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There is no force so powerful as an idea whose time has come. 
-Everett Dirksen 

Many of us pass through life allowing our creative pens to hover 
above the page. Others gaze into the blank canvas, if only for a 
brief moment to imagine this subjective fruit we call art. 

This book is about those who let their pens bleed onto the canvas. 
Spilling conviction, doubt, humor, anger, and beauty, these 
artists have a voice and a talent to express their passion inside. 
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Sheep 
by David R chard 

so, so, tired. 

it's hard to stay awake 

i still see sheep but they haven't the energy 

for even one to jump over 

the weight of the entire number 

rests upon my droopy eyelids 

i am the left side of the fence 

my body sways back and forth 

the sheep jump up but only land 

back on my side 

their hooves make prints on my forehead 

i look older by the hour 



henry b y Brandon B o s c h 



Eye doctor, friend. 

You made me giggle in your motorized recliner; 

jokes doctors don't tell highschoolers. 

When the cancer came, 

you had to vacate 

your home, your wife, your daughter; 

their head colds would have toppled you 

in your emaciated state. 

When I peaked into your coffin, 

you were less. 

God had snapped you dead with his dish towel. 

Henry, you fixed my eyes. 

But your wife helped; 

she'd been cheating for eight months, 

and your daughter helped, too. 

She still doesn't know your first name. 
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Untitled 
b y M a r n a c 

.. 
My life is like a bridge, 

old, worn out, torn apart. 

Several boards missing in some places, 

making it difficult to cross. 

And I am, like a little girl on that bridge 

holding onto the ropes on neither side, 

trying to hang on to my soul. 

Suddenly, the foundation breaks 

and my life is being destroyed. 

I try, I scream to hang on to my soul 

with one little hope that I might survive. 

I start to feel myself falling into an eternal pit. 

Scared, hopeless, terrified, I reach out for someone 

to save me. 

And all is dark. 





Warmth 
b y H e d H e r m a n 

The alarm sounds and I get out of bed 

To gather my clothes from the unwarmed floor 

I place them back on my body in the bathroom 

Your bathroom is strange to me 

with spicy soap-on-a-rope and razors strewn about 

and a brown towel crumpled in a corner 

The mirror is small, but I manage to push the bangs 

away from my face 

A thin, black comb sits in a cup, but I don't use it 

I come back into your room and see my purse looped 

over your desk chair hanging delicately between the spokes 

I remove and cradle it, like a young girl 

who's been teased by the big boys down the street 

Placing it by my side, I leave your bedroom 

and step into my heels by the front door 

They stand above the other shoes left there 

keeping a mothering eye on those pairs below her 

as if to make sure none walk away 

I open the door to see the sun large and fiery 

beginning to wake and warm the earth 

I close the door behind me and walk to my car 

The sun seems to follow my every motion 

even as I get into my ear and drive away 
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In the Beat 
b y s a r a W a k e r. 

exhausted words 

undue the tepid 

reacnon 

gathered from an exchange 

of meaningless information 

transported by 

duty to town and couiury 

and lover. 

Shear spice 

in between 

the cracks on the sidewalk 

whispering 

old ladies gossip 

and talk of 

concern for fellow man 

and woman 

but this haven of bullshit 

is penetrated only by 

imagination of challenge­ 

uninspiring 

the weak lie flat in the dirt 

collecting lefi: over 

thoughts 

floating 

down from the 

scurrying inquiry above 

licking 

with tactile calloused tongues 

propaganda 

and advertisement 

kissing each morsel of 

disillusionment 

knowing that each answer 

comes only from 

one source: 

the dog's bark. 
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Untitled 
b y S a r a W a 

Mother reaches across that 

fine line 

to select a 

pink flowered print towel­ 

wants only to clear up the spill. 

Daughter puts her hands in the 

ruby punch, pushes the liquid 

in circles reminiscent of 

finger painting- 

Holds her palms out to mother's 

scowl and creates 

two prints on the 

white wall. 

One for you and one for I" 

k e r 

She wants to explain the impulse­ 

the burning desire. 

