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TOM WILLIAMSI(SUMMER IN A SOUTHERN CITY

Tt's mice shepping outside
Tor the sound of sirens,
Sometimes, when the summer
Air has shifted a few seasons
To spring planetary dust
To gather before a nonmal mirage
OF mansgedd™s makineg SUn=soivt Suilras
To the wand--In back alleys
Between boards
And cars parked efernally

CHISTOPHER ROBLEYHEPIPHANY

The entire Chrstian Marrative
out it front of me an the board,
ilsirating to the class
a critic's course for inferpreting King Lear
Cregian- Lucier's fat- Man's fal- Cheist-
Saheanion- Judgemeni= Erermily..

My eyes move night, along the fine
I thowght of:

Surday schog! at age six- Vacation Bible School af mine-
belever's baptam ar twehe- bible study Monday nights.,.

A cough came frovm the back of the room,
The church bells rang moon from the chapel,
A chalk eraser moved atross the chronalogy

first choudiing it,
then gone

*
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PERRY MADDOX | ALBANAN DREAMS
T Wermer .".-!I._lfu;_',mr{'! H._II'{'_],I’ Carpenier Prire foar .F'r_:l_'rr_!.-'_.l

Long after RIS assartment had
sof the deck of fate, a warker amang miliions
shices the skin of a fimger an the rotor of an
=0l ASsemmdly OOuvce, T Tearn .lll_t_ill'r_'-;.‘

Long after randam fertilization had
cetenmmed the cold reality af things,
a drop af black biood falls an the dry steed
caLsing ¢ b shde back o place and run agan

frl-u;rﬁl".‘:,'r P FESRING Qver of FTHIS Trearn
doad uncle to newdy rich nephaw, a yowng man
awakes in a penthouse o a thrabbing thumb

BT S0es ma Wie il ard Fefurmd fo siien

TIM HOSPODAR) THE EXCHANGE
(Naminated, stalff art award)

1 |
I messenger|



GREG GUIFFRIDANY
AFTERNDON

His tovn Nike canvas sneakers
shpped on a patch of o in the
streel. One knes bumped the
asphalt, buf mo one saw, He
continued his stride and
pretended he did i on purpose,
fiker an impromptu dance step.
He walked past a shiny hot dog
cart and podded to the large
tearded man slumped over it
The sun burned through the
wrmbrelia above and qlistened
on the man's forehead.

"Hod enough for pa?® the
veridior asked, hoping to sell
one mare warnm soda befove
refreating indoos,

He smiled sympathetically and
continued walking, Four mone
blocks to go. Beads rickled
down his foretead, creeping
out of his thick curdy hair  He
Wit tevt friviwtes fate, and she
was impatient.

Maybe she'll wait, he thought
Maybe not.

He cauidn T even thng of
runmng, He was (o0 weak o
step onto the covly much fess
run. Besides, his shoes wolid
probably fall aparr. The hive
swoosh hung by it far,
slapping the sidewalk, The
laces fraied bethindg, He waood
have bought 2 new paly but he

neddied the gas money o get
to the cily:

He had calied her a week ago,
hopes soanng.  $he sounded
tired when she picked up the
phane, and move tired when
she heard who it was. Her
voice was quiel, the words
hesitant, as if she was about o
yavwn at every break. After one
minite he regretted calling her,
even thowgh e had spent
months convinong himself he
needed to. They chatted, She
aidin't cane, e tried o solnd
fke b didn't. Hi told her he
was Comhireg B0 towm next weeek
and he'd iove 1o se her. How's
Wednesday?

Another yawn almost crept oul.
She knew she needed an
excuse, bul something kept her
fram finding one. She heard
the words come out, Byt they

werne far away, echowng,
Wednasday's fine. Where?

