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First Place Ficton Winners
Shawntina Moore
WET LEAVES AFTER A HEAVY RAIN

Ryan G. Van Cleave
LIVER AND ONIONS

First Place Poetry Winners

Gwendolyn T. Urbanski
| THINK THEREFORE

Ryan G. Van Cleave
BLACK POPPIES

Honorable Mention, Poetry

Katherine Mason
UNTITILED

First Place Fine Art Winners

Sherri Lerche
SANCTUARY OF THE SOUL

Dan Twombly
EXTENDED VIEWS I
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Brook E. Dickinson
THE WAY WE WERE

Honorable Mention, Fine Art
Tim Hagaman
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“What day is it?” he asks
With indifferent indigo
Eyes. I have to think.
Not because my head has just plunged
Into the transparent pool
Of my front windshield: shattering glass,
Creating chaos, and alerting ambulances
But because I never pay attention
To the date. -
“What is your social security number?”
Ahh, something I know. Those nine numbers
Engraved on the insides of my eyelids
Reminding me of the test I won’t take
Tomorrow. Flashlight beams stream
Into my crazed, glazed yes. I keep my thoughts

Busy with everything but the accident:
I think of kissing

My boyfriend under a fluorescent yellow sun;
I think of my future

Beach house with glass wall

Facing the Atlantic on a tranquil autumn eve;
I think of the itch

On my right ankle that I can’t scratch because
I 'am bolted to a board.

I think of seeing
My first novel with its sleeky, shiny cover

And my name embossed in block letters;
I think of fresh slippery mushrooms

And Rotini noodles doused in spaghetti sauce;
1 think

That this would make a corny after-school special
Or

At least a poem.

I think of everything so that I'll forget
Nothing.

Guendolyn T. Urbanski
| THINK THEREFORE

First Place, Poetry



Don’t ask me where
I come from

I cannot answer

You may gnaw the shell of silence
Until the oceans revolve like the sun
Still there will be no answer

Last night

In the middle of a dream
I felt myself exist

Only a single moment
Without the bleat of time
But I was no closer

To the knowledge

Of original rest

I used to be bound

To the soil with roots
Crosstides full of darkness
And bubbled water

Waltzing palms in green halls
Violet-veined and wild

But all I remember

Are skies of feathery stars
Brimming crucibles of light

And drifting fields of black poppies
The afterbirth of some forgotten
Unity

Ryan G. Van Cleave
BLACK POPPIES

First Place, Poetry



Sherri Lerche
SANCTUARY OF THE SOUL

stained and toned gelatine silver print
First Place, Fine Art



Dan Twombly
EXTENDED VIEWS I

black and white photography
First Place, Fine Art



Brooke E. Dickinson
THE WAY WE WERE

black and white photography
Second Place, Fine Art
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Fenny Wessel

COLORED LIGHT
color pho phy

Honorable Mention for Fine Art

I\\'()I‘\'F. THIS MORNING

and the moon was at the
foot of my bed; it had fall-
en from the sky to the
Earth through my roof,
landing only feet from my
head. It was a thin, silvery
disk that dropped into my
day without notice or
warning, and its hue
changed with its mood—
right then it was blue—but
aren’t we all at seven in
the morning?




After much thought,
deliberation, and thirty
minutes in the shower, I
folded it in my pocket to
take with me on my day—
the moon, that is, which
upon my touch had altered
its hue to a rose like the
flower. It was about five to
noon when I noticed the
twenty dollar bill stuck to
the bottom of my shoe; a
twenty that bought me a
Coke from a little stand
on the corner of seventh
and a date at eight on
Saturday with the girl
behind the counter.

In a pawn shop at two
there was a vintage Beatles
album for a dollar and a
quarter and at three my
number came up in the
office lottery—all of which
I knew, while speeding
along an unclogged free-
way at five, was due to the
bit of luck tucked in the
back of my pocket. It was
at six when the world
began to murmur in
utmost disbelief about the
missing of the moon, and
at seven CNN had caught
the story and ran it every
half hour, where scientists,
environmentalists and
countless theologians
speculated it was an act of
God, or maybe just a trick
of light, but no one had
any real clue why the
moon wasn’t up in the

big sky blue.

After two hours of

CNN and one presidential
address I knew what I had
to do, so up the back stairs
of my building I climbed
to the roof, where I took
one last look at the moon
in the palm of my hand,
where it was a placid pink,
then closed my fist and
threw as far as I could the
moon, which landed
among the stars above my
head. Reluctantly, I left
the roof to play my new
Beatles album and find
some duct tape for the
hole in my ceiling, when I
stopped for a moment and
thought I had seen it
smile, but then again, it’s
only a moon.