Mother arms herself, placing 

the printed towel to cover 

the line of her life- 

wipe your hands and help me 

make it all disappear" 

She watches as the redness creeps 

along the towel- 

the juice stolen from her flesh. 

Bleach will cover the prints and 

wash away the mess. 
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The Mission 
by Phil Matson 

Do you remember all those missions 

we used to take for free, 

those many trips to the unknown, .. 

all parts of a super=electric collage 

to keep our tiny minds free from closure? 

And the images would all come to us 

in different ways, many a daze 

showing us beauty and life, 

science and nature, 

like spiritual entities or mad manitous 



waking from silent slumber, 

aroused only for fear, food, and provocation. 

With all of those flashes 

we used to make our world first a playpen, 

then a playground, and next 

a theater of hope and tragedy, 

swinging us up, over, and beyond 

the spectrum of insular society. 

So once again I journey through life 

looking into tunnels with visions luminescent, 

like candles flickering puppets upon the walls dancing 

images of hostility and passion. 

With eyes becoming clearer and nearer to full strength 

I watch thunder falling from drooping leaves, 

that energy, excitement, and light 

vibrating and shaking these sweet walls around me, 

sweet like a hive full of honey. ' 

So I will mission upon this chance of fate, 

this Golden Stroke of Genius 

that there are angels all around you, 

smiling and spying like busy bees 

as to your future in the End. 

And capping this potion before I go, 

this life giving elixir 

of faith and reassurance, 

I'll leave you with my one frustration ... 

If I hadn't left so soon tonight 

I might never have let go. 
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Checkmate 
b y Heather M a r i e R p I e y 

Swallow the peace 

Of mountains rich 

Where equality breathes 

Through white man's whistle 

of bloody gums 

and missing teeth; 

For Whitney shan't have known 

A string of cotton 

Clutched the future, 

Embalmed the truth 

of chessman's moves; 

Thus when nightfall's king 

Steals daybreak's morn' 

Then on the peak of Rushmore 

She shall sing. 

20. 
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b y S t e v e K a s z y n s k 

sleep is careful 

when we go twisting in sheets 

and shake in the dream of the man. 

through the window, where 

the scribed ledge hangs above the stair 

and tremors of nervous breath 

carry in whirring fume from the room, 

turn from the dream. 

and slowly reach for the most sullen of flesh, 

past a bare sheet, to a cold wooden shelf. 
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b y E I zabeth A. Johnson-M I I e r 

Praying to the Penis 

Preacher Man stares down out of heaven 

the rest of us squirming in hard sweaty hell. 

The Bible slaps our faces 

and Preacher Man smiles at the marks it leaves behind. 

"Bur Preacher Man," I say, "Why does God have to be a Man, a He?" 

My eyes water from 

"Ir's in the Bible," thwack 

"Ir's in the Bible," thwack 

"Ir's in-" 



Sainte-Chapelle wraps Joseph's coar of 

many colors around me warm bur growing 

heavy I feel like I am going ro fall ro my knees 

Michelangelo's Sistine Chapel ballers God's homosexual 

dance wirh Adam (bur I am embarrassed by rhe bulge in His righrs) 

Jesus, Son of Man, lays near his mother's 

womb as the srone ro the romb 

is rolling back in rhe Piera for women are only good to bourn 

and mourn. 

Oh Preacher Man, you're wrong. Ir's everywhere. 



Towers 

Her fingers reach wanting to shape the mold 

Spinning on the wheel, clay must be thin. 

Particles fly while breathing burns the throat 

Creating rupturing vessels. Beauty 

That exists because of skil!fol control 

Does not mess when spreading out magazines. 

\. 

Sestina 
Girls sit and wait flipping through magazines 

Instead of helping to fight dirty mold 

That collects in corners needing control. 

Missed splotches leave a film that is thin 

On linoleum that once had beauty, 

Wearing a mask protects a damaged throat. 

Conversations can often clench the throat 

Because of hints written in magazines, 

Words are found to impress him with beauty. 

Does this encounter fit the normal mode? 