#
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Capn Bl One a'clock,

He always did this. She sipped
from the bottle of San Peligring
o the white tablecioth, Her
Ffinger traced the wet ccle that
the bortie et I was a cood
marring so she had asked for a
table cutside.  She regrerted it
as the affernoon sun cimbed.
Her long hair draped over her
back, MHer shoulders wore
shaded, but her body cooked
wndermeath the Warket, The
smel of her condifianer 5at i
the air

Oh, Jesus. Me stilf has those
shoes, She was disgusted for a
ménute, then she rememnbered
Florida, He stuffed his wallet
and keys before they went
swarmmng.  WIth her epes
wrenched shut frovm ihe glare,
she could see it Hs plad
bathirg swit, the empdy wine
coolers, The waler was warm
o ey, She kept falling ouwt
af her bikin



He saw her smivk, - 5he was
sitting back i the wicker chaw
watching throwgh the tabies on
the patio. He bumped into a
wearter and ignoved his dirty
ook, He tried fo read her eyes
behind the buwe sunglasses,
but cowldn't. She sat there,
revealng pathing, Her cheeks
were red fram the sun.

Moot to The Tabie armd paused,
half-expecting her to stand up
and hug b, She didn’t. With
a trred sheog e collapsed into
the char, grabling a coth
napkin (o wipe the sweal off his
face, He realzed that he looked
fke shit, especially fo a beautifwl
blonde in a small sundress, who
had better things to do.

She sat there, waitimg for him fo
say something, A few pregnant
raments passed as his rmind
raced. He had never put much
thought inio what he would
actuaity say to her She
watched flakes scatter to the
ground when he scrafched the
sde of hs head,  She sat therve,
sifences made her comfortable.

He sat up and opened ki
mmoutty, but only et out a quet
sigh. He falt powerless as she
rossed the last splash of water
i her mouth and picked up her
purse.  The chair creaked sagly
as she stood up, looking down
at hirn.

The sunlight blared from her
wiine dress, which draped over
her breasts and fowed onto the
tabie. She looked down at the
ity wnshaven face squinting
up af fer. MHe felt hes stormach
bwist with the wrge to grab her
shordldors, push her back nto
the seal, and scream out every
drearn he had abowt her for the
past thee ypears. Flovida,
Maymanl, the Flagship

mahel. His fingers clenched
the armrest.

*

} :h-r]mnunqm [, {

But she left. She walked rnght
past ham, sticking a soft hand
out to brush a curl off of his
forehead, The hem of her
skitt swept his arm. He
listened ro her heels click
away from him, boding in
the draft of her perfurme.

He cowldn't furn arawnd [o
watch hav walk away The
chaft feld hum prisoner, the
sun beat hrm,  He stared ar
all that was Jeft. A hpstick-
srneared ermply battle of

water, a wrinkled napkin,
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LAURA NAZIMEK| AT THAT SHE IS CALLED
fNominated, Margaret Haley Carpenter Prize for Poetry)

Grape jelly s smeaned across her wide face

as she greedily grabs at my beloved papers.

My thowghts and prvacy are at once crushed up

agamsy her soff flesh,

And they stick there iike feathers 3l sraund her induwigent mouth.
e by ong, she tears off the dafes and the names and the picitures
of my Most precous dreams

amd stamps thern harshiy with a smoldering iron

With mad kughter and cruel indifference

she stuffs them all info a used envelope

dvwd tosses if o the deep pocket of her coal

Her baldireg head and her biackened teeth hobble off into the sunset
where she finaly sits benpsath a sappy tree and thumbs throwgh

e stained journals,

Lindmacinable calors and sourds sward from her broath

a5 she pases sfavs and seeds and ffower pelals all over my words
With a grubby pencil in her hands she sighs and cowghs

et the dwindiing moonfight 15 & mere stub of wax and no fonger burns,

And 5o | wake from the unrest fo meet her again.

She is coated in the syrup of the woods and grass of the felds,
Ay papers smell ke the exotic indulgence of a sweet tooth
and | am nearly sckened

| pay hiv. and she gives me change Trom her musty purss,
She staves at me as if | am the charmging weabher,

amd sways mpstenoisly fo some distant music,

There is a famiffarily in her milky skin and wide feel.

