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by 

I  am:
fr om the spaces betw ixt
semicolons, the inhale and
t r emble befor e
r elease, fr om pathologies and 

I  am: 
fr om pentameter, that
war -dr um H ear t --

thump.     thump.      thump.
--ing the thumps of
post -car diac ar r est ; L isten!  

I  am:
(beat )

I  am
(beat )

I  am(b)
(beat ) again and

I  am:
fr om your  N othing,

I  am:
fr om your  nowher e

I  am:
the pr oduct  of chur ning, the
gnaw inggr indinggnashing
teeth, fr othing foam-laden
r abidi t y, fr om the dr ied 
ink how l ing at  long M oons:
    ?N o!  I  am:

I  am(b).? 

by 
JayJay 
Conrad

(W h er e) 
I  
A m  
(Fr om )

by M
ike W

alsh 
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The bar  is wooden, dusty, and wor n.
For got ten memor ies, the wal ls, ador n.
Yel lowed photos of her oes and fools,
smi le down upon weather ed stools.

In this r oom, the locals gather
to wor k themselves into dr unken lather.
They look back on days of yor e,
speak of M agic, Bir d, and Bobby Or r.

This cr owd is r ough, pr oud, and st r ong.
Their  wor k is har d and days ar e long.
They sni f f  at  Cosmos, they think them queer,
pr efer r ing dr aughts of domest ic beer.

Ther e?s Sul ly, Obie, moms, and pops.
Ther e?s students, teacher s, thieves, and cops,
of ever y color, r ace, and cr eed.
They?l l  pour  a dr ink for  any br eed.

The night  w i l l  end, they?l l  set t le their  tabs,
and f i le out  to wait ing cabs.
Another  night  of joy and sor r ow,
becomes a hangover  tomor r ow.

But  on the bar, the last  pint  stands,
which many pass, but  under stand,

that  pint  is for  M ar k.

Ki l led in act ion.

Afghanistan.

T h e 
L ast  
Pi n t

by 
Jack 
M ills
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N o I n k  i n  T h i s 
Su m m er
by JayJay Conrad

The Summer ?s poet r y
has r emained
inside the gul fs, the t r ees, the sea,
my Dear est  Dar l ing season: I
have r emained 
inside the inlets, the bur ls, the sandbar s
w ithout  a pen: st i l l , I
have submer ged myself
wedged between

the wan solar i t y--how  i t  bur ns, lovely!
the bar e br own ter r a--how i t  stains, and l inger s!
the loft y headw inds--how the song car r ies
so far

so far  beyond an epicenter  diaphr am.
H ear : no,

I  have not  abandoned
the inkwel l , the qui l l , the heavy weight
of poet r y for med st i l l  unwr i t ten,
the smal l  pr ayer s to lushl ight ,
unabashed thr oes of wor ship
have r emained
Omnipr esent , Omnipotent , Over ar ching: Summer,
The gent ly scar r ing r ows of teeth
never  left . 
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Stu ck
by beige b

i f  the t ip is stuck, you missed, i t 's in the muscle, and i t s gonna hur t  for  a whi le
     your  lover s and mother s w i l l  see the l izar d br uise sl i ther ed on your  for ear m
             plus the gr oss tubby bubble wher e the t ip sl ipped in, missed.
                     i  wanna ask the nor mal people, 
                             the fur r owed br owed A students, 
                       -four  year s then boom f inished w ith studies, 

                -poof a salar y and lease...
          deep down, tel l  me the t r uth, tel l  me, id(freud)
 have you ever  desir ed the needle?

