 
fields, chased children squealing 
with glee. I used to stand in the 
wheat fields and watch the moppy 
tops of their heads bob among the 
stalks as they ran, laughing. Some 
days, when I stood just still enough 
and watched them, I could hear the 
wind laughing too.

Is this a reason?

Reason Two
The wind, still, is light as 

ever. It comes through on some 
errand and it billows off again. 
Just like he used to. How I would 
crane my ear to the door every day 
hoping to hear his gentle hands on 
the knob. When he was home he 
used to come up behind me while I 
read or knit and play with my hair, 
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running it through his hands. His 
hands were always cool and soft like 
a light breeze and they would slide 
down my neck, shoulders, arms. 
Then he would press a gentle kiss 
onto my shoulder blade, his dark 
hair shaggy and soft on my skin, 
and rustle on about the house.

Sometimes, now, I pretend 
he still does that. When the wind 
comes up while I am reading on 
the porch, lifts a loose strand of 
my hair and tousles it a moment, I 
pretend it’s him. I hold very still so 
perhaps this moment won’t shatter, 
perhaps I can hold him close. In 
the end though it always, like him, 
hastens on its journeys with a 
wistful chagrin.

Reason Three
Memory is an irreverent, 

insensible thing. It moves us, 
sometimes like sleepwalkers. 
Sometimes thinking back and 
listing the reasons I am here I get 
giddy, like a kind of metaphysical 
vertigo slams down on thinking. 
Those days I don’t try to list the 
reasons so much. I am content to 
know that this mystical giddiness is 
my storyline, the weaver’s thread, 
my yellow brick road, my tale, my 
own.

This farmhouse had been 
his idea. He had loved the sharp 
corners and the sloping roof, the 
great expanse of wheat field to 
dance in and shape with industry. 
He loved the countryside and the 
clear air. After our wedding he 
carried me through the broken 
doorway like a feather or a love note
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and we stood in the empty kitchen 
and dreamed.

Reason Four
In the beginning he had 

been here quite a bit, rustling 
around the house and fields. I 
remember there were storms those 
first few years, storms like I’d never 
seen. Great rolling clouds and a 
thunder to shake the earth’s bones. 
It broke through the roof once, a 
waterfall right into the bedroom. 
He tugged on some old boots with 
a twinkle in his eye and gusted out 
the door. He was dancing on the 
broken eaves when I reached the 
porch. “Come up here, honey, and 
hold these beams. We’re gorma fix 
this place up here and now and 
tomorrow we’ll live like country 
kings.” When the roof was repaired 
we were soaked, the bedroom was 
soaked, a wet sun was rising, and 
we laughed like children.

Reason Five
It always seemed right, 

seemed noble, seemed faithful. And 
when he blew in on some cool night 
I always remembered why I spent 
so many days in this farmhouse 
alone. And as he gusted out again 
I always kissed him with a young

Anastasia Kilani

wife’s passion and promised him 
that I would keep waiting. While 
he was gone I would roll through 
memories like a slideshow; they 
were fodder, fuel for a fire that 
purified my inaction. Indolent, 
I was virtuous. Impatient, I was 
waiting. I reverenced the memory 
of his presence and I stayed. The 
memory, usually, seemed worth it.

Reason Six
From far away comes a 

tram’s lone nighttime cry. The cold 
bleating on the still air has become 
a sound so familiar it is tranquil. 
Sometimes I had wanted to take 
that train, wanted to throw it aU 
down and move on. But the time 
never quite seemed right - there was 
always something more to do. Some 
project around the house, some 
mending, some injured child, some 
bad harvest, some great plan. Once 
I had a wUd hair and walked aU the 
way to the station in my good shoes 
on a Sunday and I’d bought a ticket 
to California. For days I carried it 
around and dreamed of the sea. But 
then the monsoons came, and the 
wind seemed gentle and cool, and 
he was home more often, and I put 
that ticket to the side. It got buried 
under letters and paperwork. It
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eventually inherited the honorable 
position of being a bookmark. Now 
it is in the top drawer of my writing 
desk, with the set of nice pens my 
son gave me years ago. Waiting.

Reason Seven
When we were 

young he said so often 
with such rapturous 
eyes that I would 
accompany him. I 
would be there when he 
travelled; I would see 
the countries he crossed 
by day and moonlight.
I would walk with him~ 
down cobblestone and asphalt 
streets and look at buildings with 
old, old memories. I would keep 
him company on long midnight 
drives and we would see the world

I have even 
started fires 
in the fields 

on a breathless 
still night and 

watched the 
blazes feast.

together. He had such dreams for us. 
And I realize, now, how foolishly 
they became mine too. He became 
me. I transformed, metamorphosed, 
into a buggy, big-eyed train wreck, 

some days. Into a 
cornfield-haloed angel 
others, meditative and 
blissful in the quiet of 
the country.