{ am inteigued by her crpstal eves, and yet fnghtened by
her exfravagance.

| remember mysel

| clutch my papers and run from the madness

af late night crumbs and ashes,

There cowidn't be one as horrible as she.,

And el she has read my words,

Wnitten them as if imagination.
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DARBY ERBAUGH' MY MIND

JOE MAGLIARD M

meksenger

M e pennned e Ll
i b . rect of poear B
el fwey P mol [Ne uriDeslmu
g B ¥ ol gy e Pl B
Tl + | T @ M i
o Meigring Fhese weords i3 i
BE B Dhels O R ] o i
) . ® -

i EE r o ST r L = B o
-I-II II‘ I.-‘i .—r- _\.:-— - II- . . a P 5
g - - -

PN AT Cacy WINPTy i
At vy ok s o feed DR SaiPy sy |
A 1he ri vans o = me sing
R P Hurad me

s P -
F vyl | dir i Sy
5 . -
301 D mse mE TP

' CADeS g CIOaE

e Y ¥ 0 a3 - -
Thogd b e [ weotoo
B F g o PP O Farrnanl o
o Pl e T WA T T i B
Vi Sk g Tk il FLat -

"
Vit the frue oA TRt e i

Ol Fede my uoineTs oL |
B f v . o .

¥ — o Pt

i sy weanly 10 Sy
L i il for frie Dednaly
L Ty U o By T 1

] S e PReaT
Ared Pl —rre . i



DAVID STANIUS!SMITH

wiake up.”

feft sige the better fo address
Bleary-eyed and shaggy-headed,
a bum in & suburban bed. he
diection, opened his mouth,
rased his anms, cradled his head
amd began

“omith, we have fo 3k about
this moming deal.  You
understand, of course, that by
o means am [ o be woken up
befare noon on Saturday. Every
other day this is acceplable, so |
understand you confusion, but,
time, don't you think 3
Fﬂmhﬁ;mmt N i
Ake yoursell woultd have Ngured
the situation out? In many
countries, Malaysia for instance,
it is @ capital offense fo wake
the hicod of the house before
noon on Saturday  Capifall
That means 1 would have the
night to hack your little two-
year-old head offl Now isn't
that sify?

Smith jumped an top of s
efder's knees, giggling, and
threw his favarite hattle at the
sleeper's nase.

"Chel Srmuthif
Come hack here!*®

But Smith was gone, rolling
cow the hallvay to s roam,
half runming, half crawling.
giggle bounced off the walls
hee a thowsand bad checks.
His elder stumbled out of the
chocolyte-soaked bedroam,
over the piles of porn
magazines, dirfy clothes,

ald baxes of chicken nuggets,
brimging to earth wath a crash a
foe, mrmhmrﬁ-m the
sound and the sharp shooting
pain suddenly radiating up from
his foot, seeking anly Smith.

“Ya liguid eatin® stimy faced
biob, ya'd better bring that
parmper-weann’ dirty behind
back herel*

Srmith slammed his bedroom
doar and. emitting a senes of
clevilish quggles, ran to his

hid under a pite of comforters
and board games. His brother
followed perhaps too dose to
the young one, for he ran
headiong into the just-closed
door. his Neanderthal forehead
mesting the wood with a
sowand knock,

*
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Big brother opened the door
and stepped on 4 broken lego
robot. Again the sharp pain,
again the yelling and sweanng.,
Semith laughed notously beneath
his hibernatory mound, like a
frog under the creek bed out of
the snake's ﬂlg,l]!‘l The elder sat
down on Smith's bed (@ smal
matiress placed indelicately and
the floor) and addressed the
closal door:

“Wedl, Smith. It appears you
have na respect for authority
You have violated my
argdinances imnumerabie
times, No punishment has
changed you pattemns of
behavior, which, | might add
become mare immoral by the
manth. Why, only last week
such tomfoolery as this woukd
have never crossed your mind.
Yer now it is a common
Saturday mOrming pursui.

I don't understand you, Smith,
Tl e what's wrong. What
have I dome?"



Inside, Smith snickered.

I it because marm isn't
around? s it preschood

other children? Is it the dog
around the cormer who uproots
daffadits and sniffs crotchos?
Does not being able to eat fots
of solid food do this o you?
Have you started doing drugs?
Are you in that two-year-ol
gang, Smith?”

Baby Smith laughed & sy
laugh, shook his cubbyhole,
and kicked the door three fimes.
"Hm. Isee. Another outburst
of violence. /'m disapporinted in
you, Smith. So much potential
weasted!, You were born a fine
young man, you knov.

of sociery ane ioo great for you
Too heavy a burden. It's hard
being without parents, isn't it
Smith? You hawve me to fook up
1o, of course.”