    what  i t  feels l ike? 
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     ?N ow that?s a di f f icul t  major  to get  a 
paying job in this mar ket !? 
     This came fr om M r s. Dubois, a r ound 
lady w ith a k indly face and a knack for  
giving out  sensible advice (sensible, at  least  
to her ) asked for  or  not . I  had just  f inished 
tel l ing her  that  I  was an Engl ish major, but  
an Engl ish major  in between wor k w ith a 
desir e to be a w r i ter. 
     ?I  hadn?t  r eal ized ther e wer en?t  any jobs 
for  Engl ish major s!? I  r epl ied, w ith a tone 
that  t r ied subt ly to show a concer n I  knew 
she would be looking for. I f  I  had known this  
admission was going to cause the landsl ide 
of sensible advice on the fooler y of my 
academic path, I  would have kept  si lent . 
Then again, ther e was no tel l ing i f  her  good 
sensibi l i t ies didn?t  possess enough  
momentum of their  own w ithout  me 
exposing my r omant ic ideas of being a 
w r i ter. 
     ?Oh yes!? she went  on, st i l l  smi l ing 
pleasant ly, ?I t?s a ver y di f f icul t  wor ld to 
wor k in. Ver y di f f icul t . Do you enjoy wor k ing 
w ith your  hands??
     Well I?ve done a fair bit of work with my 
hands, I  thought . Probably not the same 
kind of hand working you?re referring to.
     ?N o, not  much M r s. Dubois.?
     M r s. Dubois had the air  of one who 
pr ided her sel f  in her  good sense and cut  and 
dr y, no nonsense advice. Wr i t ing, as a 
car eer, was far  fr om sensible to someone 
l ike M r s. Dubois. I  could see in her  eyes that  
she was about  to be giving me a hor se-sized 
dose of r eal i t y wher e other s had fai led to do 
so. 
     ?A ver y di f f icul t  wor ld to f ind wor k in. 
H ave you ever  consider ed being a plumber  
or  an elect r ician??
     ?I?ve never  given i t  much thought  
actual ly,?? I  r epl ied w ith an uncomfor table 
tone that  was di f f icul t  to mask.
         Of course you haven?t you silly fool! 

her  eyes scr eamed w ith del ight . M r s. Dubois 
was thr i l led. She was going to do me a good 
tur n by gr acing me w ith pear ls fr om her  
t r ove of pr act ical  w isdom. She smiled and 
nodded w ith sat isfact ion as i f  to say, Finally 
dear boy, finally we?ll be able to knock those 
romantic art student inclinations clean out 
of you. A writer? Please! Be practical child!
     ?M y plumber  makes over  two hundr ed. 
and f i f t y. thousand. dol lar s, a year !? She 
paused on each number, emphasizing how 
impr essive the amount  was. I  wonder ed how 
she went  about  asking people what  their  
year ly wages wer e, or  i f  they fr eely 
volunteer ed the infor mat ion w ithout  
coer cion. ?And what?s mor e,? she paused 
again for  emphasis, ?he can?t  get  anyone to 
wor k for  him!? 
     Ther e was a lul l  as M r s. Dubois let  the 
heaviness of the image of a six f igur e 
ear ning plumber, w i thout  help, sink into my 
br ain. M y mother, who was having tea w ith 
M r s. Dubois, had r emained si lent  up to this 
junctur e. She br oke the si lence. ?Actual ly 
M r s. Dubois, he is qui te a talented w r i ter. 
We?ve been encour aging? .? She stopped 
shor t  as M r s. Dubois, who had been looking 
solely at  me, tur ned ar ound to look at  my 
mother  w ith a look that  possessed a t inge of 
disbel ief, mixed w ith a mor e dominant  
expr ession that  suggested she was the only 
one w ith any sense in the r oom. As her  gaze 
shi f ted, I  fel t  the immediate dr op of 
pr essur e fr om my shoulder s as my mother  
stood M r s. Dubois? cr oss examinat ion. St i l l , I  
stood awkwar dly concr eted to the spot , 
l istening to my futur e being discussed, 
unsur e of whether  I  was supposed to be a 
par t icipant  or  not . As I  debated whether  to 
stay, I  not iced the w r ink les ar ound M r s. 
Dubois? eyes, w r ink les that  for med fr om 
year s of habitual  smi l ing. I  could ascer tain 
the good w i l l  and intent ion w ith which she 
spoke her  shar p and pointed wor ds.

