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m eans w i thout the p r ior  w r i t ten  author izat ion  of  the respect ive copy r igh t  owner (s). 
T he M agazine author izes you to v iew and down load the M ater ials on ly  for  
per sonal , non -com m ercial  use, p rov ided that you keep in tact  al l  copy r igh t  and 
other  p ropr ietar y  not ices con tained in  the or iginal  M ater ials.
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super-duper, un ique expression . 
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Our M ission Statement

?M ake am en ds, you  of  th e u n su n g h ear t .?

?T h e day w h en  I  b r ou gh t  th e B i r d  h om e, w e w er e ab le to save i t , 
bu t M i ch ael  w asn ?t  ab le to save h im sel f .?

?I  n ever  r eal l y  th ou gh t  of  h er  h av i n g h er  ow n  
i n dep en den t th ou gh ts.?

?T im e f l ew  by  /  an d  I  gr ew  u p  as you  gr ow  old .?

?W r in k les of  l eath er  /  as m y w eigh t  cr u m p les an d  f o lds.?

?T h e ech os of  th e p ast  m i x  w i th  th e h ow ls of  th e f u tu r e.?

?W e ar e su ch  K in gs an d  Q u een s! W e m u st  al l  r em em ber  w h at w e 
asp i r e to be. N ot  w h at  w e h ave been  d im in i sh ed  to.?

?W e bu r n  th e val l eys /  an d  th e cast l e??

?I t  m u st  h ave been  a r i d i cu lou s si gh t , tw o ch i l d r en  an d  a teen ager  
r u n n in g ou t  of  th e w oods, scr eam in g, st i ck s sw in gi n g w i l d ly  
th r ou gh  th e ai r , bu t  to u s i t  w as th e r ealest  th i n g i n  th e w or ld .?

?I n exor ab le en d in gs som et im es bu r n .?

"H er  l i p s a sh i n i n g r ed  /  h er  h ear t  a m atch i n g ton e.?

"L on gest  d r i vew ays on  l on gest  days?

?W h at ar e w e bu t  w ar r i n g p oets??
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You A sk ed Us What Love Is
by Joseph  Young 

I t?s pretend ing i t  i s object ive 
not vaporous ci r cum stance
I t  i s an  ecl ipse, scheduled  but 
i r r egu lar
A sl ipper y coincidence of
pherom ones, hor m ones, 
r um inat ions
sl ipper y f inger s, tongues, sl im y 
or gans.

L ove is read ing naked, eyes open
seeing the stretches, spots, br u ises
T he im per fect ions are arousing
T he im per fect ions becom e the 
m agazine spread
and m y last ing lust  suf fer s w i thout 
them
Blem ishes that tur n  in to or nam en ts.

L ove is exasper at ion , i r r i tat ion
headaches, nausea, the f lu
I t  i s Fear. Pan ic. D oubt.
H er  f inger s that  t i ck led  m y elbow
har assing m y sleep  in  the n igh t,
the shar p  nai ls unear th ing the 
spotted  back
(i t  hur ts but she l i kes i t  so i  let  her )
the taste of  food car t  food on  her  
breath
and k issing her  m ore.

L ove is when  the growls and snar ls
becom e suf focated beneath  the 
p i l lows
on  the pu lsat ing m attress
T he taun ts exhale back in to the other
and the k isses are war m  and sof t
T hey are bandages.

She loved d i f feren t than  how i  loved
She gave m e her  hand 
and i  asked her  for  essays.
? .i  w rote She W as M y O xygen  
and that i s why she?s gone-
You can?t love your  l iabi l i ty.
 Sam m y was L ove, m y dream
T hose si lk  l ips that  sm i led  at  m e
Cr iss crossed bare legs in  August
T hat sand box of  gr ass.
When she said I  love you
i licked my popsicle and said it back.
Professor, you asked us what love is?