"Ronald McDonald!!* exclaimed
Senith from his cocoan, kicking
the door open. Sadly big
brother had leaned his femple
aganst the doorknob during his
last diatribe, and the impact of
to kill him without pain. Here

*

permitted o nole with fotal
otyectnaty thal this was no small
feat for a two-year-old boy

Child Smith stepped gingerdy
anfa the finor of his small room
iy e back of the frailee. He
iooked down at the twitching
body of his only brother, saw
the single rivulet of blood rolling
siovwly down the side of his
head. Gravity camied it into big
brather's left eve, which was
apen and vacant ke a stuffed
bird's. Smith's tiny pinkish hand
reached out to his brather. He
rouched his brother's shouldor
ard shook him, tiny sobs
One-o'clock sun streamed m
through the dusty biinds. A
clozet cocoon shiffed and fell
with & muled crash. Smith
knelt down and stared hard into
his brother's face and moaned

his roarming ery:

wake upl*

} !’:"'1m“1tngar[--u:- {



SHARON BRICKERHGHDWAING JP

Lhe remembers the daughter who planted light buibs
in hopes of rasimg a glovang sther maple
Bedore the storms of lale summer
The sfarms came and wend, then
The autumn wand strpoed the leaves rom thelr places
And she gréw up, longing
Tor hide hersalf in the mednight held i the arms of the trees,
To wrap herssdl in the black of the calf's side
Thae frcnis Fadl Gyunefer thar wantor
Than the year before. Every year guielor
When wisitors came, their steps crunched harshiy
Srarthng, ke a freghtened partridge bursting through the stV ai
When the front screen door stapped banging wn its frame,
She listened fo the calm, appvased her fouwr walls,
Arvgd corninued knvrting the delicale face curtams
S .':-\ur'l[; v B anaiows, |'.|_5,-'¢_~r L0 |'._|_p'|;'r
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CARRIE KENADY | LANTICIRATION
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MINK) (WHERE HAVE ALL THE
WIZARDS GONE

Mo maned foreart ASIg 0N
the aal porch raing 2 OQareite
Betnrrn be dgn b fyes raened
o1 & Pewiron b couldn T see
through the terrdy of smode
that crepl nto the starleis rght
shy The gerl was asleep insicie.
she had drifted sy when he
had gathen up o fake a thower,
and despite hes unendng

moonst ebb and flow of the s
besicle . The ocsan whispered
in ha sary, & voice of peace
roffing over shones of calarmty

‘Dlmm.ﬂ‘. -

The sound of he own voce
spemed almost paerful as it
flaated away on the brodee and
into notheoness, 4 NoBhINgEDs
that werounded hem ke the fog
Phat wwomkd seftie on e Deach o
2 matter of hours, it before the
diven Yier Dhe Sun Ould noe.
bt not for hum  He would climb
ot of bed tomorrow be fed
breaitast by worme gl that hoped
bur oy T wall auely 20 then
e oL do st Bhal, wall Sy

wibc 4 clrkient (PRl T L rever
sewrwid 10 perwettate Froem eehech
he couks mot extract fasell I
el o P e Dreparleroun
kxdy showy the sarme merabie
fucikmg piof every spaode  Boy
meets gel oy fucks gt Boy
v el Dhe Peel INGITRIRg
wathout leawing & aumbed ondy 10
fuck anothe pretty face forty-
enght hours e Such was the
iife of Boy especially when She
wias frve-hundred miles and fen
cents @ minute svay, forgeffing
about & guy that woukl hawe
grven the workd for Mee

“Why dlon T jpois coime Baok fo bed
by ™

He decin 't Doty iurmeng around,
b clain't fieed ke starng his
resably an the face agadn, ot wien
it e Frim Bl &
shaing gl dood. & FrEkion on
thes howr of self-riling

“Wey don't you come in?*
“Becase F'm & goddamn ciche *
“Wha 7

AL if b coasd Wt hevw s eaplan
afytharg o thes faceiens ghost
il Lrwwredd i T OO0y

beshind hurm, & if he wanted o
share the pain with anyone e

i3
} e jemassomper] s

“What oid you sy’ You v
T—

D pren, maybe o Py e
raally inoiwg for M Right ey
showildd stop taling theer clothes off
for every L YWong that umded ot
thern in a bad  What 1 3 umile
anyway? An rwilaton” A coy
Expresmon of mienel? Mo, ey
srrie bRt crossed hus Bps v @
miserable pled for help, an anaidud
desire to be loved, an appeal o
the wacked wihwmi of e

"Why don'T you just come back to
bed?