It is quiet tonight. 
Not a breath or a 
whisper of wind. The 
wheat stands quiet. The 
moon sleeps. I am tired, 
and the train has faded 
into the'silence of a still

night.
Let it roam. Let it lay out 

its tracks and follow them to the 
sunrise. I am here. I have made a 
home of looking elsewhere and
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now there is nothing to look at but 
me.

Reason Eight
Sometimes our mistakes 

carmot be repaired. Sometimes 
what’s done is done and there’s 
nothing to do but bow low and carry 
it. I have waited. I have hired and 
harvested and repaired roofs and 
dug out cellars and broken stallions 
and raised children and watched 
them take that train away. I have 
even started fires in the fields on a 
breathless still night and watched 
the blazes feast. Sometimes I hoped 
he would see me. That he’d smell the 
burn or hear my cries. Sometimes I 
thought I could burn my mistakes 
and his memory together and 
catch the next train out of town. I 
imagined leaving the timbers and 
bedroom smoldering behind me. 
Stomp down to the station, dig out 
that ticket I’ve kept for so many 
years, mount that rickety steel 
ladder and glare back across a field 
where I had spent my life. A field of 
waste.

Reason Nine
Perhaps tonight is the

night.
In my hands I hold a candle 

and the ticket, hands wobbling 
from years hanging heavy on them. 
With a fierce calm, I touch the 
bent-up corner of the ticket to the 
flame, watch the cardstock shudder 
and turn orange, watch it crumple.

imploding in dream-time. The flame 
inches upward. I glance at a pile of 
old newspaper and books on the 
desk and think how an unguarded 
fire would lick at the walls and desk 
and doorframe like a hungry dog 
set loose. How it would bring this 
house and these fields all tumbling 
down - a catastrophic poetry.

A timid breeze rustles in 
the lace curtain, shaking dust from 
the sill. I turn, ticket burning in my 
hand. There is a shuffle of footsteps 
on the porch, rustling. Gentle 
hands on the doorknob. I laugh like 
a sputtering candle flame.

“Come back after all, have
you?”

I let the ticket faU. It 
somersaults into the newspapers 
and snuggles up close. In the faint 
glow I see him, opening the door 
like a half-frightened child. His 
grey hair rustles in the breeze and 
he stands quiet. There is nothing 
for him to say. He doesn’t have to.

I slam a book over the 
flame, ticket and aU. Underneath 
exhales a tired scattering of ashes. 
The glow winks out. I look at him, 
framed in that old doorway, the lace 
curtains on both sides of the room 
fluttering a welcome.

His hands are still soft 
like summer breezes. He curls his 
knuckly, old-man fingers around 
my hand and pulls me to the door 
with a sheepish kiss. We go light 
fires.
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Untitled
2nd Place Poetry

Oh! I know some widely spoken of 
Outside linear thinking stories.
No, not the visual savages,
Who, naked inside space factories 
Urinate on God with word movements 
Of tidy titular abstractions.

They sexed Art with Language 
In a deserted vestibule of 
Suffocated empire,
Embracing ancient calls for is and.
The great illusionist.
Is not, is for you/me elusive 
Unsolvable primate;
They merited and shingled all those 
Welcomed for their work in 
Categorizing artifacts of 
Visual explosions 
Into degradable reality,
Into wieldable,
Canonical languages.

Wearing this weight and drowning in this 
Succession, pick no withered artage 
Damn only the path that has real Art 
Interred in language that once lectured 
Ocean waves to beautiful muses.

I know some widely wishing 
To create representations hoped 
Not to be overloaded with 
Curator’s words, and co-opted 
Into past centuries’ lines,
But to confront good by 
Preventing the death of Art,
By unhinging it and unpinning it 
From the walls of the who’s
Who language of a gratuitous century.

^ ^ ^ Padraic O’Neill
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There Is No Unturned Stone
Peter Horton 
2nd Place Prose

It was on the first Sunday in 
April that David heard the voice.

When his parents’ light 
went out down the hall, David sat 
awake in the still darkness for a 
moment before creeping out of bed 
and stepping lightly across the room 
to where his older brother, Andrew, 
was slowly working the window 
open. Andrew was taking care to 
prevent the window from creaking, 
but he tapped a quiet rhythm with 
his feet, just loud enough to prove 
that he wasn’t afraid of waking 
authority. The window open, 
David followed his brother onto 
the oak branch whose convoluted 
path brought it just beneath their 
window, almost as a favor.