I t  was Sam m y 
T he way her  eye lef t  eye tw i tches
As she she chews her  breakfast  eggs. 
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A ch i ld  stares back f rom  m y T V,

H is f ace blood ied , black f rom  d i r t  and ash ,

H is f ace vacan t, f r ozen , num bed

And star ing in to noth ingness, as 

T he wor ld  sw i r ls around h im , 

A stor m  of  pan ic and v iolence.

I  just  si t , and I  stare, and 

I  change the channel . 

I  wor k , I  put  in  m y hour s, 

I  go hom e, I  d r ink , I  f al l  asleep , on ly

To get up  the next m or n ing, again , 

T he m ot ions f am i l iar  and autom at ic.

Peop le keep  talk ing of  change, how 

T he wal ls are f al l ing down , how

T he wor ld  w i l l  cr um ble to dust.

I  get  up , I  put  in  m y hour s.

A m an  cam e to m y door  today,

A p reacher  and salesm an  both , 

T he l ines blur red  and ind ist ingu ishable.

H e spoke of  the the other s, how

?T hey? are to blam e, how 

?T hey? should  be pun ished and tr ied

By gun f i r e and the Bom b, in

A p lace not here but there.

T hey knocked down  m y neighbor ?s door

L ast n igh t, a bang and a cr ash ,

Cr y ing and scream ing and yel l ing.

W ho cares? 

Just as long as i t  happens to som eone else.
 

Someone Else
by Br anden  L aCroix

T he f i r st  t im e the hear t  i s glass. H ol low, Tr anslucen t.  Gl isten ing.  Boastfu l .
T he f i r st  t im e i ts ref lect ion  is so br igh t , shoot ing out.
But i t  i s m ost f r agi le. 
I t  shatter s in to shards w i th  the sof t  tap  of  a ham m er.

T he second t im e the hear t  i s stone. I t  i s a ch i l led  charcoal  gr ay. Sm ooth  al l  around 
the sur face.  T he stone is im penetr able, sturdy, dur able.  Cool  to the touch

Yet i t  too w i l l  break. I t  w i l l  cr ack . N ot shatter  in to a thousand p ieces, but separ ate 
in to stone f r agm en ts w i th  a strong forcefu l  penetr at ion .

T he th i r d  t im e the hear t  i s wood. I t  sp l in ter s those who touch  i t .  L ike bar k , m oss 
grows on  i ts sur faces. W ood is sof ter , yet  st i l l  r igid . W ood can  sway and bend.  W ood 
has roots that  gr ip , r oots that  w i l l  not  let  go.  Yet wood deter ior ates.  Slow ly i t  
d isin tegr ates.

And f inal ly  the hear t  i s clay. Clay that  can  be m olded, that  can  absor b.  Clay does not 
break, i t  does not cr ack .  Clay can  for m  i tsel f  around the exter nal  p ressure.  Clay can  
be shaped.

How  the Heart Break s
by Kath r yn  Sul l ivan -Tr ainor

i .

I  f ind  spots of  blood

on  your  sheets so rom an t ic

I  m igh t be a fool

i i .

f ar  too m any th ings, 

to search , to say, to ask , and

never  the r igh t  t im e

i i i .

dear  f r iend, d id  you know,

when  you shared the blood you drew,

what you m igh t insp i re? 

i v.

pan ic in  bed, but 

you tur n ; your  head on  m y chest

al lows m e to breathe

v.

wi l l  I  love you so 

wel l  when  m y hear t  becom es st i l l?

asleep , open -eyed

v i .

for  you, for  you, I  

com e I  cr y  I  r ead I  th ink 

I  don 't  scream , not yet

v i i .

br ush , f loss, excavate,

but keep  inhal ing slow death ; 

bad decisions k i l l

v i i i .

before and af ter ,

blood is th icker  than  water ;

gr andm a st i l l  sl ips, "she"

i x .

the love of  your  l i fe; 

constan t, or  changing l i ke m on ths?

am  I  D ecem ber ? 

x .

I  don 't  r em em ber

the last  t im e these pan t ies f i t

I 'm  losing m ysel f  

x i .