M y A m bi t i on z as a W r i ter
by Nicholas Scheer
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     ?An ext r emely di f f icul t  wor ld to be in!  I  
don?t  know what  I  would do in today?s job 
mar ket . I  do know that  somet imes a man 
just  has to pick a car eer  to feed his fami ly!?
     I  under stood I t  would be useless to 
ment ion that  I  didn?t  have my own family, 
let  alone one that  needed feeding, because 
this was her  f inal  wor d on the mat ter.
     I f  I  wanted to pr ovide a decent  l iving for  
the family I  did not  yet  possess, I  needed to 
be making six f igur es at  least . Six f igur es 
was the least  amount  of l ivable money I  
would need to l ive comfor tably w ith a 
fami ly of mouths to feed.
     Who has ever  hear d of a w r i ter  who 
wasn?t  star ving!  H el l , look at  Dostoevsky, 
one of the gr eats. H e l ived impover ished 
and star ving most  of his l i fe. Who knows 
how much of that  can be at t r ibuted to 
vodka and his gambl ing addict ion. St i l l , 
M r s. Dubois? point  r emained. Is w r i t ing only 
a hobby? An act ivi t y to be looked at  the 
same as a woman who was pur suing 
educat ion or  a car eer  in the 1950?s? Is 
w r i t ing as cute and unr eal ist ic as a chi ld 
stat ing that  they want  to be a pir ate? I  did 
wonder, as I  stood ther e uncomfor tably 
l istening to this woman so good-natur edly 
shr edding my dr eams, dr eams I  bar ely 
r ecognized as being hopes that  existed 
w ithin me, I  did wonder  i f  M r s. Dubois? 
diat r ibe against  Engl ish major s and wr i t ing 
wasn?t  r ather  apr opos t iming. I  could 
choose to ignor e her  as a r emnant  of a 
bygone er a of Amer ican pr agmat ism, a r el ic 
of l inger ing sent iments of the Amer ican 
dr eam, but  st i l l , she did have a point  I  
couldn?t  ignor e. M r s. Dubois posed the 
quest ion to me, most  l ikely w ithout  
r eal izing i t , a quest ion I  didn?t  have an 
answer  for. What  is a w r i ter ? Why does the 
w r i ter  w r i te? Does being a w r i ter  go beyond 
a job t i t le to something mor e foundat ional?
     ?I t  was a pleasur e to see you again M r s. 
Dubois.?
     I  quiet ly excused myself  as the two 
women cont inued their  discussion and tea. 
The last  I  hear d was M r s. Dubois fer vent ly 
ar guing that  al l  a per son needed to do was 
to f ind a job and st ick to i t , even i f  that  job 
was at  Walgr eens, and that  even at  a job 

l ike Walgr eens a per son has the oppor tuni t y 
to move up the r anks. Whi le I  agr eed w ith 
her  that  one job isn?t  int r insical ly mor e or  
less noble than another, I  did wonder  i f  
ci r cumstances changed and need r equir ed, 
i f  M r s. Dubois would apply for  a cashier ?s 
posi t ion at  Walgr eens. I  let  my mind pictur e 
that  i r onic tw ist  of fate. I  would walk into 
Walgr eens to get  Robitussin for  my sick 
chi ld (my second), and M r s. Dubois would 
be standing ther e behind the counter  w ith 
al l  her  good sense st i l l  intact , smi l ing the 
same good natur ed smile, scanning my 
cough medicine and Ben and Jer r y?s, st i l l  
t el l ing me how ther e?s no money in w r i t ing.
     M aybe ther e isn?t  much money to be 
made wr i t ing. But  is that  the sole 
mot ivat ion for  why we choose to do the 
things we do? What  i f  Dostoevsky, after  his 
exi le to Siber ia, had decided to bur y his pen  
for  the sake of pr act ical i t y and taken up a 
mor e cozy and comfor table t i t le than that  of 
a w r i ter ? Put t ing aside w r i t ing for  a 
moment , what  i f  M onet , whose family l ived 
in abject  pover ty most  of their  l ives, had put  
down his easel and br ush for  the sake of 
money and comfor t? Would Fr ench 
Impr essionism ever  have been bor n? H ow 
many gr eat  minds have gone against  their  
natur al  incl inat ions for  the sake of wealth 
and per sonal ease? And how many M r s. 
Duboises, in al l  their  good intent ions, 
dissuaded any number  of M ozar ts, 
Beethovens, Tolstoys or  da Vincis fr om 
doing what  they wer e cr eated for ? I  may be 
a plumber  one day, or  an elect r ician. I  may 
even wor k at  a Star bucks, and I  w i l l  
per for m the dut ies w ith digni t y and to the 
best  of my abi l i t y, but  I  am also a w r i ter  and 
never  w i l l  I  put  down my pen for  the sake of 
pr act ical i t y. ?A wr i ter  is someone who 
wr i tes.? That  phr ase has made me cr inge 
w ith i t s stench of hal lmar k-l ike sent iment . 
H owever, as most  cl ichés have some or igin 
in t r uth, the k i t schy phr ase r ings t r ue. A 
w r i ter  IS someone who wr i tes, whether  that  
per son happens to be a fr y cook at  
M cDonald's or  an investment  banker  on 
Wal l  St r eet . I  am unemployed, and I  am a 
w r i ter. 
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Ther e is a couple named Adan  and Evelyn
wisened and mar r ied in their  l i fe?s middle,
succinct  fr om a decade of devout  monogamy-