They reached the great 
nexus of the branches and inched 
down the trunk, gripping the rough 
bark tightly, though David lost his 
grip necir the bottom and slid to the 
ground. Andrew flinched forward 
and began to extend a hand, but 
then stepped back and tried to 
smother a burst of laughter in the 
crook of his elbow. David sulked 
at the base of the tree, cold in his 
pajamas and bare feet, watching 
Andrew pace silently and tracing a 
pattern along the dancing shadows 
of the oak leaves, until severail other 
boys appeared from behind on of 
the houses on the comer.

David rose and ran, as 
softly as he could, conscious of his 
sleeping parents in the air behind

him, after his brother and towards 
the boys.

Together, they abandoned 
the streetlights, and ran across a 
field of tall grass that tickled their 
feet and left burs on their clothes, 
moving wUdly and loudly now, 
with their houses held at a greater 
distance by the cold night air. They 
reached the field’s edge and paused, 
looking out at the line of trees and 
the descent between the trunks into 
darkness that reached out to them 
with an irresistible call they felt in 
their blood. They slid and ran down 
the slope, dodging the trunks as 
they emerged ahead in the dim light 
and stumbling as vines caught their 
ankles and tried to pull them down 
to the soft dirt. Some boys called 
out insults to each other in hushed 
voices that were mostly lost to their 
crash through the undergrowth 
and to the murmuring of the river 
below.

When they reached the 
small slope of rocky beach that 
separated river and forest, the 
group would probably have just 
have thrown rocks into the river 
and tried to frighten the younger 
ones, or intimidate them with lewd 
jokes, but one boy happened to see 
a trapped raccoon in a clump of 
tree roots. And intoxicated with the 
cold night air and the fresh scratches 
on their knees and their empty beds 
and open windows, the boys began 
to throw rocks at the raccoon. They 
were startled, but then encouraged, 
by the creature’s cries of pain when 
a few boys managed to hit it.

David had thrown five
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rocks when he saw his brother, arm 
back to throw and face smiling and 
flushed with sweat in the moonlight 
that slipped through the tree 
branches. The shadow from his arm 
obscured his eyes. David stopped to 
wonder if his face looked like that, 
and also why the idea that it might 
made him feel that was going to be 
sick to his stomach.

It was then that David 
heard the whisper. It was nearly 
imperceptible, so soft and close 
he couldn’t teU if it had come 
from over his shoulder or inside 
his mind. David didn’t recognize 
the voice, but he knew it; it was 
like the time in between hearing a 
voice waking him as he dreamt and 
remembering, as he woke, that he 
was a boy, in bed, and that voice 
was his mother’s. He knew at once 
that the words it was saying could 
only be his name in languages no 
one had ever heard.

A breeze sprang up from 
the river and brushed past David’s 
ear, and as he turned with it he 
saw a fern quiver by the cavernous 
opening to a burnt-out stump, 
hollowed by lightning strike and 
fire in a bygone storm. He let the 
breeze carry him there, his feet 
hardly needing to touch the ground. 
As he crawled into the hole, he was 
unsurprised to see, by the faint light 
that entered the top ofThe stump, 
stairs cutting into the earth beneath 
the tree; sometimes, in moonlight, 
nothing is surprising. He descended 
into utter darkness as the staircase 
wound between the tree roots and 
into the earth, dug with a roof just 
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barely taU enough for him.
For several minutes, he 

stooped through a black and silent 
world, and then a colorless light 
began to brighten the turmel. The 
light brought enough semblance 
of reality for David to brush 
earthworms from his hair with a 
shudder and remember to be afraid, 
but it was far too late to return. The 
staircase ended in another round 
room, and the light came from a fire 
in the center, though it burned thin 
and silver, like the moon, instead of 
orange and strong. On the wall in 
front of David, past the fire, was a 
shadow.

When David entered, the 
shadow began to grow, stretching 
and contorting. David hated it. He 
could feel that it was cruel from the 
way it devoured the earthen wall, 
as surely as any child can judge 
accurately the malicious intentions 
of the monster underneath their 
bed. He turned to run, but his eyes 
lingered on the edges of the shadow. 
There, the darkness mingled with 
the firelight, making brief and 
changing waves, exactly like ripples 
in the river under the moon and 
stars.