I  l i ke i t  w i th  you -

less technology, m ore t im e,

old - f ash ioned m istakes

x i i .

oppor tun i ty :

to know you m ore and hur t? or

im agine i t  al l? 

x i i i .

p lease, I  p r ay, before

i t  gets dar k , and I  f r eeze w i th

the snow; just  hear  m e

x iv.

I  p r ay harder  than  

any Chr ist ian  I  know and

pr ay ing doesn 't  wor k

Haik u Series
by M ar ley Shel ton



M atador

Esteban  woke up  to the m our n ing echoes of  the Ave M ar ia. I t  was about six in  the 
m or n ing, st i l l  dar k and cold . Seven  lad ies, al l  vei led  and dressed in  black lace, 
sur rounded h is bed w i th  the m ission  of  com m ending the bu l l f igh ter ?s sou l  to God. Just  
in  case! T hey were cr y ing, hold ing each  other ?s hands as i f  to m ake a for t ress of  love and 
p rotect ion  on  Esteban . Since the passing of  both  h is paren ts at  the age of  four , he was 
r aised by the seven  wom en  in  the sm al l  v i l lage of  Alcobendas, about 10 km  N or th  of  
M adr id . T hey were al l  h is t ias, ver y at ten t ive m id-aged, volup tuous wom en  who ear ned 
thei r  l i v ing by ser v ing as m aids and nann ies to the t r ad i t ional  f am i l ies of  the Cap i tal . 
T hey al l  m ade sure Esteban  had absolu tely  ever y th ing.

As a teenager, h is tendencies were ver y clear . H e used to watch  h is uncle, Paco, 
teach  asp i r ing young m en  ever y af ter noon  at  the Royal  School  of  Taurom achy. Paco 
would  teach  them  not on ly  the m oves and rout ines a t r ue bu l l f igh ter  m akes to seduce 
and el i ci t  death , but  also the connect ion  m ade w i th  the crowds that gathered ever y 
Sunday af ter  church  at  the Arena. 

O ne af ter noon , at  the age of  four teen , Esteban?s dest iny was tr aced by Paco: he 
would  be tr ained to be the biggest M atador  of  the I ber ian  Pen insu la. I t  took h im  year s 
and year s of  lear n ing ever y single m ove and thei r  m ean ing, ever y techn ique, breath  and 
concen tr at ion  exercise. I t  was tr ue that the spectacle of  the Bul l f igh t  al l  seem ed l i ke a 
beaut i f u l  dance between  the m an  and h is ferocious coun ter par t . H owever, any f au l t  f r om  
the m an?s par t  cou ld  d ictate the end of  a glor ious career ! Soon  he wen t on  to being the 
m ost i con ic torero in  M adr id . N o bu l l  had ever  sur v ived h is f inal  dagger, no wom an  
cou ld  resist  h is exqu isi te char m . N o other  m an  in  Spain  cou ld  m atch  Esteban?s 
excel lence in  the ar t  of  being a M atador. 

Sundays in  M adr id  were r i ch  in  color s and f lavor s of  Spain . Ever yone was out in  
fer ias en joy ing the weather  and del icious, m outh -water ing tapas. Peop le walked around, 
hop ing that t im e would  f ly  so that they cou ld  m ake an  en tr ance in to the icon ic Plaza de 
Toros. M eanwh i le, for  Esteban , the ear ly  af ter noon  was a m om en t of  deepest 
concen tr at ion  and reconnect ion  w i th  God. T h is was h is oppor tun i ty  to m ake sure to 
thank H im  for  the l ives of  al l  around h im , beg for  the heal th  of  al l  h is t ias, and to ask for  
p rotect ion  upon  h im sel f  once again . Af ter  lunch  in  the com for table com edores of  the 
Plaza, Esteban  would  take a long, pur i f y ing bath  and wai t  for  the assistan t to com e in  to 
help  h im  dress in to the f i t ted , im posing golden  and yel low hand-em broidered su i t . O n ly  
m en  were al lowed in to the cham ber s, for  no torero was to be am used by any wom an . I n  
f act , they were not even  al lowed in to the Plaza before the Gr and spectacle. Paco was 
always around. Af ter  al l , he was Esteban?s m aestro. T hey would  have lunch  in  a qu iet  
am bience, wh i lst  Esteban  heard  Paco?s t im eless tales of  al l  h is feats as a bu l l f igh ter . Af ter  
a two-hour  siesta, i t  was t im e to get d ressed. Paco wen t outside to cal l  one of  the 
assistan ts who would  help  Esteban  p repare h im sel f . Af ter  instr uct ing the young m an , of  
about 20 , he wen t in to h is own  room  to change and do h is own  sp i r i tual  p repar at ion  for  
the even t. 