Evelyn  says i would like to open the mar r iage 
don't doubt i  love you, baby, of course, it?s not about you at all...

Wisely taming his jealousy, Adan  can st i l l  pr ior i t ize- 

N ever Ever  losing Evelyn  over  pet ty possessiveness

he says to her  OK, but it has been a while for me
and you know I  have always been... shy. at first? .

The f i r st  night  of OPEN  she comes home t inged

she holds Adan , k issing him bubbly l ike their  thir d date

though t r uly l ip gr asping onto the ear l ier  evening stubbled l ips

Adan?s f i r st  par tner  was at t r act ive and at t r acted 

they k issed stat ist ical ly and he gave her  his tongue 
because he was, as expected, l imp-

Adan  br eaks a baker ?s dozen of wagon r iding next

slow ly swal low ing her  tar t  shelved whiskey
por ously r adiant , he fucks her  w ithout  cumming,  
hour s submer ged in his tainted sweat -

Evelyn  comes home after  a new  lover

The woman taunted Evelyn  in r ope bondage, 

she squealed al l  night , hoar se and sor e 
fr om her  r ope sw ing, too t i r ed to smel l  the alcohol
on her  alcohol ic husband?s br eath-

Evelyn sees Rope Woman again-

Adan  hydr ates in wodka and sni f fs fr osty

impotent  cater pi l lar s off  a punk pink ish hair ed body
sear ching her  o?keefe w i th his long f inger s... too hyper stat ic 
to r elax and al low  blood to r ush south and st i f fen-

T h e 
M on ogam y

by 
beige 
b   
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N O W

Adan  was si lent ly fear ful  of his w ife leaving him 

   but  r e-incar nated, he has found a new fai thful  r omance 
      in M s. (diacetyl)M - the dizzy dim dr owsiness

         Tw inkl ing powder ed Beige...

Adan  divor ces Evelyn  of thir teen year s

               ar ms br uised and r ed pepper ed, he sinks into Beige
                   Evelyn  is devastated, br oken, vacant

                      yes she enjoyed her  casual sex, the youthful  adr enal ine

                        she knows any suppor t ive wor ds loses to his r esistance 

          ?  but  ther e was N ever  any r esemblance of her  Adan?s pur e embr ace. 

                              teeh arr you eeh ell ohh vee eeh

                                (L ike a Bulgakov stor y, the funer al  was foggy)
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San  
Fr an  
N ew  

W ave 
Rom an ce

by 
M ax 

Abugov

San Fr an new wave r omance:
She took the bus to no r egr ets
I leene sought  love but  wor e
Each day l ike scales gr own thick her  dr ess

Each day a pr omise dr opped
The st r eet  gr ew  clogged w ith t r ash and t ime
And shadow f inger -pr ints
Blocked out  the day in dar k and gr ime

Unt i l  at  last  came out
The sun and l ight  shone down the night
Passed on and laughter  swept
The st r eet  al l  clean and what  a sight !