David had cdways believed 
that all mysteries were connected 
- it was this simple belief that made 
him and other children fascinated 
with ancient civilizations, fairytales, 
runic drawings, labyrinths, and 
locked doors - but it was with 
more conviction than ever before 
that he believed that a shadow and 
a fire could explain a staircase, a 
raccoon, a face in the moonlight.



and years of dreams and whispers tree, the other boys were beginning 
and moments of deja vu and ... to break up, earlier and more 

But when the shadow quietly than usual; the raccoon was 
formed a profile, which David dead. They had not noticed David’s 
recognized as his own, and the absence, and he cried some more, 
mouth began to move, he didn’t silently, when he was at last back in 
recognize the voice, though it must bed.
have been the same, and he could Later, though, when he
no longer feel a meaning for the thought more about that night, 
unknown words. He soon realized David remembered the beauty of 
they were not words at all, but the the shadow, and it lessened his 
sounds of wind in the trees and sense of loss. It became one of his 
water over rocks. most treasured memories, until one

David cried as he walked day he forgot it - left it among the 
up the stairs, too exhausted to be half-memories, the whispers and 
afraid anymore. When he left the dreams.

Rebecca Ahrens
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Ode to the Interstate
3rd Place Poetry

A sip of acrid coffee to warm my chest, 
another to keep my tiring eyes dry.

The sound of Bruce Springsteen 
on the a.m. dial, 
yelling to an energetic crowd, 
something about Atlantic City.
I nod along to keep from nodding off.

The wheel seems delicate in my hands, 
sweaty palms grasping lightly.
Following the elusive taillights 
of some long, lost trucker, 
distant on the freeway.

It’s just past 3 am, been on the road for ten hours 
It’ll be ten more before we’re home.

Let it be known, 
that in this moment,
I am not reminiscing on some love that has come and passed 
and I am not wondering, worrying, about where life goes next.

I am here,
the soft hum of tires on pavement, 
the labored breaths of my father, 
asleep in the passenger seat.
The most beautiful sounds.

Let it be known,

I am awake, 
and I am happy.

Andrew Peters
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Jared Is an Elephant
John McAlmon 
3rd Place Prose

I brought Jared to school 
yesterday. Everyone looked at him 
as we walked down the hall, turning 
their heads and staring at him with 
big bug eyes. Sometimes I’d look 
at one of them and I’d see termites 
crawling out of their eye sockets 
and biting their skin, and I’d have 
to hit myself on the side of my head 
to make it stop.

When we got to class, 
everyone was dead silent. The 
teacher just looked at me with this 
weird expression on her face, like I 
was supposed to explain myself or 
something. I don’t have to explain 
anything, I thought. Jared is my 
friend and he can come with me to 
my class if he wants.

“Everyone sure is quiet 
today,” Jared said.

“I’U say,” I said. “You’d 
think people would’ve figured out 
this whole ‘getting an education’ 
thing by now, but apparently we 
forgot to study how to open your 
mouth and make words come 
out.”

As if to confirm my 
suspicions, the teacher stood up like 
she was going to say something, but 
instead of speaking she just started 
to cough, all raspy and gross, and 
every time she coughed a bunch of 
termites fell out of her mouth and 
scattered aU over the floor.

Obviously education was a 
lost cause, so I took Jared out to the 
playground. I wanted to play on the

swings, but Jared is too big for that, 
so we just sat in the sandbox and 
made mud pies. It was very fun, but 
after a while Jared spoke up.

“Wait a minute,” he said, 
“How are we making mud pies? 
There’s no mud.” He was right. 
It hadn’t rained here in months. 
There was no water anywhere. I hit 
myself on the side of my head to 
try to make the mud pies go away. 
I had to do it a few times for it to 
take.

While I was hitting myself, 
Jared grew very still. I began to 
panic. “No, Jared,” I said, “Please, 
not yet. Stay a little longer. I wanna 
play some more.”

Jared said nothing. He 
stood completely motionless, as 
though someone had frozen him in 
place. Slowly, his legs began to lift 
off the ground.

“Please, Jared. Don’t leave 
me behind again. I’m so lonely. I 
need you to stay here. Please!”

It was no use. Soon Jared 
had completely lifted off the 
ground. I watched him float up into 
the sky like a stray balloon, drifting 
off until he disappeared into the 
clouds.

Me and Katie were laying 
in a ditch, resting our feet in a big 
puddle of water, staring at the night 
sky. I had my arm around Katie. 
I could see Cygnus, the swan, 
my favorite constellation. It was 
beautiful.

“It’s so cool that you used 
to see things like that,” Katie said. 
I had told her about the day in
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third grade when I brought Jared to 
school.

“That was the last time 
I ever saw Jared,” I said. Katie 
made a small noise. Katie is 
schizophrenic. I’m schizophrenic 
too. We understand the things we 
tell each other.

“What kinds of things do 
you see?” I asked.

“Not much,” Katie said. 
“I used to hear things a lot. For a 
while, whenever I was just about 
to fall asleep, this really loud, sassy 
voice would start to yeU at me from 
outside. I’d look out the window, 
but no one was ever there.”