T he w ind  was blow ing th rough  the wh i te si lky  cur tains, wh i le Esteban  
con tem plated  the bi rds and the trees, per haps for  the last  t im e. As a torero, he never  
knew whether  that  would  be h is last  con tact  w i th  N ature. H e never  knew i f  that  af ter noon  
m ar ked h is u l t im ate appear ance before h is publ ic. Al though  the f igh t  requ i red  sk i l l , 
talen t  and br aver y, i t  was m ost ly  a m atter  of  f ate. Actual ly, on  that Sunday, i t  was al l  a 
m atter  of  luck ! 

For  m ore of  the stor y : lumierelitmag.wordpress.com

Please tel l  m e why m y hear t  beats.

I  declare tem per ance in  adapt ion ,

p roduct iv i ty  in  m al funct ion .

I  excel  in  sol i tude and p lat i tude 

but str uggle w i th  m ere lat i tude,

a cr uel  joke that cur ls f r om  your  l ips l i ke w in ter  fog.

Please tel l  m e why m y hear t  beats

but m y eyes refuse to bl ink , 

and the ai r  wear s m e down  as the stones f rom  a peak,

m oun tainous and hardened as I  sl ip  th rough  the cr acks

again , again , again .

Please tel l  m e why m y hear t  beats

but I  can?t m ove m y feet.

Con tr ad ict ion , p red i lect ion , 

as I  wander  down  your  street,

in  ci r cles, in  ci r cles, in  ci r cles. 

Please tel l  m e why your  hear t  beats

but your  lungs stopped expand ing, 

gen t le but t i r ed  and m isunder stand ing,

gr azing the p ieces of  you that aren?t m ine

again , again , again . 

Please tel l  m e why m y hear t  stopped beat ing,

stopped pum ping and tw ist ing and scream ing and bleed ing,

the em ber s l ie ashen , ign i ted  by passion

but noth ing inside doesn?t sleep . 

You?re not m ine to keep , to keep , to keep .

N oth ing here is m ine, tel l  m e why.
 

Please
by M ar ley Shel tonby D iego Rocha



I  am  Am er ican
and
I  am  Free.

I  can  say what I  wan t
to say.
I  can  ar gue what I  wan t
to ar gue.
I  can  wr i te what I  wan t
to wr i te.

I  am  Am er ican
and
I  am  Free.

I  can  l ive where I  wan t 
to l i ve.
I  can  go where I  wan t 
to go.
I  can  wor k where I  wan t
to wor k .

I  am  Am er ican
and
I  am  Free.

I  can  lear n  what I  wan t 
to lear n .
I  can  p rotect  what I  wan t 
to p rotect .
I  can  bel ieve what I  wan t
to bel ieve.

And I  bel ieve 
I  am  Am er ican
and 
I  am  Free.

I  am A merican 
and I  am Free
by M el issa W yner     ?D o you p r ay??

   ?I , I  t r y. T hough  ?  dar k shadows get in  
the way.?

   ?T hose are the dem ons, the dem ons 
that have brough t you here, the dem ons 
that lead you in to sin ! You m ust ban ish  
them !?

   ?I  th ink the great dem on  has ban ished 
m e already.?

   ?W el l  then , i t  i s up  to you to f ind  your  
way back to our  lord  and sav ior  Jesus 
Chr ist  and away f rom  the path  of  sin ."

   ?Yes, sister .?

   ?I  hear  you are qu iet , not  p rone to 
gossip  l i ke som e of  the other  gi r ls.?