To jump and gl ide and move
?A mighty woman w ith a tor ch?
A sheaf of paper ed dates
Raised up in hope and us her  chur ch

Cr y w itness w itness us
We l ived this year  and lost  and won
Again that  glow ing spar k

To dance away the year  that  now  is done.
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Eu p h or i a
by 

Nidia 
Lopez 

Regaldo

H er  eyes r ef lected the moonl ight .
The i r ises the night  sky.
M issing wer e the star s
Fr om her  dimly l i t  eyes.
And they?l l  never  tw ink le
With dr eams of br ighter  l ights.
She?s a total  solar  ecl ipse.
H er  minutes in dar kness
M ir r or  her  empty desir es.
Accustomed to feel ing l i feless,
She?s thought  hope a mer e i l lusion.
And w ith this lack of vision
She f inds a quick f ix.
She l ies down side by side
With tal l  yel low  blades of gr ass
Only to f ind her sel f  dr enched.
Sweat  l ining the back of her  neck.
She br eathed in l i fe. 
Exhaled
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W in ter  T r i bu te 
by Olga Sydorenko

Winter  smel ls cozy.
Bur ning woods in the chimney,
melt ing snow on the coat ,
spr uce needles and tanger ine peels.
Winter  is soft , 
cr isp and shiny.
Winter  is long...
I t  gives t ime.
To contemplate,
to obser ve,
to feel .

I t  comes unwanted...for  the most .
Though br inging pr esents for  al l .
Even for  those r unning away.
I t  gives them pur pose.
Winter  is ancient .
I tdoesn't  keep t r ack of t ime.
I t 's always sudden.
When least  expected i t  comes.
When accepted i t  f lees.

Winter  guides us
to pat ience, acceptance,
appr eciat ion of war mth.
I t  opens our  minds 
for  the beauty of l i fe.
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H ot, 
Sleazy, 

70 s, 
Sou th

H ot , sleazy, 70s, South ?
Wood panel led r ooms r eek
of fr ied f ish and pot  smoke.
A neighbour ?s t r uck gleams br ight
in the haze, bet ter  car ed for
than any chi ld on the st r eet .
They play in the open di t ch,
beneath the loom of a
r ust ing ol ive-gr een stat ion
wagon, pr ecar iously
per ched on a tar  l ip.
They don?t  see themselves in
the tadpoles they har r y,
except  for  the one, who 
escaped. For  she knows what
happens to cr eatur es kept  
in sealed container s. 

 by M argaret I . R. 
M acLachlan

by M
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D eep  Cal l s O u t to D eep
by Nicholas Scheer

     ?Would you jump into the water ??
     ?Right  now??
     ?Yes. Right  now.?
     I t  was cold and gr ey, some t ime ar ound 
sunset  w ith no sun. I  stood facing the sea 
thr ough the chain l ink fence whi le my 
br other  shi f ted ner vously next  to me. H e 
had the awkwar d smir k on his face he gave 
whenever  he didn?t  know what  to say or  had 
to deal w i th anything ser ious. Want ing to 
speak but  deciding bet ter  of i t , he l i t  up a 
cigar et te, which is what  the occasion cal led 
for  in his mind. Rain fel l  sideways, leaving 
us nakedly exposed under  the scant  
pr otect ion of the cypr ess t r ee. I  stood 
looking out  thr ough the stacked r hombus of 
the fence, shi f t ing focus fr om the waves to 
the water  col lect ing on the metal  l inks.  
     I  had spent  the major i t y of my two weeks 
back home in Cal i for nia completely dr unk. 
Any thought  I?d had of " this t ime back w i l l  
be di f fer ent "  was dr owned by the sadness 
and miser y of ex-gir l f r iends and ex- 
acquaintances embr acing me as an old 
fr iend; they knew me as int imately as a 
bar stool  knows the contour s of the 
alcohol ic?s ass. L i fe had car r ied on at  home 
w ithout  any par t icipat ion fr om me. I  
wander ed aimlessly as a st r anger  among 
famil iar i t y. I  fel t  t r uly and pr ofoundly sor r y 
for  myself  in a way only a Russian spir i t  
could under stand. Gui l t  and shame clothed 
me; I  wanted to apologize for  something to 
someone but  I  didn?t  know to whom or  for  
what .... When the invi tat ion came to dr ive 
up the nor ther n coast , I  packed my r ags and 
got  in the car. 
     The nor th was di f fer ent  fr om the south 
only in scener y. The week passed in r ain, 
cold, and whiskey. Ever y mor ning I  woke to 
the same empt iness, the same displaced 
feel ing of a r efugee. I  was just  as r el ieved at  
leaving ther e as I  had been home. On the 