“So what did you do about 
it?”

“I didn’t sleep for a while. 
All day I’d be so tired I’d dream 
with my eyes open. I never knew 
whether I was actually talking to 
someone because half the time I’d 
be saying something and I’d kinda

realize I was actually just sitting 
alone at my desk.”

She paused. Her heart 
was beating against my chest. She 
felt small and fragile in my arms. I 
could see her eyes tracing the clouds 
as they moved across the sky.

“Did it ever stop?” I asked.
“Yeah,” she said, “I 

stopped hearing it after I snuck 
away from my house and decided 
to be homeless.”

The air felt cold. Katie 
started shivering, so I held her closer 
to me. I could feel the bare skin on 
her shoulder, all smooth and warm. 
We both shivered together, our 
bodies clinging together more and 
more tightly, our hearts beating in 
unison.

I looked up at the sky. The 
wind was blowing hard, but the 
clouds weren’t moving at all. They 
just sat perfectly still, as though 
they were frozen to the sky.
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Excerpt From “The Ivory Tower”
Kurt Strom

Thus I come now to the 
last minutes and the last phrases 
that served as the fanfare to my exit 
from Annapolis.

When I left the bathroom 
I saw them on the patio behind 
Paca Hall. My parents stood, 
expectantiy, awaiting me to walk 
down the stairs and open the doors 
for them, so that I could allow them 
to pull me away from the place I 
saw as my home. When I did so, we 
exchanged pleasantries and I led 
them up to my room.

“Have you packed every
thing?” My father asked as I opened 
the door to my bedroom.

“Yes, everything is here 
in these boxes.” I gestured at the 
several boxes on my desk, bed and 
floor. A whole year of my life placed 
into five or six boxes, is that even 
possible? No, I had not put every 
thing into those five or six boxes, 
there was still so much more that 
could not be packed. There was so 
much of me and with me and from 
me that was from and with and in 
different places; the Antiques Shop, 
McDowell Hall, Heathryn’s room, 
Sasha’s house, the Loft. These were 
places that held memories and 
ideas that could never be put into 
a box, these were the places that, 
throughout the year, provided every

spectrum of emotion. I could not 
put my thoughts and feeling into 
boxes, and I cannot truly express 
these things on the page.

My father and I grabbed 
the boxes and brought them down 
to my mother’s car. We carried the 
boxes in silence, I had no words 
to say with my parents about my 
departure from Annapolis. I am 
sure they understood how I felt at 
the time, how I still feel about that 
warm morning.

My room was empty; all 
that remained were the bed, desk 
and chair that had stood unmoved 
since August. I closed my door and 
locked it; I brought my key to the 
switchboard and dropped it off 
there. As I walked to the switchboard 
I took a look around the Quad, it 
was deserted, I was one of the last 
Johnnies in Annapolis. Most people 
had gone home or retreated to 
their bedrooms and apartments in 
town. I quickly dropped my key off 
without a word to the switchboard 
operator and left Campbell HaU. I 
returned to my parents’ car as my 
father adjusted everything and fit 
everything in its proper place. It did 
not take long before it appeared we 
were ready to go.

I was not ready to go.
“Wait here, please.” I said
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to my mother and father as I closed 
the door on the trunk and raced back 
into the dorm hall one last time. I 
bounded up the stairs and hurried 
down the hall to that familiar room. 
I knocked and Heathryn answered, 
she was packing her year away 
into boxes as well, her mother was 
coming by that afternoon to bring 
her back to Virginia.

Our goodbyes were quick.
“Goodbye, Kurt. I almost 

said ‘see you next year,’ but...I 
suppose that’s not the case is it?” 
Her countenance fell and I could 
feel the sadness in her voice. I 
could not stand for sad goodbyes, 
especially considering the length

of time and distance I would be 
gone. With a smile I embraced her 
warmly, holding her for several 
seconds.

“Don’t worry.” I said, 
releasing her, “I’ll be in touch with 
you, and I wiU return, eventually.” 
I smUed.

My words brought some 
comfort to her. “You better come 
back!” She said with a faint smile, 
and those were the last words 
between the two of us.

I had one more place to see 
before I could leave. I hurried up to 
the top floor of my dorm hall and 
entered the room without knocking, 
as was our usual practice.

Audra Zook
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The loft was different that 
morning. It was empty and seemed 
aU at once both fresh and stale. The 
bookshelves were bare, the posters 
had been taken down from the 
walls, the ffoor was...still a mess, 
but all the beds were stripped and 
instead of an assortment of tables 
and chairs I saw boxes, much like 
the ones I had brought down to 
my car. “Those boxes too,” I said 
to myself, “cannot possibly contain 
till the memories we shared in this 
loft.”