   ?M y father  always m ade us stay qu iet . 
N o m atter? .?

   ?A good m an , then .?

   ?M any say so, sister .?

   ?And look at  how you repay h im . At 
least  you are a hard  wor ker . ou m ay yet 
f ind  a better  path .?

   ?Yes, sister .?

   ?Retur n  to your  dut ies. And rem em ber. 
Con fession . Con tr i t ion . And hard  wor k . 
T hese are how we cleanse the sou l .?

   ?Yes, sister .?

   ?And say your  p r ayer s. Use the rosar y I  
gave you. Repeat the O ur  Father  at  ever y 
tur n  of  tem ptat ion .?

   ?Yes sister .?

* * * * *

   T he stone hal lway lead ing to the 
laundr y seem s colder  than  ever . I  wan t to 
tur n  and r un . O ur  Father , who ar t , 
ar t f u l ly  ?  our  f ather  ?  lead us not ?  our  
f ather  ?  dem ons, cur sed dem ons?  

   T he st i f l ing ai r  of  the laundr y is a rel ief . 
T he noise of  water  and gi r ls d r ives the 
shadows away.

   ?W hat was i t  th is t im e?? the sm al l  one 
w i th  the coar se accen t p rods under  her  
breath .

   ?Sister  Jude-M agdalena asked m e i f  I  
p r ayed.?

   ?D id  she tr y  to get you to say who i t  
was?? the redhead w i th  the squ in ty  eyes 
ch im es in .

   ?N o.?

   ?O h , they w i l l . Bel ieve m e! T hey 
p rom ise to let  you go i f  you say,? the 
redhead con t inues.

   ?I  to ld  Sister  Beatr ice t?was Father  
O ?Connor  and she pushed m e down  the 
stai r s. L ike to?ve k i l led  m e. St i l l  have the 
lum p on  m e head,? the sm al l  one par ts 
her  awkward ly  cropped dar k hai r  to 
d isp lay the swel l ing. ?Taugh t m e, for  
sure. D on?t tel l  ?em  noth ing. T hey?l l  beat 
you for  the t r u th  as qu ick as a l ie.?

   ?Q UIET !? the voice of  Sister  Per petua 
boom s f rom  across the busy laundr y. 
?Focus on  your  wor k and be thankfu l  that  
i t  r estr ains you f rom  sin .? As the 
rever ber at ion  d ies, the chur n ing of  water  
f i l ls the void .

   ?O ld  w indbag," wh isper s the tough  l i t t le 
one w i th  the lum p on  her  head.

   ?You have nam es, I  guess,? I  m utter , 
lar gely  to m ysel f . T hey just  stare. A tal l  
haugh ty one beh ind  them  looks am used. 
Per haps, I  am  m istaken . Per haps they are 
autom atons or  char acter s of  m y own  
creat ion , m aybe dem ons, though  thei r  
f aces do not loom  over  m e in  the 
dar kness. St i l l , best  not to speak.

For  m ore of  the stor y : 
lumierelitmag.wordpress.com

Our Father
by M ar garet  I . R. M acL ach lan
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H er  l ips a sh in ing red ,

H er  hear t  a m atch ing tone,

She l ies awake in  bed,

Stares blank ly  at  the phone.

W i l l  he ever  love her ?

She cr ies her sel f  to sleep .

Cat at  the end of  the bed pur r s.

H er  hear t  aches so deep.

L an ter n  in  the hal lway sh ines,

She gazes at  the l igh t  w i th  tear  f i l led  
eyes,

W i th in  her  hear t  she?l l  never  f ind ,

A love so deep w i th  no goodbye.

H er  l ips a sh in ing red ,

H er  hear t  a m atch ing tone,

She l ies awake in  bed,

Stares blank ly  at  the phone.

by T heresa L asky
A  Lost Love



M y Joy, her  nam e is Joy,

and how f i t t ing a nam e that i s, 

i t  qu i te per fect ly  def ines 

the autom at ic em ot ion  her  p resence invokes.