t r ek south, ther e wer e signs for  a scenic 
dr ive. The other  member s in the car  decided 
on the detour, not  bother ing to ask how I  
fel t  about  i t .
     After  dr iving for  l i t t le mor e than a hal f  
hour, we par ked the car  at  one of the 
lookout  points above a lonesome beach. The 
car  was left  idl ing whi le the dr iver  and 
passenger  scr ol led thr ough their  phones.  
Rain col lected on the w indshield whi le heat  
fr om the vents for med a foggy scr een fr om 
the inside. I  quiet ly exi ted the car. I  hear d 
the door  of the car  close behind me as my 
br other  fol lowed me out . Ther e was a lone 
cypr ess t r ee next  to a fence that  separ ated 
the r oad fr om the beach. I  shuff led towar d i t  
to get  out  of the r ain. I  kept  my gaze towar d 
the ocean but  could feel  my br other  looking 
at  me fr om behind.  
     ?Would you jump into the water ??
     The music in the waves was ter r ible in i t s 
beauty and hor r ible in i t s per manence. I  
closed my eyes and l istened. L istened. 
Befor e my br ain caught  up w ith my body I?d 
cl imbed over  the fence that  separ ated me 
fr om the beach. I  immediately k icked off  my 
shoes. I t  was a pebble beach, so I  was awar e 
of ever y stone and shel l  that  pushed into my 
feet . I  hear d the r at t le of the fence as my 
br other  jumped over  after  me. I  couldn?t  
look back. The waves r ol led towar d the 
shor el ine and back into each other, 
spr aying, tumbl ing and r oar ing, 
mesmer izing me...cal l ing.
     The r ain bat ter ed my face and bl inded 
my eyes. I t  soaked my jacket  thr ough, so I  
took i t  off  as a gust  of w ind knocked the hat  
off  my head. The air  smel led of sal t  and 
despite the r ain I  could feel  i t  on my sk in. 
M y shir t , w i thout  the pr otect ion of my 
jacket , was soon just  as wet , so I  peeled i t  
fr om my back and thr ew  i t  on the beach 
behind me. I  kept  walk ing towar d the  

?Deep calls out to deep 

  In the roar of your waterfalls;

All your waves and breakers

 H ave swept over me?



br eaker s, dr aw ing closer  w ith each step, 
bar ely not icing the w ind and r ain whose 
cold went  thr ough sk in down to my mar r ow. 
M y feet  became anaesthet ized, I  no mor e 
fel t  the pebbles than i f  I  had fel t  a blade of 
gr ass walk ing thr ough a f ield. The bot tom  
hal f  of my clothing came off  next , which 
only caused a minor  pause in my t r ek. I  
couldn?t  take i t  w i th me.
     I  was bar ely conscious of my movements 
and only had a vague awar eness that  I  was 
the one making them. The water  spr inted to 
the l imits of i t s boundar y to taste my 
ankles. I  r eleased a gasp of air. Looking 
ahead, I  saw  a wal l  of boi l ing, chur ning 
water  r ace for war d w ith ur gency to 
consume me. The music was loud and aw ful  
and r ang in my ear s and br ain. I  hear d 
nothing else as I  was being summoned. 
     I  hesi tated only a second as the sea 
cr escendoed fr om my viscer a to my chest . I  
looked eye to eye w ith the cacophony of 
water  that  bor e down on me. In an instant , 
I  was swal lowed fr om the bot tom, behind 
and above as I  was f lung over, under  and 
sideways. Then nothing. Si lence. Dar kness.
     Water  f i l led my ear s and lungs. I  had no 
or ient ing point  of up or  down, and opposing 
cur r ents kept  me fr om going in any 
dir ect ion. I  had to stop st r uggl ing.  I  was 
r unning out  of br eath and ener gy. I  opened 
my eyes and saw  the shadows of waves 
pass above me. Al l  was quiet  but  for  the 
muted gur gle and gr oan of the waves. 
Opposing cur r ents cont inued to suspend 
my body in a cold water y pur gator y. M y 
br eath was fai l ing, my ear s pounded, and 
the fr igidness of the sea was excr uciat ing, 
bur ning my fr ame whi le my insides 
squealed l ike a sw ine for  br eath....  
     Then, slow ly and subt ly, l ike cr eeping 
spr ing, ther e star ted another  movement  in 
the music. Without  the ter r or  but  w ith al l  
the power  of the sea, i t  came. The song was 
w i ld and untame, over whelming; and yet , at  
the same t ime, assur ing and gent le. I t  
sur r ounded and car essed me l ike a mother  
cooing a baby yet  unbor n in i t s womb. M y 
chest  began to r elax and war mth r eplaced 
the coldness. I  closed my eyes as the most  