“Why don't you shut the fuck up *

The aterstate receched Benmath
the tires of b B2 Muitang &1 he
flcied the last fry remnant of
marguand ouf the window and
waiched m Hhe fad sy o a8
the arange powil of kght fell o the
asphall bedind B o s PaEomann
of sparks.  Nothing ke a dove
home af theee o the momeng o
make pou feed compleiely Mo
The pelicw dife i Bhe malife of
e road Degan fo biur toguether
arxd soce he wa e Bh R
soaarag down e jeiow Brol
road oo had no wisand could do
shut fior hem rght nowe N & world
e thes, really good wirardh were
in short supply  The guy on the
radko was reelng off the kind of
rwrmportar! gavtage Bt guys
on the radio spew forth af three



in the maming when the happy
people of the world are asiean,
andl he popped i a tape that
woukd make fum ory. Crossing
over the tumpike, he wondered
what She would think of black
arwd white palice phatos of a
broken guard rail and shattered
glass, He wondered if she
woukd ever even hear.

Five in the moming and he
was back in the dark, musty
dpartment, ﬂﬂl’lf.ﬁ]‘lgﬁqur

of an eight by eleven sketch

pad once again, surrounded by
crumpled and torn pages of
paper. His pen coursed gver the
empty surface, etching portraits
of diminutive, hollow figures
whase limbs were frozen i
positions of agonized movement,
A single line for the torso, two
firves for the legs and the erratic
strokes of the pen. The head was
a thin aircle, bereft of features, no
cwrved mouth, no dotted eyes,
just a pale, empty visage, faceless,
Mo argans, no muscle, no stream
of life running through the
veiless fines, and alf of them,
all the figures stood frozen in
mane could tell which way they
less souls, emply inear corpses
wathout hearts and faces of
ananpmily, namelessoess, alf
contrasted wvwith the wked white

EXANSS On wiwch thair hao-
dimensional forms reclined.

whitescape and brushed his hair
back from his dul, hghtless eyes
Even the simplest of movements
made him wince at the mundanity
of his existence, brought to his
attention his own pathetic

be easier for him if he had an
emply. coloriess plane on witich o
awell, where emolions never
could be just anather stick figure
and not feel so out of place. But
wistead, he was lrapped in a great
wide workd of wbrant color and
kinetic energy; a three-dimensional
harrar, seething with wvacity
mahion, and soud, where an amply
afraicl His pen traced another
circle and carefuly, precisely
etched the fine line that was the
crooked, the shadow was

the white dirt. beside 3 wivie sea
looking out to where a white
horizon met the indiscernible
waters, all tricks of the eyes,
because there was nothing there,
Burt the featureless tang didn't
know this. He had no eyes with
which to search for golden sands

pis
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or placid blue skies. He had no
ears o hear the lapping of the
salty wabers on the beach or the
calls of the guils a5 they cincled
over @ guant worki. He had na
nose fo smaell the brackish salty air
ar the faint scent of lovemaking
wafting from far aff on the sands,
nor ips to taste that salt. He was
empliness in emptiness.

And he siowly dreve the arms, held
upward reaching to the sky and
crying out far help, crying out far
identity, for comphetion, but there
were no fingers fo strelch o the
clouds.

When she got the news that he
had sucked gunpowder throwgh
seven inches of polished steal af six
in the movning the next day, she
called her boyfriend of three weeks
WWhl-mﬁE{mﬁTrmm-m
anyinone and locked herself i her
parting message to her at four in
the afterncon, scratched on an
aight by ten page of drawing
paper, surrounded by sketches of
misery. She stared at the page
without biinking untd her maother
asked her if she was ok.

"1 loved him toe, mom, 1 loved him
and he never fold me.