THE DAY | TUCKED THE MOON IN MY BACK POCKET

Peter Schub
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So, in waking, an oppressive haze shadowed her.
She chased her cognitive tail
with sharp hills and valleys of
thoughts winding her way into
consciousness. Deep within the
warm water of this person
cradled, not transgressing the
womb of pillows and a thick
comforter, lay the familiar
desire. Still, in waiting, she
was aware of the whole front
side of her body in contact
with the surface on which she
lay. Heavy, gravity increases
in the morning. She knew
what would clear the bad
aura inside. Movement as a
possibility, she tried to doze
but found no haven in the
subconscious. The mood of
the night
reclaimed her, dragged her
down, made her feel so

previous

Another day slipped by
and what of it? Wondering
about wondering, and then
wondering about this. The
echoing voices, the sounds, the
way a stranger approached her
and the way his withering
wonton voice ran fear through
her right down to where it .
counts. The thought had
occurred to her to just tell him
to “shut up and take me to your
conjugal bed and then treat me
like a strumpet, a harlot, a
Venus, give me the love that I
need so badly” but she did not.
She just listened to the nonsense
and ignored it. All that exited her
soft lips was, “I have to go pee.”
Again, but this time in the now.
Considering movement was now
something to really roll around

*about. She touched herself, a kind

of short rub that just happened

a towel from the top of
a pile of laundry that
was getting stale and
walked out of her room.

She held the blue
towel up in one hand in
front of her small breasts
but she knew that no one
would be awake so she
didn’t mind her own
nakedness. Soon she would
be nude. The wooden floor
was cold on her bare feet.
This process was a familiar
one, it was a healing help
that she looked forward to
once she realized how nice it
was. On down the hall and
into the bathroom, seeing herself was not
so bad. She had survived without much damage—
the night of letting go. had
proved to be only a slight drag
the next day. She wondered if
it was wrong to let go. She

human that she was  without thinking, maybe she was ~ wondered what wrong was. She
embarrassed—and maybe  just checking. Her hand slowly  started to brush her teeth and
alittle guilty.  probed her skin for awhile. She  then turned the shower on, hot

]

pulled off underwear that was her
only uniform for the slumber full
of toxicity. She rolled over on her
left side and slowly, knowing that
her

hot, hot, a shower with power.
Conveniently wearing no clothing
she stepped up over the edge of
the tall tub and slid the large
door shut. Done brushing.
Here was another kind of
letting go. One entirely more
complicated and completely indescribable.
She lay down in the tub. Her little foot searched
around for the hot. Got it, turn it up. Feel.

relief was in sight.
Getting off her bed
she grabbed

D. Lawrence Rowley
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CHINESE HARAKIRI

Every day he meditated
trying to free himself from cobwebs of frustrations
through belly breathing, mind clearing;
the mantra sounds R-ah-m R-ah-m

And every day he saw the same picture:
a white elephant wall and
her soft green scarf Christian Dior
glittering on the sexual chair

Yesterday the phone was sien; again

Having torn off his stiffened clothes

he was dancing ¢ Chun’s pipa |
Smoothly, [ike 5 Shaolin priest,

Wweaving hig body,

Rebecca Houlné

Dinity; Peskoy
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A?’ld even in our sleep

pain that cannot forget,

falls drop 4,
Y drop upon the heart, and in our own despair,

against our wil,

«PLAGUE EPIPHANY s e

—Aeschylus Mark Rake

BILACK DESERT NIGHT FLASHED PAST US. ON BOTH SIDES OF THE ROAD WHITE CROSSES SHIMMERED IN THE DARK,

washed by our headlights to an almost phosphorescent glow. Neal had explained them to me that morning. “Every
cross marks where a car wrecked,” he said. “Where somebody lost it and went off the road. Where
somebody died.” The crosses blurred by like dancing ghosts. Neal stirred in the passenger side,
started to wake up. “You hungry?” I asked. He nodded, then let his breath out with a sound like a
faulty engine. “Neal?” I said. “You okay?” He nodded in reply. “We’ll stop in Flagstaff,” I said, “find
a real restaurant, get something to eat. On me. Sound okay?” Neal rummaged silently in the nylon
pouch at his hip. He finally found the vial of AZT, popped one in his mouth, chased it down with
a swig of melted ice from a near-empty McDonalds cup.

We were quiet for a while. We topped a rise, saw the faint angel-pattern of city lights in the dis-
tance. “Thanks for the trip to the Canyon,” Neal
said. And didn’t add Probably the last time I'll ever see
it, though that’s what lurked behind his eyes. I drank
some melted ice from my own cup. “Hey, I never
been there myself, you know?” I said. “Always want-
ed to. I'm just glad you were along to give me direc-
tions, keep me from winding up in Nevada or
something... “Neal gazed out the window, watched
the stars arcing in the infinite black. “John?” he said,
still staring upward. “What did you think when I
told you I was gay?”