beaut i ful  music I?d ever  hear d f i l led me and 
moved thr ough me l ike water  in a w i l ted 
plant  after  days of dr ought . Know ing I  was 
beaten, I  sur r ender ed. 
     But  the song came and left  l ike a 
phantom. Almost  befor e I  was awar e I  had  
hear d i t , I  was spewed on the shor e 
coughing and sput ter ing and hugging the 
ear th. M y br other  r an towar d me w ith a 
var iat ion of his smir k I  didn?t  know. I t  was 
as i f  I  had become a st r anger  to him. Ther e 
was no absence of love but  a depar tur e 
fr om famil iar i t y; as i f  he wer e looking at  me 
fr om acr oss an impassable gul f, despi te 
which, he embr aced me. I  began to feel  the 
cold again and waves of shiver s 
involuntar i ly seized my body. We got  back 
in the car  and cont inued the dr ive back in 
si lence, each lost  in his own thoughts.
     H ome is pecul iar ; when you leave, i t  
never  seems to exist  how  you thought  you 
left  i t ; but  i t  r emains exact ly the same in al l  
the ways you?d have i t  change. The 
lonesome angr y sixteen year  old st i l l  lur ks 
those st r eets. The same backgr ound music 
in minor  keys hangs over  ever y cor ner  
inject ing painful  memor ies, count less 
nostalgias and a longing for  a home that  is 
nothing but  an abandoned shel l . 
     But  the hope of r etur ning home st i l l  
l inger s; in the smel l  of or ange gr oves after  
i t  r ains or  the cool night  air  r eminding me 
of open-w indowed bedr ooms wher e I  laid 
wait ing for  a text  that  wouldn?t  come. I  see 
i t  in faces of fr iends, dr awn by their  thir st  
to the taver ns, aching in their  aloneness, 
desper ate to be seen, scr eaming to be 
hear d. 
     I  died beneath the Januar y waves.
     Somet imes I  hear  echoes of the music of 
that  sea, as i f  f r om far  off. Alone in my 
r oom, I  hear  i t  in the r ain fal l ing on the 
r oof. Or  when the w ind changes and the 
smel l  of summer  tur ning to autumn f i l ls the 
air  and I  know i t  can?t  stay gr een and 
war m. St i l l , I  l inger  in the door way afr aid to 
go thr ough. But  then I  hear  the music and I  
r elax my gr ip, and am f i l led again w ith the 
sweetest  longing of a distant  hope. Then I  
r emember, nobody's home. N ot  yet . 
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To sleep, per chance to dr eam, on bed of coal ,
your  fantasies bor n of an ashen l ie;
The desper at ion cr ackles; k ind'l ing soul,
I  must  concede, I  under stand the high.

A love you couldn't  know, you didn't  ear n;
to take advantage of a fr agi le fr iend,
i t  makes you weak at  best , at  wor st  you spur n.
You made your  choice, false sent imental  end.

A dr unken, vomit -scented clash of l imbs
won't  f i l l  t he hol lows of your  w i l t ing hear t ;
Your  holy vows ar e tainted by your  whims,
can't  just i fy the gr eed that  you impar t .

N o one can love you i f  you hate your sel f,
i l lusion si t s atop the highest  shel f.
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