Drew and Jack had aheady 
gone off, their areas were bare. I 
had not had the opportunity to say 
goodbye to them. Jim and Ian were 
also gone from the loft that morning, 
I did not know where they were; all 
which remained were their boxes 
of stuff. Only Zach was present in 
the loft that morning, packing his 
stuff in silence as I approached to 
say my goodbyes.

“I’m sorry, I can’t stay 
long, my parents are waiting in 
the parking lot for me.” I smiled 
apologetically.

“Don’t worry, I’U tell 
everyone you came by, everyone 
that’s still around, I mean.”

“Yes, tell them I said 
‘goodbye.’ I’m sorry I didn’t get a 
chance to speak to the others before 
they went off.”

“WUl we see you again 
soon?” He asked.

“Of course, I will visit

sometime, so keep a spare bed in 
your new digs, will you?”

“We will.” He said with a
smile.

“Thank you.” I said. It was 
a very full “thank you” It was aU at 
once a “thank you, loft, for being 
a place both fun and serious when 
those things were needed.” It was 
“thank you, loft, for providing me 
friends at a time when I thought I 
would have none.” Finally it was a 
thank you to the people of the loft, 
denizens and visitors, who made 
that second semester unforgettable.

Zach reached his hand out 
and I shook it. “Good luck in Santa 
Fe.” He told me.

“Good luck Junior year.” I 
said, returning his warm sentiments. 
I then added, “It is sad, to be leaving 
the loft after all that has happened 
here.”

“Perhaps.” Zach said. 
There was a slight pause after which 
he said, with a smile “Are we really 
leaving though?”

Zach returned to packing 
and I turned to go, but before I 
opened the door I took one last 
look around the loft. It seemed to 
me a shell of its former self The 
televisions were gone, as were 
the game systems that had been 
attached to them. The chair we 
had spent so much time looking 
for at IKEA was gone, and the 
refrigerator too. Everything that 
had identified the loft as our place



was gone, and all that remained 
was a shell. I said then, to myself: 
“this loft is no longer ours, and 
those who have this loft after us will 
not know its history, they will bring 
their own stories here and ours will 
soon be forgotten. Quomodo sedet 
sola dvitas...

“And yet,” I thought, as 
I opened the door and exited the 
loft, “and yet, those carmot be the 
last words, those are not even apt 
words, for there is still one thing that 
remains, and will remain, and has 
been in the loft for yetu-s, something 
we did not notice at the time, yet 
something that saw us during all 
our triumph and tragedy none- 
the-less, the couch. Beer soaked, 
coffee stained, browned with age, 
that couch will stand as a testament 
to longevity, as a testament to our 
longevity as friends.” All that I had 
experienced and seen and heard in 
that loft had also been seen, heard, 
experienced by that old couch, and 
it would see much more beyond 
our little group of friends, it would 
see more drama past the one in 
which I played a part. That couch, 
which the old Johnnies had seen in 
their days, which they left behind, it 
would be there for new generations 
of Johnnies, it would hear witness 
to new friendships formed under 
that roof and within that loft.

We were not abandoning 
that loft, Zach was correct about

that; we would be leaving a part of 
ourselves there. They were parts of 
us that would remain in the dusty 
corners and tight alcoves; they were 
parts that had been soaked up by 
that couch, unnoticeable to any but 
ourselves.

I opened the back door of 
Paca and headed over to the car 
where my parents sat waiting for 
me. I quickened my pace, leaving 
Paca behind, not looking back at 
my former home. New thoughts 
formed as I got closer to the car.

“That loft can never be 
abandoned; it can never be a 
shell, as long as we hold it in our 
memories.” I said. “Though we 
all are gone from there, and going 
away, and though I will be parted 
from this place, farther in space 
than in heart, the bonds formed 
in that top floor loft can never be 
broken. Though we may someday 
go our separate ways, the loft will 
stand forever, as a testament to 
what we had and what we shared. 
We can never leave the loft, and it 
can never leave us.”

It was these thoughts that 
gave me peace as I got in the front 
seat of my mother’s car.

“All set?” My mother
asked.

“Yes.” I said. “I’m ready, 
let’s go.”
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Waves

Waves were prior
To my voice and thought
As my feet were unstable
The waves told me how to walk
Prior, returning — they haven’t ceased.
I told you this
Miles north and into the sky
Perched before midnight
And we cried
As the sea possessed us
And again, always I loved you because
Before you could walk
The waves took you too
And when we were young
I was carried away Pacific
And you, eternal, Atlantic
So wasn’t it foolish?
To assume a mountain could balance us both 
Leaning to the east and west.
The mountain broke, of course 
Beneath a wanderlusting, rusting wave 
Breaking Pacific, and breaking Atlantic.