I cranked the window open, felt the desert air roar
over my face. “What did I think?” I said. “I thought
you were running a scam on me. Doing your usual.
Like that time we were kids, and you had me con-
vinced that plastic bag in your fridge was full of pot
instead of goddamn catnip...” Neal convulsed with



laughter. “And you almost smoked it!” he chortled. “You
wanted to, to dry it in the microwave. And get rolling
papers from Circle K. God, I should’ve just let you do it.”
I kept my eyes on the road, flipped him off. “Yeah, well,
that was my childhood, my son,” I said. “Thirteen years
old, we didn’t know from shit. But you can see why I
doubted your confessional? You call me up two years ago,
you say ‘Hi, Johnny, how’s everything, how’s work, how’s
school, oh that’s good, and by the way I'm dating men now.
How about those Bulls?””

Neal smiled. “I remember,” he said. “I was afraid how
you’d take it. All that time we spent going to that private
Christian school. I thought you wouldn’t be able to deal
with it. Remember the fag jokes we all used to make?
Playing Smear the Queer every recess? I thought for sure
you'd drop me as a friend.” I grimaced at him. “Screw
that,” T said. “It’s like I told you before. Suppose you had
suddenly confided in me that your fundamental nature was
expressed by your intense, irrational love for day-glo

green. You paint your car day-glo green, your house day glo-green, you wear only clothes
that are entirely day-glo green. Would I burn down your house because of what I see as
an obvious and inexplicable lapse in taste? No. Will I refuse to associate with you? No.
Wil I snicker out loud at your choice of decor?” I scratched my head. “Hell yes, I will do
that. I mean, come on. Men instead of women? Get real. You might as well be telling me
you've fallen in love with a formation of anthracite.” I gave him my best falsetto: “‘Oooh,
just look at that mineral outcropping over there, John! Isn’t he simply to die for? He’s big,
he’s hard, he’s geologically unstable...”

Neal laughed like somebody had pulled the plug. Suddenly, a spasm twisted in his face.
“What is it?” I asked, panic coming up my throat. “Neal? Is it your stomach again? Like
before?” He nodded weakly, collapsed back into his seat. “Yeah,” he said. “The medica-
tion. I'm going to have to eat soon. You said a restaurant...?” I leaned on the gas. “Don’t
worry,” I said, “we’ll be there soon. Just hold on. Maybe you
oughta try to sleep some more.” Neal grunted, settled back.

He was quiet for so long that I thought he had drifted off
again. “Hey,” he husked, his voice drowsy, pain skirling
around its edges. “You. You don’t believe in God anymore, I
know. And I know what the Bible says about me. About gay

SILENCE
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Brenda Klein
UST ANOTHER DAY AT THE PARK

black and white photography

J

people. But D've still been going to church.” He swallowed hard. “I didn’t ask to be born

this way, you know? I've been praying a lot. I guess it’s a waste
of time. Which book is it in? Leviticus? ‘Homosexuality is an
Abomination before the Lord,” it says.” He turned his face
toward the window, toward the stars. “People at my church
always used to say AIDS is a judgment from God. Probably
still say it, just not when I'm in the room. The pastor and my
father both tell me I have to repent. But how do I repent of
what I am? What I'm always going to be?” Sleep thickened
his voice. “I don’t know why I'm asking you. You don’t believe
in hell anymore. Or in anything...”

We drove on. Periodically I would glance over at Neal,
straining my eyes in the half-light of the dash to make sure his
chest was rising, falling, rising, falling. Asleep in the muted
dark he looked much younger, looked like he did back when
we were kids. Back when we didn’t know from shit. Back
when the world was an endless panoply of classes, malls, girls
Liquor sipped in furtive experimentation, then dry and not-
so-dry heaves when it finally fought back. Crouching on the
patio, smoke and nicotine burning your throat as you inhaled
in the hot summer air. The slow despair of acne and shyness
stacking dead calendars of loneliness behind you. And over it

all hung the precognition of adolescence, the sure suspi-
cion that the horizonless road stretching before you might
not really be leading-anywhere, a road to nothing lined by
cenotaphs to mark the fallen. I peered closely at Neal. Still
breathing. The holy glimmers of the distant city slowly
resolved themselves into a chaotic array of gas stations,
malls, convenience stores. I let him sleep until we pulled
into the parking lot of the restaurant.

The waitress seated us. A group of four at the next table
was apparently enjoying Family Night Out, jabbering
excitedly about the son’s prospects for making the school
football team, or the basketball team, or the soccer team,
or some goddamn thing. We studied the menu. “Crab
sounds good,” I said. Neal mm-hmmed in the affirmative.
The waitress took our order. We played briefly with our
napkins and silverware, then Neal put his hands behind his
head and looked at me through half-lidded eyes. “You real-
ly don’t believe any of it anymore, do you?” he said.
“You’re not just messing around when you say that. When
was the last time you were in church?” I folded my hands.
“God and I have come to an amicable parting,” I said.
“Irreconcilable differences, you see. Por ejemplo, when our
fine, upstanding, fundamentalist Christian-school teachers