Yes, the f i r st  t im e I  caugh t sigh t  of  her ,

gl id ing gr acefu l ly  around the bend,

at ten t ion  cap t ivated  by the shade of  sapph i re she was in ,

d r iv ing another  d ist inct ion  f rom  the sea of  m onotony she was am ongst.

N ow, there was an  in ter ior  gr ace d isp layed that spoke to her  char acter ,

as i f  I  al r eady knew she would  have the m ost pat ience w i th  m e,

she would  be f u l ly  rel iable and dependable

but under neath  there was a sm i r k of  adven tures to com e.

Even  I  wondered i f  the chasm  between  our  wor lds was too vast,

for  the relat ionsh ip  to wor k out wel l .

she was ever y th ing class, glam our  and sh ine

where I  was m ore d i r t  r oads and dancing in  the r ain .

W el l , f r om  the ver y f i r st  day we spen t together

i t  was as i f  she an t icipated  m y inner m ost though ts,

encour aged m y dream s and even  would  bear  pat ien t ly

when  at  t im es I  neglected  her  m ost basic of  needs.

Could  i t  be possible that  a year  has gone by since that f i r st  m eet ing?

look ing back m y l i fe seem s m i les away f rom  the wom an  I  was on  that day,

on  that cool  Fal l  day, when  the th reats of  snow had begun  to sur face 

the fear s of  a w in ter  l i ke the one of  the year  gone by.

A l l  the m om en ts of  d isappoin tm en t and f r ustr at ion  that had bu i l t  up , 

al l  the anxiety  of  wonder ing i f  m y quest was going to stal l ,

al l  d i f f i cu l t ies losing the abi l i ty  to steer  m e wrong,

al l  the shower s of  tear s she in ter m i t ten t ly  w iped away

Real ly, m y days now are on ly  f u l l  of  Joy,

no m atter  the weather , the t im e, the season ,

or  even  where I  am  headed in  l i fe,for  as f ar  as I  can  see, Joy w i l l  be car r y ing 
m e along th is road.

Joy
by Chr ist ine D uf resne 

Chur n ing wheels of  ethereal  f i r e f lay m y f lesh  and 
m ind.

Ever y touch  upon  m y sk in , a k iss of  subl im e agony.

T he w i l l - o'-w isps dance before m y eyes

Kaleidoscop ic as the v isions wh i r l  past  m e.

I  lose m ysel f  in  t im e and in  for m .

I  feel  noth ing but the l ips of  f i r e upon  m y body,

held  f ast  in  the car nal  em br ace.

I  w r i the in  agony, hav ing never  fel t  so f r ee.

Al l  i s af lam e, 

Al l  i s lum inous, 

Al l  i s ash .

W ords char  upon  m y tongue.

I  scream  and the roar  car r ies m y voice away.

Tear s stream  down  m y face, l i f ted  by gen t le hands

L eaving boi ls in  thei r  wake.

Sages si t  st i l l  in  th is tor ren t of  sensuous em br ace

W h i le I  r oi l  in  tum ul t  m adness that bur sts for th .

As I  sl ip  th is m or tal  coi l , I  ascend. 

Churning Burning
by Chr ist ian  A. H ardy
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by Paulo Sch im m elp fenn ig 
Work ing Folk s

T he loud gun f i r e shot h im  awake. O f f  in  
the d istance, m i les even , no need to wor r y  about 
i t  now. Seem s l i ke i t  was an  autom at ic, d idn?t 
th ink th is town  had enough  m oney in  i t  to 
af ford  one st i l l . H e looks around, st i l l  in  the 
passenger  seat, sipp ing h is for ty, wai t ing for  h is 
par tner  to f in ish  f i l l i ng the tank. T he gas stat ion  
seem ed to be the on ly  source of  l igh t  for  m i les, 
the store?s l igh ts spot l igh t ing the scene l i ke a 
footbal l  stad ium . Alm ost seem ed l i ke there was 
noth ing outside of  the l igh t , just  dar kness. 