ANDREW PITTS | ARNESIA

JTASON GACCIONE UNTITLED
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KRYSTI SIBLEY HGLORIOUS RESTORATION

Efforts to restone are it place
to bwing back the chape! fo splendidness
to inject it
wath breaths of Ife
fo invigorate
the safnes 1o sing
the godd fo shine
the brush strokes fo come alive.
Cne by ome
the curators
sing thewr heavenly chanis
as images of prophets
Fermad thermsehes
inta the electncal syrmphony
of the cevling.
Here the symithesss i5 fovng
Lo qiven o art
doins remaved from censored bodies
all waiting fo be judged
in the humandye and heavenly sphere
o

each awakes
wr
2 resound in a full choval chant
every member sef back fo work
sovme scanead
others hopeful
i sending the hideows to Hell and the righteous to Heaven
as efforts are renewed

} rf1 ] mgmnger[- o5 {



ANONYMOUS! THE RUG

in i cordoer
A fantastic fable
Of a rave red fower
Ragerg with nockiess rosr

Tarud s puents
And darng dragons
[ Peurely cravwing
Lachong its Ascous leawes



BRETT A. MORGAN || TONIGHT

JOE MAGLIARD | [AMOIUNT VERNON, OHID
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CHRISTOPHER ROBLEY ! [HUNTING IN ARCADIA WITH MY GRANDSON

My hip hurts
Thiese ol codd bones & suturmn
ard the pinching siraps of thick rubber waders

Flarwws sharts part e sdent need.

A mafled sguanad aboe,

an oscillafing V' retreadng
into the anirmahed iphead of evensg

One of my pained knees Slides into the Bohiom mock:
AnTirg postion--hard Hngons.
The: bullet labors from the rusty bamey,
o Sirking virsel
i quick chammel

The splash of a fmud bass m Samey s hand
Mo feathered splash i the reeds.
“Look Gramps! | got the fish!*

"Good eyes! Good boy! Though | missed.

Fat chissks filtkng,
he blurshes,
rowches my hand, and tightens
hirmsel! 1o the rifle
fo fire four tirmes effortiessly

Theise fuingls dire agaens? the enflamed oy

ke flacked bombers

diescerxing tiowly (o the bt bieck
of sropped youth

*
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DAVID SHRIMP| N THE TRADITION OF HAIEL
A LT
Thee Wuaerreds (palfuy Fady
Fetsle | fasy Maniery o e
Swapwrrrui ot anam
W T
Ovrece | sl ansd fall

MO an Y A
I forgal thak wesal

BLYTHE KING![HOW ABOUT A BOX PEAR AND A GRAPEFRUIT

*x
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BETH THOMAS || LNTITLEL
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GLENMON KARRUNTITLED

if unid then, when [ gdan't knowe § iy to hold fo my course, but the directron o bivvred, g
canstant flawh to anfcipate the fall, such a share, and such a shade of gray that casts the anly
Sghi on Simon on board the shape

[RE e, af the free nime ¢ find m

i 501 Ston feel g everythrg hal was made o fake

fill thirsty and 5o N dnnk, and so lxte that o0 fake

and sheap matead seems mace, DLl ypou've i

ool your greatest fear, in repeal the same chain
path that fear led wou down the first e aldne, Bhe It D you See e Workd draw aaay
IFewT PO Sel, and e piciune |."_}|'!-.'_ the polaraid, Standwng Sone amang Ne Sest ai M st
theater on the block, af ol cars and pavkmg lors, and frade your el chance back for

noniees arnd the cab fre bowme. vtsede fhe TV

¥
wns off every night after a half hour has himed
WAF wakeun Call, i the tox Wit the alarm that runs foresey sedrmuncly on Datienes

antrcipation of the repention, and expectations of everything you don't el knomw

SHAROMN BRICKERHLUNCHTIME I BERLIN
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CARRIE KEMADY || VOWEL SONG
(An wmtatron of Rimbawdy Voyelles)
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JAMES MACCURTAINISCHIZOPHRENIA-- WEICOME TO MILLEILLY HEAVEN

L onmi g jown® e oft Mty Hedwen
[ haven 't boen e for 50 lang
There's beoen glady and hairy grass
A Rl fisars el S SRaeT

e B0t e rree ot el feige ey
Ve D P MePpr SManes
Mhare's macinegid 3Lan) a0l fDnesgn s

And cvagoe freats Bt mewer sweels

Ciowme aned pun s ot Wity Hegven
Came | Can'T e e Daen
Theve's puitieis knfasl and cheating wives
And croodisd Co DWE PR Moas

JOE MAGLIARD | |HULGATE, NJ
(Winnar af the srafl arf award)

*
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