Zachary Hooper



Hell is a Battlefield with No Soldiers
Three on methamphetamines
The fat one’s not loved
In the future we’ll remember when
Unlucky angels worship porno, age thirteen.

Children made of us before them 
Harvested like the diamonds and the coal 
Broken little dinosaurs 
And broken cities, smashed cars, and crows.

So leave your homes and go to war 
And leave your hearts back in Saigon 
And blame it all on those before 
And you’ll be right and you’ll be wrong.

And we’re all angry, young, and poor
The future’s a bottle
And a cardboard sign
A pregnant woman drunk on Gypsy Wine
Born in evil, born in crime, lovers running out of time
On streets of bombs and empty eyes.

For crying lungs when buildings fall 
And sober silence at smashed infant’s skulls 
Just don’t forget that nits make lice 
And, said Custer to the Indians 
Really there is no promised land

So grandfathers and young girls
May not have it nice
But pleasure is fire
And freedom is ice
And it was good enough for me
And good enough for you
And yes, it may suffice.

And somewhere in Afghanistan 
There are boys who won’t be men 
Who won’t be coming home again.
Who won’t be coming home again.
Since Moloch marched on Bethlehem.

Nathaniel Keen
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Godly Precision Unknown
Jack Brookes

My Father says with every 
step I take I kill something or upset 
the way things were before I was 
there. It’s the most contagious line 
of thought, and I get scared because 
I don’t want to hurt anything. I 
know it’s really painful for Him 
but I don’t know where it comes 
from—^his conscience filled with 
everything He hasn’t seen alive, 
crushing him daily.

But where the shore breaks 
and the tide breathes is where I 
chose to dig my hole and stare at 
boats. The white shimmer of water 
pulses to my left against the arc of 
an anchored boat’s bow, but I’ve 
seen it before, and I don’t gaze at it 
like I used to. A dense damp blanket 
of salt hangs in the air that tastes 
sour when I breathe. I ogle at the 
tide and the salty peel of skin on the 
side of my big toe, my back sloped 
against my hole and my ankles 
crossed in front of my face. The 
slap of a boat’s bow reverberates 
against the throat of the river, 
trailing behind it is the engine’s 
whine. I lift myself up against the 
sides of my hole and exhale, the 
sand’s musculature absorbing my 
steps until the tide is before my 
feet, and the water expands forever 
till it’s a line crossing a chalk sky. I 
enter and lay the arc of my two feet

atop two faceless stones with my 
toes Avrapped over them, feeling the 
scratch of the stones that reminds 
me of shaved hair.

Some things have to die. 
I’d tell Him. There are things that 
are always hurt because of us, even 
if we don’t mean harm. I’d show 
Him the food chain diagrams they 
gave me in school, saying look, 
everything is killed somehow, but 
He’ll wince and take his cigarette 
out to say it doesn’t have to be 
like that. He’d even get mad at me 
for looking at the boats from my 
hole, because they kill more than 
anything around here and I don’t 
want you to see their damage. He’d 
say. But I’m only six and I don’t 
know where to look.

There’s anotherpuuuhmmp- 
faaahh of a bow clapping against a 
high wave that makes me ogle for 
a minute and sigh, and I think I 
can see Father in my periphery at 
the wood’s edge before the rocks, 
beginning what looks like a sprint. 
I turn to wave my arms and yeU, 
hoping He knows that I’m alive and 
just looking at the water again Dad 
not the boats, but He looks stern 
and worried with His brows slanted 
up his forehead and mouth wide 
open, obviously crushed. He lets 
me fall into his shoulder en route 
toward the water, my head now 
behind Him and my ankles gripped 
in his palm and the dull sky is now
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my ground. All of my body’s blood 
seems to sag around my eyes, and 
I see my footprints recede and the 
two faceless rocks I stood on, and 
we enter the water together. He 
whips me off His shoulder into the

wake and asks me how it feels to be 
reborn, because I apparendy died 
somehow. He saw, and I now wish 
to be at that line below that sky, not 
in my hole, under the bow’s clash 
making sure everything’s alive.