M arcus drops on to the dr iver ?s seat l i ke an  
anchor  in  the sea, causing the car  to jo l t  to one 
side qu ick ly. H e gets in  so f ast  that  i t  star t les N ic, 
but  he calm s down  when  he tosses h im  h is cigs 
f r om  the store. M arcus shoots h im  a look af ter  
not icing the for ty, but  stays qu iet  and star ts the 
car , leav ing the l igh t , and in to the void . 

Af ter  l igh t ing one he asks, ?H ow m uch  
longer  t i l l  the spot?? 

?I?d  say around twen ty m inutes, up  near  
Trem on t Street,? M arcus answer s dr y ly. 

?I t?s that  old  steel  m i l l  r igh t?? 

?Yeah  that?s r igh t , been  closed for  ?bout 
ten , twen ty year s now, we m eet ing w i th  the 
m ar ks on  the f i r st  f loor ,? barely  show ing in terest  
in  N ic. ?I t?s been  closed for  seven teen  year s, and 
you can  get there f aster  i f  you take th is lef t ,? 
exhal ing h is last  d r ag before th row ing the butt  
out  the w indow. H e began  to wonder  how long 
has h is voice sounded so gr avely, or  i f  i t  just  
star ted  now. H e hasn?t been  around peop le for  
so long, he d idn 't  have anyone to ask . 

?T he boss told  m e you were a local ,? 
M arcus rep l ied  wh i le he took the tur n , just  in  
t im e to see a f iend gett ing up  f rom  a squat, 
r unn ing away f rom  thei r  car  wh i le pu l l ing h is 
pan ts up , leav ing h is m ess in  the m idd le of  the 
street. 

?Yeah  bor n  and r aised,? he said  w i th  m i ld  
d isgust towards the scene, ?al though  to be 
honest I  haven?t been  around m uch  in  the last , 
th ree year s now I  th ink . H ad to leave for  a l i t t le 
wh i le, not  long af ter  the elect ions.? 

T he car  bounced around on  the old  beaten  
up  roads. Pot holes hal f  a foot  deep were scattered  
around, show ing the old  cobblestones f rom  
cen tur ies ago. T here was a t im e when  these roads 
were as sm ooth  as a bi l l i ard . N ow they were 
sur rounded by vacan t housing f rom  both  sides, old  
and decrep i t , but  som e st i l l  show ing the glow ing 
l i fe th is neighbor hood had. T he on ly  street l igh ts 
were those at  the in ter sect ions, alm ost h igh l igh t ing 
the next m ugging. T hey drove past the stop  signs, 
know ing that there?s no one to stop  for  at  th is t im e 
of  the n igh t.

?L ikew ise here, lef t  around twen ty year s ago 
now,? M arcus star ted  to scr atch  h is grey ing beard  
wh i le gett ing in to h is stor y, ?grew up  on  Richards 
Street, over  by west side of  town .?

For  m ore of  the stor y : lumierelitmag.wordpress.com

m y love

i ts gap ing m aw insat iable

cr awls t r em bl ing toward

lur id  sun l igh t .

i t  i s a bottom  feeder ;

an  aphor ism  for  suppressed passion .

that am or phous wretch :

refusal  to cease equat ing

suf fer ing and nonsense

to love and the m asquer ade?

i  sh iver  at  the though t.

M y Love
by JayJay Conr ad

T he r ain  pour s down  on  the ci ty.

T he wor ld  i s d rown ing in  i ts own  
m iser y

N o one can  save i t ,

W e d id  th is

W e bur n  the val leys

and the cast le?

W here is i t?

T he k ing and queen  gave up  on  
us

W e are no good

W e lef t  our  hom e

in to the dep th  of  noth ingness

W e pur sue our  own  dream

W ith  no p i ty

W e never  look back once m ore

I  wai ted  so long

And I  fel t  the need r ush ing in

But I  lost  hope on  the way down .

T he t im e was spen t on  useless 
act ions.

W e  took too m uch  t im e talk ing 
to our selves and look ing in  the 
m i r ror

W e let  the town  gu ide us to 
m iser y 

Brok en Ci ty
by M . Roy
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