Looking there seems to be a rather thin 

Expulsion on a face that lost control. 

Describe the situation and control 

The amount of information the throat 

Will tend to release while dining with thin 

Friends who want each detail in magazine 

Format. They laugh in unison, a mold 

Resembling Barbie, goddess of beauty. 



b y S a r a W a I k e r 
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Girls sit and wait flipping through magazines _ 

Instead of helping to fight dirty mold 

That collects in corners needing control. 

Missed splotches leave a film that is thin 

On linoleum that once had beauty, 

Wearing a mask protects a damaged throat. 

Conversations can often clench the throat 

Because of hints written in magazines, 

Words are found to impress him with beauty. 

Does this encounter fit the normal mode? 

Looking there seems to be a rather thin 

Expulsion on a face that lost control. 

Describe the situation and control 

The amount of information the throat 

Will tend to release while dining with thin 

Friends who want each detail in magazine 

Format. They laugh in unison, a mold 

Resembling Barbie, goddess of beauty. 
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Voices 
b y C h r i s Cutter 

It is not so easy to distinguish between the voices 
and the words that crawl from your lips. 
A whisper and a thought 
are not that different to me. 

The woman below me is beating her four year old son. 
I hear his cries and her screams through the floor. 
Her television is louder than usual, 
espousing on the irony of being unable to marry on Sunday 
in the Catholic church. 

Sitting here, I can devour myself until I am flat and smooth 
like a sea cucumber, spewing my insides in self-defense 
then nesting in cool brown sand 
creating a new home and self. 

Mouthing the Indian word Peoria brings me to the laboratory 
where penicillin was extracted from mold, 
to save the world, 
like a callus from a dead man's hand. 

Meanwhile, men sitting in round rooms under bare 60 watt bulbs. 
(faces like crumpled paper bags) 
Maybe laying on a brown spotted mattress 
and exhaling free verse through tenement walls. 
They chat easily with the voices. 

All week long I breeze through carpeted halls, 
smiling at the right people. 
Voices fly like bats guided by echolocation, 
bouncing off each other until they atrophy at age forty-seven. 
I know why the bullet leaves the gun; 
he too heard the voices. 
(Like you and I) 



Heard worldwide by Buddhists, optometrists, and hemorrhaging dolphins 
Listen 
Today the voices are not screaming at all, or whispering, instead, listing the 
ingredients to spaghetti sauce: 
tomatoes, tomato paste, oregano, garlic, basil, ground beef, onions, 
mushrooms, and one or two bay leaves. 

On Saturdays they collect like puddles. 
Talking at the same time. 
I ask them to keep quiet, 
But it only works for a short time, 
the noise steadily rises to its previous level. 

We play games. 
One may jump into my scream, posing as Larry King 
giving me detailed instructions. 
I rarely listen. Instead, I make a sandwich 
or change the channel. 
Later, I rearrange the chairs so things are more comfortable. 
No one dislikes comfort. 

Chanting, 
they convince men to drag bodies through the streets. 
Afterwards, we watch from my rooftop 
as the trees lectured to us on the laws of thermodynamics. 
(while alluding to the fact that Bohr's widely used prototype ofan atom was not 
even believed by Bohr himself) 

There is a woman throwing a red scream at a wall. 
She is trapped in the background of a picture I took of my brother 
in San Francisco's Tenderloin District. 
Apparently she has not listened closely enough; 
knowing only half an echo or unpaved road. 
Unfortunately, for her, research is limited 
to lucid conversation and smoky electricity. 
We are certain, though, that 90% of schizophrenics are left-handed and three 
out of four dentists prefer Crest. 

I press my ear to the sliding glass door. 
The neighbor dog is barking through the wind, 
which has its own soul sound. 
I listen, but now I watch too. 
Towards the end of the day and the beginning of the night 
it is impossible to draw a line where darkness begins 
and light recedes. 
(They have told me) 
So I stare at the ground for days. 
Tracking the shadows and the sun. 

23 



Scrap Book 
by Gwen Urbanski 
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