Chloe Ginsberg
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I Was Out Walking When I Heard About Your Death

I was out walking when I heard about your death
Or perhaps just the attempt
And I emptied myself
weeping over your letters
And if only you were one person
instead pieces of many
Then I could hold your absence
somewhere in my heart and your memory but
There’s something about death that I just can’t place
You’ve disappeared
but nothing else

Rhys Conger
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The Mendicant Scholar’s Tale

A traveler I, in foreign lands,
North of the Isle of Eire,
A-walking there beside the heath.
From warming fire to fire.
Great tales I spun, for wide eyed lads and lasses before bed. 
And took for wife my love of books.
My knowledge did I wed.

Alas! Mendicant scholar I,
When cowed so by a storm.
Did stumble into ruins high.
Foundations left in form.
I shouted vainly in the wind.
Entreating, “SANCTUARY!”
But not a soul replied that night.
In the ruins where evil tarried.

For lee of wind and driving rain I searched the earthen floor. 
To find before my groping hands a half rotted trap door.
So dank and stagnant air I braved.
That earthly flesh might well be saved.
Not knowing that my soul was waived 
The moment shelter here was craved.

I pressed on through a cavern.
Whose end I could not see.
In murky water still as death.
But still the air moved free.
Soon though my fortunes took a turn.
For worse and worse again.
Till I wished I had ne’er entered here.
Had faced the rain and fens.

What tunnels neath this ancient city lie?
Uncharted save by sketches in a tomb.
Forgotten by its builders who should cry
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If they rose and saw decay and darkness loom.
And I, poor traveler lost beneath the sod 
Whose presence wakens evils hence unknown;
My fears a silent prayer to a God
Whose might in these deep warrens never honed.

For naught I wish I had ne’er dropped my torch 
In what black pool of slime I cannot know,
So lost at crossroads underground,
Not knowing which way out—^Which way to go???

When suddenly ahead I saw 
There in the deepest dark,
A glow—a glimmer fore my eyes.
As though some human enterprise 
Had lit a tiny spark.

“Please!” I begged, “Show me the way!”
But not a sound returned.
And deeper still, the glimmer led,
I followed where it burned.

Walking faster through the gloom.
Towards the small mysterious flame.
Not knowing that my imminent doom 
Would be my own to blame.

Then round a corner did I turn.
Still following that faint red burn.
But forward progress stopped!
Against a wall I saw it clear.
Not torch or match in human hands.
But a single eye, set deep inside a helm of iron bands.

I shrank away in terror, for before me I beheld 
The single fear of travelers in this land of happy dell.
The banshee’s lover, warrior king, crowned in iron cold.
Whose one-eyed burning gaze of flame was death just to behold.
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Perhaps, thought I, just in my mind, does this apparition dwell. 
I’d heard of folk reporting such—hallucinating hell.
From whence these visions came I know not,
God? or p’raps Beelzebub?
“Oh Spirit! Name thyself that I might show my faith or fear!’’

No sound was made to quell my woe.
No single “friend” or even “foe”.
But slowly did the vision reach and point a finger at my heart.

Its mouth creaked open and it spoke.
And primal fear in me awoke.
For voices such as I heard then 
No mortal mean were meant to hear.

What word he said I do knot know;
And with the help of my last match,
I made my way by sulph’rous flash.
To the windy rainy stormy air.
And took the safer chances there.

Akiva Katz
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Silent Musing about Life

Love is the immaterial that stems from the 
material, but once born is not reliant on that which gave it 
birth for it is of another nature. Love is the inexplicable, 
unbelievable and incomprehensible element of nature 
which does not follow any rules of nature, hence is not of 
nature — what an enigma.

Love is that which has no reason to be, is for the 
sake of itself, hence is a reason in itself. Has no beginning, 
no ending, has no meaning yet is a meaning, is a beginning 
and is an end in itself. Love is that part which has no part, 
a whole that we see and experience only in part and is 
so infinite even with an everlasting life I do not think it 
possible to define it...

LOVE IS...IN SIMPLE TERMS...LOVE!!!
And with that I love you.. .stranger!

Allen Matsika
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Don’t Forget..The Music and Film!

Music Winner:
You’ve Disappeared by Rhys Conger

Be sure to go online to listen and download the Grout 
Fall 2011 Album at www.soundcloud.com/the-grout! You 
will find:

1 .You’ve Disappeared by Rhys Conger
2. Cover of “Sunny Afternoon” by Marcus Karr
3. Miss Sparkles by Tortilla
4. Xiphiodes Blooms by John McAlmon
5. I’m Haunted by You by Rhys Conger
6. Symphony of Lust by Suman Bhandari
7. Don’t Go You’re Gone by Rhys Conger

www.soundcloud.com/the-grout
Do it!!

For this issue, we did not receive any film submissions. The category, 
however, remains open. If you are interested in making a short film, plese 
do! We will have a film category in the Spring issue as well. Send yours 
to us at sjcgrout@gmail.com!
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